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Amazing Newm m m Electric Sprayer
For Home Use

SAVE MONEY, TIME, WORK! GET PROFESSIONAL SPRAYING RESULTS!

Paint Floors,

Enamel Auto Bodies and Fend*
ers. Storm Windows, Screens

Varnish Table Tops, linoleum

Spray Moth-Proofing liquids In

Ceilings,
Woodwork, Furniture, Toys

Closets and Attics

HOUSEHOLD ITEMS — It's easy_ to*
paint clothes hampers,, kitchen chairs.!
shelving, partitions, slat fences, metal [

trash drums, etc., with Vibro-8prayer!

OUTDOOR FURNITURE
thing for painting rustic <
furniture, brickwork, boa
and other equipment!

ROUGH SURFACES — Makes quick

work of painting
wood or window screening!

INSECT CONTROL— Ef
extermination of roaches
flies, mosquitoes and othe
for mothproofing clothes 1

iiiTflunnn r
— Provides the answer to qu
*smooth twch-up work on fendera

miintfnan

concrete, rough

pT

ick,
and

Spray Flit or Other Insect and
Pest Solutions

Walls,

Spray insecticides on Flowers,
Plants, Shrubs

USE VIBRO SPRAYER for EVERY
Job of Painting and Spraying
in and Around the Home
Self-Contained Unit— No Motor,
No Compressor, Produces Equiv-

alent of 40 Ibs. Pressure!

trigger

SP*0

paint, enamel, varnish, shellac, residual type ii

light oils, moth sprays, disinfectants, etc. Then plug |
8-ft. insulated cord into any 110-volt A-C. household o
let—pull the trigger—and “get satin-smooth, professional
results every lime!

SAVE MONEY, TIME AND WORK
VIBRO-SPRAYER paints twice as fast as a brush, saves
strain, fatigue, backache and sore muscles. Paint goes on
FASTER, SMOOTHER and far more EASILY than with
a brush. Adjustable spray control allows wide or narrow
spray, thick or fine, as the job requires. Spray radius is
always under complete control. VIBRO-SPRAYER cannot
clog or drip—and is amazingly simple to clean. What's
more, VIBRO-SPRAYER is SAFE! Will never break in
use as there is NO pressure in the jar.

COSTS LESS THAN A GOOD BRUSH
Not only does VIBRO-SPRAYER paint faster, smoother,
more easily than a good brush, but it actually costs less!
And because VIBRO-SPRAYER applies paintmore evenly
and uniformly, you use LESS PAINT—save the cost of
the sprayer in just a few months! In addition. VIBRO-
SPRAYER shoots a fine, even spray into deep crevices
where ordinary paint brushes can't reach, makes short work
of rough or pebbled surfaces that are so difficult to brush.
MADE BY A FAMOUS COMPANY
VIBRO-SPRAYER is manufactured by the world-famous
Burgess Battery Company, makers of popular auto and
flashlight batteries. Every VIBRO-SPRAYER is guaran-
teed by the manufacturer to be free of mechanical defects.

.In addition, we guarantee that VIBRO-SPRAYER will

give you exactly the professional, fast, labor and money
saving results you desire, or you may return your sprayer
10 days for full purchase price refund. You getFULL
PROTECTION under this DOUBLE GUARANTEE!
SEND NO MONEY
Send only the coupon, now. When your VIBRO-SPRAYER
arrives, pay the postman only $12.95 plus small delivery
charge—or ‘enclose full payment now and we pay all de-
livery charges. In either case you are fully protected by
the manufacturer's guarantee of mechanical perfection,
and our guarantee of complete satisfaction, or return your
VIBRO-SPRAYER within 10 days for full purchase price
refund. Send the coupon AT ONCE!

FOSTER PRODUCTS, INC.

179 Wooster St., New York 12, N.Y.
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Helds
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Use Any
Standard

Comes Complete-All Ready

to Use-No Extras to Buy!
VIBRO-SPRAYER is complete- ONLY
ly self-contained — the ONLY
unit of Us kind on the market.
Nothing else to buy, no hose,
compressor, motor,” tank, etc.
just pour liquid Into paint Jar,
(25 ounce capacity! plug in and press the trigger!
Size high, deep. 4" wide. Works on acti-
vated piston and suction principle. Built like
professional equipment — does the work of a
$100.00 unit producing 40 Ibs. pressure!

FREE TRIAL COUPON-MAIL NOW!

rosrn PRODUCTS, INC., Dipt. SO-SSS
170 Woo,*., SI., Now York 14, N. Y.

Please send a VIBRO-SPRAYER for 10 day* no-
risk examination. On arrival | will pay the postman
only $12.95 plus small delivery and handlint charge.

Check here if you enclose $12.95 now. We
D pay all delivery and handling charges.

NOTE: Whether you order CO X" W 1
receive the full protection of our GU<
satisfaction or money back! |



VETERAN

M ore than 400 I.C.S. Courses
are available to Veterans entitled
to benefits under the G.I. Bill of
Bights.

Here's your chance to start a
program of Personal Advancement
—through training. You select your
own course, study in your spare
time, progress as fast as your abil-
ity and ambition permit.

Each 1. C. S. Course is a gateway
to a profitable, exciting field. Each
is practical, easy to understand.

The time for action is now.
Remember, Veteran Training is a
limited offer. For most Veterans,
July 25, 1951, is the deadline. The
time to get started is now! Mark
and mail the coupon today! It
brings full details on how to enroll.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE' SCHOOLS

BOX 6004-C, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, pleas* send me lull particulars about th* cours* BEFORE which | have marked X:

Air Conditioning and 0 Structural Engineering D Industrial Metallurgy Textile Courses

Plumbing Courses 0 Surveying and Mapping D Machine Shop O Mech. Drafting o Cotton Manufacturing
0 Air c_ondmomng . Comm_unlcatlons Course* O Mechanical Engineering O loom Fixing O Rayon Wsaving
O Heating O Plumbing O Electronics O Mold-Loft Work O Textile Designing
O Refrigeration O Steam Fitting O Practical Telephony O Patternmaking— Wood, Metal O Woolen Manufacturing

Chemical Courses O Radio, General O Radio Operating O Reading Shop Blueprints
D Chtmicai Engineering O Radio Servicing O Tslevision O Sheet-Metal Drafting Business and
0 Chemistry, Analytical 0 Telegraph Engineering O Sheet-Metal Worker Academio Courses
O Chemistry, Industrial Electrical Course* O Ship Drafting O Ship Fitting ; accounting 0 Advertising
O Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel O _Electrical Drafting O Tool Designing 0 Toolmaking [ app. Psychology D Bookkeeping
O Petroleum Refining O Plastics O Electrical Engineering O Welding Engineering O Business Administration
O Pulp and Paper Making O Electric light and Power O Welding— Gas and Electric O Bus. Correspondence O Bus. Law

Civil Engineering, Architec- U Lighting Technician Railroad Courses O Certified Public Accounting

tural and Mining Courses O Practical Electrician O Air Brake i 0 Car Inspector o Commercial O Commercial Art
D Architecture Internal Combustion D Diesel Locomotive 0 Cost Accounting
O Architectural Drafting Engines Courses . O Locomotive Engineer O Federal Tax O First Year College
0 Bridge and Building Foreman O Auto Technician O Aviation O Locomotive Fireman O Foremanship O French
O Building Estimating O Diesel-Electric . 0 Locomotive M_aChm'St O Good English O High School
O Civil Engineering O Diesel Engines O Gas Engines [ Railroad Section Foreman O Higher Mathematics O Illustration
O Coal Mining Mechanical Courses [ Steam-Diesel Loco. Eng. 0 Industrial Supervision
O Contracting and Buildlsg D Aeronautical Enginesr's, di. Stationary Eng'r’o Courses ([ Motor Traffic [ Postal Civil Servicf
O Highway Engineering O Aircraft Drafting O Flight Engineer O Boilermaking O Retailing O Retail Bus. Management
O Lumber Dealer O Forging O Foundry Work O Combustion Engineering O Salesmanship O Secretarial
O Reading Structural Biueprlats O Heat Treatment of Metals O Engine Running O Sign Lettering
O Sanitary Engineering D Industrial Engineering O Marine Engineering O Spanish 0 Stenography
O Structural Drafting O Industrial Instrumentation O Power Plant Eng'r'lg O Steam Engr. O Traffic Management
Hamt _Age_ _Home Address_
City- -Working Hours-

Present Position—

Length of Service in
World War I1_

-Employed by_

Enroliment under G.I. Bill approved for World War Il Veterans. Special tuition rates to members of th* Armed Forets.

Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada.



By Harry Sinclair Drago  .......ccccoveveniennen.

They called Henry Stall “Old Slick-Ear”, and for good reason;
he’d built his cattle empire as much by shrewdness as by
out-right grabbing with guns to back him up. But now the
tide was turning against him, and other slick customers were
using him and the trouble between him and the smaller

outfits, to their own advantage
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2nd Class License. —L. M.
Hauger, San Bruno. Calif
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With FM and
I Television in the
we have a very

profitable future.”— Albert
., Tampa, Florida.

Want a good-pay job in the fast grow-
ing RADIO-TELEVISION Industry?
Want a money-making Radio-Tetevi-
Ron shop of your own? Here's your
opportunity. I've traintrf hundreds of
men to be successful Technicians . . .
MEN WITH NO PREVIOUS EXPE-
RIENCE. My tested and proved tram-
at-home method makes learning easy.
You learn Radio-Television principles
from illustrated lessona. You get prac-
tical experience building, experiment-
fog with MANY KITS OF PARTS
[ stnd. All equipment yours to keep.

MAKE EXTRA MONEY
IN SPARE TIME

The day you enroll. | start sending

AR GAhaRO T S ACRIN
EXTRA MONEY fixing neighbors’
to spare time while learning.

From here, 'it's a short step to your
own shop or a %oad—pay Radio-Tele-
vision dicing Jrt. Or be a licensed
Radio-Television Operator or_Tech-
nician. The number of Radio Stations
has nearly tripled in the last few years
—and within threii years, experts pre-
diet there will be 1069 Television sta-
air. Then add develop-

in FM, Two Way Radio, Police,
Aviation, Microwave Relay

\ Think what this means! New
jobs, more jobs, good pay for qualified

SET THIS

men. The man who prepares now wilt
reap rich rewards;
MAIli. COUPON FOR
BOOKS FREE
Af, s,nd tor my FREE
DOUBLE OFFER. Coupon entitles
Y. t, actual lesson. -GETTING AC-
QUAINTED WITH RECEIVER
SERVICING." It shows you that
learning at horhie is easv, practical,
You also get myl 64-page book, "HOW
TO BE A SWGCESS IN RADIO-
TELEVISION." It tells what my
graduates are doing and earning, how
#kly you can be on your way to
pay, success a bright future.
rfflope or paste on
J.E.SMITH, President.
Dept. 9MAS
Nationat Radio
Institute. Pioneer
Home Study
School, Washington 9,

penny postal

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 9IMA2 [ ]
Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C. 1

Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-page Book aooutB
How to Win Success in Radio-Television—both FREE. g
(No Salesman will call. Please write plainly.)
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HAVE A sSLIMMER, YOUTHFUL, FEMININE
APPEARANCE INSTANTLY!

YOUR APPEARANCE! LOOK AND FEEL LUCE
Min% SI)CI-EEN AGAIN! mg:hers Soy\%rea@- or abII:aln)gwh%ua(,g(md3

Th« Up-LIft Adjust- proved UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT! The UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT with the amazing
O-BELT Is the newest new adjustable front panel controls your figure the way you want it, with added
most comfortable gir- support where you need it most. Simply adjust the laces and PRESTO your mid sea-
die | ever had. lion is reshaped, your back is braced and you look and feel younger!

MORE UP-LIFT AND HOLD-IN POWER!

The UP LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT takes weight off tired feet and gives you a more
alluring, mors daringly feminine, curvaceous figure the instant you put it on. It
gives you lovely curves just in the right places, with no unwanted bulges in
the wrong ones. It whittles your waist line to nothingness no matter what shape
you may now have. It's easily adjusted—always comtortable!

TEST THE ADJUST-O-BELT UP-LIFT PRINCIPLE
WITH YOUR OWN HANDS!

Clasp your hands over your abdomen, press upwards and in gently, but firmly.
You feel better don't you! That's just what the UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT does
for you only the ADJUST-O-BELT does it better. Mail Coupon and test it at home
for 10 days FREE at our expense!

APPEAR SLIMMER, AND FEEL BETTER!

The UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT lifts and flattens unsightly bulges, comfortably, quick-
ly, firmly. It readjusts easily to changes in your figure, yet no laces touch your
body. It gives Instant slenderizing figure control. It fashionably shapes your figure
to its slimmest lines. Like magic the UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT obeys your every wish.
Pounds and inches seem to disappear instantly from waist, hips and thighs. You
can adjust it to your slimmed down figure as your figure changes. It gives the same
fit and comfort you get from a made to order girdle costing 2 to 3 times the price. It
washes like a dream. Style: Panty and regular. Colors nude and white. It's made of
the finest stretch material in any girdle with a pure satin front panel and made
by the most skilled craftsmen. It's light in weight but powerfully strong.

It won't roll up, bulge or curl at the top. It gives extra-double support where you
need it most. No other girdle at any price can give you better support, can make you
look better, feel better or appear slimmer. Sizes 24 to 44 waist.

Money-Back Guarantee ONLY .. ... $3.98

With A 10-Day FREE TRIAL SEND NO MONEY

If the UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT

isn't better than any supporter ADJUST-O-BELT CO., DEPT. 61
You will took like you ever fhad’bllf YEJfU don tdfeel 1025 Broad St., Newark, New Jersey
end feel like this more comfortable, If you don't Rush your new end Improred TTP-UFT AM I'ST-0-BJM for
H $3.98 d st hecked. Lj R 1 o] t
beautiful model in look and feel younger, if you_r o Semlin ngeD anI wslfx epa§ e;cselage Jpluggz;r:dlmg parity,
our new and im- shape isn't 100% IMPROVED, if O 1 enclose $3.98. You pay postage pins poetage.
you W 1 delighted with i CHECK SIZE: QSm. (25-26): O Med. (27-28):
proved Up - Uft you are not delighted with It oI« (29-30);  a XL (31-s2); O XXL (31-80);
Adjust-O-Belt. return it and your money will O XXXL  (38-10); O XXXXL (12-14).
be refunded in full. NAME ottt
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AMAZING
NOVELTY

BLONDE

. (OUT) OF THE

BATH TUB

Keeps everyone guessing. The lovely Blonde will
itay In her bathtub for you— but not for others.
She always pops out. Your friends will marvel that
you're the only one she obeys. It's a thrilling new
novelty that will be the life of the party. Send
for yours today— and learn the amazing secret of
how to make the lady behave. SEND NO MONEY.
Rush your order today! Remit with order and we
pay postage or C.0.D. plus postage.

It's thrilling fun to be a magician! But it's twice
as wonderful to be a money-making magician, to
baffle all your friends and family. With this amaz-
ing money machine you can perform real, mysti-
fying magic. Think of the excitement when plain
sheets of paper are placed in the machine, and
as the rollers revolve, OUT COMES REAL HON-
EST-TO-SOODNESS MONEY TO SPEND.
There's a magic trick, of course, that only you
will know. You'll be one magician in tremendous
demand to perform your money magic! The
whole family will find this remarkable money-
maker thrilling entertainment. Rush your order
NOW. SEND NO MONEY. Remit with order
and we pay postage or C.0.D. plus postage.

NOVELTY MART Dept. 235

59 E. 8th St., New York 3. N. Y.

Thrill your child with vivacious red-haired "RITA”
— sensational 13 inch Drink-and-Wet Doll of squeez-
able rubber WONDER-SKIN — the amazing new
LIFE-LIKE DOLL SKIN! Adorable red-haired ,,RITA,*
is every child’s dream come true! She has spar-
kling blue eyes that open and close— she drinks
from her bottle with rubber nipple (Included)— and
then wets her diaper. You can bathe her— move
her cuddly arms, legs and head— make her stand,
walk and sleep.
SEND NO MONEY!

(C. O. D.t you pay postage. Remit with order,
we pay postage.)

NOVELTY MART

59 East 8th Street Dept. 235. New York, 3,

. Y. Please send me the tallowing Items:

(color)

Enclosed: O Check or Money Order O C.O.D.
plus postage

0O BLONDE INBATHTUB ............. 98¢
0O MONEY MACHINE ............. $2.98
O RITA .

NAME

ADDRESS ....... S e raeaaaaas .

CITY ....... . STATE ..........






Henry Stall's cattle-empire was breaking up, and
jackals were waiting to eat up the remains. But to the
small ranchers, struggling for their holdings, Stall’s

power was still potent and dreaded.

A FAMOUS BOOK-
LENGTH NOVEL by

HARRY SINCLAIR
DRAGO

(author of ™Bandit
Bargain”).
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Range Hog

HE LONG twilight of Ilate

I June was fading rapidly into

night as a horseman crested the
low hills to the east of the Willow
Vista Ranch. Momentarily, man and
beast were silhouetted against the
skyline, for behind them the mopn
was already tipping the mountain-
desert with silver.

Both bore evidence of a slashing
ride.

A tight-lipped grunt of satisfaction
escaped the man as he caught his
first glimpse of the distant lights that
marked the ranchhouse—pale, butt-
ery daubs of yellow, glowing dimly
against the black bulk of the Steen
Mountains beyond.

“Old Slick-ear better be there,” he
grumbled desperately as he raked his
horse with his spurs.

The big dun, obviously winded, was
Heaving, violently, its distended nos-
trils blood-flecked. The spurs bit
cruelly. The horse trembled and tried
to hold back, eyes rolling wildly.
Heart and lungs were bursting, and
fear—not unlike that known to hu-
mans—was clamping its icy fingers
on the animal

The man realized that the end was
not far away. By choice, he was not a
killer of horses; but the business on
which he rode was urgent enough to
make him reckless of horeflesh as
well as himself. The news he brought
was important, and in the end, min-
utes would spell the difference be-
tween success and failure.

The way was down hill now, two
miles.

The horse plunged onward in a last
gallant effort. The man's eyes were
alert, as though expecting the animal
to go down any moment. Danger to
himself was great, unless he managed
to jump clear. He was not unmindful
of it, nor was he unmoved by the
dun’s gameness. Since late afternoon,
they had covered the fifty long, des-
ert miles that lay between the Bar S
on the South Fork of the Owyhee and
the home ranch on Rebel Creek.

The man had come even farther. He
had been in the saddle since morning.
The horse he rode now was the fourth
that had served him that day. He

was not an emotional man, but the
dun happened to belong to him. May-
be that made a difference.

“1 reckon if there’s a horse heaven
you’ll just about reach it, Baldy,” he
muttered grimly, a tortured look in
his eyes. But of course a man gets to
know a horse rather well in four
years.

Suddenly the wooden bridge at
Rebel Creek loomed out of the dark-
ness at him. A tattoo of flying hoofs
rang out sharp and pregnant with
alarm as the dun thundered across
the planks. In the stillness of the
early evening the drumming echoed
and re-echoed across the valley until
it reached the house.

Supper was over, but two men and
a girl sat at the long thble in the
dining-room, memorandum books and
a pile of freight bills spread out be-
fore them. All three looked up sharp-

"“What was that?" the girl asked
apprehensively. Her father, seated
across the table, was busy with his
note-books again. He smiled to him-
self over her anxiety.

“Just somebody crossing the bridge,
Letty,” he said.

“Whoever it is, he ain't losin’ no
time,” the other man remarked. He
was Joe Tracey, the foreman of Wil-
low Vista. "He's sure cornin’ fast,” he
added to himself.

Letty Stall went to the open win-
dow and peered out, but she could
not see anything. The moon was just
beginning to peep over the hills to the
east. Even as she tarried at the win-
dow, it grew lighter. Presently, she
could make out a moving smudge of
blackness in the dark. Recognition
was still impossible.

Just why a madly driven horse at
this hour of the evening should tight-
en her throat with a premonition of
trouble, she could not say. Usually
it meant sickness or possibly the
death of one of her father’'s men—
something that had been happening
ever since Old Henry had brought
her up from San Francisco to spend
her first summer on one of the Bar S
ranches.

But that was years ago. She was
twenty now, and if San Francisco
regarded her only as a charming de-
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butante, she was quite «sed to the
exigencies of ranch life, with doctors
and hospitals miles away. Still, it in
no way explained the feeling that
gripped her to-night.

Eastern Oregon was a new country.
Stall and Matlack had done well in
Harney and Malheur counties. They
owned not less than eleven ranches in
that big sweep of country between
the Steen Mountains and the Snake,
an empire unto themselves. Their
brand, the Bar S, was as well-known
—and hated—there as it long had
been in Nevada and certain parts of
California.

Steve Matlack was no longer active
in the affairs of Bar S. In the truest
sense, he never had been active. From
the beginning, Henry Stall had been
the moving force behind their success.
He had led the invasion into Nevada,
and later into Oregon.

E HAD been in the Steen Moun-
tain country for twelve years
now—a period in which he had never
failed to arrogate to himself all the
rights and privileges of a reigning
monarch. What he wanted, he took;
mand he managed to keep it, too—eith-
er with the aid of the courts or with-
out them. It was his boast that he had
never vented a brand of his on horse
or steer, nor sold an acre of land once
he had acquired it.

Letty knew the feeling against her
father often ran high. Cowmen called
him a range hog. Threats had been
made against his life. Only a few
days back, over in Harney Valley, he
had been fired on from ambush. If
the bullet had missed him it was be-
cause the shot had been intended
only as a warning.

It had not deterred him. Letty
knew nothing could change her fath-

er.
The moon hung low above the hills

now, bathing the valley with its soft
glow. Barns and corrals gleamed
whitely. The oncoming horse
splashed across the shallow irrigation
ditch that supplied the ranch truck-
patch, lashing the water to spray.
“Who is it?” old Henry asked.
“Can't make out,” Tracey an-
swered, his eyes screwed into a

OF THE SAGE n

piercing squint. Across the vyard,
someone came to the door of the
bunkhouse and held up a lighted
lantern. “We’'ll know in a minute
who it is.”

The old man leaned over the table
and peered out with the others, his
face, ruddy against the gray of his
closely-cropped hair, as stolid as
usual.

It was only a moment or two be-
fore the horse galloped into the
ranch-yard. Then, before anyone
could speak, the animal crashed to
earth, throwing its rider headlong.

“Rode him till he dropped !” Tracey
exclaimed. “Whoever he is he got a
good shakin’ up.” He put a leg
through the window to hurry to the
stranger’'s aid. Men were running
from the bunkhouse, too. The man
who had been thrown had not moved.

“He’'s dead!” Letty gasped, unable
to look away.

“No danger of that,” her father
said sourly. “It's the horse that's
dead. They're cheap enough, but it's
a waste of good money to ride them
until they drop.”

Before Tracey could climb through
the window, the man sat up. He shook
his head as though to clear it and then
got to his feet. He was tall, and thin,
almost to emaciation.

Old Henry bit at the ends of his
stubby mustache. “Huh,” he rquttered
with genuine surprise. “That's Mr.
Case of the South Fork ranch, isn't
it?”

He always addressed his foreman
as Mister. It was equivalent to knight-
hood with Bar S men.

“It's Judd as sure as shooting!”
Tracey exclaimed. He turned to the
old man, and his eyes were suddenly
grave. “What's he doin’ way qver
here?”

The owner of the Bar S dropped
his ever-handy note-books into his
pocket. Judd Case had been working
for him for years. The man was al-
together too level-headed to have rid-
den fifty miles over nothing at all.

“l daresay it won't be anything
pleasant,” he muttered glumly. “Good
news doesn't travel fast like that.”

From the conversation without,
they knew Judd was not seriously



12 DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN

hurt. The Willow Vista men started
back to their quarters. A moment
later, the foreman of the South Fork
ranch limped into the dining-room.
Old Slick-ear looked him over as
though he hoped to discover the rea-
son for his presence there even before
Case could speak. Failing in that, he
put his question into words. “What
is it, Mr. Case?” he asked abruptly.
“Certainly glad to find ya here,”
Case replied. “Mind if | sit down?
Got shook up a little.” Now that he
had arrived he seemed strangely un-
excited. He nodded to Tracey. “Hi,
Joe? And you, Miss Letty?” Unhur-
ried, he turned to Stall once more. “I
was afraid you and Miss Letty might
have gone back to the Quinn River

ranch, on your way south.” He
paused momentarily, hunting for
words. “l came a right smart ways
to-day, Mr. Stall. I was in Wild

Horse this morning.”

“Wild Horse?” the old man grunt-
ed incredulously. The others did not
try to conceal their surprise. Wild
Horse was a shipping point on the
Oregon Short Line, and well across
into Idaho. Ordinarily, it was con-
sidered a hard two-day trip.

But most of the Bar S beef was
driven south to the Southern Pacific
at Winnemucca. So, although Wild
Horse was a county seat, being in
Idaho, Stall and Matlack had little
or no business there. That little was
confined to the Government Land Of-
fice where the deputy commissioner
for the Oywhee-Malheur district held
forth.

“My blacksmith quit last week,”
Judd explained. “lI went over to
Wild Horse to see if | couldn’'t hire
a new man. | got that attended to last
night. I was waitin’ around the hotel
for breakfast this morning when |
run into Clay Quantrell. 1 guess you
know him. He's been freightin’ out
of Wild Horse and doin’ a little
ranchin’ on the side for two or three
years.”

“Yes, |1 know him,” the old man
muttered, and his tone said the memo-
ry was not a pleasant one. “What
about him?”

“He wanted to know if 1'd been
ever to the land office. Well, | didn’t
like the way he said it,” Judd went

on. “I always figured he was on the
other side of the fence where we were
concerned. So | waited around until
eight o’clock and went up to the com-
missioner’'s office. 1 sure got the
news.”

“Come, come, Mr. Case, let's have
it!” old Henry exploded, impatiently.
He had been making his own deduc-
tions the past few moments. “Has
it anything to do with Squaw Val-
ley?”

“You guessed it, Mr. Stalll The
Government is movin’ the Piutes over
to Fort Hall next month. The Squaw
Valley Reservation is going to be
thrown open for sale.”

“Well, well, no fault to find with
that!” Letty saw her father rub his
hands together like a money-lender.
“Finest blue joint grass in Oregon!”
he exclaimed. “You know I've had
my heart set on it for a long while.
This is the best news I've heard la
months!” He actually beamed at hi*
men as he pushed back his chair and
got to his feet "Jim Montana is still
the deputy commissioner, eh?”

“Yeah,” Judd answered tonelesslv.

“When is he going to hold hi*
sale?”

“Tomorrow noon on the steps of
the court-house in Wild Horse!”

“What. ... Tomorrow noon?”

N THE silence that followed, the

tick of the clock on the wall
sounded loud and oppressive. Letty
closed the window. Her father’s face
was purple with rage.

“Well, 1 do be damned!” Joe Tra-
cey whipped out as he brought his
chair down on all fours with a bang.
“You sure you got this straight,
Judd?”

“Sure | got it straight, Joe. The
sale is going to be held tomorrow.”

“But Montana promised to keep me
informed,” old Henry stormed. “He
was to let me know if anything like
this came up.”

“Well, maybe this is his way of
lettin’ you know, Mr. Stall,” Judd
declared pointedly. “There’s no use
beatin’ about the bush. I know Jim
Montana used to work for you here.
Don’'t let that fool you. He don't
want the Bar S in Squaw Valley. If
he can fix it so that the Crockett*
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and the Gaults and those other out-
fits above the reservation can grab
that range and split it up between
them, he’s goin’ to do it.”

“But he can't sell an acre of that
land without advertising it! The law
compels him to do that!”

Judd shook his head wearily. “It's
been advertised—and mighty good
care has been taken that only the
right people saw it.”

Letty’'s head went up stiffly and
her brown eyes glowed with indig-
nation as she faced the foreman of the
South Fork. Mr. Case—you’'re not ac-
cusing Jim Montana of anything un-
derhanded, are you?”

Her father answered for Judd. “Un-
derhanded?” he echoed. “What else
can you call it? I've had my eyes on
that reservation for ten years, be-
cause | can claim water rights in that
valley! | always figured some day
I'd get it. With my water and that
land 1I'd have a cowman’s paradise.
Montana knew how anxious | was
about it.”

“Maybe he had a reason for chang-
ing his mind,” Letty argued.

"What? Are you taking
against me?”

"Of course not, Father.”

“Well, you're making excuses for
him. What reason do you think he
had for changing his mind?”

“Maybe he feels as others do—that
you've got range enough in this
country. Just being opposed to you
doesn't necessarily mean that he's
been underhanded about anything.
When he worked for you he proved
himself a good man. You said so your-
self.”

“Pah!”

sides

he stormed. "You heard
what Mr. Case said, didn't you? I
know when I've been tricked. You
need not try to defend the man.”

“I'm not,” Letty insisted. “But
there’s trouble enough here now—and
more coming, if | know anything
about it. If Jim Montana is trying
to keep you out of Squaw Valley it's
only because he thinks it's the best
thing for all concerned.”

The head of the Bar S had to laughs
and he was not given to mirth as a
rule. “Best for himself, you mean,”
he said. "Well, he's had his trouble
for nothing.” His manner was serious

enough. “I've always had to fight for
what | got, and I'm going to fight
now.” He turned to Joe Tracey. I'll,
be ready by the time you drive up.”

Letty stared at him with fresh con-
cern. “Father, what are you going to
do?”

“I'm going to Wild Horse! I'll be
there by noon tomorrow!”

“Oh, no,” Letty pleaded. “Father,
you're too old to make a hard trip
like that—"

“Old?” he thundered. “Hunh! I'm
not so old that I'll let Montana put
anything over like this on me. Just
hurry along, Mr. Tracey.”

Judd started to follow Joe. Old
Henry called him back. “You better
get your saddle and bridle, Mr. Case.
You can throw them in my rig and
ride back with me. That'll save send-
ing a man back with a horse later on.”

Old Slick-ear always knew how to
save a day's wages. But he paid the
top price, and he expected his men
to earn it. His preparations for the
long trip were simple. His field
equipment in traveling over his
ranches consisted of a nightshirt, a
toothbrush and his note-books. When
he returned to the dining-room, he
found Letty waiting for him. Her hat
lay on the table beside her. “Father
you know you can't drive to Wild
Horse by noon tomorrow.”

“l don't intend to drive all the way.
I'll use the grays as far as the South
Fork. I'll get a fresh team there and
go into Wild Horse with time to
make the Springs by daylight. I'll get
a saddle horse from Ed Ducker and
go into Wild Horse with time to
spare.” Letty was drawing on her
gloves. The old man’'s eyes clouded
as he watched her. “Where are you
going?”

“With you,” she answered without
hesitation.

“Hunh?” he grunted, his jaws
working nervously. “Say, look here,
Letty, this isn't any lark: 1 don’t
mind your defying me around here;
but I'm not taking you into Wild
Horse. It's a hard trip—hard even
for a man.”

“If you can stand it | can,” she

assured him.
“But you don’t belong in business
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of this sort. There’ll be a crowd there
—maybe trouble!”

“That's just why I'm going. You
know what the feeling is against you.
Do you think I'd let you go alone?”

“l don't intend to go in alone,”
she was surprised to hear him say.
“I'm going to have Mr. Tracey send
word to Furnace Creek. I'll have
them and the South Fork men to back
me up. Squaw Valley is going to the

highest bidder—and | don’t intend
to be cheated out of it!”
Letty’'s face paled. “There you

are!” she exclaimed. “You've given
yourself away! You wouldn't be draw-
ing men in if you didn’'t expect trou-
ble. I tell you, I'm going with you,
Father!”

They were still arguing the matter
when Judd and Tracey drove up in
the rig.

“AH right,” he grumbled. “If you
must go, get a heavy coat. It'll be
right cold before sun-up.”

/ v/
“Say What You Mean!”

LITTLE knot of
men stood grouped
about the big map
on the court-house
steps. The land that
was to be auctioned
off was divided into
quarter sections of
one hundred and
sixty acres. They
spoke among them-
selves, a conscious

restraint in their manner. Under the
cottonwoods on the court-house lawn,
other men waited, tall, lanky, their
faces seamed and tanned in the way
of desert men. There was a twang to
their speech not unlike what one
hears in the mountains of Kentucky.
It was natural, for these men, as their
fathers before them, had come from
Kentucky and Tennessee, a hard-
fighting race of pioneers who had
been breaking the wilderness for
generations

There was a holiday air about their
plain clothes; the occasion was im-
portant enough to warrant that. From

time to time, one or the other would
glance at his watch.

Jim Montana, seated at his desk in
his office on the second floor, turned
from watching them to glance at the
clock on the wall. It was only eleven-
thirty; half an hour yet before the
sale would begin.

The tension that so obviously rest-
ed on the men below found an echo
in him. There was a set look about
his strong mouth, the little laugh
lines in the corners straight and un-
compromising. His lean jaw, deter-
mined enough at any time, jutted out
severely.

“No sign of trouble yet,” he mused.
“Maybe IYn going to get away with
this after all.... It won't take long."

Wild Horse was a one-street town.
The court-house stood at one end of
it. From where he sat, Montana com-
manded a view of it. There were very
few vacant places at the Hitchracks
in front of the stores and saloons.
Saddled horses and rigs of one sort
or another lined both sides of the
street. It was Saturday. That always
brought people to town. But this was
like the Fourth of July. Some men
had brought their families with
them—women and children to whom
even such a place as Wild Horse
held excitement and diversion.

Montana had grown up on a ranch;
he could appreciate the interest with
which three sun-browned boys were
regarding the articles on display in
the window of Charlie Brown’s hard-
ware store.

“This thing today is going to mean
a lot to them later on—school and
better clothes,” he thought.

Across the street an Indian stalked
out of the tiny frameshack that
served Clay Quantrell as an office
for his freight and express business.
Montana recognized him. It was
young Plenty Eagles. He was not a
reservation Indian. Since the snow
had gone off that spring, he had been
teaming for Quantrell between Wild
Horse and the Jordan River Country,

Quantrell came to the door a mo-
ment later and called to the Indian,
but Plenty Eagles only walked faster.
He was making directly for the en-
trance to the court-house, and it was
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easy to see that he was enraged over
something.

“Looks like a bad day all around for
our red brothers,” Jim thought aloud.
He shook his head sadly. His sym-
pathy was all with them. He toyed
with the freshly stamped letter hat
lay on his desk. It contained his re-
signation. He knew forces would be
brought to bear against him for what
he was doing today that would make
his dismissal certain. The resignation
was just his way of beating those
forces to the draw.

He did not regret the stand he was
taking. It would make him enemies
as well as friends. That seemed rath-
er unimportant just now. “A man’s
got to play his cards according to the
way they’re dealt to him,” he thought.

Someone was clumping up the
stairs. The door of his office stood
open. A moment later, Plenty Eagles
stamped in Clay Quantrell was only
a step behind him.

Plenty Eagles was tall for a Piute.
He brought a great excitement into
the room with him, his piercing black
eyes smoking with rage.

Jim knew him well. He raised his
hand and gave him the sign. “How,
Colar

Plenty Eagles drew himself up
stiffly. “No! Long time I am know-
ing you. When you work for Henry
Stall, many times | am come to your
camp. Always you spread the robe
for me and call me brother. I am
trusting you, Aiee!” He pulled down
the corners of his mouth with wither-
ing contempt. “Your tongue is crook-
ed! It says one thing and means oth-
erl”

Montana looked to Quantrell for
the answer to all this. “Don’t pay any
attention to him, Jim,” Quantrell
said, trying to make light of the
matter. “I tried to talk to him, but
he wouldn’t listen. He thinks you are
driving his people off the reserva-
tion.”

“My father old man; he not like
leaving reservation,” Plenty Eagles
exclaimed fiercely, “Squaw Valley
good place, he say. Indians living
there long time. Not go away. All
the time he sad for these hills.”

Quantrell found a chair and

sprawled all over it. “Did you ever
hear anythin’ sillier?”

“Nothing very funny about this to
me,” Montana said coolly. “Plenty
Eagles is right; it's a damned nasty
business yanking his people out of
Squaw Valley. When they consented
to go there they were led to believe
the valley would be theirs forever.
Now some fathead in Washington has
discovered the Government can save
a few dollars by packing them off to
Fort Hall.” He turned to the Indian.
“You bet it's pretty tough, Plenty
Eagles. You tell your father my heart
feels for him. | love these hills, too.”

“Then why you make him go?”

“l1 not make him go,” Montana an-
swered with great patience. “Letter
comes; says Piutes go to Fort Hall;
sell reservation. Men in Washington
do this—not me.”

“Sure, Plenty Eagles! You got this
all wrong,” Quantrell cut in, his face
an emotionless mask even as he
grinned, his teeth white against his
swarthy skin. “Jim didn't have any-
thing to do with it. When the soldiers
came up from Fort McDermitt next
month to move your folks, they’ll go
peaceful enough. They’ll have to go;
ain't nothing else for 'em to do. Bet-
ter hitch up your team and pull out;
you got a heavy load.”

Jim knew Plenty Eagles had not
been listening to Quantrell. There
was a puzzled look on the Indian’s
face.

“You put up plenty sign about sell
reservation,” said he. “I show him to
Quantrell. He say, ‘Take down those
signs; Montana not have sale.’ Me,
| tear them up. Now you have said
anyhow.”

F QUANTRELL was surprised or
I annoyed by Plenty Eagles’ ad-
mission that he had destroyed the le-
gal notices of the sale, he gave no
sign of it.

“Did you tell him that, Clay?” Jim
asked, pushing back his chair as
though to get to his feet. Quantrell
waved him down.

“Don’'t be foolish!” he drawled.
“He just got me wrong, that's all. |
—happen to know they can send you
to prison for tearing up them things.”
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He lit a cigarette and blew a cloud
of smoke in the Indian’s direction.
"Plenty Eagles, | wouldn’t go around
repeating what you just said. It
might get you into trouble.”

The baffled look deepened in the
Piute’s eyes. He sensed that there was
a game here, but he couldn’'t under-
stand it. Prison? He understood that
perfectly. His face remained immo-
bile and stern, but his shoulders
sagged impotently; he had been
tricked before. Without another
word he shuffled out of the office
and went down the stairs.

Quantrell smoked his cigarette un-
concernedly. He knew Montana was
regarding him thoughtfully. An im-
pudent smile parted his lips. “Don’t
pretend you're surprised,” he purred.
“You knew the signs were down. You
did your duty; you put 'em up. If
they didn’t stay up, you should wor-
ry. It served your purpose as well as
mine.”

“Yeah?” Montana’s blue eyes were
cold and gray. “You're pretty sure
I've got a purpose, eh?”

“1 hope to tell you I am!” Quantrell
began to lose some of the nonchalance
he liked to affect as Montana con-
tinued to regard him. “l got your
play right off. You want to freeze
old Slick-ear out of Squaw Valley.”
Quantrell permitted himself another
emile. “Feeling the same way about
it, | began to sit up nights, figuring
out ways to help you.”

“When | need help | usually know
how to ask for it.” Jim's tone was
definitely hostile. “Why are you so
interested?”

"That's a fair question,” Quantrell
replied bluntly. “I'll give you a fair
answer. Half of my business has been
freighting Government issues to the
agency in Squaw Valley. That's all
over now. But if you can't make a
living one way, you got to do it an-
other. Gawd knows that ranch of mine
will never put a dollar in my pocket
M it stands. My only out is to buy in
Some of this reservation bottom land,
<0 I'll have hay and water and make
It a going concern. I'm chucking the
,freighting business.

“l guess you know now why I
don’'t want Henry Stall poking his
nose into Squaw Valley and gobbling
up the whole damn works.” Quan-
trell hitched his chair nearer to the
desk and leaned forward confidenti-
ally. “Seeing the conversation has
taken this turn, Jim,” he ran on, “re-
minds me of something. Section num-
ber seven—just above the forks—is
what | got my eye on. You can—fix
things so I'll get it, can't you?”

The silence that followed grew
oppressive. Quantrell began to fidget
as Jim'’s eyes burned into his.

“Clay—I ought to kick you out of
here for that,” he said at last. “You
talk as though you had something
on me. If you have—shoot! I'm not
fixing anything for anybody.”

“Of course not!” Quantrell knew
he had over-stepped himself. “All |
meant was—if you can give me a
break, why—1I'll appreciate it.”

“Well, you want to say what you
mean with me,” Montana flung back.
He pulled himself erect and walked
over to the window and gazed up and
down the street. Plenty Eagles was
pulling out of town with his twelve-
mule team.

Jim’s eyes had strayed to the road
that led into town from the south-
west. Quantrell saw him stiffen. He
failed to surmise the reason. “Well,
only a few minutes now and you can
get started,” he drawled. “All the in-
terested parties are present.”

“Yes—thanks to you!” Jim whipped
out.

Quantrell caught the challenge in
his voice. “What do you mean?” he
demanded as Jim whirled on him.

“Judd Case was in here yesterday
morning. Said you'd been talking to
him.”

Quantrell flushed. "No use deny-
ing it,” he got out awkwardly. “Just
razzing him a little. It was too late
to do any harm.”

“l1 might have known it,” Montana
ground out furiously. “You had to
play that tin-horn, didn’'t you?”

“Say, muchacho, | don't intend to
eat all the dust you kick up!” Quan-
trell towered above Montana as they
faced each other, his mouth cruel and
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reckless.

“Take a look out the window.

“You know them?” Montana rasped
unpleasantly.

“Reb Russell and the Bar S bunch
from Furnace Creek!” The big fel-
low’s voice trailed away to a smoth-
ered whisper.

“Look the other way—beyond the
tracks. See anything?”

“My Gawd!” was Quantrell's an-
swering exclamation.

“Yeah! Too late to do any harm,
eh? You ought to grow up, Quantrell.
This’'ll be the old man himself and
his South Fork outfit. They're not
here by accident.”

Downstairs the hum of conversa-
tion fell away to an excited whisper.
The sober faces of the men who had
been waiting about the court-house
grew grave as they recognized Reb
and his men. They drew together, si-
lent and tight of lip. Suddenly the
very air had become charged with a
breathless tension.

Quantrell’'s air of confidence had
vanished when he turned away from
the window, “It's a show-down
now,” he got out. “Are you going
through with your play?”

"l haven't any play left,” Montana
answered stonily. “A tin-horn
kicked my band into the discard.”

Quantrell reared up defiantly, his
face white with rage.

“Get going!” Montana warned.
"When that crowd downstairs learns
the right of this they’'ll be looking
for you with a rope!”

Sjy

To The Highest Bidder

ACK in the begin-
ning, when the rape
of tbe West began,
the universal inten-
tion of cattleman
and miner had been
to rip out a fortune
in a hurry. Nobody
was concerned about
the land or its fu-
ture. That was still
the thought when
Henry Stall, a German butcher-boy,

come to California to make his for-
tune, first set foot in San Francisco.

Frugal and industrious, he proved
an apt pupil. Fifteen years later, men
were calling him the cattle-king as he
journeyed up and down the San Joa-
quin, his note-book in his pocket. It
was his own domain; his by right of
conquest.

“On March 16th, and again a week
later, seated in a rowboat, we traveled
back and forth across the area herein
described,” two of his men made
sworn affidavits to the U.S. Land Of-
fice in an action looking toward the
acquiring of still more land. The two
men were in the rowboat, as they
testified; but they failed to state that
the rowboat had been lashed to a
wagon and that a team of horses had
drawn them over the land in ques-
tion. It was typical of Henry Stall.

With his chain-store mind and
mania for expansion, it was inevitable
that he should invade Nevada and
later, Oregon. In this semi-desert
country there was an abundance of
range, but precious little water. Im-
mediately, he began to prospect for it,
filing on every creek and spring he
found unused, making them his own
by the simple expedient of proving
his priority and a real or fancied use
of the waters in question. Once es-
tablished, those rights were his for-
ever, and he foresaw that through
them he would dominate this country
sooner or later even as he did the
San Joaquin.

That thought had been in his mind
the August day he first rode into
Squaw Valley. Other than the reser-
vation, it was all uninhabited public
domain, open to entry. With dummy
entrymen he could have homesteaded
most of it, or bought it in for the pro-
verbial song. He was not minded to
do either, for without the reservation
there was not enough good range in
sight to interest him. It satisfied him
to buy a few scattered acres and es-
tablish what water rights he could.

In the twelve years that had inter-
vened, one small outfit after another
had moved into the valley, using
water that he considered his. He made
no protest, willing to bide his time
until such a day as this arrived. He
knew the passing years had not out-
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lawed his rights—not with the legal
talent he could send to the firing
line. Those old water rights were an
ace in the hole now.

If he rode into Wild Horse out-
wardly his usual phlegmatic self, he
was aware of the hostile glances
leveled at him. It was no more than
he expected. In the crowd he rec-
ognized Dan Crockett, Joe Gault, and
one or two others.

“l don’t want to be hard on these
Squaw Valley men,” he said to him-
self. “If | get the reservation. I'll
buy them out at a fair price.” His
idea of a fair price, of course. “But
they can't expect to use my water if
they band together and try to freeze
me out.”

He rode ahead with Letty and
Judd. A dozen South Fork men fol-
lowed close behind.

“Reb’s here already,” Judd in-
formed him as they neared the court-
house. “Over there in front of the
sheriff's office.”

“So | see.” The old man glanced at
his watch. It was five minutes to
twelve. “I'm going up and talk to
Montana before the sale starts. You
tell Mr. Russell I don't want any
trouble if it can be avoided.”

Letty sighed wearily as she slipped
from her saddle. The long, gruelling
ride had told on her more than on
her father.

“You better stay here with Mr.
Case,” he advised.

“No, I'll go up with you,” she in-
sisted. “It won’t look so warlike if
I go along.”

Montana expected the old man to
come up. He was surprised to find
Letty with him. It was the first time
he had seen her in more than a year—
a period in which he liad tried un-
successfully to keep memory of her
out of his thoughts.

His belated “Good-morning,” won
no response from old Henry. Letty
nodded, her manner cool and aloof
and in marked contrast to the warm
friendliness of the days when he had
been a Bar S man.

It hurt; but he told himself he
could expect nothing else under the
circumstances. She refused the chair
he offered.

“1 thought you were going to keep

mqg posted about this matter,” old
Slick-ear queried without preamble
of any sort.

“1 changed my mind about that Mr.
Stall,” Montana answered with equal
bluntness. “I don’t mind telling you
I am sorry to see you here."

That was direct enough. The old
man drew down his shaggy eyebrows.
“Your gratitude for the good wages
| paid you for three years, en?”

“You may not believe it, but grati-
tude had something to do with it—
though | aim to be worthy of my hire.
I never heard anyone accuse you of
overpaying a man.”

It was a pertinent shot. Letty had
difficulty keeping a twinkle out of
her eyes as she saw her father’s head
go up indignantly. “You are entitled
to your opinion,” he exclaimed sharp-
ly. “But you haven't any right to
discriminate against me.”

“Neither against nor
Montana supplemented.

It nettled the old man to be re-
buffed so completely. “I didn’t come
here to bandy words with you! The
facts speak for themselves. When a
man goes to all the bother you have
about something that doesn’t concern
him, | begin to wonder what he's get-
ting out of it.”

Jim refused to lose his temper. “I
suppose you mean | may be trying to
feather my own nest,” he said. “All
I hoped to do was pull out of this
with a clean conscience. But | won't
try to disabuse your mind on that.
You think what you please.”

“You can't deny your conduct has
been very irregular, to say the least.”

“Possibly, irregular, but not illegal®
Mr. Stall. 1 have been careful about
that.”

“Agents have been removed for
less.”

The threat failed to have the de-
sired effect. Jim tapped the letter on
his desk. “lI have already removed
myself,” he said grimly. “I'll be look-
ing for a job next month.”

for you,”

ETTY could not help feeling that

her father was coming off sec-
ond best in this tilt of words. H#
nervously fingered the heavy gold
watch chain that spanned his vest
as he tried to dissemble his rage.
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“A  smart aleck gets a little
authority and disrupts a whole
country,” he grumbled. “Your med-
dling is bound to cause trouble.”

“l am sorry if that is so,” Jim said
thoughtfully. “It’'s been the one thing
I wanted to avoid. You're a rich man,
Mr. Stall. You don't need an acre of
this Squaw Valley land. But take
Morrow, or Gault, or Dan Crockett—m
a dozen others—what have they got?
They're just getting by, that's alL
Beef is down; it's been a dry spring.
They won't make hay enough to car-
ry them through next winter. | fig-
ured if they could borrow from the
bank and pick up some of this reser-
vation they’d get enough water and
bottom land to see 'em through. It
wouldn’t make any of them rich, but
it would put them on their feet.”

This appeal to his sympathy fell on
deaf ears, as Jim expected. “I'm sor-
ry,” the old man said, “but you can't
expect me to wet-nurse the battle bus-
iness. Nobody ever helped me; what
I've got I got for myself. A1l I can
do to take care of my own business.”

“Exactly! And it will be your busi-
ness to run every one of these lit-
tle fellows out of Squaw Valley. 1
know how you work.”

Anger began to run away with the
old man. “What do you mean by
that?” he demanded indignantly.

Jim’s answer was unhurried. ”1
think you know what | mean, Mr.
Stall. I happened to discover that you
filed on most of the water over there
years ago. Soon as you get the reser-
vation, you'll go to court and prove
up on those rights. It will be the be-
ginning of the end for the little fel-
lows. They’'ll have some range, but
you’ll have their water, and they can
do one of two things: Move on with-
out a dime, or sell out to you at your
own terms.”

The charge left old Slick-ear
speechless for a moment. His stubby
mustache bristled like the quills on a
porcupine’s back.

Letty put and arm around him pro-
tectively. The blood had drained
away from her checks.

“Father—don’'t bother to answer
anything as absurd as thatl You've
aways been fair—more than fair—”
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She whirled on Montana fiercely. “I
never thought you could be that con-
temptible.”

He had never seen her like that be-
fore, superb in her indignation. And
yet, he knew he had voiced the
truth.

“1'm so sorry you had to hear that,”
he said unhappily. “You shouldn’t
have come.”

“I'm glad | came! It's been very—
enlightening.”

The clock was striking twelve. Old
Henry reached for his hat. “Come on,
Letty; we'll go downstairs. It's time
for the sale to begin.” He turned to
Montana for a parting shot. “I let
those people use my water for twelve
years so0 you can accuse me of wanting
to drive them out, en? Well, I'm here,
and | didn't come alone. | don't in-
tend to be intimidated.”

“Neither do I, Mr. Stall. 1 haven't
any paid warriors to back me up, but
if 1 knew how to keep you from grab-
bing Squaw Valley 1'd do it.”

“If you knew how, eh?” Old
Slick-ear’'s voice dripped with con-
tempt. “You won’'t have much to
do about it, Montana. This is my
first landsale. You'll run it off ac-
cording to the rules of the Land Of-
fice. The property will go the high-
est bidder!”

He started for the door. Letty fol-
lowed him, her chin held high. Clear-
er than words it told Montana what
contempt she held him.

“l guess that's final enough,” he
mused bitterly. “Can’t blame her for
stringing along with her father.”

Everything about his business
seemed to have gone wrong. “Maybe
it will bring me to my senses,” he
thought, appalled anew by the ab-
surdity of daring to aspire to her.
Wealth, position—everything re-
moved her from his world.

It occurred to him that he might
advance his own interest by trying to
placate her father. “No, | can't do
that. He's wrong about this, and I'm
right, even though he’s got me at the
end of a limb.”

This sale was the first one of im-
portance that he had conducted. From
a desk drawer he drew out his in-
structions and scanned them hastily.
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He had read them a score of times
and knew them almost by heart. If Mr.
Stall or anyone else wished to bid on
the land as a whole, he would have to
take the bid. He glanced over the
terms under which the land might be
sold, looking for a loophole or tech-
nicality he might invoke to defeat
the old man even now.

“If he does what | think he’ll do,
it'll be up to me to say yes or no,” he
said aloud in his abstractions. “It's
Saturday—the bank is closed!” He
wouldn’'t have an out!

He failed to hear someone run up
the stairs. It was Clem Harvey, his
surveyor. There are always some-
thing breathless about Clem, as
though he didn't quite expect to
finish what he had to say.

“Gee willikens, Jim,” he exclaimed
excitedly, “don’t you know it's twelve
o'clock? Everybody’s waiting and
people are beginning to get restless
and—"

"I'm coming.”

Montana’s preoccupation caused
Clem to push back his tattered Stetson
and cock his head at him inquisitively.

“Ain’t nothin’ wrong there? Ain't
nothin'—”

"No, everything is all right, Clem.”
Jim’s voice was hard and chilling.
“lIk>n't you hear the birds singing?”

~Birds?” A baffled look crept into
Clem’s watery eyes.

“Yeah, buzzards!. .
go!”

. Come on, let’s

The Letter Of The Law

IJ\'M  GREAT hush rest-

/ / fesyl. \// ed on the crowd be-
\/. low. The Squaw
y////1L\ \ Valley men had
drawn apart, their

faces grave. Their
wives stood with
them now, their
shopping done—

women old before
their time with the
never-ending drudg-
ery that is a ranch-woman’s life.
Man and wife, they resented Henry

Stall's presence there. In him they
recognized their common enemy,
come to dash the cup of hope from
their hands even as they were raising
it to their lips. Because they came
of a race of stout-hearted fighting
men, even hopelessness could not
strike fear in their hearts, and as they
faced old Slick-ear and his men loung-
ing in the shade at the side of the
sheriff's office, there was a smoulder-
ing defiance in their eyes and the set
of their mouths that said they would
not bow their heads to any oppressor.

Their hostility included Letty as
well as her father. The fineness of
her clothes, her air of self-possession
embittered them. She felt it, too. It
was as though she had wronged them.
It made her wonder how much truth
there was in what Montana had said.
Upstairs, she had championed her
father’s cause and said he was always
fair. In her heart, she knew he could
be ruthless, brooking no opposition
when he’d set his mind on something.

Under a spreading box-elder, just
beyond the steps, a young woman was
trying to get her baby to sleep. Three
other children, the oldest not over six,
hovered about her, their eyes big and
staring.

The girl was not much older than
Letty, but already there was a
pinched, hunted look in her eyes.
There was something proud and de-
fiant about her that made one forget
her shabby clothes and hands, red and
rough from hard work.

“Just getting by,” Montana had
said. The words came back to Letty.
and she felt her heart go out to the
woman. Impulsively she tried to ca-
ress the oldest child, a bey. He drew
back, afraid. His mother drew him to
her side.

“You stay right here, Jess,” she
scolded. “I don’'t want you takin’ up
with no strangers.”

Letty turned away, pretending not
to have heard. But everywhere she
looked she met the same distrust and
hostility. She knew their enmity was
not personal to her; She was a
stranger to them. But she was her
father’'s daughter, and they hated her
accordingly. It drove home the reali-
zation that for all his talk of fair play,
the business about to be enacted had
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an ugly side.

Montana came out then. The
charged silence deepened as he
walked over to the big map. His man-
ner was solemn. Letty thought he
seemed embarrassed at finding him-
self the center of attention.

“I1f you'll step nearer, we'll begin,”
he said.

Quantrell, tall and saturine, stood
with the Squaw Valley men. He
moved forward and the others fol-
lowed him. OId Slick-ear mounted
the steps alone, unabashed by the
glances levelled at him.

Montana read the letter authorizing
the sale.

“The land will be sold to the high-
est bidder,” he went on. “The terms:
twenty-five per cent now and the
balance when title is given.” He
turned and pointed to the map. “The
map has been divided into quarter
sections. | cannot accept a bid for any
parcel less than one hundred and
sixty acres. | will begin the sale with
section one, offering it first as a
whole section. Are there any offers?”

“Just a minute, Montana,” Old
Henry interrupted. “You are author-
ized to accept bids on this property
as a whole.”

It was the very thing Montana had
been waiting for him to say.

“That's correct,” he admitted, his
tone guileless. “If anybody cares to
make a bid on the reservation as a
whole | am compelled to accept that
bid.”

An angry murmur broke from the
Squaw Valley men. They Kknew
Montana and regarded him as their
friend. They had not expected him to
sell them out without a protest.

. “Are there bids on the property as
a whole?”

“Three dollars an acre!” Old Slick-
ear,clipped the words off short.

“A man can't come in here and hog
it like that!” Quantrell burst out
angrily. “Where do we come in,
Montana?”

“You're right, Quantrell! We don’t
aim to be cheated like that!” It was
Dan Crockett. The other Squaw Val-
ley men rallied about him instantly.

Montana continued to gaze at the
old man.

“That's the minimum bid,
Stall,” he said.
price.”

“It's my bid!”

The Bar S men had got to their
feet and drawn closer. Over their
heads came the creaking of leather
as the horses fought the flies.

“The law compels me to accept it,”
Jim droned tonelessly. “Are there
any other bids?”

Dan Crockett stepped up to him,
his face grim and determined.
“There’s going to be trouble here,
Montana, if you go through with
this,” he warned. “We all thought you
was our friend.”

“l am your friend, Dan, but my
hands are tied; I've got to take this
bid. If there’s any trouble here, don’t
you start it. Are there any other
bids?”

There were none.

“Sold to Stall and Matlack!”

It was a moment pregnant with
tragedy. There were a hundred armed
men in that crowd. It needed only a
word to start the conflagration.

Quantrell was beside himself. In
the emergency, he elected to become
the self-appointed leader of the
Squaw Valley faction. Crockett and
the others were too stunned by the
sudden turn of events to object.

“It ain't more than you'd expect
from a man who'd let an Indian call
him a liar and get away with it,” he
bellowed as he started up the steps.

Montana kept his head. A few sec-
onds now would tell the tale. The
form he was filling out was about
ready. Quantrell pushed in between
him and the old man.

“There’ll be blood spilled here if
you go through with this, Montana,”
he spit out threateningly.

“And there’ll be a lynching as well
as a land sale,” Jim murmured calmly
as he finished the form. “If you
think I'm bluffing—call my hand.”

LD SLICK-EAR thought he un-
derstood Montana’'s answer; but
it was no affair of his. He had won
easier than he expected, and he was
content. He looked the form over. It
was in order. He got out a pencil and
made some figures on the back of his
note-book.

Mr.
“It's a ridiculous
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“Twenty-five per cent will be
eight thousand, two hundred dollars—
right?”

“That's right, Mr. Stall,” Jim
agreed. “Eight thousand, two hun-
dred dollars.”

The old man brought out a Stall
and Matlack script-book as well-
known as money in that country.
Wages, bills, taxes—every Stall and
Matlack transaction was paid in that
familiar green script with the bull’s
head adorning it.

"If you'll step up to your office,”
he said, “I'll fill out this script.”

The moment had arrived. Jim shook
his head. The eyes of the crowd were
on them.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Stall,” he declared
thoughtfully, “but | can't take your
script.”

“You can't take it? What do you
mean you can't take it?”

“The terms of this sale are cash.”

“Cash?” Old Slick-ear's face was
purple with rage. “My script’s as good
as cash! Any bank will take it. The
government recognizes it as legal
tender.”

The crowd had quickly sensed that
something was amiss. They swarmed
up the steps, the Bar S men alert and
the others on guard.

“You're not quite right about that.
The government has accepted your
script as legal tender, but it has never
expressly recognized it as such.”

“Say, don’t be a damned fool, Mon-
tana!” Reb Russell exclaimed angrily.
“You know the Bar S script is as good
as cash. We ain’'t goin’ to let you get
away with any nonsense like that.”

Jim was well acquainted with the
freckle-faced foreman of Furnace
Creek. “Listen, Reb,” he said, and his
voice was velvety, “I got an awful
idea you're trying to force my hand.
If that's the case, you'd better forget
it. You ought to know by this time
that | don’t bluff worth a cent. My
business is with Mr. Stall—and it's
almost finished.” He turned to the
old man again. “You insisted on the
full letter of the law. Now it's my
turn | know your script is all right;
but it isn't cash, and | refuse to ac-
cept it.”

A cheer arose from the Squaw Val-

ley men. Even Quantrell dared to join
in it.

“Why, you young fool, I'll run you
out of the country for this!” old
Slick-ear roared. “There’s courts in
this state that will protect me. |
bought this land in good faith, and |
want my rights.”

“You're getting your rights, the
same as any other man here.”

“Well, give me ten minutes then.
I'll make Longyear open the bank.
He’ll cash my scrip.”

“l won't give you one minute, Mr.
Stall!'” Montana answered unhesitant-
ly. “I told you upstairs | would do
anything | could to keep you out of
Squaw Valley. | meant it... The sale
will go on!”

“You idiot, you!” the old man
trembled as though he had the palsy.
“Do you realize what you're doing?”

“1 think 1 do,” Jim answered
tensely.

“1 don’t think so! You talk about
befriending these people! I-warn you
you’'ll nevet do it this way. The min-
ute the courts recognize my rights in
-Squaw Valley, I'm moving in—and
I'm moving in to stay! You're forcing
war to the finish on all of us!”

“That may be,” Jim admitted.
“Gawd knows they'd rather go down
fighting than wait for us to crush
them.” He picked up his yardstick*
again. “The sale will continue!” he
cried. “Section one, the north-east
quarter! What am | bid?”

Joe Tracey, Judd Case and Reb
gathered about the old man and Let-

ty“The sale won't go on if you want
it stopped,” Reb informed him. “We
can stampede this crowd.”

The old man was biting his mus-
tache nervously. For once he seemed
not to know his own mind.

“Father—we're going!” Letty ex-
claimed. “I can’'t stand any more of
this!” She got her arm around his.
“Please—"

“Might as well,” he decided
grudgingly. “I'll fight this in my
own way. We’'ll let this smart aleck
have his little party today.”

If Montana noticed that the Bar S
was leaving en masse, he gave no
sign of it. The sale proaeeded satis-
factorily. Everybody seemed to get
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what they wanted, except Quantrell.
He had to be satisfied with half a
loaf. But prices were cheap, the land
good. They knew they’d never give it
up without a struggle.

Finding himself near a post-office,
old Slick-ear had to tarry to write his
usual stack of letters, included in
which were his voluminous epistles
to his foreman, apprising them when
and where to meet him, or not to ex-
pect him at all, and going into the
minutest details about a hundred
things he expected them to take care
of before be should next see them.

By the time he had finished, he had
so far recovered his temper as to sug-
gest that they have dinner before
starting their long ride back to the
South Fork and Willow Vista.

Letty had no desire for food, but
to humor him, she accompanied him
to the dining-room of the hotel. He

as slowly and methodically as he
did everything else.

They had almost finished when he
surprised her by saying: “l made a
mistake in not making Montana a
foreman last year. There wouldn't
have been any of this nonsense today
if 1 had. But like as not he would
have done something else just as
fodllsh. A man that can't mind his
own business isn't worth his salt. He
certainlv made a spectacle of himself
today, the contemptible ingrate I’

“Not to me,” Letty murmured trem-

ulously, her eyes fixed on the
crowd moving away from the court-
house. “1—I thought he was magnifi-
cent.”

Backs To The Wall

OETS have made
immortal the exile
of the humble Aca-
dian farmers from
the homes and the
land they loved.
The Squaw Valley
Piutes had no poet
to sing their swan
song. But their
passing was hardly
less tragic. For
countless generations they had waged

incessant warfare against their natu-
ral enemies, the Bannocks and the
Shakes, for the land of their fathers.
They had even waged long and losing
fights against their white brothers. A
remnant of a once proud race, they
had consented to be herded together
in Squaw Valley, Now even that last
refuge had been taken from them.

For fifty years a benign govern-
ment had said in effect that one re-
servation was as good as another for
an Indian. What difference could it
possibly make to him where he found
himself? Fort Hall was a big reser-
vation. Three hundred Piutes would
not overcrowd it Of course it was
a Bannock reservation. But what of
that?

Debauched, exploited, mute—per-
haps it was strange that it could mat-
ter, that the blood hatred of a Piute
for a Bannock still coursed through
their veins.

Old men and women, children—a
troop of cavalry hurrying them along
—they filed into Wild Horse, their
worldly goods piled hit or miss on a
long line of army wagons. In the
truest sense, they all were children,
with a child’s eagerness to be amused.
Ordinarily, a trip to Wild Horse
would have been an adventure. But
their eyes were dull today, their
faces stolid.

“Aie-e-e, aieej’ the old squaws
vyailed as they called on Nanibashoo,
the god of their fathers, to help them.

Little Boy, their tribal chief, a
wrinkled and toothless old man, rode
on the first wagon, proud and digni-
fied, a chief even in his rags.

“Aie-e-e,” Montana echoed. He sat
alone with Graham Rand, the sheriff,
in the latter's tiny office. His face
was stern. “They don’t savvy this at
all,” he said. “When Little Boy saw
me, | got hie thought. They think I
did this to them.”

“They're crazy!” The sheriff drew
his shaggy brows down. “They never
had a better friend. You're all Indian
under the skin, Jim.”

“There’s two of us. | reckon you'd
throw that star away in a hurry if
they’d only give us back this country
as it used to be before the barbed
wire hit it.” Montana mused to him-
self for a moment. “Graham, | didn’t
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mee Thunder Bird in that bunch. Did
you?”

The marshal
head.

“l helped him to get away, Jim.
He's hiding out in the old Adelaide
mine on Quantrell’'s ranch. Plenty
Eagles asked me to do something;
his father didn't want to leave the
Malheurs. He'll have to lay low for
a couple of weeks.”

“He's too old to work,” Montana
thought aloud. “Plenty Eagles will
have to take care of him.”

“1'll see that he does,” Rand vol-
unteered. “The old fellow’s got grub
enough to last ten days.” He paused
to refill his pipe, “No need to tell
you to say nothin’ about this over
there,” he went on presently. “What
you aimin’ to do, Jim?”

“I'm going to strike Dan Crockett
for a job.”

“Yeah?” In the inflection of his
voice there was deep understanding
rather than surprise. “Gunnin’ for
trouble, eh?”

“No, just hoping | can steady the
boat a little. The old man won't back
up an inch, now. He. can do about as
he pleases in that country. With
Creiger and his deputies to help, he'll
take possession of his water.”

“And when old Slick-ear puts on
the pressure, something happens!”
Graham summed up tersely. “The
next thing he’ll do will be to move
in enough men and stock to worry
that Squaw Valley crowd into doin’
somethin’ foolish.”

“l expect he’'s moved in already.”
Montana’s expression was as grave as
his words. “Mr. Stall never wastes any
time.”

That night he camped on Skull
Creek, inside of the old reservation
and several miles north of where the
creek flows into the Malheur.

Imagine a great inverted capital V
with the Malheur Range forming the
eastern line and the Junipers the
western. Picture the Malheur River,
rising in the Junipers and flowing to
the north and east, so as to close the
great triangle, and you have Squaw
Valley, with the reservation occupy-
ing the lower part of the triangle. To

grinned, shook his

the north, extending into the moun-
tains, you would find the eight and
nine-thousand acre outfits that were
fighting for existence.

There were three creeks of major
importance in the valley. From east to
west: Skull Creek, Big Powder Creek
and Owl Creek. Eventually, all found
their way to the Malheur.

Montana rolled his blankets at
dawn. The valley was wide there, not
less than twenty miles from range
to range. The scene was a familiar
one to him. Beyond the willows and
aspens that choked the creek bottom,
the native bluejacket grew high and
green, even though the year was a
dry one. Because sheep had never
ranged there, no ugly patches of burr
or broncho grass marred that blue-
green expanse.

At that hour, the rolling Junipers
to the west looked like great tufts
of pink cotton. The Malheurs, nearer
and more formidable, too, rose sheer
and forbidding, varnished-green
patches of mountain mahogany mark-
ing the spots where the snow lay
late in the spring.

Skull Creek purled over the rocks
at Montana’s feet, as garrulous as an
old woman, as he waited for the cof-
fee to boil. "Just as sassy as usual,”
he said. “Think you'd get tired, jaw-
ing away like that night and day.”

He had not finished breakfast
when he caught the sound of break-
ing brush up the creek. Presently, two
mounted troopers rode into view.

“Saw your smoke a long way off.”
said one. “We thought you might be
the party we're lookin’ for. But
Gawd knows you ain't an Injun.”

From their conversation Jim sur-
mised that they had made only a per-
functory search for Plenty Eagles’
father. He invited them to share his
flapjacks, but they said no.

“Goin’ back to McDermitt,” the
younger of the two explained. “Want
to get started before the sun begins
to climb.”

After they had gone on, Montana
saddled his horse and followed the
creek north. The afternoon was well
along before he reached Dan Crock-
ett’'s Box C ranch.
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the Gaults and the Morrows,
had been the first to run cattle in the
upper valley. He was thrifty and a
hard worker, as were his grown sons.
Comparatively, he had done well, but
the Box C was a far cry from any
one of the big Bar S ranches.

Dan was repairing a wagon-box as
Montana rode into the yard. “Hi,
Jim!” he called out, surprised to see
him there. “What you all doin’ up
this way? You still workin’ fer Un-
cle Ssam?”

“No, I'm paying my own wages
now,” Montana laughed as he slid
from his saddle. “And that's a con-
dition that's got to be corrected aw-
ful sudden, Dan.”

Crockett's habitually solemn face
creased into a smile. "Well, with all
this war-talk in the air, there ain't
no one I'd rather have around than
you,” he said. “A top hand is worth
fifty a month and cakes. | ain't got
no right to be treating myself to a
luxury like that, but | reckon you're
hired.” His smile flickered out.
“Things are goin’ to happen fast
around here, Jim. In fact they begun
to happen already. The Bar S moved
in yesterday.”

“1 reckoned they would,” Montana
acknowledged glumly. “They drive
some stock in?”

“About five hundred head. They
came in through the Malheurs from
Furnace Creek. They're on the Big
Powder and the North Fork of the
Skull. There’s at least twenty Bar S
men with Reb.”

“So Reb’s going to represent for
the old man, eh?” Montana shook his
head slowly. “That ought to show
you how things are drifting. If the
old man wasn't looking for trouble
he’d have given this job to Joe Tra-
cey or Case—somebody who'd be aw-
fully slow on the draw. Reb’s dis-
tinctly hair-trigger... Did anything
happen?”

“Not so far as | know. It looked
like trespassing to move across a
man’'s range; but the sheriff was
here, spoutin’ law. He says a man's
got a right to move his stuff up to
his own water. The boys let it go at
that. Quantrell was there. He's a fire-
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eater ; you know that. His talk sound-
ed good to some, | reckon. But Dave
Morrow and Gault and me cooled
them down.”

“Quantrell hasn't any judgment,”
Montana declared bluntly. “Look out
for him, Dan; he's a trouble maker.
The old man is going to give us
every chance to overplay our hand.
If we do, look out! He can move two
hundred men in here. And the law

will ride with ’'em, ’'cause he can
deputize every one of them!”
“l1 know it,” Dan nodded. “You

ain't paintin’ it any blacker than it is.
With Furnace Creek on the east and
Willow Vista to the southwest, he
can squeeze us on two sides—and he
will, Jim. | reckon until last week
he didn't have a thousand acres in
the valley—and that was cut up into
four pieces. He's got more now.”

“Where’'d he get it?” Montana
asked uneasily.

Dan squatted on his toes and began
to draw a map on the ground. “You
can see the old Adelaide mine from
here,” he explained. “Quantrell’s line
goes north of there about two miles.”
He indicated it with his stick. “From
there, right through the Junipers to
the Willow Vista line, was Eph Mel-
lon’s range....You follow me, Mon-
tana?”

“Yes. And—?"

Dan tossed away his stick and
stood up. “Eph sold out to the Bar S
on Monday,” he muttered gloomily.
“Old Slick-ear's line is now right
here in the valley. He's driven a
wedge right into the middle of us—
and you'll see plenty Bar S steers in
here before you git your hair cut
ag’'in.’

Montana did not try to hide his
vexation. By advancing the boundary
line of Willow Vista into the very
heart of Squaw Valley, the Bar S had
scored a tactical victory that
strengthened their stand immeasura-
bly. He could appreciate the forti-
tude it took to face the future calm-
ly -

Gene and Brent Crockett, Dan’s
sons, narrow-hipped six-footers, rode
in half an hour later. Both were taci-
turn, in the way of the Mountain
breed. If they were surprised to see
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Montana, they dissembled it.

“The boys have been movin’ some
of our stuff onto our new range in
the reservation,” Dan explained.
“Without the North Fork water |
can't keep 'em up here no longer.
Course I'm better off than some
folks. I had some water rights of my
own that the Bar S couldn’t grab.
But you know how range cattle are,
Jim. They get used to waterin’ in one
place and they’ll get back to it in
spite of hell. That's where the rub is
goin’ to come. | suggested to Reb
that we put up a line fence and each
pay half of the cost.”

“l don’t suppose that
him,” Montana volunteered.
not the Bar S game.”

“No, he wouldn’t lissen at all. Said
he'd keep his stuff on his own range
and we’d have to do the same.”

“Darin’ us, that's all!” Gene Crock-
ett muttered bitterly. He was the
younger of the two boys. “It's a fine
law that lets an outfit rob you like
that! That water was our’'n. Mebbe
old man Stall saw it 'fore Pap did.
That didn't make it his if he didn't
use it. We ain’t no better off than
we was 'fore they opened up the res-
ervation. Now we got water in one
place and range in another, and noth-
in’ short o’ God a'mighty can make a
Steer eat one place and drink anoth-
er.”

“No use losin’ you haid about it,”
his father protested. “We got to go
easy and figure this thing out.”

“It's all right to talk about takin’
things easy, Pap,” the other boy de-
clared soberly, “but Gene's right;
you can't swallow everythin’ they
hand you and pretend to like it. |
hazed a cow and her calf out of the
North Fork bottoms for over an hour
this morning. Like as not she’'s back
there right now. That's what the Bar
S wants. They’ll catch our stuff tres-
passing and using their water. Law-
suits will be slapped on us till we're
busted. Then we can git out.”

“You said it!” Gene agreed. “Clay
Quantrell’'s got the right idea. If
we're goin’ to get licked anyhow,
let's git licked fightin’! Why wait
'til we're helpless?”

Montana had known the boys for
years. Their bitterness was no sur-

interested
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prise, but he had expected them to be
long-suffering rather than rash un-
der the first prod of the Bar S. Their
talk sounded reckless. Since Quan-
trell’s name had come into the con-
versation, Montana thought he had
the explanation. “That's brave talk,
Gene,” he said, “but I'm afraid it
won't get us anywhere. We can't
shoot this thing out and win. If we
want to beat that bunch we've got to
outsmart them.”

The boys were not impressed with
his logic, but their father agreed
with him. “There can’t be any doubt
of it,” he said with great delibera-
tion. “Spillin’ a lot of blood won't
settle this at all. The first thing we
got to do is get organized. We're
goin’ to have a meetin’ here towards
evenin’. 1 reckon most of the folks
will come.” He glanced at the wester-
ing sun. “Gene will take you over to
the house and show you where to
drop your war-bag. We'll have sup-
per before the crowd comes.”

r 6 's
Tragedy Rides The Range

N ADDITION to
his sons, Dan had
two men on the
ranch — Romero,
the Mexican, and
Ben Vining, an
old-timer buckaroo
from Nevada. They
ate together in the
ranch kitchen, Mrs.
Crockett doing the
cooking.

Eating was a solemn rite that
seemed to dry up the wells of con-
versation.

Before they had finished, people
began to arrive. With one or two ex-
ceptions they were all related to the
Crocketts.

“One or two others to come yet,”
Dan told them. “We’'ll wait a few
minutes.”

Quantrell was the last to arrive.
He gave. Jim a curt nod. His dis-
pleasure was evident on learning that

Pesomsag

r'sm



GUARDIANS

Montana had injected himself into
the fight and was now riding for the
Box C. He had an excuse for his tar-
diness. Jim thought his horse looked
as though it had been ridden hard.

The meeting got under way at
last.... The day had been one to try
tempers. A dozen men recounted
their verbal clashes with Reb and his
men. All agreed that they must stand
together.

Dan Crockett spoke at length, ad-
vising them to be patient and stay
within the law. They listened, but
there was no enthusiasm for what he
had to say.

Quantrell spoke, fanning their ha-
tred of the Bar S. “The law's too one-
sided for mel” he bellowed. “The
other fellow’s got it alll We got to
take care of this in our own way—
without the help of any outsiders!”

Evidently it was what they want-
ed to hear, for they cheered him
when he finished. Montana knew
this reference to outsiders was di-
rected at him. He couldn't escape the
feeling that the fight was resolving
itself into a personal one between
Quantrell and himself. His face was
stern and uncompromising as he
arose and faced them.

“l want to remind you men that
when anybody labels me an outsider
that you consider the facts,” he be-
gan- “l saw this trouble coming long
before any of you gave it a thought.
If Henry Stall had got the reserva-
tion—where would you be now?”

“We’d be on our way out!” Dan ex-
claimed courageously. “There ain'ta
man here hat has to thank you for
what you did, Montana.”

There was muttered approval of
this, in which Quantrell did not join.

“Well, if I was with you then, I'm
with you now,” Montana continued?.
“And Fm with you all the way.
Loose talk almost cost you the res-
ervation-—the same sort of talk re-
fers to me now as an outsider.” His
eyes were fixed on Quantrell. A
sneer curled the big fellow’s mouth.
“You've been told that the law was
all on the other fellow’s side. It's
true. And it's the best reason | know
for staying clear of it. You've got
your homes here. You've got to think
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of your wives and children. Blood
won’'t help them.”

He paused to let the effect of his
words sink in. “This fight has just
begun, and yet, your patience is gone
already. You can't win that way! My
Gawd, men, where is the iron in you?
You haven't lost yet! Don't let your-
selves be stampeded into taking the
law into your own hands!”

Lance Morrow stepped into the
cleared space in front of Jim. He was
a little bandy-legged man, nearing
seventy, and the father of five strap-
ping sons.

“Montana, |1 was nursed on a rifle.
I've lived with one all my life, but I
was taught never to take hit down
unless | couldn’t git justice no other
way. | don’'t want to take hit down
now. My boys feel as | do about hit.
But what are we agoin’ to do, Mon-
tana? Man to man, what hope have
we got?”

The old man had put it concretely.
That was what they all wanted to
know; what hope did they have?

Jim refused to be hurried. “Well,”
he said at last, “I never knew Henry
Stall to send bad dollars after good
ones when time had proved that he
had a losing proposition on his
hands. If you stand pat and stick to-
gether, you can beat him. He can't
consolidate his water unless some
one of you sells him land. The man
who lets him have one acre is a trait-
or to you all!”

"A steer needs grass as well as
water. It’s going to cost the Bar S a
lot of money to keep moving their
stuff. It won't put any fat on a yearl-
ing. And don't forget, they can't
keep on driving cattle across your
range. That's been threshed out in
this country before. The shoe is
pinching you now, but it will be the
other way around before snow flies.”

His logic swayed the majority of
them. They effected ah organization
of a sort under Dan Crockett’s lead-
ership and agreed to act together.
Even Quantrell consented to the ar-
rangement. His apparent change of
face did not fool Montana.

# or o
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The sun had set before they fin-
ished, but no one seemed in a hurry
to leave. Jim was talking to Dan and
old Lance Morrow when young Gene
sounded a warning.

“Somebody cornin’!” he called out.

Montana looked up to see four
horsemen fording the creek. Once
across, they rode up at a hard gallop.
Hands strayed toward guns in the
waiting crowd. The oncoming men
were either part of the Bar S bunch
or strangers, and with things as they
stood, a stranger was more apt to be
an enemy than a friend.

Montana shared the tenseness of
the others. A moment later he rec-
ognized Reb Russell. Instinctively,
the crowd had lined up to face the
newcomers. Reb pulled his horse up
sharply fifty yards from them and
slid to the ground. Without a word
to his men, he stalked across the in-
tervening space, a mad fury on him.

Dan. stepped out to face him.
“You've come far enough, Reb! | ad-
vise you to get back in your saddle
and fan it out of here!”

A dozen guns were trained on him,
but Reb came on until only ten
yards separated them.

"You won't shoot while I'm facing
yuh,” he snarled. “You'll wait until
I'm lookin’ the other way for that.”
He saw Montana then. “So you're
here, eh? | never thought you'd get
down to herdin’ with a bunch that
would pot a man in the back.”

Foolishly brave, he walked up and
down the line, meeting them eye to
eye with a sneer on his lips. “Come
on!” he burst out fiercely. “Which
one of you potted that boy?”

HE SURPRISE his words occa-
Tsioned caused the crowd to fall
back. Men turned to their neighbors
for an explanation. Dan and Montana
exchanged an uneasy glance, sensing
that the thing they had feared and
hoped to avoid had already hap-
pened.

“Reb, I'll talk for our side,” Dan
announced. “I told you yesterday I
didn’'t want any trouble. If it's come,
I want to know about it. What's hap-
pened ?”

Reb tried to glare a hole through

him before he answered. “Picked up
one of our boys west of here at the
forks on Powder Creek about an
hour ago. He was dead when we
found him.... Been shot in the
back! Some skunk got him from the
rimrocks!”

Montana groaned.
Reb?”

“The kid.”

“Billy?” Jim’'s voice betrayed his
emotion.

“Yeah—Billy Sauls, your old bud-
dy. You don't have to look so white
about it. You're on the other side of
the fence, ain't yuh?”

Montana let the taunt go unre-
buked. For the moment he was
speechless. The crowd was stunned,
too, by the news that a Bar S man
had been slain. All their delibera-
tions had come to naught, for beyond
doubt the boy had been Kkilled by
someone opposed to the Bar S. Be-
ing the sons and grandsons of feud-
ists, they knew that only blood could
atone for blood.

Old Lance questioned his sons.
Dan tried to read the souls of his
boys. Brothers looked at each other
with suspicion.

“Hits natural to suppose somebody
on our side done hit,” said Lance,
“but mebbe hit ain't so. Mebbe that
boy had a personal quarrel with
someone.”

"I'll say he did!” Reb thundered.
“With a hombre that filled four of
our yearlin’s full of lead from the
same gun that killed him! You can't
crawl out of it! One of your pack
got him!”

“Men, listen to me!” It was Mon-
tana. He haO jumped up on the wag-
on-box Dan had been repairing. His
voice was charged with a deadly
calmness that was more arresting
than all of Reb’s vituperation. “You
know I'm an old Bar S man. | al-
ways found it a good outfit to work
for; but I won't take wages from a
man who’'ll grind his neighbors un-
der his heel and bring misery and
poverty to women and children for
no better reason than that he can
make a few more dollars. All | said
here this evening still goes. I'm with

“Who was it,
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you to the finish. This killing hasn't
changed that at all. But | don’t be-
lieve you approve of shooting men in
the back. Gawd knows Billy Sauls
never fought that way. | don't know
who got him, but I aim to find out!”

“You needn’t bother,” Reb rasped
scornfully. “We’'ll take care of that!
There’s no need of any more palaver-
in’. Don’t let me catch any of you
above- the North Fork after to-
night!”

Without another word, he turned
and stalked back to his horse. The
light was failing fast. In a few sec-
onds he and his men were only mov-
ing gray smudges bobbing over the
sage.

"There’ll be hell to pay now,” old
Lance muttered prophetically. “Talk-
in” won't do no good.”

Montana was not listening. He was
staring at Quantrell. The longer he
stared the more certain he became
that the big fellow was aware of his
scrutiny and was purposely avoiding
his eyes.

“He’s a tin-horn, and a tin-horn did
this job.” Montana could not put the
thought away. Quantrell had been
the last to arrive. His horse had
looked winded.

From where he stood, Jim could
see the animal. Even now it looked
weary, head drooping. The muzzle
of a rifle peeped out of a saddle scab-
bard.

That rifle suddenly became of ab-
sorbing interest to Montana.

Montana changed his position,
moving about without apparent pur-
pose, talking to this man and that,
but gradually maneuvering so as to
bring him nearer to Quantrell’s
horse. And now he was certain that
Quantrell was watching him.

The big fellow had broken off his
conversation with Brent Crockett. If
Montana took a step toward the
horse, so did Quantrell. It became a
game.

“Well, if it's a showdown, let's get
it over with,” Jim muttered to him-
self. Throwing caution to the winds,
he strode up to the horse. Quantrell
was only a step behind him. It gave
Jim time enough to insert the tip of

his little finger into the rifle bar-
rel. Quantrell caught him by the
wrist as he started to bring his hand
away.

“What in hell are you snoopin’
around here for?” he snarled under
his breath. His eyes were cold and
fishy. “It ain't healthy to handle my
stuffl”

Montana's left hand had closed
over his gun. “Folks are beginning to
look this way. If you want an audi-
ence, you can get one in a hurry. Let
go of that wrist or I'll do a little ir-
rigating on you!”

Quantrell hung on, trying to save
his face. He laughed unpleasantly
then. “What's the idea? What are
you tryin’ to pin on me?”

“l guess you get my drift. You
were the last to get here. You're ri-
fle's dirty—"

“What of it? That gun ain't been
out of the scabbard since yesterday
mornin’ when | killed a coyote. It's
gettin’ so you got your nose in
everywhere—and you're wrong as
usual. Why should I bump that kid
off? He didn’t mean anythin’ to me.”

“No?” Montana ground out be-
tween clenched jaws. “Let me tell
you this, Clay—if | ever prove what
I'm thinking I'll make that kid mean
plenty to you. This happens to be
something | aim to remember!”

Haming Skies

ONG AFTER the
crowd had gone,
Dan and Montana
sat on the long
bench beside the
kitchen door. A
candle flickered in
the window of the
log cabin beyond
the barns that old
Ben and Romero
used as a bunk-

house. A gust of wind shook the tall
poplars in the vyard. The stars
gleamed frostily.
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“Goin’ to blow to-night,” said Dan.
“Cloudbank off to the northwest.”

Jim nodded. Even in July, wind-
storms were not unusual in that alti-
tude. His thoughts were of Billy
Sauls, the boy who had been Killed.

From the cabin came a snatch of
song:

“We rode the range together and
had rode it side by side;

I loved him like a brother, 1
wept when Utah died—"

It was old Ben, singing Utah Car-
roll. His singing was lugubrious
enough at any time, but to-night he
seemed to hang onto every cracked
note, as if loath to let them go. He
was a lawless old Juniper to whom
strife of any kind was welcome. His
song drew a shiver from Montana.

“To shoot a man in the back and
not give him a chance is nothing
short of murder,” he said.

“No two ways about that,” Dan
muttered glumly. “I guess it comes
pretty hard to you, Jim. Gawd knows
it jest as well could have been Brent
or Gene.”

“You got any ideawho did it, Dan?”

“No, I ain't!” He was speaking the
truth. “It wasn't my boys, | know. It
puts you in a mean place. A friend of
yourn- gits Kkilled. Naturally you
want to know who done it. But
mebbe it'll be better if you never find
out. It's war to the finish now, and
a man’s either for you or ag’'in’ you.
This boy was on the other side. |
ain’'t approvin’ of Killin’ of that sort;
but it looks like one of our side
must'a got him; least we'll be blamed
for it. And right or wrong, we cain't
go gunnin’ for the party that's re-
sponsible. It's goin' to be taken as a
defy from us—and Jim, we got to
back it up!

“l reckon we do,” Montana had to
agree. “You've stated the case ,ex-
actly.”

They fell silent for a while. Dan
puffed his pipe thoughtfully. Gene
and Brent came out and sat down
with them. A subtle change had
taken place in their attitude toward
Montana. It was nothing less than
that they felt themselves under sus-

picion. Unconsciously, Montana's
manner was restrained, too.

“l don't like to say it,” Dan de-
clared gravely, “but it's a time for
plain speakin’. Mebbe you feel you
cain't go all the way with us now.
We need you, Jim, but if you want
to pull out—now’s the time to do it.”

“No, I'm staying,” Montana an-
swered with great deliberation. “I
came into this fight because |
thought you folks were getting a
pretty raw deal. I reckon I'll see it
through.”

The boys had little to say. The
tumbleweeds began to bounce across
the yard before the rising wind.

“Gettin’ dusty out here,” Dan an-
nounced. He knocked the dottle from
his pipe. “Might as well turn in. |
guess.”

Jim closed his eyes, but sleep
would not come. He was too busily
turning over in his mind what answer
the Bar S would make to the tragedy
on Powder Creek. He surmised that
Reb was undoubtedly under orders
to make a pretense of staying inside
the law.

“But he'll strike back, and he'll hit
hard,” he told himself.

It was almost midnight when he
sat up to find his watch. The wind
was blowing a gale.

“Who's that?”
fiercely.

“Just looking for my watch,” Jim
explained. “Can’t get to sleep.”

He paused to glance out the win-
dow. The sky was red to the north. A
gasp of surprise was wrung from
him.

“Gene, come here!” he whispered.
“Look at that!”

“It's a fire, all
cried. “Hey, Pap! Brent!”

Half a minute later the four of
them rushed from the house, pulling
on their clothes.

“It's Dave Morrow’s place!” Brent
exclaimed excitedly.

“No, it ain't the house,” his father
argued. “Too many sparks for that.
It's Dave’'s hay! By Gawd, it didn't
take the devils long to strike back,
did it?”

Gene demanded

right!” the boy
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“And you thought they wouldn’t
do anythin’ like that!”

It was young Gene. Jim sensed his
hostility.

“Some of us better ride over there.”
he suggested. “It can't be two miles.”

“You and Gene go,” said Dan.
“We'll keepa lookout here. I've
only got about eighty tons of hay put
up. I'll never be able to winter my
stuff if | lose it!”

Scarcely a word passed between
the boy and Jim as they rode. Each
appeared to prefer his own thoughts.
Montana had no reason to doubt that
the fire was a Bar S reprisal. It thor-
oughly discredited his prediction,
as Gene had already remarked.

When still some distance away
from the blaze they saw it was
Dave’s hay. A number of others had
come hurriedly. There was nothing
anyone could do.

Most of those who had gathered
there were young men or boys like
Gene. Their talk was rife with
threats of revenge and hatred.

The olSer heads had many opin-
ions to offer about the route the
raiders had taken, how many were in
the party and what should be done
in retaliation. Nobody bothered to
ask Montana what he thought.

Dave, himself, tried to regard his
loss philosophically. “Better the hay
than the house with, half a dozen
young-uns in it,” he declared stoical-
ly. “I jest happen to be the first to

git it, thet's all. They'll put the
torch to more than mine.”
“Gawd amighty, man, you're

right!” Joe Gault cried. “If they ain’t
another fire this minute over towards
Jubal Stark’s place I'm losin' the eye-
sight the Lord gave me! Turn yer
hack to the blaze and shield yer

eyes!”

“And it ain't no hay this time!”
Morrow shouted. “It's Jubal's
house!”

An angry roar burst from the
crowd. The burning hay was forgot-
ten. Sanity had fled. In their pres-
ent mood they would have torn old
Slick-ear limb from limb.

Montana looked around for Gene.
The boy had raced away already. In

another minute all were raking their
horses as they headed for the house
on Powder Creek.

URNITURE and bedding had

been carried out by the time they
arrived. Jim tried to organize a buck-
et brigade—the creek was near—but
the high wind soon convinced him
that the effort was useless. Indeed,
they were fortunate to save the barn
and corrals.

It was breaking day by the time
the fire died down. Quantrell had not
put in an appearance, although the
blaze could have been noticed from
his place.

Jim said nothing, nor did he think
it particularly strange. Things'had
come to a pass where every man was
for himself. The thing he couldn’t
understand was the strategy of the
raiders in setting a second fire deeper
into the enemy’'s country after the
first fire had been discovered.

“You'd think they would have run
into someone with half the valley
up,” he mused.

And yet, their strategy seemed to
have worked. Certainly they had
made a clean get-away.

Dan was waiting for him when he
returned to the Box C. Jim men-
tioned the matter to him.

“1I'm going to catch an hour’s sleep
and then try to back track them,” he
said. “We got to know how they're
coming down from the North Fork.
We'll be ready for them when they
come again.”

By this arrangement, he left the
ranch in the early morning and made
his way over the rolling hills to Mor-
row’s ranch. So many men had rid-
den over the ground during the night
that it was impossible to pick up any
sign that meant anything.

From there he shaped his course
westward toward the smoking ruins
on Powder Creek, keeping to the
hills as a man might have done who
was anxious to avoid being encoun-
tered. Once, where a spring drained
away toward the creek, he found
where a shod horse had crossed. The
marks were fresh enough to have
been made during the night. The
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horse had been walked across the wet
ground.

“Certainly wasn’'t made by anyone
rushing to the fire,” Jim decided.

It was no effort for him to follow
the trail to within a few hundred
yards of the house.

The Starks had moved their be-
longings into the barn. OIld Jubal
was poking about the smoldering
ruins. One or two others were there.
Jim said nothing about the reason
for his presence. Ten minutes later he
headed west and crossed the Big
Powder.

Once out of sight of the house, he
crossed and recrossed the creek
many times, hoping to pick up the
trail he had followed to Jubal’s
place.

He covered a mile without find-
ing it. The creek began to climb to-
ward the canon. If anyone had gone
up the Big Powder they must of nec-
essity have passed through the forge.

There, on the smooth sand, he
found what he was looking for, but
to his surprise, the tracks turned
west instead of north toward the Bar
S line as he expected.

He couldn’t understand it.

“A man trying to get back to the
North Fork wouldn't be heading
west,” he argued with himself. “First
thing he knew he’d have the canon of
the Little Powder between him and
where he was going.”

Nevertheless, Montana followed
the tracks, losing and finding them
repeatedly as the trail climbed. Pres-
ently he was able to look down on
Squaw Valley and trace the pattern
of its many creeks. He could see the
Big Powder, heading toward the
hills to the north. Facing him was
the black canon through which the
Little Powder flowed for over a
mile. To the west he located Quan-
trell’s ranch-house, and perched in
the hills above it, the old Adelaide
mine, the tailings a great yellow scar
in the sage-brush.

There were no fences or marks to
say where one man’s ranch ended and
another’s began. Billy Sauls had been
killed at the forks of the Big and
Little Powder. Joe Gault claimed

everything as far north as the can-
on’'s rim. From that, Montana knew
he was not yet on Quantrell’'s range.

“I'll follow these tracks wherever
they take me,” he thought, the con-
viction deepening in him that they
were leading him either across the
big fellows range or to his house it-
self. “And one answer is as dumb as
the other,” he grumbled. “Quantrell
wouldn’t draw the line at burning a
man out if he stood t6 make a dollar
by it, if 1 got him figured out at all.
But this doesn’'t make sense. And |
can't believe Reb would send a man
all these Gawd-awful miles out of his
way to get back to safety when he
could cover him all the way up to
the Big Powder.”

The climb became steeper. At last,
he stood on the plateau that
stretched away to the canon rim. It
was bare, save for a little dwarf sage.
In fifty yards he lost the trail. Try
as he would, he could not relocate it.
The wind of the night before had
scoured the high places clean.

“That stops me,” he muttered re-
luctantly. “I might have figured
something of the sort would hap-
pen.

The sun had climbed high. He got
down from his saddle and squatted
on his toes in the shade of his horse
as he rolled a cigarette. A frown fur-
rowed his brow as he smoked.

“Funny, losing the trail here with-
in a mile of where Billy got washed
out. Maybe it's a coincidence—and
maybe it isn't.”

He had left the Box C with the
secret intention of visiting the spot
where the boy had been Kkilled, in
the hope that he might find some
clue. It was still his chief purpose,
and when he had finished his ciga-
rette, he turned north toward the
forks, following the rimrocks. Three
hundred feet below him, the Little
Powder broke white over its boul-
der-strewn course.

T WAS impossible to get a horse
down to the floor of the canon
from the side on which he found
himself. Half an hour later he
reached the forks. He was looking
down on the tops of a grove of asp-
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ens. A green park showed among

On hands and knees, he crawled
back and forth, trying to find an
empty shell or any -other tell-tale
sign that might aid.

It was a futile search. Undaunted,
}ie began the dangerous descent into
the canon. The dead yearlings lay
where they had fallen. Beyond them
he located the spot where the Bar S
had found Billy’s body. The tender
sweet-grass and wild timothy had
been beaten down by their horses.

“l guess that's where they got
him,” he thought. “Laid up here on
the rimrocks and nicked him off.”

It was no more than he had expect-
ed. Reb had been very positive that
the bullet had sped to its mark from
the rimrocks. The wound should
have left no doubt about that. On the
other hand, the bottom was so choked
with brush and cover that a man
could have crept to within forty
yards of the little park without be-
ing discovered.

Montana was still pondering the
guestion when he sensed that he was
being watched. Someone was hiding
in the aspens behind him.

He felt his blood thin. He was a
fair target where he stood. Whoever
was stalking him could not miss at
that distance, even if he succeeded
in throwing himself to the ground
before the other fired. Wisdom whis-
pered that it would be suicide to
reach for his guns if someone had
him covered.

He listened without seeming to. It
was still again—ominously still. Sud-
denly his jaws locked and his body
tensed. As though on springs, he
leaped into the air and whirled.
When he came down his guns were
in his hands.

It came so unexpectedly that it
caught the man in the aspens off
guard. Too late he tried to draw back
behind a tree trunk. Montana caught
the movement.

“Freeze or I'll bust you!” he cried.
“Now stick 'em up and come out of
there!”

The man raised his hands.

To Jim's amazement, Plenty
Eagles, the Piute, stepped into view.

/ s /

When Tracks Spell Friend Or Death

ONTANA felt a
little foolish. He
had leaped to the
conclusion that he
had either walked
into a Bar S trap
or been followed

by Quantrell. To

find Plenty Eagles

facing him was a

distinct surprise.

The Piute wasn't
even armed. Jim told him to take his
hands down.

“Where’s your rifle?” Montana de-
manded.

Plenty Eagles jerked a thumb over
his shoulder. “Back there with
horse.” He seemed harmless enough,
even frightened. All of his belliger-
ency of that day in Wild Horse was
gone.

“How long have you been here?”

“Waiting here mebbe half hour—
mebbe hour.”

“Oh—! So you saw me come in,
eh?”

Plenty Eagles nodded. Finding
him there, it was perhaps only nat-
ural for Montana to wonder if he had
anything to do with rubbing out
young Billy. There was a number of
non-reservation Indians in that coun-
try. That their resentment over hav-
ing their people removed from
Squaw Valley had led them to take
a hand in the strife was something he
had not considered until now. If
such was the case, they would be ar-
rayed against both factions.

Jim thought, “It. would have been
just as easy for him to have crept
upon Billy as he did on me. He could
have set the fires, too. One man did
it.”

He began to question the Indian,
but at the end of half an hour he was
as much at sea as ever. Plenty Eagles
insisted that he had had nothing to
do with either the fires or the death
of the boy. He claimed he had driven
one of Ouantrell's mule teams from
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Wild Horse north to Cisco and de-
livered it to the man who had pur-
chased the freighting outfit. Cisco
was situated on a branch line of the
O. R. and N. that tapped the mining
country around Iron Point in the
Malheurs. In the old days, when the
Adelaide mine had been a big pro-
ducer, the owners had shipped their
ore out via the Point and Cisco.
Plenty Eagles said he had come in
that way.

“What's your
Montana hazarded.

Plenty Eagles became less tract-
able “Not can say,” he muttered.

business here?”

“Good friend of yours tell me say
nothing.”

“Yeah?” Jim queried sceptically.
“Who?”

“Graham Rand.”

“Oh!” Light was beginning to
break on Montana. “Did he tell you
my heart is good toward you and
your father?”

“Say you my friend. Not thinking
you send my people away any more.
Not thinking your tongue is crook-
ed.”

It was said with simple dignity.

“l had a long talk with the mar-
shal,” Jim informed him. “The sol-
diers have gone now. Thunder Bird
doesn’t have to hide in the mine any
longer.”

The knowledge that Jim knew
about his father won Plenty Eagles’
complete confidence. "Can tell you
now why am here,” he said. “Bring-
ing blankets and food for him. Buy-
ing them in Cisco.”

Jim found it difficult not to be-
lieve him. He asked to see his horse
and pack. Plenty Eagles led him up
the Big Powder. The blankets were
still wrapped in the paper used by
the Golden Rule Store in Cisco. In-
side the bundle was the dated cash
sales tag. It was a perfect alibi. Plen-
ty Eagles could not have been in the
valley before daylight that morning.

“Your tongue is straight, Cota,”
said Jim. “l greet you as a brother.
But there is war here now. Men are
quick to suspect one another. Some
would even accuse you of the things
they do themselves. If it comes to
that, nobody will believe you. The

thing for you to do is to take your
father up into the high places. There
is an old cabin below the Needles.
He'll be safe up there. You know
where | mean—above the mine?”

Plenty Eagles signed that he un-
derstood.

“Sometimes cold up there. So old
man not hurting anybody,” he ar-
gued.

It took some patience on Mon-
tana’s part to convince him of the
wisdom of what he was suggesting.
Thunder Bird had promised to meet
the boy there that morning. It was
past noon now.

"Nothing happening to him, eh?”
Plenty Eagles asked.

“He doesn’t know the soldiers have
gone. | reckon he's afraid to leave
the mine before evening.” Montana
turned things over in his mind for a
moment. “Maybe I'd better ride up
to the mine and get your father,” he
said then. “If you'll follow the creek
through the gorge, you’ll pick up my
trail. Just stay with it until you get
on top. I'll climb out of here and go
on ahead. You wait for us above.
Reckon you’'ll see us coming back
about the time you get there.”

With one or two exceptions, Plen-
ty Eagles had no reason to regard
his white brothers with anything
other than hatred and suspicion.
Jim’s concern over his father touched
him.

“All the time be thinking of this,
Montana,” he said. “Never forgetting
me.

It took Jim the better part of an
hour to climb out of the canon. In
crossing Quantrell’'s range he knew
he was inviting trouble. It caused
him no misgiving. After the Little
Powder came out of the canon he
proposed keeping it between himself
and the house until he was abreast
the mine. If he ran into Quantrell or
his men by chance, old Thunder
Bird would be excuse enough for his
presence there.

He was approximately half a mile
above Quantrell's house when he
crossed the Little Powder. Cattle
grazed on the hills, but be
failed to catch sight of a human be-
ing. The country in general was
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mwelling upward toward this Junipers
to the west. The mine was located
well up toward the head of a precipi-
tous Bide canon.

The old Adelaide had been a big

roducer for many years, until water

ad flooded the lower levels. No sign

remained of the old camp, but the
wood-road, over which tons of tim-
ber had been snaked down for shor-
ing, was still serviceable. Montana
turned into it and followed it around
the hill.

Presently he was moving up the
little side canon. Someone, Quan-
trell possibly, had built a plank fence
across it just below the mouth of the
mine, evidently to keep cattle from
straying into its several miles of tun-
nels and driftings.

He had almost reached the fence
when he was surprised to see a little
string of saddled horses standing in
a pocket off to the right of the gate.

"“That's queer,” he thought. He
looked again and recognized the
horse Quantrell had ridden the pre-
vious evening. It caused him some
uneasiness. "Got his whole bunch up
here.”

E couldn’'t understand what
H business they could have there,
unless it in some way concerned the
old Indian.

“Sure looks like I rode into a jack-
pot this time,” he muttered warily. It
was too late to turn back. He knew if
he hadn't been seen already he would
be noticed before he could get out of
sight.

Every sense alert, he slipped out of
his saddle, and dropping his rein
over his horse’'s head, walked up to
the fence. It was head high. Through
the spaces between the planks he
could command a view of the en-
trance to the mine.

He had been watching only a min-
ute or two when he caught the sound
of voices. He thought he recognized
Quantrell’'s surly drawl. A moment
later, seven men stepped out of the
mine. Quahtrell was in the lead. He
had old Thunder Bird by the shoul-
der and was hustling him along. Sud-
denly he gave the old Indian a shove
that sent him headlong into the dust.

“Now clear out of here and don’t
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come back!” Quantrell raged. To
give emphasis to his command, he
used his boot on the Indian.

It made Montana’'s fingers itch to
let him have it. The odds were seven
to one against him. And it was a
hard-bitten crew that Quantrell had
assembled. AIll were strangers to
Montana, but by the look of them
they were well-acquainted with the
business end of a .45. Jim was fast
himself.

“l don't figure to have a chance
that way,” he thought. “I'll have to
talk myself out of this.”

Thunder Bird dragged himself to
his feet slowly. A trickle of blood
stained his seamed cheek. Quantrell’s
foot went back to give him a kick
that would hurry him up.

“Wait a minute, Clay!” Montana
called out. “You'll scare him to
death.” His tone was bantering.

It was a startling interruption that
made them reach for their guns. It
was a moment before they located
Jim.

“What's the idea?” Quantrell
whipped out fiercely. “What busi-
ness you got here?”

“Well, if you boys will put away
your hardware,” Jim laughed, "I'll
climb over the fence and tell you. |
got some news for you, Clay.” He
was thinking fast.

“All right, come on over,” the big
fellow grumbled suspiciously.

Jim perched himself on top of the
fence and rolled a cigarette calmly.

“Let’s have it!” Quantrell prompt-
ed.

“No rush, Clay. Kinda surprised
me to find you up here whanging
that old buck. I knew he was here...
fact 1 came up to get him for Gra-
ham.” The fiction had the desired
effect on Quantrell. Jim saw indeci-
sion dawn in his eyes. Clay didn't
want any trouble with Rand. He ex-
changed a furtive glance with his
men.

“That's all right with me,” he said.
“The quicker you get him out of here
the better I'll like it—and you can in-
clude yourself. Shorty caught him
sneakin’ down to the creek for water
this mornin’. 1 got enough to worry
about without havin’ an Injun burn-
in’ me out some night.”
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“Can’'t blame you for being care-
ful,” Montana declared soberly
“Some folks might find it handy to
blame a fire on an Indian, but | guess
we know where to look for the guilty
parties, don’'t we?”

He was watching him closely. A
puzzled look flitted across Quan-
trell’s face. “1 don’'t know whether |
get your drift or not,” he drawled.

"l was referring to last night,
Clay. Dave Morrow's hay was fired.

A little later, Jubal Stark’s house
burned to the ground... Didn't you
know?”

“Why, no! The goldurn skunks!

They ought to be lynched, burnin’ a
man out!” His surprise and indigna-
tion seemed genuine enough.

“l told you 1| figgered there wus
a fire acrost the valley last night,”
said one of his men.

“1 remember your sayin’ it, Shorty,”
Quantrell recalled. “1 didn't think it
was any more than a little brush
burnin’. ... Can’t be any doubt about
who did it.”

“It wouldn't seem so,” Jim said
without hesitation.

“Anythin’ been done about it?”

“l was out all morning trying to
pick up their trail. Didn't get any-
where to speak of. Reckon they came
down over east and cut across the
valley as far as the Big Powder and
followed the creek north.”

“That's about what they would
do,” Quantrell agreed hurriedly. Jim
thought he caught a note of relief in
his voice. “Makes all your talk sound
kinda foolish, don’t it?”

“Puts me on the end of a limb, all
right. But I'm learning fast,” Mon-
tana added cryptically.

Quantrell seemed to melt to good-
will. “1 thought you'd come to your
senses.”

It was exactly the impression Mon-
tana wanted to leave. They talked
about the fires for a minute or two.

“Guess I'll be going along,” Jim
said finally. He turned and spoke to
Thunder Bird in sign language. The
message he conveyed was unexpect-
ed, but the old Indian’'s answer was
only a toneless grunt.

When Jim had climbed into his
saddle, Thunder Bird got up behind
him.

Quantrell swaggered over to where
Jim sat staring at the valley below.
“Quite a view from here, Clay.”
“Yeah! Lotta country down there.”

AUGHT off guard, Quantrell
craned his neck and stared with
Jim. “Why, no—" He broke off sud-
denly. From the way his mouth
tightened, Montana knew he had
sensed danger. “Course all I know is
what Reb said,” he corrected himself.
“1 understood him to say it was right
at the forks.”

“l guess you're right at that,” Jim
murmured thoughtfully. He leaned
over confidentially and lowered his
voice to a whisper. “You don't sup-
pose old Thunder Bird saw anything,
eh?”

Quantrell repressed a start of
alarm. Out of the corner of his eyes
he flashed a glance at the old Indian.
Thunder Bird’'s face was as expres-
sionless as a piece of wrinkled parch-
ment.

“Why, no; he’s half blind,” Quan-
trell muttered unpleasantly. “He
couldn’t see anythin'.”

“He's old, of course,” Jim nodded.
“It was just a thought.”

Quantrell rolled a cigarette with
exasperating care.

“Still playin’ around with the idea
I got the Kid?” he queried without
looking up.

“Oh, | don't know.” Jim’s tone was
guileless. “The news bowled me over
last night. But it will keep. Reckon
I threw the grit into you pretty

hard.”
“No hard feelin’s; my hide's
tough,” Quantrell laughed. “Any-

time you can pin anythin’ like that
on me—go to it.”

That was Montana's intention,
and their conversation had only
intensified his suspicions. And yet,
he managed a grim smile as he picked
up his rein.

“So long Clay,” he said.

“I'd go down with you,” the big
fellow volunteered, “if we wasn't go-
in’ up in the hills lookin’ for strays.”

“All your boys, eh?” Jim queried,
indicating the others.

“Yeah!”

“Looks like you're going in on a
big scale.”
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Quantrell shot him a quick glance.
Montana’s eyes were smiling, but in
their depths he found a mocking
light. It nettled him. “I'm prepared
for trouble—no matter where it
comes,” he announced. “l don't fig-
ger to take anybody’'s back water.”
His men gathered about him as Mon-
tana rode away. ‘“‘Better make a bluff
of combin’ the hills until he’'s out of
sight,” Quantrell advised. “1 thought
he was goin’ to be tough; but you
heard the conversation. He won't
make us any trouble.”

“Don’t kid yourself,” Shorty grum-
bled. “I've seen his kind before; he
ain't half as dumb as he pretends.

“No?” Quantrell dared. “Well, let
him start somethin’. I'll take care of
him in a hurry. No time to begin
croakin’ when we're gettin’ all the
breaks.”

' The others agreed with him.

“l ain't croakin'.” Shorty argued.
He ran his fingers over the red bris-
tles that fringed his .chin. “That guy’s
cagy—that's all. But what the hell!
Both sides are at each other’s throats
right now.Whatever happens, they’'ll
blame it on the other fellow. If this
gent gets rubbed out—what of it?”

“Now you're talkin’,” Quantrell ex-
claimed. “We can begin to get busy
inside of a week. And we’ll' milk this
thing dry. When we get through, if
old Slick-ear wants to buy the place
—at my price—okay! Let him put
the money on the line.”

Reprisal

ONTANA learned
nothing from the
old Indian. Plenty

Eagles met them on

the plateau. At

Jim’s urging, the

boy harangued his

father in Piute, but

nothing came of it.

If Thunder Bird

knew anything, he

B was afraid to speak.

“lI don’t want you to mix it up with
Quantrell over this,” Jim warned the

boy. “He’s my meat. You go on up
to the Needles now, and when you go
out or come in again take the Iron
Point road.”

“Not got job,” Plenty Eagles ex-
plained. “ Mebbe staying up there
two, three weeks.”

Montana spoke to the boy at length
and then turned his horse toward the
valley. The sun was sinking by the
time he reached the Big Powder. He
followed the creek south for several
miles.

Once he thought he was being fol-
lowed. He drew up sharply and list-
ened. It was only a coyote slipping
through the brakes.

"Nerves getting jumpy,” he smiled
to himself as he turned east for the
Skull and, the Box#C. .

The Box C looked so peaceful as
he rode in that it was hard to believe
that death stalked the range. The
supper bell rang as he walked his
horse into the yard. After they had
eaten, they repaired to the bench out-
side the Kkitchen as usual. Nothing
had happened in his absence.

“They’ll get busy again tonight,”
Gene predicted. “Mebbe we'll git it
this time.”

“We’ll be watchin’,” his father as-
sured him. “I ain't worried so much
about bein’ burned out down here as
I am about the stuff we got on the
range. Mebbe it'll look like backin’
down,” he went on soberly, “but I
don’t care. Tomorrow we'll take the
mowers and go down on the reserva-
tion. I'm going to cut my grass there
and see if I can't make a crop of hay.
Soon as we git it stacked, we’ll move
our cattle down there. It may keep us
out of trouble.”

His decision did not please his
sons. “What'll folks say?” Gene de-
manded angrily. “Mought as well let
the Bar S have it all as do that! It's
our range, Pap! Why should we pull
our stuff off?”

“Dead steers ain't no use to no
one,” Dan replied. “I've got to have
some beef to sell this fall.”

By this arrangement, old Ben, rifle
across his saddle bow, patrolled the
Box C range on the south bank of
the North Fork. The others toiled on
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the reservation for the better part
of the week. Stock was being killed
every night.

"We’'ll git it,” Brent Crockett
warned. “We ought to be out here
day and night instead of stackin’ hay.”

“We’'ll be through tomorrow,” his
father reminded him. “If they’'ll just
hold off a mite longer we'll get our
stuff moved.”

That evening, just after supper,
one of old Lance’s boys rode in with
the news that the Bar S had brought
more men into the valley.

“Must be nigh onto forty of 'em
here now,” the boy said. “Ole Slick-
ear is with 'em. They're fixin’ up
Eph Mellon’s house.”

“Where did you get your informa-
tion?” Montana asked. “Were you
scouting up there?”

“l had a good look around, all
right,” the youngster replied. “Eph
never should have sold out on us.”

Montana was not concerned about
that, nor was he surprised to learn
that Mr. Stall was on the ground
now. The thing that bowled him over
was that boys as young as Eph were
in the fray.

"Do you know you're apt to get
killed scouting that country?” he
asked.

“Reckon | can take keer of my-
self,” the lad replied. “I know how
to use a rifle.”

Before the boy left he got Gene
and Brent aside. What passed be-
tween them Montana did not know.
Later, the two brothers were aloof
and uncommunicative. About mid-
night they stole out of the house.
Jim heard therm-ride away. It was not
the first time he had heard them
leave late at night.

“They’ll get over their heads,” he
thought. “Slaughtering Bar S cattle
will grow pretty tame before long.”

Although they did not return home
until three the following morning,
they were up again at dawn, ready
for. work. Ben came in while they
were eating breakfast. The air was
soon blue with his cursing.

“What is it?” Dan demanded
sharply.
“That white-faced bull!” Ben

boomed. “Deader 'an a mackerel! He
was right on our own range, too!
Somebody got him with a high-power
from across the creek!”

“Oh, Lord! Dan groaned as he fell
back into his chair.

The white faced bull was one of
the few Herefords in that country at
the time. Dan had paid a fancy price
for him. in an effort to improve his
herd.

The boys kicked their chairs out
from under them and raged like two
madmen. It was on Jim’'s tongue to
tell them that if they killed Bar S
cattle it was only natural to expect
that their own would be killed in
return. But he said nothing.

The incident provided the Crock-
etts with a topic of conversation for
the day that—as far as the boys were
concerned-—grew more bitter, the
longer they discussed it.

All hands toiled after sundown
without finishing their task. Never-
theless, Dan said he would move his
cattle down in the morning.

A great preoccupation rested on
him. After the dishes were cleared
away, he got out an old worn Bible.
He read aloud as his wife washed
her pots and pans. The boys had

drawn off to the barn. Montana
found himself quite alone.
- ‘Aml the Lord, shall deliver

them- .-

It was Crockett, his voice solemn
and sepulchral as he read on.

“Amen!” the boys’ mother intoned
reverently.

Montana was filled with a strange
melancholy. They weren’t young any
longer. It was this or nothing; they'd
never have another chance. It made
what little he had done for them
worthwhile.

He got up to walk down to the
creek and back before going to bed.

In the moodiness that gripped him,
Montana found his thoughts straying
to Letty Stall. The bitter struggle in
which he was taking part proved how
far removed she was from the en-
vironment that was his life.

“She’ll never get the right of this,”
he thought, “nor understand what
I'm trying to do.” He could imagine
the contempt in which Bar S men
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held him now. She would share that
feeling.

HE BOVS were in bed when he
got back to the house. Half an
hour later he was sound asleep him-
self. It seemed but a short while,
though it was really nearing mmid-
night, when he felt a hand on his
shoulder.
“Jim! Wake up!” It was Dan
Crockett. “Where are the boys?”

Montana sat up, rubbing the sleep
out of his eyes. “Why—what's
wrong?” he asked.

“I'm worried, Jim. You know how
they been talkin’ all day. | don’t want
them packin’ off into trouble. |
didn’'t want to lose the bull, but I
don’t want them to git shot up over
it.”

“It isn’'t the first night they've rid-
den out,” Montana felt justified in
saying.

“What? Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Well,. I fancy they wouldn’t rel-
ish my spying on them, for one thing.
My talk doesn’'t seem to set well any
more. | know old Lance's boy
brought them some message this eve-
ning. | began to put two and two
together right then. Sure as shooting,
Dan, those boys have organized
themselves into nightriders.”

Dan ran his hand under the blan-
kets of Gene's bed. “Ain’t been gone
long,” he said. “The bed'’s still warm.”
He stood up, his cheeks cavernous in
the light of the candle. Montana saw
him reach a decision. “Jim, I'm goin’
to git 'em,” he announced. “Do you
mind cornin’ along?”

“I1t'll be like looking for a tick on
a sheep’s back. Where are we going
to find them?”

“If they're raidin’ the Bar S,
they’ll go around by the head of
North Fork, or try to cross it lower
down.” All the placidity Jim associ-
ated with Crockett was gone. The
man’'s face was white and drawn.
“You pull on your pants, Jim,” he
ran on. “I'll go up by the way of the
Skull and swing over to the North
Folk. You go around by thel east.
Mebbe we’ll run into 'em. Whether
we do or not, I'll meet up with you in
the coulee below Lance’s place.”

Outside, old Nell began to howl.

“My Gawd, why's she a doin’
that?” Dan cried. “You hurry up,
Jim!”

He had their horses saddled by the
time Montana reached the corral. Be-
fore he rode off he paused to repeat
his instructions.

“And if you meet up with 'em, Jim,
tell ’em | want 'em to home. It's an
order from me!”

Montana found himself in an utter-
ly ridiculous position. He knew the
boys would not listen to him, should
he find them. They had shown him
plainly that they wanted nothing
more to do with him.

Once away from the Box C, he
slowed his horse down to a walk. For
one thing, he didn't share anxiety.
The boys had been slipping put re-
peatedly. He had no reasons to be-
lieve that this night held any more
danger for them than had the others.
The route he was following was the
shorter. It was his intention to time
himself so that he would arrive at
the coulee about the time Dan did.

The night was bright enough for
him to see a long way. It also made
him an easy mark for any lurking
foe. However, he reached the head of
the North Fork without difficulty. An
hour later he entered the big coulee.

“Reckon we’ll never get a flash of
them,” he thought. But five minutes
had not passed before he pulled his
horse up short. The night wind had
brought him the murmur of voices.

“Somebody down there,” he told
himself. He slid from his saddle and
went ahead on foot. He had not gone
thirty yards when a gun was poked
into his back.

“Stick 'em up!” one of his captors
commanded. “Now walk ahead, and
don’t take yer hands down if ye don't
want to git hurt!”

One of the others called out a
warning to those down below. In a
few moments Montana found himself
in the grassy dell at the bottom of
the coulee. Not less than twenty boys
sat on their horses, waiting, guns
drawn. A second glance revealed
Clay Quantrell. The big fellow was
urging his horse forward.

“Who you got there?”
gruffly.

he asked
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"Jim Montana!” answered the boy
who held his gun to Jim’s back. Mon-
tana recognized him then. It was Toe
Gault's son

“Montana?” a dozen voices echoed.
The angry muttering that followed
told Jim how unwelcome he was. Ke
saw Gene Crockett leap to the
ground and rush at him belligerently.

“What are you doin’ here—spyin’
on us?”

“I'll let your father answer that
when he gets here,” Jim replied. “I
expect he’ll be along directly.”

“So you got Pap out tryin’ to ride
herd on us, too,” Gene sneered. “Lis-
tenin’ to you has done a lot of good,
ain't it? Listenin’ to you and your
take-it-easy talk is makin’ an pie
woman out of him! It's about time
you learned your place, Montana! We
don’t need you. We can pick our own
loaders.”

A wave of angry approval
from the crowd.

“So | see,” Jim said. His tone was
chilling in its intensity. “The kind
that doesn’t draw the line at sending
boys out to get killed but who take
damned good care of their own
hides.”

“l take it you're referrin’ to me,”
Quantrell threatened.

“You take it right!” Jim flung
back. “This thing’s bad enough with-
out getting kids into it.”

“Yeah?” Quantrell knew his audi-
ence was with him and he made the
most of the moment. “The trouble
with you, Montana, is you were a
Bar S man once, and right down in
your heart you're a Bar S man yet!”

broke

Y THE way the boys received it,

Jim knew it had been said be-
fore. The next moment young Gene
proved to him how the thought had
flowered.

“When you were in Wild Horse
we thought you were our friend,”
the boy exclaimed. “In seemin’ to
side with us mebbe you was only
pullin’ the iron out of the fire fer
old man Stall. How do you know you
ain't with him lock, stock and bar-
rel?”

Jim knew where he had got that.
It was almost as though Quantrell
were speaking. As he hesitated over
his answer, a boy rode in to warn
them that someone was coming.

“1t’'ll be Pap,” Brent Crockett told
his brother. “We better git goin\”

“You're right, Brent. We got some
work to do, and if it's any news to
you, Montana, we're crossin’ the
creek and firin’ their range. We
don’'t aim to be stopped by you.”

Finding Quantrell running things
had made Jim change his mind about
interfering. He decided that Gene
and Brent should wait there with
him. He told them.

“Better not try it,” Gene warned.

“We’'re fannin’ it out of here in a
hurry!”

Montana was not underestimating
his danger. His smile meant nothing.
His eyes were colder than ice. He
had asked for cards, and he had to
play them now.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “The others
can go if they want to, but you and
Brent are staying here with me!” Be-
fore they could stop him, he had
jerked out his guns. “Get going, the
rest of you!” he barked, his eyes on
Quantrell.

It was his undoing. Ira Gault was
behind him. He raised his pistol and
brought it down with force enough
to fell Montana. Senses reeling, Jim
heard their wild cry as they raced
away, riding like demons.

They had scarcely crested the long
hill to the north when Montana
heard Dan calling him. What Jim
had to say left Crockett speechless
for a moment.

“The young fools!” he got out
with an effort. “They must be crazy,
Jim!”

He was for following them. Mon-
tana said no.

“You can't stop them now. The
sensible thing to do is head for
home.” The back of his head was wet
with blood. “Whoever fetched me
that clip had his heart in it,” he
muttered. “You'll find my horse in
the brush. If you'll get him, Dan,
we'll start back.”
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Tie Hyphen Flash Of Death

N HOUR before
dawn a cry aroused
Montana. He pulled
on his boots and
stepped out. Brent
Crockett was riding
into the yard. The
boy sat stiffly

erect, his eyes
stained with trage-
dy

Two others were
with him. They were talking, and
their voices were charged with a
grim determination.

“You couldn’'t do no good a-goin’
back for him,” Montana heard one
of them say. The boy was addressing
Brent. “Reckon we got to be men
about this.”

“Damn ’em,” the other muttered.
“They’ll pay for it; we ain't done

Dan held up his lantern, his hand
shaking. The snatch of conversation
that had come to them permitted but
one conclusion.

"Jim—he's come back without
Gene!” There was a sob in Crockett’s
throat.

"Yeah—" Montana answered tone-

iessly. “The fools,” he added to him-
self.

It was only a moment or two be-
fore the three boys pulled up their
mounts in front of the two men.

“Where's Gene? What's happened
to him?” Dan demanded before Brent
could slip out of his saddle. Anxiety
was written in every line of his weath-
er-beaten face.

Jim saw a dry sob rack Brent. He
hung his head and couldn't answer.
The others seemed strangely reluc-
tant to speak.

“Come on,” Dan urged sharply his
voice thin and strained. “What is it,
Brent?” The old man was suddenly
a pathetic figure. Sight of him
seemed completely to unnerve Brent.
He broke down and began to cry.
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“Pap—they got him,” he sobbed.
“I—1 reckon Gene's dead.” He
couldn’t go on for a moment or two.
“Why couldn’t it hev been me?” he
moaned over and over.

The news shook his father. For
seconds he stared dumbly at the boy
and said nothing. Tragedy had been
no stranger to him. He had schooled
himself to its sudden blows, but now
he trembled like a gnarled, timber-
line cedar that at last finds the blast
too strong. His lips began to move,
but he was only mumbling incohe-
rently to himself.

Montana put a hand on his bowed
shoulders. “Come on, Dan,” he mur-
mured hopefully, “maybe the boy’s
only wounded. No wuse thinking
otherwise until we know to the con-
trary.”

He paused to glance at Brent. The
boy refused to meet his eyes, now
that his folly had ended so disas-
trously.

“l wanted to go back and git him,”
Brent muttered miserably. “The boys
wouldn’t let me do it.”

“That's right,” one of them spoke
up. “Brent wanted to go bustin’ back
acrost the creek when he found Gene
wa'n't with us. We had to cuff him
around a little before he'd listen to
reason. Wa'n't no sense in both of
‘'em gittin’ it.”

Montana turned to Brent. “Brent
—do you mind telling me just what
happened ?”

The boy raised his head reluctant-
ly. Even now, crushed as he was, he
could not face Montana without hos-
tility. It surprised him not to find
Jim’s eyes accusing.

“We got acrost the creek,
right,” he got out, breathing hard.
“We set the grass afire right off,
but it was dry and it flamed up 'for©
we could git away.” He shook his
head at the memory. “Reckon they
wuz aixpectin’ us. They began to
blaze away at us. Four or five of
them cut Gene off. We heard ’em
calling on him to throw up his hands.
But Gene begin shootin’ back. They
got him directly. We seen him go
down—"

“Then what happened?” Montana
prompted. “If the grass was burning

all
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fast you must have been able to see
a long way.”

“They could see, too,” Brent re-
plied. “We had to git to cover or
they’'d have picked us all off. So we
got back acrost the creek and wait-
ed—hoping he might show up. When
he didn’'t come, | said | was agoin’
back fer him. And I'd gone, too, if
they hadn't piled into me that-a-
way.”

Montana had the picture. “l guess
it's just as well you didn't go,” he
said. “Who was running things?”

Brent misunderstood his thought.

“Ain’'t no use your blamin’ Quan-
trell for this,” he grumbled. “He
didn’t hev nuthin’ to do with it.”

“How come?”

“Why—his horse went Ilame.”
Brent explained. “Twisted an ankle
or somethin’ 'fore we first reached

the creek. It slowed him up.”
"Reckon it did,” Montana's tone

was bitter. “Pressed for time like

that, | suppose he told you to go

on.”

“We couldn't wait for him,” one
of the other boys cut in. “We had to
be back before daylight.”

“Of course.” Montana’s tone was
mocki*g. “1 reckon Quantrell didn't
arrive m tMie to go across with you
at all.”

“Why—no,” Brent muttered un-
happily, beginning to sense what was
running through Jim's mind.

Montana’s jaws clicked together
ominously. He thought, "A Bar S
bullet may have got Gene, but Quan-
trell is the real murderer.” Aloud he
said, “You know it's awfully easy to
lame a horse, Brent—awfully conve-
nient sometimes.”

The three boys understood him,
but they had no reply to make. Mon-
tana turned to Dan Crockett. “Dan,
I'm going up there,” he said. “I can
make it before daylight. “Just keep
on hoping for the best until |1 get
back.”

Crockett nodded glumly. “It’ll be
dangerous, Jim—

“Don’'t think about that. Some-
body’s got to go.” He spoke to Brent
again, asking him where they had
crossed the North Fork.

“At the monument rock. Guess you

know where | mean.” Jim nodded.
“There’s a big flat just above it.
That's where all the shootin’ wuz....

If you're goin’, Montana, I'll go with
you.”
“No, I'll go alone,” Jim declared.

He asked Dan to walk down to the
corral with him. “Better keep your
eye on Brent. Tell him to stay away
from the house until | get back. For
the present, Dan, | wouldn’t say any-
thing to the wife,” he advised. “It
may not be as bad as we think.”

“1 reckon it'll be bad enough,” Dan
muttered hopelessly. “1 seen this
cornin’, Jim. | felt it all evenin’. ..
Poor, foolish boy.”

E HELPED Jim to saddle up.

“Don’t seem that you should

be the one to go,” he said. “They'll

mow you down quicker than any of
us.”

“Don't worry,
right.”

He left without another word. It
was his intention to be across the
North Fork before dawn, and he did
not spare his horse.

A breeze had sprung up. It was
cool against his cheek. It helped him
to think. Long before he reached the
creek, he had decided on his course
of action. In line with it, he crossed
the North Fork a mile below the
monument and headed for the hills
so as to come out above the big flat
where the fighting had occurred.

The rising wind alone would have
told him that dawn was not far away.
By the time he reached the head of
the flat, the shadows were beginning
to lighten to the east. Below him it
still was night.

From where he stood it was possi-
bly three-quarters of a mile to the
creek.

“No use to go ahead on foot,” he
thought. “If | find him, I've got to get
out in a hurry. I'll need a horse right
quick.”

The fire the boys had lighted had
been put out, but the smell of burned
grass filled his nostrils. It was very
still As he stopped every few feet,
he could hear distinctly the purling
of the creek.

The rolling plain was without cov-

Dan; I'll be all
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er of any sort. If Reb and his men
were watching—and he had every
reason to believe they were—they
would locate him quickly enough as
soon as it grew light.

“Maybe they don’'t know Gene is
here,” he mused. That would be in
his favor.

Minutes fled as he continued his
search. The sky was already pink and
yellow beyond the Malheurs.

He thought, “I'll have to be on my
way.”

He urged his horse ahead. They
had gone only a few yards when the
animal stopped. Montana peered
through the purple mists and saw
only what he took to be a low rock
outcropping. He kneed his horse, but
got no response.

“What is it, Paint?” he murmured.
The horse’s ears were stiff and erect.
Jim slid to the ground. Three or
four steps and he saw that the brown
patch was a tarpulin, not a rock. He
lifted one end of it. Gene lay there.
He was dead.

“Poor old Mother Crockett,” Jim
thought. “It’'s going to be awfully
hard on her. He was her baby.”

It took him several minutes to
place the body across his saddle bow.
He knew beyond doubt that the Bar
S had someone watching the flat.

“Reb knows that come sun-up we’'d
make some effort to find the boy,”
he told himself. “Ten to one I'll draw
lead before | get across the creek."”

The rock, known locally as the mon-
ument—it was a shaft of granite ten
feet in diameter and at least forty
feet high—loomed out of the
shadows to his right. Montana moved
toward it, leading his horse.

He reached it safely. The creek
bottom was only ten to twelve feet
below him.

“Better get across right away,” he
thought, “and take a chance on mak-
ing it."

He edged around the rock and was
about to pick his way down to the
bottom when he found four men
stretched out on their rifles at his
feet.

They were even more surprised
than he. Two of them he recognized:
Johnny Lefleur and Ike Sweet. Be-
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fore they could throw their guns into
position, he had them covered.

“Well, I'll be damned!” Johnny
Lefleur exclaimed. “Where in all hell
did you come from?”

“Just back away from your guns
and start picking stars,” Montana or-
dered. “You boys have got awfully
careless since | used to know you.”

He kicked their rifles off the
ledge. A fifth gun rested against the
rock. Five thirty-thirty’s and only
four men! He knew the fifth man
could not be far away.

“Now you got anything else on
you?” he asked.

Johnny had a forty-five in his hol-
ster. Jim tossed it after the rifles.
He was about to speak when a move-
ment behind him warned him, too
late, that he had lost the play. “I
guess it's your turn to elevate,” a
voice rasped. Montana didn't have
to turn to identify the other. It was
Reb. He was almost as incensed at
his own men as at Montana.

“Fine bunch,” he sneered. “You'll
live to a ripe old age, bein’ careful
that-a-way!”

“Aw, we heard him cornin’,” John-
ny Lefleur protested. “We thought
it would be you.”

“Yeah?” Reb taunted. “You be-
lieve in Santa Claus, too, don’'t
you?” The red-haired one took a step
forward. Jim could feel something
boring into his back. “You can drop
that gun,” Reb advised.

Montana obliged by flinging it
into the creek bottom.

“l said to drop'it!” Reb thundered.
“What's the idea?” He told Johnny
to slip down and recover their ri-
fles.

His perturbation tended to confirm
what Montana was thinking. His eyes
were inscrutable in the cold light
of dawn. Seemingly without purpose
he shifted around on his feet so that
he could catch Reb’s reflection on
the big silver cencho that adorned
the skirt of his saddle. It was like
gazing into a convex mirror.

What he saw there made his blood
run warm. Reb was not armed! He
had stuck him up with nothing more
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formidable than his finger.

ONTANA repressed his start
of satisfaction and stood with
hands raised.

“The crowd you're trailin’ with
took an awful chance in sending you
over here,” Reb went on. “But |
reckon men who'll send kids out to
do their fightin’ will stoop to most
anythin’.”

“If that was true, I'd feel as you
do about it,” Jim replied. “But |
tried to stop those boys last night.
So did that lad's father. They
wouldn’t have it that way. It takes a
pretty raw deal to steam boys up so
they’ll ride out in the night willing
to get killed to help their folks.”
Jim shook his head sadly as his eyes
strayed to Gene’s lifeless body. “But
only seventeen, Reb—and wiped out
like that!”

“Don’t get teary about it!” Reb
muttered. “1 got two men on the way
to Wild Horse with slugs in ’'em.
It's a long, rocky road, and the fact
that a bunch of boys did the trick
won’'t make it easier for them. Now
you can take that kid back where
you found him. If they want him—
let the bunch that came over here
last night come and get him. | said
stay out—and | meant stay out. Get
goin’, Montana!”

Jim did not offer to move. John-
ny would be back with their rifles
in a minute. He was not thinking of
him. His eyes were fastened on the
butt of a six-gun peeping out of
Gene Crockett’s holster. He knew ho
could draw it quickly enough. But
what if it were empty?

He felt he had to take that chance.
His manner did not betray the
thoughts racing through his mind.

“l was taking him back to his
folks,” he murmured evenly. “I—I
reckon I'm not changing my mind!”

His hand flashed out and closed
over Gene's gun as he whirled on
them.

“It’'s still my play,” he droned.
“Get over there with lke and move
fast, Reb!”

Reb knew his man—and he stepped
aside. In another minute Montana

was in the saddle and riding across
the flat, away from the rock. He
heard Reb call to Johnny Lefleur.
If Johnny had recovered his rifle he
could pick him off at that distance.

Strangely enough, Montana crossed
the creek, five hundred yards away,
without a shot being fired.

Back at the rock, Reb was furious.
“Why didn't you pick him off!” he
roared. “You had all the chance in
the world!”

Johnny scratched his head reflec-
tively. “No,” he muttered, “If a gent’s
got guts enough to ride in here and
force a showdown like that on us, |
ain’t gonna Bend a slug into him ju3t
to ease my feelin’s.”

/ H r

Where The Dark Angel Walks

T WAS well on to-
ward seven o’'clock
when Montana
sighted ths little
huddle of buildings
that was Box C. H#
rode slowly, Gene's
lifeless body draped

across his saddle
bow.
,  They would see

_ see him, long before
he arrived, and know what to expect.
He felt sorry enough for Dan and
Brent, but it was of Mother Crock-
ett, rather than them, that he was
thinking.

“It isn't going to matter to her
whether Gene was right or wrong,”
he thought. “He’'s gone, and she’s
going to find it hard to go one.”

When they saw him coming, Brent
and the boys got into their saddles
and rode out to meet him. A glance
confirmed the fact that Gene was
dead. Brent tried ineffectually to
hide his emotion.

“They’ll pay for this,” he mut-
tered. “We aint done with 'em.”-

“Hardly the time for talk of that
sort,” Jim remonstrated. “You boys
had no call to get mixed up in this
-~-at least not yet. If you had listened
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to your father Gene would be alive.”

“Gawd a'mighty,” Brent burst out,
tears running down his cheeks, “yuh
don't aixpect us to take ever'thin’
they hand us, do yuh?”

“No, Brent, I don't expect you to
like what they're dishing out to you,”
Montana answered patiently. “But
you ought to be smart enough not
to let them force your hand. Don’t
think you can win this fight by
shooting it out. As long as Henry
Stall can pay wages he can keep on
throwing men against you until
you're all wiped out. I don't believe
in preaching after the trouble’s done,
but if you boys insist on getting into
the fracas | advise you to follow a
cooler head than Clay Quantrell. His
fire-eating talk is a great brave-mak-
er. It led you into a jack-pot last
night, but Quantrell was damned
careful to see that he didn't get a
slug in his hide. Steaming up a lot
of boys and then ducking out at the
last minute don't set very well with
me. |1 reckon he’ll have a hard time
explaining it to your mother.”

It silenced Brent and his compan-
ions. They rode along with only the
creaking of leather breaking the si-
lence. Presently Montana caught
sight of Dan Crockett, waiting at the
barn.

“Better ride ahead and tell him,
Brent,” Jim said. “Ask him to get
your mother out of the kitchen until
we carry Gene in.”

Brent spurred ahead. Montana
flashed a glance at the other boys.
They were plainly desirous of leav-
ing.

“Better stick it out,” Montana ad-
vised. “It may cool you off a little.”

Dan was waiting for them when

they reached the house. He was a
pitiful figure. Inside, Jim could hear
Mother Crockett sobbing out her
grief as Brent tried to console her.
He got down and started to lift the
boy’s body down. Dan stopped him.
“I'l take him in, Jim,” he got out
with an effort. He couldn’t keep back
his tears as his hand touched the
boy’s face. “Gene—my boy—" he
mumbled heartbreakingly.

“l better give you a hand, Dan,"

Montana insisted.
heavy.”

They carried Gene in and laid him
on his bed. Jim pulled off the lad’s
boots and signaled for the boys to
step outside. He wanted to comfort
the father but he knew the folly of
words at such a time.

“Ruther they'd taken the place—
ever'thin’ we've got than to have had
this happen,” Dan mumbled broken-
ly. “Comes pritty hard, Jim.”

Montana nodded, afraid to trust
his voice for the moment.

“I'll send word to the Gaults and
Morrows by the boys,” he said.
“Mother will feel better for having
some women folks around. You've got
to bear up, Dan, for her sake now.”

“l—I reckon you're right,” Crock-
ett replied dully. “Seems like trou-
ble is the only thing that ever comes
her way. | don't purtend to under-
stand Gawd's wisdom, but He has
tried her sore.” He raised his eyes
to heaven and whispered a prayer.

“I'll just step out,” Jim volun-
teered. “I know Mother would like
to be alone with him. If there's any-
thing I can do just call me.”

Montana closed the door after him
and spoke to the boys. They left
at once and he went down to put his
horse in the corral and feed it. For
half an hour he busied himself doing
Brent's chores. That indefinable air
of sorrow and silence which seems
to brood over a home to which death
has come had settled on the ranch.

Even in the barn he could hear
Mother Crockett's sobbing. Every
time it reached him his gorge rose
against Quantrell.

“There’ll be ashowdown some day,”
he promised himself, “and this is
just something else | aim to remem-
ber.”

Dan came out later. He seemed to
have himself well in hand. “Mother
wants you to come in and get your
breakfast, Jim,” he said. “It's all

“He's pretty

ready.”
“Now why did you let her do
that?” Montana protested. “l could

have made a little coffee.”

“She wouldn’'t have it that-a-way.
The batter was all made; so she fried
some cakes for you. She’s lying down
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now. Mrs. Gault ought to be here
directly; she’'s a capable body to have
around.”

“Well, I'll go in if you insist,”
Jim offered, “but I'm not hungry,”

“Mebbe you'd best make a meal of
it, Jim,” Crockett said. “I'm going
to ask you to drive to Wild Horse.
Be almost evenin’ before you git
there. Wouldn't think of askin’ it
of you after your bein’ up half the
night if it didn’t seem as though you
was one of the family.”

“You don't have to say anything
like that; 1 won't mind going at all.”

“l knew you'd say that. Mother
says she’'d feel better if wa had a
minister to help lay Gene away. |
think Reverend Gare would come if
you can find him. He knows we
can't pay much.”

“I'll manage to locate him,” Mon-
tana assured him. “I ought to be back
here by the middle of the afternoon
tomorrow.”

“I1t’'ll mean pullin’ out of Wild
Horse long before daylight, Jim. |
would appreciate it if you could git
here by then. Brent and me will
make the box. Mother wants Gena
buried among the trees above the
Skull. We'll find a pritty spot where
he’ll be comfortable.”

EIGHBORS would dig the

grave. Later they would carry
the coffin on their shoulders to its
final resting place. It was grim, even
stark, but their very remoteness from
those softening influences of civili-
zation permitted no greater ceremony.
It was seldom indeed that an or-
dained minister of the gospel was
present to pray for the departed and
solace the bereaved.

Dan sat at the table with Monta-
na. He insisted on a detailed account
of how Jim had found the boy. Mon-
tana told him, making light of his
brush with the Bar S men. Crockett
was strangely embittered.

“l1 don’'t blame them so much for
what happened,” he said. “All these
boys know how to handle guns. You
can't aixpect a man to stand up and
let them throw lead at him without
shootin’ back It's one life against an-
other. The mistake was in ever let-

tin’ ’em go. Just one man’s responsi-
ble for this—and you know who he
is as well as | do.”

Montana got up and pushed his
chair back. “You bet I do, Dan,” he
said, “and some day I'm going to
collect in full for it."

Together they hitched a team to
a light rig. When Jim had filled a
canvas water-bag and tied it to the
end-gate, he was ready to leave.

“The grays will move right along
for you,” Dan informed him. “If you
happen to think of it you might buy
sunthin’ for mother. One of them
black shawls would be nice. Just ask
Mr. Ruchter to charge it to me.”

Montana followed the old reserva-
tion road. It took him south to the
Malheur and then east by way of the
Furnace Creek ranch. It required pa-
tience and a liberal amount of faith
to believe that this ever-winding road
would ultimately bring one to Wild
Horse. In the roiling hills east of
Furnace Creek it became a never-
ending series of switchbacks. When
one hill was ascended another rose
before you. Beyond it were a hun-
dred others. From the crests, it was
possible to look back and locate the
spot where you had been an hour
gone. With all that country spread
out around you, man suddenly be-
came very unimportant, his worries
and trials of no consequence.

Only those who are familiar with
that big country will easily under-
stand Jim’s feeling of complete de-
tachment and the sense of isolation
that descended on him. He was able
to review the events of the past few
days with startling clearness. He had
no cause to regret what he had done.
On the other hand, he found little
to encourage him. Men could best be
judged by their past performances.
Knowing Henry Stall as he did, he
knew the Bar S would not give an
inch. Gene’s death would solidify the
feeling against him below the North
Fork. Undoubtedly it would lead to
retaliation in kind. The best he could
hope for was that the Kkilling of Gene
Crockett might so discredit Quan-
trell that the man would no longer
be an important factor in the strug-
gle.
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“He’ll be ready with a plausible ex-
cuse,” he thought, “but people will
get the right of this affair last night,
and some of them will be suspicious
of him.

In the late afternoon he caught his
first glimpse of Wild Horse while
still some miles from town. The road
was down-hill now and the horses
began to move faster. His coming at-
tracted little attention. He drew up
before the sheriff's office and tied
the team. He looked inside for Rand
and was disappointed to find him
out. There seemed to be an unusual
amount of excitement around the rail-
road corrals at the other end of the
town. He was about to walk down
when Graham Rand came out of the
court-house. Graham hailed him and
they repaired to his little office.

“Well, we always put on a show
for you, Jim,” Rand said, jerking his
head in the direction of the corrals.
“What do you think of that?”

“1 don’t know. What have they got
down there?”

“About three hundred head of wild
horses. A bunch from Boise hkve
been out rounding them up. They're
putting 'em aboard the cars now.
Some Belgian has a factory up there
and is grinding 'em up for chicken
meat.”

“The skunks!” Montana muttered
angrily. “Only a few wild things
left and they've got to kill them off.
I knew they were doing it over in
Wyoming, but 1 didn't think they'd
be over here rubbing it in our nose
for a while yet.”

“l figured you'd feel that way
about it,” Rand answered. “l guess
it's profitable enough, with the hides
and the oil; but it gets under my
skin. We’'d never have moved into
this fcountry or nailed it down for
our own without horses. | figure we
owe them a better deal than this.-But
that didn't bring you to town, Jim.
Why are you here?”

“Dan Crockett’'s boy, Gene, was
killed last night, Graham... You act
as though you knew about it?”

“Yeah. Reb sent a couple men over
here all banged up. | got the news
from them.”

“That’'s right,” Jim agreed. “Reb

told me he had them on the way here?”

Rand’s eyebrows went up. “Reb?”
he queried. “You been talking to
him?”

Montana had to explain. The ex-
planation involved Quantrell. Rand
expressed his opinion. “You want to
remember this, Jim; Quantrell isn't
interested in anyone but himself.
He'd sell out his mother. I've known
him longer than you. He's always
been turning sharp corners. I knew
he was grafting when h'e was freight-
ing for the Government. When he
pretends to get excited about look-
ing out for other people’s rights—
watch him; he's got something else
on his mind.”

“That's exactly what 1 think,”
Montana agreed. “But it's pretty hard
to lay back and wait ft>r him to trip
himself.”

“You won't have to wait long,”
Rand declared. “He's always played
an undercover game, getting some-
body to pull the chestnuts out of the
fire for him. He’'s out in the open
now, and he'll overplay his hand sure
as you're born. He's a tin-horn, and
I never knew one who didn't over-
reach himself.”

ONTANA rolled a cigarette
deftly. A look of grim deter-
mination had settled on his face.

“There’s no quesion in my mind
but that he picked Billy off,” he said
stonily. “I aim to square that some
day—and I'm not going to wait so
long there’'ll be any chance of my
forgetting. |1 don't know where this
trouble is going to end, but I'm
sticking to the finish.”

Rand asked about old Thunder
Bird, the Piute.

“He’s hiding out near the Needles,”
Jim informed him. “Plenty Eagles is
with him.” He told Rand how he
had met the young Indian and what
had come of it. “For no reason at
all,” he added, “l haven't got over
the idea that the old chief knows
about what happened to Billy.”

“If he does, Jim, you'll have to
wait him out; he won't tell you until
he gets ready. I'd fix up a gunny
sack full of grub for him if 1 thought
you'd be going up that way before
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long*

“1 been figuring on taking a pasear
up there,” Montana told him. “I'll
just throw in with you on what the
stuff costs. You get it, Graham, and
toss it into the rig. I've got a little
business to do for Dan. If you think
the minister is home I'll go there
first.”

“You'll find him home. He’s been
out haying all week, but he came in
this noon. Had a wedding over at
the church. When you get through,
come back here; we’ll have supper
together.”

Montana knocked some of the dust
off his clothes and was about to
leave when a young man passed by.
He nodded to the sheriff.

“There goes your successor, Jim,”
Rand explained with a sly smile.
“He’s an Easterner; name is Vickers.
Not a bad boy, but he don't know
anything about this country.”

Montana tarried. “What does he
have to say?" he asked.

“Not much. He ain't the talking
kind. But he dropped something the
Other day that | thought might in-
terest you.”

“Yeah?” Jim’s eyes narrowed with
apprehension as he gazed sharply at
Rand. The sheriff's manner suddenly
became serious. “What was it, Gra-
ham?”

“Well—he said the sale of the
Reservation might be set aside.”

Montana sat down again. “He said
that, eh?” he queried. “What did he
have on his mind?”

“l can't say, Jim. You know that
Stall and Matlack stand pretty well
with the U. S. Land Office. Old
Slick-ear threatened to take the mat-
ter to Washington. | reckon that's
what his attorneys have done. If he
can have the sale set aside on the
ground that you had no right to re-
fuse his script, there’s going to be
hell to pay.”

Montana did not answer at once.
This news was thoroughly disquiet-
ing. “You couldn’t get anything else
out of him?” he asked finally.

“No, he closed up quick enough;
but you can tell when a man knows
more than he’ll say.” He paused as
he saw the effect of his words on

Montana, “1 wouldn’t make too much
of it, Jim,” he went on. “There's
nothing you can do about it.”

“Except worry,” Montana ground
out. “My Gawd, Graham, this is go-
ing to be terrible if it comes now. It
would have been better to let Mr.
Stall have the land in the first place.
I know | was within my rights; but
apparently that isn't enough if the
other side has a political drag.” He
got up and took a turn about the lit-
tle room. He stopped abruptly and
faced Rand. “Do you suppose this
fellow Vickers would talk to me?”

“You know better than that, Jim,”
the sheriff answered with some feel-
ing. “You leave him to me; I'll see
what | can do. If I get any news I'll
manage to get it to you at once, even
if 1 have to go over with it myself.”

“Don’t forget, Graham,” Montana
pleaded earnestly. “You know what
this means to me. In the meantime,
all 1 can do is sit tight. If a hint of
this reaches Squaw Valley they’ll fol-
low Quantrell into anything.”

That iron restraint which was so
characteristic of Rand came to the
surface now. “You never were one to
borrow trouble,” he said casually.
“I've known you to sit tight before
without getting jumpy. No sense get-
ting buck fever.”

Montana knew his advice was well
meant. It pulled him up. “I'll allow
anybody a little ague when he gets
hold of a wildcat,” he smiled. “When
you're bucking the Bar S you're tak-
ing in a lot of territory.” He gave
his Stetson a jerk that brought It
low over his eyes. “I'll get along now
and be back as soon as | can.”

* ( * * * | «

He found the Reverend John Gare
at home as Graham had predicted.
He was a huge man with the horny
hands of a rancher rather than a
preacher of the gospel. He received
Jim in his shirt sleeves and prompt-
ly consented to leave at three the
following morning for Squaw Valley.

“You know Dan is pretty hard

ressed for money,” Jim informed

im.

“Say, Montana, there’s no price on
my religion,” the big man scolded.
“The man or woman who wants it
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can have it for nothing or what
they want to give. I've been putting
my brand on the devil for a long
while, and I've enjoyed every minute
of it. As long as | can stack hay or
get an honest day’s work, 1'm going
to keep on trying to hog-tie that
maverick. So you rest easy about
paying me. If money was what |
wanted | perhaps would be running
a still somewheres. You can see what
money and greed do. They Kkilled this
boy, didn't they?”

“l reckon that answers it in the
end,” Montana admitted. The Rever-
end Gare was no stranger to him.
The man was a zealot, but there was
no trace of cant about him. He was
a tireless giant, and he threw himself
into the task of saving souls with
all the energy he used in the hay-
field. His combat with the devil be-
came almost a physical battle. When
he spoke, a stranger would have been
hard put to decide whether he was
riding herd on sinners or cattle, for
his language savoured more of the
range than of the vineyard of the
Lord.

He would not suffer Montana to
leave until they had discussed the
situation in Squaw Valley. Jim was
surprised to find him so conversant
with matters there. When he had fin-
ished, John Gare communed with
himself for a few moments.

“l hardly know what word to
bring those people,” he said at last.

" ‘Vengeance is mine, sayeth the
Lord.” They must not forget that;
but 1 do not take it to mean that
when a man is riding an outlaw he
must sit in the saddle without using
his spurs until the horse throws him.
It would appear that they started in
using the prod at the first buck; and
I can't understand that, Montana.
They are a patient people, slow to
anger, even though they are the
sons of feudists—and hard-thinking,
too. | can understand Quantrell's in-
fluence, with his appeal to their prej-
udice and passion; but I cannot un-
derstand what his game is unless this
is a three-cornered fight.”

Th~, statement was startling enough
to arouse Jim’s interest. “l don't
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know v/hether | follow you or not,”
he declared.

“Well, you've seen two buzzards
fighting over a dead rabbit, haven't
you? While they're lambasting each
other a third one flies off with the
meat. Something like that may be
happening now.’

T PLANTED an idea in Mon-

tana's mind that lingered long
after he had finished his business in
Wild Horse and was ensconced in
his favorite chair in Rand’'s office.
He mentioned it to Graham.

“It's only in line what | said to
you this afternoon,” the sheriff re-
plied. “What's his game? What's he
after? Quantrell never was a fire-
eater before. Now he suddenly blos-
soms out as a champion of other peo-
ple’s rights. You tell me why and
I'll give you the answer to all this.”

“l guess that's it in a nutshell,”
Jim was forced to agree. “I'm not
foolish enough to think that under
cover he is working for Mr. Stall.
You couldn't make me believe that
the old man would stoop to anything
like that.”

“Hardly. If Quantrell killed the
kid he did it deliberately, not be-
cause Billy was trespassing. I'm fool
enough to believe that he did it for
the effect it would have. He knew
the kid was popular among the Bar
S crowd. They'd be sure to strike
back no matter what the old man’s
orders were.”

“But that was only making the
fight certain,” Montana argued.
"Why should he have done that?
How was he to win that way? His
game was to hold on to what he
had and try to avoid a showdown—

unless he’s playing both sides
against each other.”
“You've put a big if in it now,

Jim,” Rand exclaimed weightily.

“l don’'t know about that. I don't
think it's such a big if after all. I'm
beginning to see this better than |
did before. Without being able to
put my finger on the answer right
now I'm convinced that John Gare
was right; Quantrell is out for him-
self. As soon as the funeral is over
I'm going up to the Needles and
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smoke the pipe with Plenty Eagles
and the old man. If they know any-
thing I'm going to get it out of
them.”

“It's worth trying,” Rand yawned.
He got to his feet and put his pipe
away. “l suppose you're about ready
to turn in. Three o'clock gets around
in a hurry.”

Jim glanced at his watch. “Ten
minutes to nine,” he announced.
“Time | was going to bed. Didn't
have much sleep last night.”

Rand locked the office and they
started toward the hotel. A light in
the courthouse attracted Montana’s
attention. It came from the room he
had occupied for over a year.

“Vickers is burning the midnight
oil,” he mused aloud. “I'd give a dol-
lar to know what he’s doing.”

Rand laughed. “I'll tell you, and
it wouldn’t cost you a cent. Jim. He's
writing to his girl. Does it every
night. He’s talking about bringing
her out.” They walked on without
speaking for a moment.

“Funny you never got taken that
way,” Graham said without warning.
“Always figured you would.”

It gave Jim a start But Graham
had no reason to suspect his interest
in Letty Stall.

“Just goes to show how mistaken
a man can be,” he retorted dryly.

“Don’t it. Maybe you're girl shy—"

“Maybe | am,” Montana drawled.

s~ 12

Home On The Range

EEDLESS to say,
the night on the
creek, which led to
the killing of Gene
Crockett, were
viewed in quite
another light above
e the North Fork.
Reb, still smarting
from coming off
second best in his
encounter with Jim

Montana, had been summoned to the
house to make a report. He sat facing

the old man, twisting his hat and hav-
ing a very unhappy time of it. He was
fiercely loyal to his men; so if his
tale was colored in their favor it was
no more than was to have been ex-
pected. It left a lot to be desired,
even to him, and he did not have to
wait for Mr. Stall to speak to gather
that he was greatly annoyed.

“This whole affair has turned out
unfortunately for us,” old Slick-ear
stormed, slamming things about on
his improvised desk. “I can't under-
stand why you ever let them get
across the creek, Mr. Russell. I've
given you men enough to patrol it
day and night. When we said stay
out it should have meant stay out!”
He blew his nose violently as if to
give emphasis to his words.

Red slid father down in his chair.
“l wanted to stay inside the law,” he
said. “We couldn’t open up on them
until we caught them trespassing.”

“You miss my point,” the old man
snapped. “1 maintain that with a prop-
er show of force they never would
have crossed the creek. We said the
North Fork was the deadline. They
called our hand and proved we were
only bluffing.”

“l don't know about that,” Reb
grumbled. “We made it pretty hot
for 'em.”

“They accomplished what they
came over here to do,” Mr. Stall re-
torted sharply. “I do not care about
the range they destroyed; we can get
along without it. It's the effect it's
going to have that counts. They'll
come again; they’'ve got a double in-
centive now.”

“You mean the boy, | suppose—~

“Certainly!”

Dull spots of color began to stain
Reb’'s cheeks as his temper and
righteous indignation loosened his
tongue. “It was the only thing we
could do, Mr. Stall,” he exclaimed
with some heat. “We gave him better
than an even break, but he wouldn't
have it. | can't ask my men to stand
up and take it just because it happens
to be a boy who had pulled down on
them and is blazing away.”

“I've no fault to find with that,”
the old man acknowledged. “You
were well within your rights, You
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know | am against bloodshed if it
can be avoided. Ever since Sauls was
killed I have been afraid some of the
men would try to avenge his death.
This affair last night hardly comes
under that heading; but it will be
taken that way by the other side.
They'll forget that we had men
wounded and be swayed by the fact
that one of their crowd was killed.
I'm squarely behind you on this
point; you couldn’'t have done other-
wise. But we'll pay for it. We're very
likely to have a lot of stock killed
the next few nights.”

“I'll find a way to stop that,” Reb
muttered.

“1 hope so. But remember this, Mr.
Russell: | don’t want a Bar S man
south of the creek! We’'ll stick to
our own. We can't lose if we outwit
them. We've got the water they've
got to have. That'll decide the issue
eventually. We're here in Squaw
Valley to stay.... But now about
Montana___ " Reb began to squirm
uncomfortably again. “How did you
ever come to let him get the best
of you like that?”

“I've told you what happened,” Reb
insisted. “The boys weren’'t caught
napping. They heard Montana com-
ing and thought it was me. It’s pretty
tough trying to stick up an armed
man with your finger. | took a
chance. | thought | was going to get
away with it; but he called my

bluff.... | don't know what else I
could have done.”
“Neither do I,” the old man

snapped, “but the fact remains that
he out-smarted you. It would have
been better if you had taken the boy
across the creek and left him where
they would have found him.”

“l was just carrying out your or-,
ders, Mr. Stall. You said we were to
stay on our own range.”

Old Slick-ear was thoroughly ex-
asperated. He pushed his chair back
and began to pace the floor, blowing
out his cheeks as usual. “You needn’t
throw my own words in my face,” he
raged. “When | give an order | ex-
pect you to use some discretion in
carrying it out. I've had about as
much of that man as | can stand,”

“Yeah, | suppose he thinks he is

somebody, now that he's got the
laugh on us again.”
Stall whirled on him furiously.

“Don’t you make the mistake of un-
derestimating him,” he exclaimed,
levelling a finger at Reb. “He's
shown me enough in the last few
weeks to make me wish | had never
let him get away. 1'd feel better if
he wasn’ in this fight. He'll be lead-
ing them before it's over—and he'll
take a lot of licking.”

Reb confined himself to a non-
committal nod. The old man went
back to his chair.

“Going to be a real pleasure to
make him stub his toe,” he said, more
to himself than to Reb. He picked up
a pen and reached for a sheet of
paper. It was his way of saying the
interview was over. His foreman
started for the door. He had just
reached it when two riders pulled
up their horses in front of the porch.

“Who's that?” Mr. Stall demanded
brusquely, Reb’s surprise being quick-
ly communicated to him.

“It’s Miss Letty and Slim Wheeler
from Willow Vista,” Reb exclaimed.

“My daughter?” old Slick-ear ex-
ploded. “What's that girl doing
here? Mr. Tracey never should have
let her come!”

“He’d couldn't help himself,
Father,” Letty answered for herself.
She threw her arms about him and
kissed him even though he tried to
put her off. “When he saw that I
would come, no matter what he said,
he made Slim ride over with
me. You don't act a bit happy about
seeing me,” she pouted. “You’'re cross
as a bear.”

He waited for Reb to withdraw.
“Who wouldn’t be cross?” he grum-
bled. “It's no place for you, with all
this trouble. I'm surprised you weren’t
stopped before you got here.”

“We came through the Junipers—
had no trouble at all,” Letty smiled.

“I'm glad to, hear it,” her father
fumed. “You can return that way.”

“But I'm not going back,” Letty
informed him coolly. “lI brought
clothes enough along to last me for
a week or two. | intend to stay here
with you, Father.”
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HE TURNED from him to an
appraisal of the house.

“You're going to what?” old Slick-
ear cried incredulously. “Oh, no;
you're not, Letty! This is one thing
I'm going to have my way about.
Squaw Valley is no place for you!”

“Of course it hardly comes up to
Willow Vista,” Letty thrilled, pur-
posely misunderstanding him. “But
I see you've been making some im-
provements already. In time, and in
the right hands, it will be a typical
Bar S ranch some day—with hot and
cold water promised. Right now it
looks as though we're getting ready
to play The Great Cattle War.”

Old Slick-ear was purple. He
banged on his desk for silence. “See
here, Letty!” he boomed, unmindful
of Slim, waiting outside the door.
“Will you stop this nonsense? You
know I'm not referring to the con-
veniences here or the lack of them
when | say Squaw Valley is no place
for you. I mean it's too dangerous!”

“Dangerous?” she dared provoking-

| -

y“That’s the word! Lately you've
been running over me roughshod.
This time | put my foot down. I
won't listen to your staying here.
You're going back to Willow Vista
as soon as you are rested—and that
won't be later than tomorrow. Do
you realize that we had a man killed
just a few days ago? You'll remember
him. He used to be a Willow Vista

Billy Sauls was the man.”

The news worked a startling change
in Letty. Her father had no need
to ask her to be serious now.

"Father—do you mean that, or are
you only trying to frighten me?”

“1I'd hardly jest about anything like
that,” he said, his tone milder. “Some-
body picked him off, down at the
forks.”

Letty reached for a chair, her
knees suddenly weak. She remem-
bered Billy very well. For seconds
she stared at her father, hardly know-
ing what to say. "lI—I don't suppose
I should be surprised,” she said at
last. “1 knew things must be getting
pretty serious here when you drew
on Willow Vista for reinforcements.
Mr. Tracey said enough for me to

gather that you were drawing in men
from some of the other ranches, too.
The place is an armed camp-----But
about Billy Sauls. ..1 remember him.
He used to be Jim Montana’s bud-
dy”

“l1 don't know about that,” her
father grumbled. “It's enough that
the boy was killed. And if you don't
mind, Letty, | wish you’d quit rub-
bing Montana’s name under my nose.
I've had enough of him these last
few hours.” *

“What are you trying to say.
Father?” Letty asked breathlessly.

“We had some trouble again last
night. They came across the creek to
fire our range. We had some men
shot up. It was necessary to send
them to Wild Horse. The other side
lost a man... others may have been
injured.”

“But Montana—what did he have
to do with it? It—it wasn't he who
was killed?”

“Hardly—but he had a hand in it.”

“Oh-h-h!" It was an exclamation
of mingled surprise and relief. Until
now she had not known that Jim was
in the valley, taking an atcive part in
the fight. “But I'm waiting for you
to tell me what Jim Montana had to
do with it,” Letty urged.

“He came over late and—got the
boy.” It came as a very unpleasant
admission.

“l should say that was nice of
him,” Letty declared with some feel-
ing. Mr. Stall swallowed hard.

“Maybe you'd better speak to Mr.
Russell about it,” he muttered ici-
ly. “He cpn give you the details.”

He got up and went to the door
to speak to Slim. "Better get the
saddles off those horses,” he said.
“Tell Mr. Russell you're staying here
tonight. You can bring Miss Letty’s
saddle-bags in.”

Letty Stall had no intention of be-
ing packed back to Willow Vista.
Tracey'’s efforts to dissuade her from
coming had only served further to
convince her that her father was in
danger and that her place was at his
side. She told him so as they sat at
dinner. n

Mr. Stall refused even to discuss
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the matter. Her presence had had a
thoroughly disquieting effect on him.
In his heart, he felt there was cer-
tain to be further bloodshed. He
didn’t want her that close to the con-
flict. There was another reservation
in his rnind, which he didn’t care to
go into. “It won’'t do any good to dis-
cuss it,” he said with great finality.
“This is no ]Jplace for you. It's dan-
gerous and its apt to be unpleasant.”

“But you insist that you are safe
here,” she replied doggedly. “If it's
safe for you why won't it be safe
for me?” She smiled faintly and
waited until she caught his eye.
“How sure are you, Father, that you
are not afraid that my being here
might cramp your style?”

“Hunh?” he grunted. She had
caught him off guard and he realized
it a second later. Even so he tried
to cover up by pretending not to un-
derstand her.

"Come on, cards on the table!”
she insisted. “I know you’ll go a long
way to win this fight. Sometimes I'm
afraid you'll go too far. After all,
Squaw Valley isn't so important;
you can get along without it if you
have to.”

Old Slick-ear began to bristle in-
stantly. “1 don’t intend to get along
without it,” he rasped. “If you came
here thinking you could talk me into
pulling out, you're wasting your

breath.”
Letty had to laugh. He always ran
so true to form. “l agree with yon

that it would be a complete and ut-
ter waste of time,” she replied with
a toss of her head. “In fact, I'm not
sure it isn't criminal libel even to
suggest that | would harbor such a
thought. You have said you will
stay—and stay we shall, because the
Bar S must never lose face. But we
will fight fair—won’'t we, Father?”

“Fair?” he screeched. “I'll have
you know that I'm the fairest man
on earth! | never overstep my
rights!”

“No, but you always seem to have
so many rights—and you never fail
to exercise them.”

“Why shouldn't 1? That's what I'm
paying lawyers for.”

ETTY WAS his daughter and

could be just as hard-headed as
he. “Lawyers will never settle this
quarrel,” she said when she had fin-
ished her coffee.

"No?...Don’'t you be too sure about
that,” her father replied mysterious-
ly-

“Oh, they may win a decision for
you—in court; but the real decision
will be settled here. I'm proud of
you; | don't want any man to take
an unfair advantage of you. When-
ever it's been a fight between men,
or a battle of dollars and wits I've
been with you all the way. This time
it's a little different. I'm thinking of
the women and children of those men
and what's going to happen to them.”

“You can't make me responsible for
them,” Mr. Stall answered with fresh
indignation. “Dont accuse me of mak-
ing war on women and children. 1
don't want to take anything away
from them; and I'm not going to let
their men folks take anything away
from me that's mine. If you're try-
ing to fasten the blame for this trou-
ble on someone, put it on Jim Monta-
na. But for his meddling, this thing
could have been settled without a
blow being struck!”

Now he was only echoing the stand
he had taken from the first. Letty
was hard put to hide her exaspera-
tion with him. What good to remind
him again that but for Montana’s in-
tervention the Bar S would long
since have taken possession of the
entire valley and sent the little
ranchers on their way with a pit-
tance to reward them for their years
of toil?

“1f you still feel that way, Father”,
she said, “talk is idle. Without in-
tending to do so you are really ad-
mitting that it is a fight to the fin-
ish now.”

“1 hope to tell you it is!” he ex-
claimed with finality. “That's why
you're going back!”

“That's exactly why I'm staying,”
Letty corrected him. “When those
men see how desperate the situation
is for them, you can’t tell what will
happen. My being here may make
a difference.”
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“1I'd like to know how—other than
to slow me up!”

“Maybe that's what | mean—"

Old Slick-ear gnashed his teeth. He
wanted to shake her.

“It may slow them up, too,” she
went on. “lI saw enough in Wild
Horse to know that their feeling
against you is personal. Someone
shot at you in Harney Valley. | don’t
want that to happen again. When-
ever you leave the house I'm going
with you—"

“Oh, my foot!" he burst out furi-
ously. “What sort of fool talk is
this? A minute ago you were talking
about fair play. Now you propose to
have me hide behind your skKirts.
Well, I won't have any of it!” He
banged his chair down on all fours
as he got to his feet. “I don't know
how you are going to amuse your-
self while you're here. | don't want
you riding away from the house, try-
ing to poke your nose into trouble.
You are to stay right here, where
you are safe.”

Letty tried to interrupt, but he
scowled her down. “My orders to the
men will be to keep you in sight
of the house. If you refuse to obey,
they will bring you back by force if
necessary.”

Letty's eyes snapped. “That ought
to be interesting,” she said icily. She
had never known him to be so obdur-
ate. She dabbed at her eyes, hoping
fears might melt him. “You—you
seem to forget that you are my
father—that 1| love you—"

It almost had the desired effect.
She saw him pull at his mustache
and knew he was wavering. The lapse
was only momentary, for he thrust
out his jaw determinedly and
reached for his hat, ready to march
out of the room.

“Your father,” he muttered sarcas-
tically. “Hunh! That's what | want
to be; not your little boy!”

Left to her own devices, Letty
found time hanging heavily on her
hands. For want of something better
to do she went to the kitchen and
baked a cake for supper. Charlie
Chin, the Chinese cook, looked on
and said nothing. Later, from a com-
fortable chair on the front porch, she

tried to interest herself in the ac-
tivities of the ranch. A big freight-
ing team pulled in toward evening
with lumber for the new bunk-house.
It created a diversion which drew
most of the men in sight down to
the spot where the building was to
be erected. It apparently was of no
interest to a man squatting on his
toes in the shade beyond the porch.
Letty could not recall ever having
seen him before, and the scar on his
face made it one to be remembered.
Unconsciously she began to watch
him, and at the end of half an hour
she was convinced that the man was
furtively watching her. Suddenly she
understood.

“My bodyguard,” she surmised, a
frown puckering her forehead. Evi-
dently her father had meant what he
said. “He certainly didn't go in for
looks when he picked his man,” she
thought. “No danger of me trying
my wiles on this one.”

Just to prove herself correct, atu
pulled on her hat and started across
the ranch yard. Before she reached
the corrals the man got to his fast
and began moving in her direction.
“There you are!” she said to herself.
“My man Friday, sure as shootiS*I1"

She caught a glimpse of Reb a few
minutes later and beckoned him to
her. “Reb, do | have to thank you or
Father for the faithful watchdog
leaning on the corral gate?”

Reb pretended an utter innocence
and half turned to see to whom she
alluded. He saw Johnny Lefleur look-
ing in his direction. “Him?” he
qgueried, with a stiff little jerk of his
head.

“Yes, Handsome Dan,” Letty mur-
mured with chilling sarcasm. “What'’s
his name?”

“Johnny Lefleur—" Reb seemed
anxious to be on his way, fearing he
was in for another heckling. “Your

father said he wanted a reliable
man.”

“You did yourself proud, Reb,”
Letty teased. “I'll return him to you

safe and sound—"

“But Miss Letty, you be careful
now,” Reb warned with great earn-
estness. “You don't know how seri-
ous things is—"
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“If 1 don't it isn't because |
havent been told,” she broke in sauc-
ily. “1 bet you'd jump right now if
| said boo!”

“I1f you'd been here last night you
wouldn’'t have found it any joke,”
Reb sulked.

“Speaking of last night reminds
me,” said Letty. “Father told me
about Jim Montana coming over at
daylight to get that poor boy. He
said you could give me the details—"
R er. “That’s just his way of rib-

bing me,” he groaned.

“Well, you seem as unhappy about
it as he.” Letty was not being face-
tious now. “It was a decent thing
to do, and even though he is on the
other side of this fight you might
have the good grace to admit it. Just
what happened, Reb?”

Mr. Russell had difficulty contain-
ing himself. “You see, I'm pretty
busy right now, ma’am,” he got out
nervously. “l really shouldn’'t be
standing here talking away like this.
It—wasn't nothing much. He just
—came over and got him.”

It was such a Tame answer as to
leave Letty convinced that she had
heard anything but the truth. But
Reb was not staying for further
guestioning. He had hailed one of
hia men, and without waiting to ex-
cuse himself, had hurried away.

Letty returned to the porch to pon-
der the question that was troubling
her. Instinctively, she sensed that
Jim had put their noses out of joint,
and she was determined to get to the-
bottom of it. But her surmises got
her nowhere. She ended by deciding
to put a question or two to her body-
guard in the hope that he might be
able to throw some light on the mat-
ter.

In answer to her summons John-
ny sat down gingerly on the edge of
the porch and gave her a shy grin.
In short order she had his name and
the fact that, prior to signing on with
the Bar S at Furnace Creek, he had
worked for her father at Quinn Riv-
er. Letty felt encouraged.

"Then you are acquainted with
Jim Montana,” she ventured almost

EB GROUND his teeth togeth-

absent-mindedly.

Johnny shied away as though he
had stepped on a rattler. “You—
couldn’t hardly call us strangers—
after last night,” he muttered sheep-
ishly.

“Oh, last night, eh?” Letty echoed,
her tone far less casual than she
wanted it to be. “You must have been
on the North Fork.”

“Yeah, | was one of the reception
committee,” he admitted without en-
thusiasm. Letty took her cue from
it.

“Evidently you were as glad to see
him as the others.”

Johnny’s protruding Adam’s apple
slid up and down his throat as he
gulped back his surprise. “1—I didnlt
know anybody was makin’ a holiday
over it,” he stammered. He was about
to express a further opinion when a
belated sense of caution made him
pause, and he fastened his faded blue
eyes on Letty. “Maybe you're just
givin’ me a ride, ma’am,” he said.

Letty quickly disabused his mind
on that point. Within ten minutes
she had a complete and graphic story
of what happened. Her pride in Jim
soared. It was easy to understand
Reb Russell's perturbance and her
father’s irascibility now.

“l could have picked him off,”
Johnny concluded, “but as 1| told
Reb, if a gent’s got guts enough to
force a thing like that down my
throat |1 ain't agoin' to wash him out
just to ease my injured feelin’s.”

“You'll do to take along, Johnny,”
Letty said, her eyes misting. She
could appreciate the cool nerve and
the danger Jim had run. Somehow it
was no more than she had expected
of him, and it warmed something in
her. But having succeeded, he would
go on to other undertakings perhaps
even more hazardous.

She told herself she could not go
back to Willow Vista—that she
would not. And Johnny... she had
him to thank for more than she dared
put into words. There was nothing
about him to suggest that he would
turn chivalrous under pressure. But
he had, and Letty could only accuse
herself for having scoffed at him.

“It’s just the old story again,” she
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thought, “of not being able to tell
what is in a package until you've un-
wrapped it.”

She felt she had to be alone for a
while. As she got up to enter the
house she paused to say to Johnny:
“It takes a big man to be generous
in a situation like that. I won't for-
get it.”

Her praise bewildered Johnny. But

t he did not try to understand it
“Reckon Reb doesn't aim to forget
it either,” he sighed lugubriously.

“Why, what has he done?” she
asked.

Johnny found himself in a very
embarrassing spot. He dug a boot
heel into the ground. “Not meanin’
any offense to you, Ma’am,” he got
out awkwardly, “but you know what
he's got me doin’.”

“Watching me, you mean,” Letty
nodded. “You—find it so unpleasant?”

“No, I don't mind it that way.”
Johnny found it easier to gaze at the

1 distant blue of the Malheurs than
meet her eyes. “As work goes it's
easy enough. But—"

“But what, Johnny?” Despite her-
self, Letty was enjoying his discom-
fiture.

“Well, the fact is,” he blurted out
desperately, “l ain't never been
called on to play nurse-maid be-
fore—"

“And the boys are rubbing it in,”
she finished for him, her eyes snap-
ping with indignation. She could
imagine what they were saying and
it infuriated her, but she blamed her
father, not the men. He had made her
ridiculous.

“] suspect the harm has been done,
Johnny,” she told him, “but if it will
make you feel any better I can guar-
antee you that your nurse-maiding is
just about over. It will be as soon as
Father comes to the house. I'm capa-
ble of looking out for myself.”

“Gee, | wish you wouldn't say
nothin’,” Johnny pleaded.”" | can stand
it until tomorrow. You’'ll be going—"

“But I'm not going!” she corrected
him. “I'm, staying right here! The
Bar S didn’t use to be afraid of its
shadow. But times have changed.
W e're fighting a man now who doesn’t
give a tinker's dam about the pomp

and glory of Stall and Matlack, and
everybody 6eems to be getting pan-
icky...well, you give my regards to
Mr. Russell,” she finished with Kill-
ing sarcasm, “and tell him to be sure
to have the men look under the
bunks before they go to sleep. Maybe
they’ll be able to get a good night's
rest.”

Head up, she whirled angrily and
marched into the house, slamming
the door after her. It was a moment
or two before Johnny Lefleur could
find his tongue. He felt a little grog-
gy. “Jumpin’ Jee-ru-sa-lem!” he burst
out. “I'll tell him, maam—I'll sure

.tell him that!”

rljr
Her Father* Daughter

N THE course of
an hour, Letty
found herself with
a fine case of the
jitters on hand, but
she was still as far
as ever from dis-
covering anything
that held promise
of making her fath-
;er change his mind
Jabout her staying.

She told Tierself it was a situation
calling for desperate measures, and
she was resolved to stop at nothing
to win her point. Usually she could
wheedle him into anything she want-
ed. She knew she couldn’t hope for
success that way this time.

There was a third and more potent
reason why she was so determined
to remain at Squaw Valley. If she re-
fused to consider it now it was only
because it frightened her a little to
admit how much Jim Montana had
come to mean to her.

It was almost supper time when,
from her window, she saw her father
returning to the house. He had been
up since daylight, but his step was
brisk as he crossed the yard. There
was something about the set of his
shoulders and head that conveyed to
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her a sense of his power and indom-
itable will.

Letty smiled fondly to herself, for
she was not only proud of him but
in the last few minutes she had made
up her mind as to what she was to
do.

It was only a few minutes before
Charlie Chin rang the get-ready-for-
supper bell. On all Bar S ranches it
carried a peremptory summons. Five
minutes later a second bell rang; sup-
per was on the table. The food was
plain, but usually well cooked, and
there was always enough for all.
But there was no second table or
provision made for late-comers. If
you would eat, be there when the bell
rang. If you had been out in the
hills, rounding up strays, and
chanced to return late, or were mov-
ing from one ranch to another and
got in after things had been cleared
away, you went to bed hungry. There
was a time and a place for eating, as
there was for everything else in the
regimented world of Henry Stall,
and his cooks carried out his orders.

Old Slick-ear and his foremen al-
ways ate with the men. Betty’'s pre-
sence never altered that; a place was
made for her and she took pot luck
with the men.

Having anticipated the bell, she
was almost ready to go downstairs
when the first one rang. She felt re-
freshed, having managed a bath and
changed from riding breeches to a
cool frock.

Her eyes were dancing as she re-
garded herself in her mirror. She
was thinking of the men. They could
have their laugh at her expense be-
hind her back. Face to face they were
helpless. It needed only a smile or
the simplest attention to confound
them utterly. So if she lingered over
her toilette tonight it was with ma-
lice aforethought.

Her father called to her as she
was examining her mouth critically.

“I'Il' be down right away,” she
called back. But she did not go at
once because she had caught sight of
two men riding into the yard. They
were gray with dust, and she knew
they had come a long way. One of
them she recognized as Tiny Melody,
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a Bar S man of long standing. He
had a leather pouch hung over his
saddle bow. From it she gathered that
he was bringing in the mail from
Vale.

It was the other man, rather than
Tiny, who interested her. She found
him strangely familiar, and before he
had dismounted recognized in him
Seth MacMasters from San Francis-
co, one of her father’s attorneys. That
he had journeyed so far from home
and made the long ride in from Vale
hinted that his business there must
be of the most urgent nature.

Not only was her curiosity instant-
ly aroused but she was conscious of a
feeling of alarm. Surmising that she
would get no information from her
father concerning the secret mission
which had brought MacMasters
there, she hurried downstairs, hoping
to overhear enough to give her some
hint of what had brought him.

She heard her father's exclamation
of surprise as MacMasters entered.
Certainly he had not expected him.
“l had expected a letter, or even a

wire,” he said, “but to see you in
person, Mr. MacMasters—”
“It's been an experience, coming

here,” the lawyer laughed heartily
“l never thought I'd be able to get
out of that saddle unless you got me
a derrick; but when your man, Mel-
ody, heard the bell and began to put
on the pressure, I found I was hun-
grier than | was sore. | hope I'm
here in time.”

“Just in time... Nothing wrong?”

“Quite the contrary,” MacMasters
beamed. “I'll need you in Vale to-
morrow afternoon. Judge Robbins

will wait for us. 1 have some things
to discuss that | didn't want to put
on paper.”

Old Slick-ear thought he under-
stood now. “Then you've heard
from—"

“Yes, and very promising news,”
his lawyer broke in. He had caught a
glimpse of Letty Stall on the stairs,
He turned to her with outstretched
hand. "This is a surprise all around,
I think,” he smiled. “1 hardly expect-
ed to find you here, Letty.”

"l only arrived today,” she told
him, “and I'm leaving tomorrow.
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Father insists on it, and | dare say
he’s right.” She had overheard every
word they had spoken, but she was as
much at sea as ever. Although she
was addressing herself to MacMasters
she managed a furtive glance at her
father. He was having a hard time
hiding his surprise over her apparent
change of mind.

“Undoubtedly he is right,” Mac-
Masters said. He had caught Letty's
glance at her father, and knowing
them so well was not fooled by ei-
ther. “It can’'t be particularly pleasant
for you here right now. The girls
have gone down to Carmel for the
summer. Why not join them for a
few weeks?” His daughters were
Letty’'s age, and they were fond of
one another.

“Sounds promising,” ‘she smiled in-
nocently. “1I had thought of going
back to Willow Vista, but you are
making me change my mind. If Father
thought it safe for me to go out to
the railroad | believe 1'd go.”

Old Slick-ear jumped at the chance
she was offering him. He wanted
nothing better than to have her back
in California.

“1 wouldn't want you to go out by
the way of Wild Horse,” he said, “but
we'll be going to Vale early in the
morning. You could go with us,
Letty.”

” ot

HE hesitated, as though rolling
the matter over in her mind. It
was quite convincing.

"Well—I think I'll go with you,”
she said finally. “You can have Mr.
Tracey send my trunk down from
Willow Vista.”

“Don’t worry about that,” her fa-
ther exclaimed brusquely. “That will
be taken care of.” He turned to Mac-
Masters. “If you want to knock a
little of the dust off you and wash up
we'd better get at it. You can step
into my room.”

Knowing, the routine of the Bar S
ranches as well as anyone, he spent
only a minute or two in refreshing
himself. When he rejoined them be
offered Letty his arm and they went
into the dining-room.

Instantly all eyes fell. Mr. Stall sat
down at the head of the table, with
his foreman at his left and Letty to
his right. MacMasters found a place
next to Reb. The attorney remem-
bered Reb and shook hands with him.
The men had suddenly become
tongue-tied. Letty’'s presence alone
would have embarrassed them to si-
lence. She and MacMasters together—
they had learned about him from Tiny
—were just too much for them.

It was strange what a serious busi-
ness they could make of eating. The
food was on platters. Some of it had
to pass a long way. man would
look up and say, “Pass the bread.”
Instantly his eyes would return to his
plate. The bread would start moving
and eventually he would help him-
self to it. No one bothered to say
please. Possibly because when they
said, “Pass the bread,” or “Pass the
beans,” it was'a command, not a re-
guest. They were stark sounds, rising
above the clatter of knives and forks.

Mr. Stall and MacMasters had very
little to say themselves, and that little
concerned such casual things as the
market and the political situation.
Letty lost interest in them and ap-
plied herself to her promised revenge.
It was not difficult for her to surmise
which of the men had started the
laugh at Johnny Lefleur's expense.
Ike Sweet, who had been with Johnny
on the North Fork, and Kin Lamb
were undoubtedly the guilty ones.
They were seated within striking
distance. Letty singled out old Ike.

He seemed to feel her eyes on him.
She could see his neck redden.
“Please pass the hors d'oeuvres,” she
asked him.

Ike stiffened, but he did not look
up. He knew she was speaking to him.
The men on either side of him only
ate more rapidly. Letty repeated her
request and continued to stare at lke
until he had to look up, a look of
dumb wonder on his face.

“I'm sorry,” she smiled sweetly.
“The pickles, please—"

In his anxiety to get them to her
swiftly, Ike almost upset them. Mr.
Stall and MacMasters missed this by-
play. The others were keenly aware
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of it, for all that they ate on with
atony faces. Indeed, this was some-
thing that was destined to follow lke
for some years to come.

Kin Lamb, across the table from
Ike, was enjoying it to the full be-
hind his sullen mask until Letty sud-
denly turned to him and began to
bombard him with requests to pass
one thing after another to her until
her plate was piled high with more
food than she could have consumed in
several days. Without any effort on
her part she could have reached out
and taken the dishes he offered, and
he would not have had to extend him-
self. But that was not part of her
plan. She made him half arise, and
then thanked him so fulsomely that
after a few minutes he gulped down
a cup of coffee and bolted from the
room. Someone tittered. It was Johnny
Lefleur. Letty gave him a knowing
wink. It so emboldened him that he
looked lke in the eye and said, “Pass
them ore-dough pickles.”

lke could have killed him with
pleasure. Letty suspected as much
and enjoyed it accordingly.

Supper was no sooner over than
Reb began dispatching his men to the
front, spreading them out along the
North Fork and west of the Big
Powder, north of Quantrell's line.

While her father was conferring
with Reb and acquainting him with
the fact that he was leaving for Vale
in the morning, to be gone at least
forty-eight hours, Letty sat on the
porch with MacMasters.

With all the cunning she could
command, Letty tried valiantly to
draw from the lawyer the reason for
his presence. She failed dismally,
MacMasters turning her queries with
ease bom of long professional ex-
perience.

When old Slick-ear came in, he
bundled her off to her room with
scant ceremony. He was anxious to
hear what MacMasters had to say.

They talked for a long time. It was
after nine when Letty heard them
saying good-night. Her light was out,
but she was not asleep. From her
window she had a distant view of the

North Fork. The moon had risen and
the night was so bright that she
could see an incredible distance.

She found her thoughts turning to
Jim Montana. He was sound asleep
in Wild Horse at the moment. She
didn't know that; and not knowing,
she thought only of the danger he
might be in. MacMasters’ sudden ap-
pearance was linked in her mind with
the mysterious remark her father had
made that day anent the courts still
having something to say about this
struggle. Whatever the move was, it
was evidently coming to a head even
sooner than her father had figured.
That it could portend anything but ill
for the other side seemed a foregone
conclusion.

HE NIGHT was very still. Sev-

eral times she listened carefully,
but the vagrant breeze brought no
sound of strife to her ears. It was
nearing midnight before she closed
her eyes and slept, a prayer for Jim’s
safety on her lips.

Her father rapped on her door at
half past five. At six o’clock they
were having breakfast. Reb came in.
The night had passed without a shot
being fired.

“Don’t take anything for granted
while I'm gone,” the old man warned
him. “I'll be surprised if you don't
hear from them before | get back.”

In a few minutes they were ready
to leave. Vale lay beyond the Mal-
heurs, to the northeast. There was no
road. The trail they followed had
been used for years. Over it the cor-
ral poles and fence posts used on the
ranch had been snaked down from the
foothills.

At first they rode abreast. The air
was keen and bracing, MacMasters
found the scene inspiriting. Old
Slick-ear was in a congenial mood.
Letty seemed in the best of spirits,
keeping up a running fire of con-
versation with them as opportunity
permitted.

In the course of an hour the brush
and clumps of willow along the dry
wash of what in early spring was a
flowing creek, leading to the Big
Powder, began to bar the way. They
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strung out in single file, and Letty
managed it so she drew up in the rear.
For seconds at a time they were out
of sight of one another.

Not more than fifteen minutes had
passed when Mr. Stall and MacMas-
ters heard Letty scream. They looked
back to see her horse rearing and
plunging back over the trail they had
just come.

They wheeled their horses at once
and took after her. Screened by the
willows, she pulled her pony up,
dropped the reins over his head and
flung herself on the ground.

It was only a minute before they
found her. Her eyes were closed and
she was groaning piteously. Her fa-
ther leaped out af his saddle and cra-
dled her head in his arms. If she could
have seen his concern she undoubted-
ly would not have had the courage to
carry through her deception.

“Letty—” he called. “Are you
hurt?”

“l guess she's fainted,” she heard
MacMasters say. The two men were
bending over her.

Letty opened her eyes slowly, a
look of pretended pain twisting her
lips. Her father was somewhat re-
lieved. He asked MacMasters to get
his canteen. He held it to her lips and
made her sip a little water.

“What happened?” he demanded
anxiously.

“My horse almost stepped on a rat-

tler,” she lied convincingly. “I—I
wasn't ready for it.” Her voice
sounded very weak and faint.

“Well, are you hurt?”

“My ankle—" she groaned. “It's

driving me mad. I—I'm afraid you'll
have to cut my boot.”

Mr. Stall soon had her boot cut
away so it could be removed. Letty
obliged with a heart-rending groan as
it came off.

“It doesn’t look swollen,” her father
said when he had removed her stock-
ing.

“1t'll begin to swell in a few
minutes,” MacMasters put in, having
been completely deceived. “You were
lucky not to get a broken leg. We
ought to bind it up right away.”

Letty told them there was a skirt

in her saddle bag that would serve
the purpose. They got it at once and
tore it into strips.

“Not so tight, Father!” she pro-
tested as old Slick-ear bound the
ankle. “Are you sure it isn't broken?”

“Why, no,” he grumbled. “It's just
a little sprain.” He had begun to real-
ize what a predicament he was in.
Obviously Letty could not go on to
Vale with them. He would have to
take her back to the ranch and leave
her there. He turned to his attorney.
“This complicates things for us, Mr.
MacMasters,” he said. “I1t doesn’t look
as though we could possibly get to
Vale before evening now. We are go-
ing to lose two or three hours at best.
We'll have to return to the ranch.”

“Naturally,” MacMasters said with
good grace. “We can save a few
minutes if we get started at once.” He
turned to address Letty. “Do you
think you can stay in your saddle if
we lift you up? We'll walk the
horses.”

“I'll take her up with me,” her
father suggested. “It’'ll be easier on
her and we can make better time.” He
chewed at his mustache as usual when
greatly perturbed. “1 didn't want you
to stay at the ranch,” he told her, “but
it looks as though there were nothing'
else to do now.”

Letty gazed up at him with well-
simulated agony. “Father—I don’'t
want to stay at the ranch,” she sighed.
“1f you could get a rig we could drive
out—"

“We'd have to go all the way
around by Iron Point,” he cut her
off. “It isn't to be thought of. I'm
due in Vale this afternoon. Yesterday
you insisted on staying; now you
won't have it.” He shook his head
hopelessly. “l can’'t understand you
at all. If you have to stay at the
ranch, you can do it, can't you? It
isn't so bad as that.”

“But there’'s nothing to do. |
thought it would be exciting. And
the men—they're all laughing at me
behind my back.”

“What?” he exploded.
over what?”

“Over my chaperon.

“Laughing

.. .As though
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I were a child! I heard what they
were saying. Calling him my nurse-
maid! | won't stand it, Father! | re-
fuse to stay there!”

“Now see here, Letty,” he grumbled,
“no sense making a mountain out of
a mole hill. If you have to stay here
for a few days you will. I've got a
right to expect some co-operation
from you. As for having a man to
watch you—I did it only because |
was afraid you'd get adventurous and
run into trouble. You'il not be able to
do much running about now; so I'll
put you on your own. I'll send a note
to Mr. Russell.”

Letty gave in grudgingly. When
she finally said yes he gave her hand
a little pat of affection. “I'll bring you
an armful of books and magazines,”
he promised. “It may be some days
before you’ll be able to leave.”

Their return to the ranch was of
necessity slow. They had returned to
within two miles of the house when
old Slick-ear saw one of his men, off
to the east. He hailed him.

“If you could go in with him,” he
suggested to Letty, “we could save an
hour. You'll find some liniment and
arnica in my room. You'll be able to
do about as much for yourself as |
could.”

Letty propped herself up to get a
glimpse of the oncoming rider. She
was delighted to discover that it was
Kin Lamb.

"lI've made you trouble enough,
Father,” she sighed. “There’s no need
of making you go all the way back to
the house.”

Kin’s face fell when he learned that
he was to carry Letty back to the
ranch. But an order was an order.

They transferred her to his horse,
and Letty took a death grip on him.
Her father warned him to be careful
of her. “Yes, sir,” Kin muttered. The
“sir” in itself was proof enough of
his agony.

HEY PARTED a few minutes

later and soon lost sight of one
another. Letty heaved a sigh of re-
lief. She had won hands down, and
her cup was still brimming over. She
tightened her hold on Kin and pil-
lowed her head on his shoulder.

“Maybe | best leave you here and
fetch a rig if you're feelin’ so bad,”
he suggested desperately. In a quart-
er of an hour they would be approach-
ing the house. He dreaded being seen
with Letty Stall draped over him, her
arms about his neck.

“I1t'll be better if we don't stop,”
Letty insisted. “1—I'm not tiring you,
Kin?”

“Oh, no—not at all,” he drawled
unhappily. His face was beet red.

“I'll feel better when | get to the
house—"

“So will 1,” he thought. The boys
would be working on the new bunk-
rr]I.()use. They'd all be there to observe

im.

Letty knew what was running
through his mind. As they drew near-
er the yard she snuggled even closer
to him.

“I'm afraid I'm a terrible nuisance,”
she purred. "Making nurse-maids of
all of you—"

The barb that lay in her words sunk
into Kin’s consciousness with a sav-
age plunge.

The reception that awaited them
measured up fully to Kin’'s worst ex-
pectations. In a dead silence they rode
past the new bunkhouse, and Kin
looked neither to right nor left.

Reb appeared just as they reached
the house. He carried Letty inside.
“Maybe 1'd ought to carry you up to
your room,” he suggested.

“No, I can limp up all right," Letty
smiled. “You might get the arnica for
me from Father’'s room.”

Reb obliged. Letty took it, and
handing him the note her father had
sent, began to limp up the stairs,
leaning heavily on the railing.

Reb had finished reading Mr.
Stall's note and was regarding her
with growing amazement. Letty was
limping perfectly, but she was favor-
ing the wrong foot. Light began to
break on Reb as his nimble brain
pondered the-fact.

“You'll be stayin’ then, I guess,” he
said stonily.

“For awhile,” Letty answered with-
out looking back.

“1 thought so,” Reb muttered know-
ingly to himself.
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"Vengeance Is Mine!"

FAINT breeze
stirred the aspens
to murmurous lam-
entation as the Rev-
erend John Gare
stood at the head of
the freshly made
grave on the hill-
side above the Skull
and consigned all
that was mortal of
Gene Crockett to
the dust of his fathers.

The house had proven far too small
to accommodate the crowd that had
come for the funeral. At'Gare’s sug-
gestion they had held the services in
the yard, under the big cottonwood.
He had spoken at length, interlarding
the sonorous phrases of the Bible
with the homely wisdom of one who
really knew how to reach their
hearts.

He did not torture Mother Crockett
and Dan by attempting to eulogize
the boy. He spoke of God’'s mercy;
of the strange ways in which He
brings his miracles to pass.

A blanket had been thrown over the
rough pine box which Dan and Brent
had built for Gene. Gare stood beside
it, the black-bonneted women and
sober-faced men ringed about him in
a half circle. His frock coat, long
since faded to a dull bottle green, his
shaggy hair and unbuttoned shirt did
not detract from the magnetism of
the man. He had brought the Word to
them, and they listened with bowed
heads.

Mother Crockett, tearless now, hung
on his words. Gene was having a
Christian burial, and it fortified her.
Dan stood on one side of her, Brent
on the other, clasping her hands.

Montana told himself he would
never forget that picture. He was
humble in the face of their fortitude.
It was that very quality which had
first won him to them. From within
themselves, they had drawn strength
with which to go on.

Ministers are all too prone to ignore
the struggles and worldly problems
that afflict their parishioners. Not so
John Gare. He could have avoided
any mention of the conflict in the
valley; but he felt it to be his duty
to speak of it. In blunt words he
warned them to beware of false pro-
phets. He counselled peace and
patience, echoing the very things
Montana had advised.

QuantreH had come, bringing his
men along. They stood a little apart—
a hard-faced crew. Jim felt the big
fellow’s stare and met his eyes square-
ly, reading their message of implac-
able hatred.

If Gare had mentioned QuantreH by
name his reference to false prophets
could not have been more pointed.
The crowd understood hiin. There
was no dissenting murmur. Even the
boys who had ridden with Gene gave
no sign of disapproval.

“Knowing that 1 brought the min-
ister from Wild Horse, Quantrell will
figure | told him what to say,” Jim
thought. He was little concerned about
that. He had sensed a studied coolness
on the part of the crowd toward the
big fellow. It was almost more than
he had dared to hope. He surmised
that Quantrell had feared it, other-
wise he would hardly have brought
his men with him.

The shadows were growing long
before the Reverend Gare made his
final appeal to them. He quoted from
Romans, Chapter 12:

- ‘Avenge not yourselves, but rather
give place unto wrath: for it is writ-
ten: Vengeance is mine: | will repay,
saith the Lord.

“‘Therefore if thine enemy hunger,
feed him; if he thirst, give him drink:
for in so doing thou shalt heap coals
of fire on his head.””

In homely words he translated
those sentences into a rule of con-
duct for them.

When he had concluded, the coffin
had been placed on the shoulders of
Gene's companions and carried to the
little dell among the aspens where
they stood now. Gare spoke briefly.
Catching Dan’'s eye, he signalled for
him to take Mother Crockett back to
the house.
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The crowd opened up for them to
pass. They had almost reached the
farther edge of it when Mother Crock-
re]tt saw Quantrell standing before her.

er.

“Come on, Mother,” Dan urged
softly as he felt her pause. “You'll
feel better if you can lie down for a
while.” Some sixth sense seemed to
warn him of what was to occur.

Mother Crockett stopped and
levelled her red-rimmed eyes at Quan-
trell. The crowd held its breath. They
saw a harried look flit across his
face.

“I'm awful sorry, Mother—" he
started to say. Her eyes stopped him.

“Can you give me back my boy?”
she demanded stonily. “You took him.
But for you he’d be alive this minute.”

Dan pleaded with her to continue
on to the house. “You jest got to
kinda keep it in, Mother,” he said.

Mother Crockett put him off. “No,
Dan’el, I've got su'thin’ to say, and
there’'ll never be a better time fer
sayin’ it.” She took in the assembled
crowd in a sweeping glance. “You all
can lissen to me—you men partic’lar.
Most of you are blood kin of mine;
so | got a right to speak to you.”

There was a tragic deliberation
about her that gripped even the chil-
dren and compelled them to silence,
“We didn't have nuthin’ when we
come to this valley. By hard work we
prospered here. Now we're apt to lose
it all; and yet you stand by and let
this man turn your heads and our
boy’s heads with his high and mighty
talk about what he’s agoin* to do. We
knew him when he was freighin’ to
the Reservation. He had a ranch here
then—if you could call it that—but
he wa'n't one of us then and he ain't
one of us now.”

Quantrell couldn’t hold his tongue
any longer.

“Reckon you're pretty excited,
Mother Crockett,” he exclaimed, try-
ing to hold his voice steady, “but
you're heapin’ it on a mite strong.
The boys shouldn’'t have done this
without me. You know my horse went
lame—"

“Too bad he didn't go lame before
he fetched you here today,” Mother
Crockett answered stoutly. "I came

to Squaw Valley in a covered wagon,
with a pot and pan or two, and I'll
leave here the same way before I'll
see my men folk beholden to you for
anythin’. You put one of my boys in
his grave, but you're not agoin’ to put
Brent there. Now you git offen the
ranch, and don’t ever let me sot eyes
on you ag'inl”

John Gare and Montana glanced at
each other with peculiar satisfaction.
The situation was moving to a climax
much sooner than they had supposed
possible. Mother Crockett had unwit-
tingly forced a showdown. In a few
seconds they would know the true
temper of the crowd and exactly
where Quantrell stood.

T HAD COME so suddenly it
took a moment for opinions to

crystallize. Quantrell essayed a smile
of confidence, but his eyes were
shifting about uneasily. His men had
edged perceptibly nearer him. They
were armed—apparently the only one's
present who were.

The tension increased as old Lance
Morrow stepped forward. In addition
to his five sons there were a dozen
other Morrows in the valley. As the
head of his clan he was a man of im-
portance. Montana considered him the
bulwark of Quantrell's strength. If
the old man had not openly espoused
the big fellow's plans he had, at least,
lined up squarely with him on one
thing; namely that since this must be
a fight to the finish nothing was to
be gained by waiting for the other
side to bring the fight to them.

Quantrell took confidence. His eyes
lost some of their harried look. “I
don't aim to stay where | ain't
wanted,” he declared with a mirthless
grin. “If there’'s some feeling against
me here | reckon I know who I've
got to thank. If he can get us quar-
rellin’ among ourselves he’ll be doin’
just about what he's been plannin’ to
do all along. Some hard words has
been said to me, but I'm big enough
to overlook them, though no man likes
to feel he’s bein’ run out. 1—I reckon
there’'s no danger of that happenin'—”

To his surprise it failed to win a
murmur of approval. Old Lance’s eyes
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had narrowed to slits. Nancy Crock-
ett was his niece and the blood tie
outweighed any consideration he
might otherwise have shown Quan-
trell, “You heard what she said, didn’t
you, Clay?” he asked, his tone cold
and uncompromising. “She asked you
to go.”

It came as such a complete surprise
that Quantrell could not hide his

chagrin.

“Hits neither the time ner the
place for argufyin’,” Lance warned
him. “Mebbe you meant well, Clay,
but some of us think you went behind
our backs in gettin’ our boys mixed
up in this. We can talk that over
later. The thing for you to do now is
to go as peaceable as you can.”

It was a slap in the face that stag-

*gered Quantrell. John Gare had made
his way to Montana’'s side. “If he
blows up there’s going to be trouble,”
he warned Jim. “Be ready for it.”

“Don’t worry,” Jim replied, “Quan-
trell isn't going to lose his head. He's
too cagey for that. A show of temper
now and he's in the discard. He'll
try to save his face some way. Lance
left him a loophole.”

The next few seconds saw Jim
proved correct. Quantrell strove to
dissemble his rage and humiliation.
His men didn't know what to make
of it. “Don’t worry about me,” they
heard him say. “l didn't come here
to make any trouble. |1 only wanted to
pay my respects to Gene and you,
Mother Crockett. 1 wanted you to
know | feel just as bad about this as
the rest of you. If | could change
places with that boy in his grave
yonder 1I'd do it in a minute. | realize
you're all upset now and feel hard to-
ward me; but when you get your sec-
ond wind and have time to think
things over you'll look at it a little
different.

“1 came into this fight on your side,
and I'm goin’ through right to the
end with you. If ever | can do any-
thin’ to help you, just call on me.
Anythin’ | got is yours for the ask-
in.”

Mother Crockett, leaning heavily
on Dan, waited until Quantrell and
his men had started for their horses

before she suffered her husband to
take her on to the house.

Now that the services were over the
crowd made no move to depart. Liv-
ing apart as they did it was only the
burying of a loved one, or perchance
a wedding, that permitted them to
gather together as they were today.
The woman folk, especially, saw too
little of each other. They began to
draw apart now, the men moving to-
ward the corral. Knowing that the
Reverend Gare would be spending
the night with the Crocketts, they
looked forward to hearing him speak
further. He not only had come a long
distance, bringing tlum the news of
Wild Horse and tn world beyond,
but he had a practical knowledge of
husbandry, with all the vexing pro-
blems it brought them, even to being
able to diagnose the condition of an
ailing calf and prescribe the best
treatment for tick fever.

Montana had lingered behind, a
little bewildered at the turn events
had taken. He refused to believe the
rebuff Quantrell had just received
would deter the big fellow for long.

“But it may trip him at that,” he
thought, “because it's going to hurry
him, whatever his game is. He won't
sit around waiting for something to
happen.”

He was still fifty yards from the
house when he saw Quantrell and his
men riding toward him, evidently
leaving by way of the Skull, although
they had ridden in from the north.
Jim felt it was a meeting that could
accomplish nothing and he chided
himself for not having kept out of
the man’s way. Now that it was un-
avoidable he met it without fear or
favor, continuing on as though Quan-
trell did not exist.

The big fellow pulled up his horse
and threw the animal across Jim’s
path. There was no need for him to
cover up now. His face was livid with
rage. “l can thank you for this,” he
snarled.

“You can if you care to,” Montana
answered coolly, “but you may be
flattering me.”

Quantrell ripped out an oath. “I'm
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ttin’ it on the fire along with a
few other things 1 got cookin' for
you, Montana,” he ground out fur-
iously. “I'll be dishin’ them out to you
one of these days.”

“Be careful you don't burn your
fingers on 'em,” Jim said easily.

He could hear the big fellow curs-
ing as he rode away.

He found the men grouped about
John Gare, listening intently as the
minister harangued them. At last the
setting sun warned them that they
must be getting home. The men began
to round up their families. Abel Mor-
row, one of old Lance’'s married sons,
spoke to Gare. “Knowin’ you was
cornin’,” he said, “we brought the baby
over with us. We been aimin’ to take

him into town to have him christ-
ened; but all this trouble cornin’
up—"

“Why, sure,” Gare laughed. “Where
is the little slick-ear? I'll put the
brand of the Lord on him. You don't
want a maverick running around the
house.”

HE MOTHER soon appeared, the

women folk trooping after her,
and the baby was christened. Immedi-
ately afterwards, they began to set
out for their homes.

“Fine people,-Jim,” Gare said as he
and Montana sat together on the
bench outside the kitchen door. “This
country is going to settle up in time
and their grandchildren are going to
be the ladies and gentlemen of it.”

Their conversation drifted to Quan-
trell.

“You smoked him out,” Jim said.
“The seed you planted this afternoon
bore fruit in a hurry.” He was think-
ing of what Mother Crockett had
done.

“Wasn’t any more than you've been
telling them,” Gare insisted.

“They wouldn't take it from me.”

“You don't always know what they
really think. They respect you, Jim.
You've done a lot for them—more
than they realize—and you've got
small thanks for it. But your day will
come. If they win this fight they’ll
have you to thank.”

This was richer praise than Mon-

tana felt he deserved. He was saying
so when Dan came out to tell them
supper was ready.

“l didn’t want Mother to speak so
sharp to Quantrell,” Crockett said to
them. “But I've had time to think it
over and I'm glad she did. It sorta
clears the air.”

It was agreed that Brent was to
drive Gare back to Wild Horse. Jim
took Dan into his confidence regard-
ing his projected trip to the Needles,
and in the morning, shortly after
Brent and Gare pulled out, he saddled
a horse and crossed the Skull. His
way lay westward then until he had
left even Big Powder Creek far be-
hind. He was climbing steadily.

As usual the high places, with their
wide panoramas, fascinated him. He
pulled up, and tossing a leg over the
horn of his saddle, smoked a con-
templative, cigarette. What John Gare
had said about this country being
settled some day came back to him.
Sitting there, with a territory almost
as large as some of the New Eng-
land states unrolled before him, he
found it hard to believe. And yet, he
had seen benchland nesters moving
into country back in lIdaho that was
just as big—plowing the trails under
and planting them to wheat.

“Scarcity of water will keep them
out of here for a long while,” he
mused. “A railroad will find it an ex-
pensive job throwing a line through
these hills. Until that happens this
country isn’'t going to change.”

He had been in sight of the Needles
for half an hour, even though they
were still eight to ten miles away. He
contemplated no difficulty in locat-
ing Plenty Eagles and his father.
With typical Indian caution, they
might have decided that the old cabin
was too exposed and not have re-
mained there; but there were only
three or four places where they could
find water. He was sure to pick up
their trail at one of them.

He had just emerged from a patch
of scrub cedar and was well across a
little mountain meadow, knee-deep in
grass, when he jerked his head around
and looked back, feeling that he was
being watched. He was too far away
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from the trees to make out anyone
lurking there, but well within range
of a high-powered rifle. Giving his
horse the spurs he soon topped the
rise ahead of him. "I'm going to be
sure about this,” he promised himself.
With that in mind he made a circle
that would bring him back to the
meadow at the point where he had
just left it.

It took him a quarter of an hour.
He v/as rewarded by finding the
tracks of a shod horse stamped upon
those his own pony had made a few
minutes past. He slipped out of his
saddle and went ahead on foot, his
rifle in his hands. He had not gone
ten yards before someone hailed him.
He raised his eyes to the rocks ahead
and saw Plenty Eagle awaiting him.

There was an amused twinkle in
the young Indian’s eyes. He knew he
had surprised Montana. “Very easy
picking you off up here,” he said, his
teeth gleaming whitely as he grinned.

"l knew | wasn't alone,” Jim
smiled. “But why are you trailing
me?”

“Not knowing it is you until you
cross the meadow. My pony stumble
in the brush.” He permitted himself
a chuckle. “You hearing him all
right,” he declared. “You move fast;
pretty soon you hard to find.”

“1 just lit out on a little circle to
find out what was what,” Jim ac-
knowledge.

"Not egood for circle down-hill,”
sarid Plenty Eagle. “Me, if 1 was
Quantrell. be just too bad for you.
Thinking you more careful.”

“l1 guess it was tenderfoot trick,”
Jim was compelled to admit. “What's
this about Quantrell? Has he been up
here?”

Plently Eagels shook his head. He
had been down below repeatedly,
watching Quantrell, but he would not
admit it. “Just thinking you better be
watching out for him,” he said. “Not
seeing anyone up here except a Bar
S man and a girl.”

It startled Montana, but as he
stared at the Indian understanding
dawned in his eyes "A girl?” he

queried. “You mean Letty Stall?”

“Same one who was in Wild Horse
with the old man,” Plenty Eagles ex-
plained.

“Rode in from Willow Vista,” Jim
thought, his mouth unusually grave
as he considered the dangers to which
she was now exposed.

“When did you see her?” he asked.

“Day before yesterday. | follow
them for long time. Know you not
wanting anything happen to her.”

Montana was not prepared for such
shrewd observation. He could feel
his ears burning. Gratitude tempered
his annoyance; the boy had done him
a service.

“You did well, Cola,” he said and
then turned the conversation abruptly
by asking about the boy’s father.

“Oh, he liking this place,” said
Plenty Eagles. “Not staying on cabin.
Make wickiup by Antelope Springs—a
you know that place, eh?”

Jim said that he did.

“All the time when my father
young man coming there for hunt,”
the boy went on. “Still some meat up
here.”

“1've got some grub for you,” Mon-
tana informed him. "I was over in
Wild Horse a day ago. Rand and |
got a bagful of things together for
you.”

Long experience with Indians had
taught him that gratitude usually
rendered them inarticulate. Months
later, when he had quite forgotten
some trifling favor, he had often been
reminded that they had not forgotten.

It was so now. The young Piute
just grinned, and obviously embar-
rassed, turned to find his pony.

“1 want to make talk with your fa-
ther,” Montana told him. He found a
new tang in the air. It was strange
that the mere presence of Letty Stall
in Squaw Valley could so affect one
who believed himself so far removed
from her thoughts.

With Plenty Eagles leading the
way they rode on. Jim was satisfied
to trail along with his thoughts for
company. When they reached the old
cabin below the Needles, he saw the
Piute draw up and wait for him.
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“You still thinking my father know
something about who killed your
friend, eh?” he asked without pre-
amble of any sort. Montana purposely
withheld his answer for a moment.

“l think he does,” he said finally.
“From his perch up there at the mine
he could see what went on below him.
Being afraid that Quantrell or his
men might find his hide-out, he’d have
been watching them particularly. . .
Have you been talking to him?”

“Yeh, but so old man hard to make
him understand.” Plenty Eagles
pressed his knees into his horse and
went on. It put such an abrupt end to
their conversation that Montana
wondered about it.

HEY FOUND old Thunder Bird

basking in the sun. Jim raised his
hand to sign to him that he came as
a friend. The old brave's wrinkled
face remained an inscrutable mask.

Plenty Eagles spoke to his father
in Piute.

“Ai—" the old man grunted.

“Telling him you came to have big
talk with him,” he boy explained to
Montana.

“No hurry about that,” said Jim. To
prove it he told Plently Eagles to
take the bag he had brought and then
proceeded to yank the saddle from
his pony. When he had spread a
blanket he began to draw forth from
the bag the treasures he had brought.
Old Thunder Bird's face lighted up
when Montana placed before him a
pound of tobacco.

“Tobacco. . .good!” he grinned.

“And here’s a new pipe to go with
it,” Jim went on, as pleased as the old
man. He had brought sugar, coffee,
flour and a side of bacon, but is was
the sight of a can of syrup that com-
pletely broke down Thunder Bird's
reserve. He picked up the little cabin-
shaped can and fondled it as a child
does a toy.

“Never paying you for all this,”
Plenty Eagles declared solemnly.

“Cola, my heart is full for you and
your father; so is Rand’s, yet you
talk of paying us. I come to your
wickiup to spread the robe and smoke
the pipe, and we are one.”

He found the old man more pliable
than he was the day he had taken
him from the mine. It was not always
possible for him to understand
whether Thunder Bird understood
him, even though he regarded him in-
tently, trying to read the little fleet-
ing glimpses of emotion that flitted
across his weather-beaten face.

He talked at length, moving to his
point by indirection. After he had
told them about Gene Crockett's
death, he touched the subject that
had brought him there. Immediately
Plenty Eagles addressed his father.
Jim would put a question and the boy
would talk to Thunder Bird. If the
old man answered at all it was to his
son.

Montana understood a few Piute
expressions but he could not follow
them. He felt he was not getting any-
where. Half an hour passed without
producing the slightest information.

“Too old,” the boy shrugged. “Not
remember so much.”

Jim hid his sense of failure. The
thought had grown on him that
Plenty Eagles was really keeping the
old man from telling what he knew.
When he had spoken to Thunder
Bird before the old man had been able
to make himself understood without
his son’s help.

He said nothing at the time but ate
a bite with them and after smoking
a cigarette or two prepared to leave.
He said farewell to the old man, and,
accompanied by Plenty Eagles, started
for the valley. When they reached
the cabin, the boy pulled up. He was
turning back there. Montana had
waited for this moment.

“Plenty Eagles—why are you afraid
to let your father talk to me?”

“Not afraid,” he said.

“Cola, your tongue is not straight
now.” Jim chided him. “l can read
your eyes, and | know what | say is
true. You have talked to your father
and he has told you what | want to
know.” Montana was only voicing a
surmise. The effect it produced in the
boy prompted him to continue. “My
heart bleeds for your father. | will
not see him go hungry. When the
winter comes he will be warm. Noth-
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ing he could tell me would bring
trouble to him.”

It moved the boy. “It is true,”
Plently Eagles murmured. “He has
spoken. If 1 am afraid it is for him.”

“1 promise you no trouble will come
to him,” Jim repeated. . \Was it
Quantrell?”

“Not knowing that. It was so: My
father is hiding in the mine. Quan-
trell and some of his rnen are there;
building the gate. A man comes and
tells them there is Bar S men in the
canon. Quantrell he say, ‘This what
we been wait for. We start ball roll-
ing now.’”

“Yes—"Jim prompted.
they do?”

“They riding away together. My
father is watch. He see them come out
on the rimrock. In few minutes he
hear a rifle. They come back, then;
but Quantrell is not with them.”

“No, he went on to the meeting at
the Box C,” Montana muttered. If he
had needed proof to convince him
that what Rand and Gare and he had
been thinking was true he had it now.

“The chance they had been waiting
for,” he mused bitterly. "A chance to
start the ball rolling—to make the
fight a certainty by Killing Billy!”

He realized that he would likely
never know who actually shot the
boy. But here, as in the case with
Gene, the crime could be placed at
Quantrell’'s door. “I'll never forget
this Plenty Eagles,” he said. “You are
my brother.”

"Quantrell no good,” the young
Indian murmured thoughtfully. “Bet-

“What did

ter you let me Kkill him before he
make more trouble.. . .1 have plenty
chance.”

Montant knew the depth of the
feeling that had prompted the boy to
speak. He put his hand on Plenty
Eagles’ shoulder.

“You get that idea out of your
mind, Cola,” he said. “This is sorta
up to me.”

“1 be watching him just the same.”

“1 don’t object to that. If you run
into something that looks queer, you
get word to me. He's angling for
something, and he can't get it without
showing his hand.”

Long Riders

Arr A T*T HEN BRENT

W / Y# | Crockett returned

C yd jv / from Wild Horse he

\ \ fa brought a letter

from Graham Rand.

Rand wrote he had

talked to Vickers,

the new agent, and

had not got any-

thing further out of

him. The man had

left for Vale. But

he was often up there, and Graham

did not consider it had anything to

do with the Squaw Valley sale. He
ended in characteristic fashion:

"Undoubtedly I've been worrying

you about nothing at all. So forget

it. If 1 keep on this way I'll soon be
taking in knitting. I'll manage to keep
you posted—about Vickers and not

the knitting.”

There was an apparent contradic-
tion there that struck Montana at
once. He could smile over Graham's
letter, but his fears were not allayed.
The days that immediately followed
brought no new threat from above
the North Fork, and a dozen times
Jim wondered if their inactivity had
any connection with news from
Washington.

Quantrell did not come to the Box
C again. One evening Brent rode to
Lance Morrow’s place. He came back
with word that Quantrell had been
there, talking to the old man
He claimed to have had an offer from
Stall and Matlack for his property.

“He told Lance that he'd turned it
down,” Brent informed them. “Claims
he'll never sell out to the Bar S.”

“Don’t you believe it!” Montana
scoffed! “He’'d sell out in a hurry if
he got an offer—and the price was
attractive. 1'd have to see the offer in
writing before 1'd admit he had one.”

Crockett disagreed with him.
“That's goin’ pritty far, Jim,” he
argued. “1 ain't got no love for Quan-
trell, but I'm not goin’ to let that run
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away with my judgment. If they
cou‘d grab Quantrell’s place it would
be just puttin’ on the vise a little
tigher. I've never said nothin’ but I've
wondered once or twice if somethin’
like that wouldn’t happen. | ..on't see
why you figure they wouldn’'t make
him an offer. What's your argument?”

“Dollars and cents! | never knew
Henry Stall to give a man a profit
when he had the whip hand. Quan-
trell’'s got some water, but it's hard to
get at. He's been frozen out of the
Big Powder. It just don’'t make sense
to me, Dan.”

“Just the same it would be a blow
to us if Quantrell sold out,” Crockett
murmured glumly. “It would be prit-
ty discouragin’. First thing you know
someone else would be takin’ the bait.
You got to give the devil his due,
Jim. Think what you will about the
man, but if he sticks with us we got
to be big enough to appreciate it.”

Jim let it go at that. Despite all
that had happened he could see that
Dan still had faith in Quantrell. Un-
doubtedly the others had, too.

“If you talk loud enough and long
enough you certainly can fool a lot
of people,” he summed up to himself.

With Gene gone there was more
work for all hands. A brief hour of
relaxation after supper and they were
ready for bed.

One evening late in the week Jubal
Stark rode in. There was an air of
being the carrier of important news
about him.

“Well, I guess they're at it again,”
he declared. “They’re runnin’ off our
stock now.”

Crockett put down his Bible. “You
mean that, Jubal?”

“Course | mean it!” his vistor ex-
claimed with asperity. “They cut out
ten or twelve head of Quantrell's
yearlin's yesterday. Today they
were in my stuff. | jest though I'd
warn you as | have the others.”

Mother Crockett came into the
kitchen. Jubal was her cousin. His
news had to be repeated to her.

“What you said the other day about
leavin’ here in a covered wagon,
Nancy, is jest what we’ll be doin’ |
reckon,” Jubal declared. “They
burned down my house and now

they're runnin’ off my stock. | tell
you things is gettin’ desperrit. Hits
all right to talk about the Lord havin’
his vengeance, but | don't figger
we're supposed to let another outfit
rob us blind.”

“But what makes you so certain the
Bar S got your yearlings?” Jim asked.
He knew he was venturing on dan-
gerous ground in putting the question
to a man as bitter and excited as
Jubal Stark. He saw him bristle with
indignation.

“Don’t you come any of that on me,
Jim!” he exclaimed angrily. “I
wouldn’t put anythin’ past that bunch.
Old man Stall is out to break us, and
he don’t care how he does hit!”

“He’ll run you out if he can, but he
won't steal your cattle.”

Crockett shook his head hopelessly.
“l don't know, Jim,” he said. “It's
hard to believe, but who else could be
doin’ it?”

“It's up to us to find out. Give a
rustler a little rope and he'll trip him-
self every time.”

He felt nothing was to be gained
by wvoicing the suspicion that was
surging through his mind. He had
been waiting for Quantrell to show
his hand. Here was his play. As Mon-
tana put together the pieces of the
puzzle that had been intriguing him
for days he knew there could be little
doubt of it.

* * #

The following day Joe Gault re-
ported that the rustlers had taken toll
from him. It happened repeatedly.
The men met one afternoon at Lance
Morrow’s ranch. Montana went with
Dan. He was not surprised to find
Quantrell there, talking as loud as
ever.

A dozen men spoke. Everyone ac-
cused the Bar S. They were in no
mood to listen to anything to the con-
trary.

“You were told to wait until they
brought the fight to you,” Quantrell
declared, his eyes seeking Jim. “Well,
it's here now, ain't it? You got what
you were waitin’ for. What are you
goin’ to do about it?”

“There’s only one thing to do,” Joe
Gault called out! “We got to hit back.
Cattle can be raided north of the
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Fork just as easy as below.”

“That's plain talk,” Jubal Stark
said. “It’'s what we should do. Them
that thinks so step this way!”

Some hesitated, but it was only for
a moment or two, until Dan and Mon-
tana stood alone.

“1f you feel they're right—that it's
the thing- to do—you join 'em. Dan,”
Jim advised. “l don’'t want you to
hold back on my account.”

“No,” Dan said thoughtfully, “I'm
not ready for that yet. I never rustled
another man'’s stuff, and | ain't agoin’
to begin now. I've fought cattle
thieves before and wiped ’'em out
without turnin’ rustler myself. You
know where the law is in this coun-
try; it ain’'t on our side. If | catch a
man with one of my steers in his pos-
session I'll know what to do; so will
you. We got to sleep on our rifles
and ride these rustlers down. We can
do it if we pull together. Until we've
tried it and failed we shouldn’t be
thinkin’ of turnin’ thief.”

They were the sanest words that
had been uttered there, and although
Quantrell decried them and Jubal
Stark insisted on fighting fire with
fire, the meeting broke up with the
understanding that, for the present,
as many as could would meet every
evening at Jube’s ranch and ride until
dawn.

T WAS A victory for Crockett,

but Jim felt they were wasting
their time. Quantrell was a party to
their deliberations and could easily
avoid them.

True to what Jim had predicted to
himself, they rode for three nights
without encountering anyone. Quan-
trell and some of his men rode with
them. It seemed to have the desired
effect; no more stock was run off.

Dan was about to congratulate him-
self on their success when the rustlers
moved across the Reservation. The
blow fell heaviest on the Box C.

“They must have got fifty head of
my best yearlin’s,” he computed after
a careful checking. He returned to
the house and refused to speak to
anyone. By supper time he had him-
self in hand.

“l reckon | was wrong, Jim,” he
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said. We've got to give them the same
medicine they’'re givin’ us. You can't
say | haven't been patient. | wanted
to be fair, but I'm at the end of my
rope.”

“A rope is what we ought to have
around their necks,” said Brent.

“1 know how you feel,” Jim de-
clared. “You're fighting the Bar S so
it's only natural for you to lay your
troubles to them; but I'm not no more
ready to believe right now that Henry
Stall would run an iron on another
man’s stuff than 1 was a week ago.
He might cheat you legally, but this
is just a cut beneath him. I'm not
going to say anything more. You do
as you think best, Dan, and I'll
string along with you.

They were out day and night now
working in shifts. It was no easy task
for two or three men to ride herd in
an unfenccd country like that and see
everythin;-.

In the early afternoon, after they
had been in to water, the cattle would
move back into the hills. You couldn’t
keep them in sight always.

Early the following week, Montana
was on the day shift with old Ben.
Taking it for granted that the cattle
were safe enough out in the open, he
had left Ben on the Skull and
climbed the rocky saddle that MI
away to the Big Powder on the west
and the Skull to the east. Stretched
out in the mahogany brush, he had an
unobstructed view of the country east
and west. Below him was a steep cut-
bank.

A faint breeze rustled the sage.
The blue sky was cloudless. His
horse grazed a short way off.

It was a day for dreaming. He was
nor roused out of his lethargy until
he caught a brief glimpse of four
horsemen to the north. They were on
the same ridge with him and moving
his way.

It was enough to make him sit up
Nalertly. They were too far away to
make recognition possible.

Although he continued to scrutin-
ize the hills and the draws, he failed
to get another glance at them. Twen-
ty minutes passed, time enough for
them to have hove into view.
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“They must be down below,” he
thought. He crawled up to the edge
of the cutbank and scanned the coun-
try beneath him. He quickly located
the four men. They were following
an old cow trail through the high
sage. In a few moments he recognized
Quantrell, Shorty and two others who
had been among the bunch at the
mine that day. The trail they were
following would bring them directly
beneath him in ten or fifteen minutes.

Montana could not repress a grunt
of satisfaction. His suspicions were
rapidly crystallizing into fact. Four
men, off their own range, skulking
through the brush was almost circum-
stantial evidence enough to convict,
with things as they stood.

Their manner was tense and fur-
tive. They were almost below Mont-
ana when Quantrell raised his hand
and called a halt. “We’ll hole up here
for an hour,” he said. "After we
hobble the horses, we’ll climb this
bank and lay out.”

With the odds four to one against
him, Jim knew he had to make his
presence known while the advantage
of his position was still in his favor.
“Come on, sit steady!” he called out.
“And mighty careful with the hands!”

The gleaming of his rifle barrel
told them where to find him. Quan-
trell’s mouth fell open in dismay for
a moment. “You're taking a mighty
big chance, aren’t you?” Jim drawled
chillingly. “You're a long ways from
your own range. Can't be looking for
strays today.”

Quantrell found his tongue. “Don’t
give me any of your lip!” he bel-
lowed. “We got tipped off that we
might find a couple of Bar S hands
down this way. Reckon we almost
found one.”

It won a mocking laugh from Mon-
tana. “The next time you get tipped
off to anything you want to have wit-
nesses,” he said. “Now you turn your
horses toward the Powder and get
across. If you don’'t move fast enough
to suit me, I'll find a way to hurry
you up a Httle. Vamos, senors!”

They went. Three hundred yards
away, Quantrell glanced back. “I'd
like to pick him off up there!” he

growled. “I wonder how much he
heard?”
“Enough.” Shorty muttered

viciously. “We sure stubbed our toe
that time. The quicker we git him
the better off we’ll be.”

“You said it!” Quantrell agreed.
“The best thing we can do is to start
talkin’ about it before he gets the
chance. We can circle back east of
the creek below Stark’s place. We'll
stop there and chin a little. Montana
can't prove anythin'.”

Jim watched them until they were
across the Big Powder.

Crockett was too surprised to have
anything to say for a few moments.

“It gets to this,”Jim concluded.
“Quantrell has set us at each other’s
throats. | happen to know that his
outfit got Billy Sauls. I didn't say
anything at the time, but the day
after Jubal Stark’s house burned I
trailed a rider almost to Quantrell's
range before | lost the tracks. Every-
move he's made has looked queer to
me. Look at his outfit. How can he
afford to hire seven or eight men?”

“It don't look right,” Dan admit-
ted.

“I'll say it don't. If | could have
got off that bank this afternoon with-
out giving myself away | would have
had proof enough for you. | tell you
Dan, you don’'t know for a fact that
Bar S has ever had a man. south of
the North Fork. Quantrell has always
been rushing you into trouble. While
you were fighting each other he was
going to run off with the cream. He's
been doing just that. The nights he
rode with you no stock was run off.
When he had you scouring the coun-
try south of the Fork he slipped
down into the Reservation and did
his stuff. It was a pretty safe game.”

“Well, I don’ know what to think”
Dan declared. “1 want to be right this
time. You said something about
knowing that his bunch got Billy
Sauls. You mind sayin’ how you
know?”

“It's breaking a confidence to tell
you, but | know it's safe enough with
you. | told you why 1 went to the
Needles. Well, | got the information
I was after. Old Thunder Bird’s
story would convict them in any
court.”
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Montana’'s patience was wearing
thin. He crushed his cigarette be-
tween his fingers and tossed it away.
“You say you don’'t know what to
think, Dan,” he went on. "Well, I'm
asking you—do you believe Quantrell
was way down in the Reservation,
on your range, looking for a Bar S
man in the middle of the afternoon?
Hobbling their horses and laying
out! Laying out for what? Why did
they want to hole up right there.
You know why! Your steers were
just below the saddle!”

Dan communed with himself for a
moment. “There ain’'t nothin’ else to
think,” he said gravely. “He's guilty
as hell!”

“You bet he is! There's only one
thing more | want to know.”

“What's that?”

“If the Bar S hasn't been losing
stuff, too. If they have, the case
against Quantrell is complete. | aim
to find out, Dan. I'm going up there
in the morning and see the old man
himself.”

“Lord sakes, Jim, don't be a fool!”
Crockett exclaimed. “Why, if you're
caught cornin’ or goin’ you'll have
some explain’ to do! It would look
like you were double-crossin’ us, jest
as Quantrell has been sayin’. You'd
be lucky if you didn't find a rope
around your neck!”

“It's a chance, but I'm going to
take it. It will mean a lot to you and
I reckon it will mean even more to

s 165

Dangerous Ground

AN Crockett tried
to dissuade Mon-
tana from trying to
see old Slick-ear.
“Somethin’'s sure
to happen to you,
and | don't want to

feel responsible,
Jim,” he pleaded.
“Suppose we say

nothin’ fer a day or

. so about your hav-

ing seen Quantrell. He may come
again.”

“You don’'t savvy him at all, Dan,
if you think that,” Montana dis-
agreed. “I'm on my own in going up
the Big Powder. | could have killed
Quantrell yesterday and have gone
free for it. But that wouldn't satisfy
me. I'm going to tumble him into
the dust before | step on him. If |
can talk to Mr. Stall | can hurry
that day along.”

He went back to the Reservation
to relieve old Ben for a few hours.
Later, without any sleep, he set out
for the north. By daylight he was at
the forks. He tarried awhile. Nothing
had changed since he had last been
there. Half an hour later he continued
up the Big Powder.

Once well across the Bar S line,
he climbed out of the creek bottom
and took up a point of vantage where
he could command a view of the
creek. Cattle were moving in to wat-
er. He knew someone would be along
shortly. It was safer to wait and hail
a man than to walk into trouble. It
was his intention to askfor safe
conduct to the house.

The morning wore on, however,
without bringing anyone. He had
been waiting over three hours when
he caught the sound of a shod hoof
below. The rider crossed a break in
the willows. He saw then that it
was Letty Stall.

Even though he knew she was in
Squaw Valley, meeting her so unex-
pectedly shook him out of his hab-
itual calm. Unconsciously a sigh es-
caped him. He had told himself
countless times that she was as far
removed from him as the stars and
quite as unattainable. And yet, mere
sight of her was enough to unnerve
him.

He hardly supposed her to be
alone, two or three miles from the
house. He waited, expecting to see
a Bar S man ride into the open; but
Letty had crossed the break and no
one rode after her. It was only a
minute before he saw her again.

“Wouldn’t think Reb would let her
come down this far alone,” he
thought. “She still rides well.” In-
evitably, memory of their long rides
together at Willow Vista came back
to him.
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Letty saw him presently. The color
left her cheeks as she recognized him.
Jim reined in beside her and swept
off his hat. “Ma’am, you shouldn't
come down so far. It isn't safe.”

Letty found him thinner than
usual, but self-conscious as always
in her presence. It pleased her to
pretend an aloofness. “You are tres-

passing, not 1,” she said, her blue
eyes inscrutable. “1 didn't know you
were making war on women. |

thought you were confining your-
self to men and cattle and destroy-
ing other people’s range.”

“1 reckon you've got a pretty hard
opinion of me,” he murmured unhap-
pily. “Folks don't always see things
alike. What I've done i did because
I thought it was right. There's been
killing and destroying of property on
both sides. I. know what you folks
up here think of me. It isn't so much
different down below. | seem to be
taking it on two sides.”

“That's the usual fate of martyrs,
isn't it?” she queried. “l suppose you
realize you might have some trouble
explaining your presence here if Reb
or the men found you. They have or-
ders to shoot first and inquire after-
wards. Something has to be done to
stop this rustling.”

She saw him stiffen at the word.
“That's why | am here,” he declared
frankly. “1 wanted to find out if you
were losing stock, too. This fight can
be stopped. I've got to see your fath-
er, ma'am. If he'll talk to me, some-
thing may come of it.”

His sincerity touched her. In the
face of all that had happened, she
still believed in him, despite her
father's enmity. “He'll not be pleased
to see you,” she told him, “He holds
you responsible for all his difficul-
ties here in Squaw Valley.

Montana did not surmise how
staunchly she had defended him
against her father's attacks, or to
what lengths she had gone to remain
in the valley. “I suppose he thinks we
are rustling his cattle.”

“Naturally—"

“And down below they think he’s
getting our stuff. Can't you see how
absurd it is? I've got to talk to him
ma’'am!”

“He's at the house,” she said. “I
can't promise you much, but if you’ll
tighten my mare’s cinch I'll take you
to him.”

Jim slipped out of his saddle and
helped her down. She felt his hand
tremble on her arm. For a moment
their eyes met. A sigh escaped her.
It would only have taken a word for
them to have reached an understand-
ing. But Jim looked away to hide his
embarrassment.

“Like old times, isn't it?” she mur-
mured hurriedly. “But then, | don't
suppose you ever think of them.”

“l do, ma'am,” he said awkwardly.
If she only knew how often he
thought of them!

“Letty is my name,” she murmured,
her eyes glowing with mischief.
“You used to call me Letty—when
we were alone.”

Jim gave the cinch a savage tug.
He was suffering exquisite torture.
Letty suspected it and was happy. A
hundred little things told her he
loved her and was too shy to say
it.

“It's—dangerous down here,” he
said. “You don't often ride so far
alone, do you?

“Hardly,” Letty smiled, thinking
of the subterfuges she had to use to
get out of sight of the house. “Fath-
er says | shouldn't be here at all.”

“That’s one thing we can agree
on,” Jim murmured.

"Oh—you're not glad to see me
then?”

“I—I'm awfully happy to see you,
Letty. It's just that I don’'t want you
to get into trouble... knew you
were here.”

Letty’'s eyes sobered as a thought
disturbed her.

“Then you've been up before—”

“No. Someone saw you when y6u
came in—beyond the Needles. This
is only the second time I've set foot
on Bar S range. The other time I—
had a few words with Reb.”

“l know about that,” Letty mur-
mured softly. “I love the way you be-
little it. I thought it was very brave
of you to come over and get that boy,
knowing you were apt to be killed.”

“Someone had to come. ... 1 don't
suppose it set very well with your
father.”
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ETTY laughed lightly.

“You know him too well to
make that question necessary,” she
said.

“l guess that's so,” Jim answered
moodily. “Everything | do seems cal-
culated .to make hard feelings be-
tween us. After Wild Horse and the
trouble here 1 wasn't any too sure
you'd speak to me. | figure a man
has to play the game as he sees it.
Sometimes | wonder if | did the
right thing by getting into this fight.
Then again, when | see what losing
it (;sdgoing to mean to them, I'm glad
1 did.”

“I'm afraid they are going to lose,”
Letty mused aloud. “Father seems so
cocksure lately.”

“He’'ll find them hard to whip.”

“That’'s the pity of it, isn't it,
Jim?” Her eyes were wistful. “I
know the mother of that boy will
never forgive us. They must hate us.
...But there was Billy—"

“They had nothing to do with that,

Letty. Billy was murdered. ... I'll be
settling that before long.”

“You know who did it?”

“l know, all right. That's just

another reason why | want to see
your father. I can set him right about
several things.”

Letty was suddenly silent. Jim was
conscious of it. “Maybe you'd like to
be going,” he said. “I'll help you up.”

She shook her head. “Jim—I don't
want you to get in trouble over Billy.
It would be so easy for something to
happen... .1 couldn’'t stand that—"

He helped her into her saddle and
fell in beside her, stealing sly little
glances at the mobile lips and softly
curving throat. It was like old times,
siding her over the hills. It almost
made him forget the serious mission
that brought him there.

From across the creek, two men
watched them until they passed out
of sight. They had been watching
Montana for half an hour. The little
red-haired one glared at the big man
at his side. “Why’'d you knock my
gun down, Clay?” he demanded an-

grily. “l could ‘a’ picked him off
easy!”

“This’ll be better, Shorty,” Quan-
trell replied, venomously. “l said he

was a Bar S man—and this proves it!

Stuck on that girl, sure as Fate! You
saw him moonin’ over her, didn’t
yuh? 1 call this good!” A puzzled
look settled on the big fellow’s face.
“You know | was only talkin’ when
I claimed he was still workin’ for old
man Stall; but I'm damned now if 1
don’'t believe 1 hit the nail on the
head! That girl of his was in Wild
Horse, and now she shows up in the
valley, where a woman shouldn't be.
What do you make of it if it isn't a
case of her father knowin’ Montana'’s
soft for her and havin’ her on hand to
play him for a sucker?”

“Sounds like sense to me,” Shorty
said.

“It sure is a break for us. We’'ll go
back to about a mile this side of the
Forks. You can go up to the house
and get the boys. I'll round up Joe
Gault and half a dozen others and
meet you there on the creek. | want
'em to get an eyeful of this bird on
his way down. The way they're feelin’
now they’ll jerk the air out of that
meddlin’ fool and we’ll be through
with him.”

This was cunning that Shorty could
appreciate.

“We don’'t want to lose any time,”
Quantrell reminded him. “Can't tell
how long he’'ll be up there.”

HEN he and Shorty parted he

climbed out of the creek bot-
tom and took to the hills. He failed
to find Gault at home, but Joe’s wife
told him he was over at Jubal Stark’s
ranch. Cursing the delay, Quantrell
rode away at a punishing pace. When
he reached his destination he was re-
warded by finding several others
present—Dave Morrow, young Lance
and Jubal's brother-in-law, Galen
Stroud.

The situation was one made to or-
der for Quantrell. His news came as
a bombshell.

“The two-faced skunk!” Jubal bel-
lowed. “I'm fer stringin’ him up! All
his soft talk about waitin’'! You can
see what he's after now, can't you?
Wanted us to sit still and do nuthin’
till they’'d plucked us clean!”

All were bitter and expressed
themselves accordingly. “I'm for mak-
ing an example of him,” Gault said.
“He’s made a fool out of me, for | al-
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ways had confidence in him; |1
thought he was right. It's easy to see
he's been takin’ us over from the start.
W e better get our horses and ride.”

When they reached the point on
the Big Powder where Quantrell and
Shorty had parted they found him
and the rest of the big fellow’s out-
fit already on hand. Shorty said
Montana had not come down the
creek.

“We're here in time then,” Quan-
trell muttered. Back at Stark’s place
he had let the others do the talking.
He was taking the lead now. “We
don’t know which side of the creek
he’ll take,” he told them. “Me and
the boys will lay out on the other
side; you can stay here. He'll be
right on us before he smells trouble.
Better tie the horses to be sure they
won’'t *be moving about to tip him
off.”

“Just remember that we want to
take him alive,” Stark called out as
Quantrell and his men started across
the creek. “We ain’'t agoin’ to end
this with anythin’ as easy on him as
a ballet.”

“You said somethin'!” Quantrell
rasped. “We got a few things to
choke down his throat first.”

The spot he had chosen for the
ambush suited their purpose ideally.
The willows grew dense there. When
they had crawled into them and con-
cealed themselves there was no sign
to say that danger lurked there.

But they were totally unaware of
a pair of piercing black eyes watch-
ing them from the top of the bank
just as intently as they were watch-
ing the creek bottom for sight of
Montana. It was Plenty Eagles.
Quantrell had made few moves in the
last few days that the young Indian
had not observed.

He could not voice his gratitude
to Jim, but he was proving it in more
tangible ways.

When he finally slipped away, he
moved noiselessly. No eye was
turned in his direction. After he had
put a screen of trees between him
and the waiting men, he came back
to the creek bottom and headed for
the north.

“Not letting Montana walk into
that trap,” he muttered fiercely. “He
make big mistake not letting me Kill
Quantrell.”

s 17s

Thundering Hoofs

R. STALL had
said nothing to
Letty  concerning
the reason for his
mysterious journey
to Vale with Mac-
Masters. He had re-
turned breathing
confidence regard-
ing the outcome of
the struggle in
which he was en-
gaged.

Reb had met him with the news
that parties unknown were rustling
their cattle. It was rubbing him on a
sore spot.

"It’s squarely up to you to spot it,”
old Slick-ear had raged. “You ought
to know where to look for them.”

“I'm only askin’ permission to
shoot first and ask questions later,”
Reb had answered.

“On our range, yes! That's first
principles in this business! Have you
seen anyone?”

“Last night—but they got away....
I'm not underestimatin’ Jim Montana
now. He’'s pretty smart.”

The shot told. Mr. Stall chewed
his mustache. “You may have to look
further than Montana, Mr. Russell.’*

“Mebbe he isn't leadin’ 'em,” Reb
hedged, “But he’s standin’ for it; he's
still down there. It gets to the same
thing with me.”

Despite renewed vigilance on his
part the rustling had continued. Mr.
Stall stormed to no avail. In his mind
he charged up every loss steer
against the day when the Squaw Val-
ley men should be forced to their
knees.

Although he never admitted it, he

was secretly happy to have Letty
near him. Her “sprained” ankle had
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improved slowly and before she had
fully recovered he had ceased think-
ing about sending her away.

Weeks had passed since he had
visited his Nevada ranches. Business
in California called to him. Only by
mail could he keep in touch with his
far-flung empire. He v/ould v/rite for
half a day at a time, putting out of
his mind all thought of the Squaw
Valley strife and giving orders and
advice to his foremen, with an eye
for detail that was uncanny.

He was at it today, dispatching a
long letter to the foreman of ins
Humboldt ranch, east of Winnemuc-
ca.

I am in receipt of your report for
last month. In general it is satisfac-
tory. | note what you say about the
men. Tom Kelsey has been working
for me a long time, but if he insists
on going into Golconda and getting
drunk, you should dismiss him. It
has a bad effect on the rest of the
men, and you can't get work out of
him if he's been drunk the night be-
fore.

I notice in your accounts the
amount of meat you have been using.
It is altogether too much. I want the
men to have enough; but you have a
good garden on the river. The men
Will work better for having more
vegetables and less meat.

Of course it is disappointing to
learn that Mrs. Kirk did not come
up to your expectations as a cook. |
have found that when you have to
hire a man and his wife to get a cook
you are usually borrowing trouble.
Either the man will not do the chores
or work with a will at anything, or
his wife will turn out to be a very
third-rate woman in the kitchen. 1
advise you to hire a Chinaman. They
are clean and waste very little.

I had been waiting to visit the
ranch to tell you about the stove in
the dining-room. The legs are wob-
bly, and if someone bumps against
the stove accidentally it will surely
upset. 1 want you to have that looked
after while the stove is not in use.
A fire would be very expensive.

In regard to the cellar. The dobe
was crumbling badly last year. It
would be a waste of money to repair

it. You will find it more economical
to build a new one. You could place
it next to the blacksmith shop.

I cannot say when | will be down.
I note that Mr. Taylor would like
to contract for some of our pasture
this fall. With the v/ater situation
what it is, | am against that. We will
need all our pasture, and there is no
profit in letting it out and having to
repair the fences and possibly pump
water for him.

A broken window, a leaking head-
gate in an irrigation ditch—nothing
was too small to escape his atten-
tion. Perhaps it would not have been
unusual for a man to give such at-
tention to details on one ranch, but
he was doing it for a score of ranches
spread over four states.

When thus engaged he was so ab-
sorbed with his train of thought that
he permitted no interruption except
on the most urgent matters. Even
Letty, for all her bossing of him, res-
pected his wish in this matter.

He had seen her ride away that
morning. But she had been doing it
for some days now and always re-
turning within an hour or so, and
it gave him no cause for concern this
time. Several hours had passed as he
sat at his desk, but he wrote on un-
mindful of her protracted absence..

If he had stepped to the door he
could have caught a glimpse of her,
riding fn from the south with Mon-
tana beside her.

EB had too many men riding

the range for Jim and Letty
to proceed very far before encounter-
ing them. They had not covered more
than a mile before Johnny Lefleur
cut across their trail. Seeing Jim
there was startling enough to leave
Johnny speechless.

Letty called out a greeting to him,
but Montana maintained a tight-
lipped silence. He knew he was per-
sona non grata with all Bar S men.
He did not propose to give Johnny
a chance to humble him.

They rode on. Letty had lost her
smile. For a few minutes she had
been day-dreaming, but the work-a-
day world with its problems and
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strife had caught up with her.

They met other men who turned
away without a word, contempt for
Montana in their eyes. “Don’t let
it worry you, ma’am,” Jim told her.
“l had to expect that or worse.”

They had just reached the ranch
yard when a horseman rode toward
them. It was Reb. After his first
start of surprise, a sneer curled his
lips and he turned away without a
word. Montana pretended not to no-
tice.

“I'll hardly be seeing you before
you leave,” Letty told him. “I want
you to know this, Jim. If there's ever
anything | can do to help—I will!
You'll find Father in the front
room.”

She was gone then, without anoth-
er word.

Old Slick-ear was seated at a. table,
his pen still travelling swiftly over
the paper as he dashed off another
of his endless letters. Jim stood there
for half a minute before the old man
looked up. The change that swept
over Mr. Stall's plump face was start-
ling. With a snort of rage he pushed
his chair back.

“What you doing here?”
manded.

“l came to see you, Mr. Stall.”

“Well, you're seeing me! How did
you get here?”

Jim hesitated. “Miss Letty brought
me-

“That girl!” The old man’'s face
was purple. He slammed his pen
down on the table violently.

Montana explained how he had met
Letty and begged her to bring him
to the house.

“Well, you're here now, and you
can turn around and get out! If you
think you can come here as an envoy
from that cattle-stealing pack you've
been running with, you’'re mistaken!”

“But we're losing stuff, too, Mr.
Stall—perhaps more than you—and
you're not taking it!”

“Hunh?” Suspicion and baffled
rage battled for supremacy in that
hoarse cry.

“And we are not rustling your
stuff!” Jim drove on. “I'll prove that
to you if you'll listen. Don’t get the

he de-

idea I'm here asking for quarter, or
speaking for anyone but myself. This
fight can go on, but while we're bat-
tling over the bone, a third party is
running off with it!”

T WAS unexpected enough to

take some of the bluster out of
the old man. Keen judge of men that
he was, he knew Montana was not
given to over-statement. He stared at
him fiercely but he could not beat
down his eyes.

“What do you mean by that?” he
demanded, and he could not have
clipped the words off shorter with a
knife.

“l mean that Billy Sauls wasn't
killed in any range feud. He was
murdered in the hope that it would
stampede Reb into something just as
desperate. For the same reason,
houses and hay were burned—and
the work charged to you.”

Old Slick-ear bit at his mustache
for a moment and then did a typical
about-face. “Sit down,” he said, his
tone almost mild.

“No, I'll get this off my chest
standing up. I'm too full of it to sit
down. | should have tumbled to the
game long before | left Wild Horse.
I was suspicious, but I never got it
right until the last few days. 1 know
now. One man has engineered every
move. He Kkilled that Crockett boy
just as sure as though he’'d held a gun
up to his head and blazed away. That
boy’s father is the only man on our
side who knows I'm here. If I'm
caught it's going to go pretty hard
with me—I've already been accused
of being in your employ. But that's
beside the point.”

“Well, who is it?” the old man
thundered. “Give him a name!”

Jim shook his head. “Not yet, Mr.
Stall. He belongs to me. Billy Sauls
was my buddy.”

There was nothing in the old man’s
manner to say that he believed what
Montana was saying. In his heart he
did. And it put a different complex-
ion on things. For the better part of
ten minutes he tried unsuccessfully
to find out who it was that Montana

“No, I'll get him Inyself, Mr. Stall,”
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Jim insisted. “There’'s only two or
three ways a man could nan cattle
out of this country. Wild Horse
would be too dangerous. To the
south, they'd have to go through
Willow Vista and, farther along,
Quinn River. You'd know about it if
that was the case—wouldn’t you?”

“I'd know all right,” he muttered
pointedly.

“There's only one other way then—
the back door, so to speak—Iron
Point and Cisco.”

“I've got that covered, if that's
what you're driving at! What's your
point?”

Montana permitted himself a grim
smile. It was simple enough. If the
Bar S had lost as heavily as the other
side there was well on toward two
hundred steers missing. If they
hadn't been driven out to a shipping-
point, they were being held some-
where between the Malheurs and the
Junipers. He said as much.

“Hunh!” The old man’'s grunt was
sceptical now. It was not easy to hide
two hundred steers.

“And no easier to move them with
as many men on the range as this!
They'd have to hold 'em until the
overbranding healed. If they can
hold them a week, why can't they
hold them a month? 1 don’t believe
they've ever been driven out. | aim
to find them, if that's the case.”

“Where are you going to look?”

“That's my problem, Mr. Stall. If
I succeed, | want you to reconsider
your stand in the valley.”

“What? In what way?”

“In a dollar and cents way. There'll
never be a profit here for you as long
as these Kentuckians hang on. And
they’ll stick it out. They're that
kind.”

“What, a compromise with them?”
The little veins in his cheeks were
purple again. “Not a chance! Not a
single chance!” he exclaimed, bang-
ing the table with his fist. “There’s
too many ifs in your talk, Montana,
and they're all on your side!” He
got up to indicate that the interview
was over. “You want to grow up be-
fore you cross bows with me. | told
you in Wild Horse I'd fight. That's

what I'm doing, and | don’t mean
rustling cattle or burning people out
of their homes by that. This thing is
moving on to the end, and I'm per-
fectly satisfied to let it. Even if I
had any reason to think of changing
my mind I'd not obligate myself to
anything on ifs. If ever you have any
facts to present, I'll listen to 'em:
but I'm not compromising anything.”

Jim left. Old Slick-ear had more
letters to write but he sat at his desk
without reaching for his pen, deep
in thought. He could no longer ig-
nore Letty’'s continued interest in
Montana. His frown deepened as he
considered it.

“That's why she came here,” he
told himself. “That's why she had to
make that long trip to Wild
Horse.... Always defending him.”

He went back to the days at Wil-
low Vista when Jim had worked for
him. He found plenty to substantiate
what he was thinking.

“Began way back there,” he mused.
“... Breaking horses for her. Teach-
ing her how to ride.”

He also recalled how Montana had
come to him and asked for his wages.
His work had been more than satis-
factory. He had not asked for more
money. It had been hard to under-
stand at the time—harder than it was
now.

“No question about her having
been responsible,” he argued. Just
how, he could not decide. “Evidently
he figured he was over his head and
took that way out.” It gave him a
new respect for Montana, “Cost me a
good man,” he thought, only to add,
“but of course he did the right thing.
He knew what 1'd say about anything
like that. But the nerve of him, com-
ing here thinking 1 might compro-
mise I” The very thought won a snort
of contempt from him. “I've got the
skids under them right now. I'll show
Montana what he's up against.”

He picked up his pen and reached
for a sheet of paper. For once he
found it difficult to begin his letter.

“Biggest mistake | ever made in

my life letting that man get away
from me,” he muttered. “1 could use
him now.”
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J18 s

Of Mistakes

ONTANA was es-
corted to the Bar S
line. It was indica-
tive of the contempt
in which he was
held that the two
men detailed to the
task, both old ac-
guaintances chose
to ride fifty yards
to the rear.

They parted with-
out a word, down the Big Powder,
and Jim continued on alone. He was
well satisfied with what he had ac-
complished. The old man’'s bluster
did not disturb him.

“He wants facts, eh?” he mused.
“Well he’ll get them. If Dan won't
play it my way I'll dare Jubal Stark
into riding with me on Quantrell’s
trail. I'm going to stay with him un-
til I've got him dead to rights!”

It would have been much pleasant-
er to dream about Letty Stall. It was
all he could do to put her out of his
thoughts and confine himself to the
task immediately before him.

No premo nition of disaster rested
on him as he rode along, and it was
not until he was within several
miles of the Forks that he began to
move more cautiously, thinking only
to avoid being seen by some chance
rider from below. Therefore, he was
hardly to be hailed guardedly a few
minutes later. It was a rude awaken-
ing. With the agility of a cat he slid
out of his saddle and leaped into the
willows. Getting his bearings, he
looked up and saw Plenty Eagles
signing to him.

“What are you doing down here?”
Montana asked sharply.

“All the time | am watching
Quantrell,” the Piute replied stoni-
ly. “Always knowing where he goes.

Thinking 1 have to kill him this
morning.”
It provoked Montana. “Didn’'t |

tell you to leave him to me?” he de-
manded.

“He see you with the girl. One of
his men with him. Want to shoot
you,” the Indian informed him.
“Afraid for you.”

Jim tossed away his cigarette and
gazed at him keenly for a moment.

“Your heart is good, Cola,” he said.
“Quantrell won't make me any trou-
ble.”

“Making you plenty trouble right
now,” Plenty Eagles insisted.

“How?”

Jim’s eyes clouded as the Indian
began to unfold his tale of the trap
into which he had been riding.

“Not hearing what they say,” the
boy went on, “Except you are spy.
Quantrell make plenty talk. Not liv-
ing long if they seeing you.”

The news floored Montana for a
minute. What a sorry mess he had
made of things! Plans? He had no
plans now. In his despair he told
himself he could not have more de-
liberately delivered himself into
Quantrell's hands had he tried. He
had thought to force a showdown.
Well, here was one—and he was on
the wrong end of if.

“l guess this puts me on the
shelf as far as this fight is con-
cerned,” he groaned. He made Plenty
Eagles repeat his story of how
Quantrell and Shorty had observed
his meeting with Letty, and how the
big fellow had then raced south for
Gault and the others.

“What he had to say fell on will-
ing ears,” he thought, his mouth
grim. “No use thinking | could ex-
plain. Quantrell would never wait for
that. He'd stop me before | could
open my mouth, and if he needed an
excuse for putting a slug into me
he'd claim self-defense.”

He asked Plenty Eagles how far
they were from that ambush.

“Mebbe one mile—"

“That’'s far enough for a minute,”
Jim muttered. “They can’'t have seen
me yet.”

“No, not seeing you from here.’

Montana knew nothing was to be
gained by trying to slip around them.
He was through down below. They'd
come to the Box C and lead him out
to the nearest tree. Dan Crockett was
the only man he could summon to
his defense.”
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“1f they grab me they’ll never wait
for Dan to talk,” he thought.

At Jim’s suggestion they left their
horses in the bottom and climbed a
hogback that gave them a view far
down the creek. Montana could dis-
cover no glimpse of the men, but
Plenty Eagles finally was able to
point out their tethered horses.

It was answer enough. He nodded
to the boy and they returned to their
ponies. “That's the finish,” Jim told
him, “I'm through.”

“Mebbe you not through,” Plenty
Eagles answered cryptically.

Jim gave him a questioning glance.

“What do you mean?”

“You telling me watch Quantrell.
»..1 watch him.”

“Yeah?” His throat was tight.

“Plenty cattle being rustled.
...You knowing who get them?”

Cola\” It was cry relief. “...You
know who got them, eh?”

The Indian nodded gravely. “Me—
I know,” he said.

Jim caught him by the shoulders.

“Quantrell and his bunch?” he de-
manded.

“Yes—get him all.” Plenty Eagles’
face was stolid, but he was enjoying
himself immensely to find himself so
important.

“You saw 'em cut them out?”

“Plenty time. See you yesterday on
eutbank. You make talk with Quan-
trell. He and Shorty go. ... Get six
ateer from Joe Gault before come
home.”

Jim’s eyes were snapping with ea-
gerness.

“Well, what he’s doing with them,
Plenty Eagles? Not send them out.”

“No—" He was not to be hurried.
His information was too precious to
be tossed out recklessly.

"Where’'s he got them?”

"In the mine.”
“What?” It took Montana's breath
away.

“In the mine,” Plenty Eagles re-
peated. “My father not going to the
creek for water like Quantrell say.
Yesterday | think to myself: ‘Why
he lie about that?’ About daylight |
go to the mine. Once | work there.
The upper level is cut through.
Come out other side from house. |

crawl in. Cattle there. Mebbe two
hundred head. Soon Quantrell come.
Bring more steers. Not seeing me.”
The Piute shook his head regret-
fully. “But for you | am Kkilling
him. ... Plenty water down below.
Nobody ever finding him.”

Words were beyond Montana. He
knew he had victory and vindication
in his grasp if he could take advan-
F]a}ge of the knowledge that was now

is.

“Pretty big surprise, eh?” the boy
grinned.

“Takes my breath away,” Jim got
out. “He was smarter than | thought.
Smooth business using the old mine.
I missed that play clean.” His head
was throbbing. “I don’t know what
it's going to be worth to me now.
Yesterday the information would
have been priceless.”

“Not be sure until daylight,” Plen-
ty Eagles explained. “I stay down to
find you. When | see Quantrell
tracking you | think better 1 watch
him. ... Good thing, too.”

“You said it, Cola! I'd be a dead
mackerel right now but for you.”

E DID NOT intend to end the

matter by running away. He had
asked for cards. He was holding a
royal flush now. He would play it
some way.

He considered several moves, but
dismissed them as promising too lit-
tle hope of success. The minutes
were fleeing. He realized that he
dared not tarry there much longer.
He knew his play had to be a one-
man stand, aside from such assist-
ance as he might have from the In-
dian.

Out of sheer desperation, he hit
upon a plan that satisfied him. It was
dangerous and had to be nicely timed
to be successful. But he felt he had
to chance it. He outlined it to Plenty
Eagles.

Its daring appealed to the Piute,
but he shook his head. “Something go
wrong,” he said.

“What can go wrong if you do as |
say?” Jim asked sharply. “We’ll
trade horses. I'll give you my hat.
They won't grow suspicious until
you're near enough to be recognized.
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By that time I will have cut across
the hills and be almost as far as
Quantrell’'s house. Quantrell’'s bunch
will see me. The men across the
creek won’'t. Too many trees. There
can't be anything wrong with that.”

“Then what | do?”

“You stay on the east bank so
yoifll run into Gault. As soon as
Quantrell’s sees me heading for the
mine he’'ll know what's up. They'll
try to stop me. And they’ll pull away
from the creek without letting the
rest know. When Gault questions
you, give him this message: tell him
the cattle are in the mine—to come
quick! You savvy all that?”

Plenty Eagles nodded weightily.

“That's all you've got to do. I'll
take care of the rest.”

Plenty Eagles’ horse was a tough,
wiry cayuse with a mean eye. He
could travel, though. Montana soon
was moving away from the creek
keeping to an arroyo that concealed
him effectively. Three hundred yards
from the house he was forced out in
the open. Pie had no way of know-
ing whether anyone was there or not.
He could only hope that Quantrell
had drawn all of his men to the creek.

“I'll find out in a hurry,” he
ground out as he flashed by the
house.

Nothing happened. He could look
back and see the Big Powder now.

“They haven't spotted me yet,” he
tolcl himself. “I'll go through with
this whether they do or not.” With-
out looking back, he raked his horse
with his spurs and drove on toward
the old Adelaide. When he flung
himself out of the saddle at the
fence and flashed another glance to-
ward the Big Powder, a cry of satis-
faction broke from him. Seven men
were streaking away from the creek
and racing toward him!

“They can’'t get here for ten min-
utes—and that's time enough!” he
thought.

Ten yards inside of the mouth of
the mine he found another gate. He
shot the lock off. His nose told him,
even before his eyes, that the steers
were there.

It was dark in the tunnels. It took
him a moment to get the lay of

things. The cattle were on the upper
level. They objected to his presence
and began to bawl. Talking to them
Montana edged through.

It took him precious minutes to
reach the drift that came out on the
opposite side of the mountain.

“There’s wind enough through
here to do the trick,” he muttered.
The shoring and beams were dry
with age. “They’ll burn, all right!”

It was only a few seconds before
the tiny blaze he kindled was licking
up the timbers. The wind was carry-
ing the smudge toward the mine en-
trance. Already the cattle were mov-
ing away from him, bawling loudly.
Their cries echoed weirdly in his
ears.

“Another minute is all | want!” he
assured himself.

He was playing it fine. Already
Quantrell and his men were coming
up the side canon. A wisp of smoke
was curling out of the mouth of the
mine.

“He’s firin’ it!” Quantrell shouted
as he leaped the fence. He was past
wondering whether it was Montana.
It couldn’t be anyone else. “We got
to get in there in a hurry!”

The others followed him over the
fence. Shorty paused to glance back
at the valley.

“Here the rest come!” he yelled.
“The jig’'s up fer sure!”

Quantrell stopped in his tracks. A
groan of dismay broke from him. He
began to curse. The wrath of the men
he had duped could never be stayed
now.

“Why didn’'t I let you git him this
morning, Shorty?” he raged. “Gawd
a'mighty, we ain't got a chance!
We're penned up like rats in a trap!”
He began to curse incoherently.

“Aw, shut up!” Shorty screamed at
him. “Your chatter won't git you
nothin’!”

“You said it!” another growled. “I
always thought you’d fold up if it
got hot. What are we goin’ to do?”

“I'm fannin’ it!” Shorty cried.
“You can stick it out here if you
want to. Not me!”

“You fooll” Quantrell screamed at
him. “We're better off here behind
the planks than out there in the
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open! We can shoot this out and get
away!”

“By Gawd, we'll have to shoot it
out! It's too late to go now! You
made it sweet fer us!”

The fire was forgotten in the face
of their new danger. Gault seemed to
be in charge. He deployed his men up
the sides of the canon.

“Pick 'em off!” Quantrell yelled.
“Don’t let 'em get above us!”

Guns began to bark. Both sides
were firing. A slug got Shorty
through the shoulder. He retrieved
his rifle, and propping it into posi-
tion, began to blaze away with his
left hand. All of them knew they
were fighting for their lives. The best
they could hope for was a slug or a
rope.

Quantrell began to fall apart.
Shorty cursed him. In their extremi-
ty, he was the real leader.

Unnoticed by them, the volume of
smoke pouring out of the mine had
doubled and redoubled. Sudenly the
cries of the maddened steers reached
them.

Quantrell understood if the others
didn't.

It chilled the marrow in his bones.
A bullet spattered against the wall
beside him. It went unnoticed as he
stared with mouth open at the black
maw of the mine. All of his bullying
was gone. He knew they didn’t have
a chance. Hugging the walls, the
plank fence barring the way, they
were indeed like rats in a trap! When
that maddened avalanche of thunder-
ing hoofs and goring horns poured
out of the mine it would grind them
into the dust.

Crazed as he was with fear, he
knew his only hope of escape lay
within the mine. If he could reach it
before the inner gate went down, he
might hope to find safety in one of
the cross tunnels.

E DID NOT tarry. Unmindful

of the gun3 above, he ran for
the entrance. It was only a yard away
when he heard the inner gate crash.
It went down with a ripping, splint-
ering sound that turned his blood to
ice. With eyes starting from their
sockets he plunged into the smoke.

With a sickening thud the fence
went down ripped to kindling. Noth-
ing could stop that maddened rush.
The steers swept out into the valley
and the dust settled down on the bat-
tered, lifeless forms they left in their
wake.

He was not out of the way a
second too soon. With a deafening
bellow the crazed cattle swept by
_him, heads lowered and horns flash-
ing.

Here was death—relentless, inex-
orable! A strangled scream broke
from the trapped men. Horses reared
and dashed away eyes rolling with
fear.

Shorty threw away his gun and
leaped for the fence. The others were
only a step behind him. Gault and
his neighbors, who had only within
the hour come to realize that Quan-
trell was their real enemy, held their
fire as they looked on, white of face.

Gault and Stark and the other val-
ley men stood petrified. The poor,
lifeless wretches before them did not
excite them to pity. They were think-
ing of Montana. It slowly dawned on
them that they had played a despic-
able role. Despite their scourging
and doubting of him Jim had re-
mained faithful to their cause. In
their hearts they knew they must
stand ashamed before the world until
they had squared themselves with
him.

“1 feel like crawlin’ into a hole and
draggin’ my tail in after me,” Jubal
said. “lI been a fool and a skunk!
Montana was right from the first. |
can see it now. Quantrell burned me
out. He raised all this hell so he
could rustle our cattle. If we'd had a
drop of real faith in Jim Montana
most of this misery could have been
avoided.”

“I'll say amen to that,” Gault mut-
tered. “He did for us what we didn’t
have the brains nor courage to do
ourselves. He's in there somewhere,
burnin’ to death, and I'm goin’ in ter
get him! Don't ferget Quantrell’s in
there, too!”

“1'll go with you!” Jubal exclaimed.
“I'm prayin’ to Gawd we'll find
Montana. As fer that coyote Quan-
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treil—I'm a sayin’: Let him stay
there. It'll save us spoilin’ a good
rope on him!”

The End Of His Tether

LENTY eagles had
ridden to the mine
with the valley men.
The dust had not
yet settled behind
the stampeding
steers when he slid
down the wall and
rushed for the en-
trance. Gault called
to him, but the
young Indian did
not stop.

In a few moments all were at the
mouth of the tunnel. Even there the
smoke was bad.

“Don’t believe we can git in,
young Lance declared doubtfully.

“No? If thet young buck’s got guts
enough to risk her, | hev!” Jubal ex-
claimed. “I'm agoin’ in!”

Before he had taken a step Plenty
Eagles staggered out, coughing vio-
lently. His eyebrows and hair were
badly singed.

“Too much smoke,”
“Not getting in there—"

Jubal insisted on trying to get in.
It was only a minute before he tot-
tered out, lungs bursting. It was a
few seconds before he was able to
speak.

“Both of 'em is trapped in there,”
he said, still trying to catch his
breath.

“My Gawd, do we have to stand
here unable to do anythin’?” Gault
exclaimed miserably. “Ain’t thera
somethin’ we can do? Didn't they
drive one of the tunnels through on
t'other side of the mountain?”

“Yeh, I knowing the place!” Plen-
ty Eagles spoke up. “l show you
where!”

He ran to his horse and leaped into
the saddle. Fanning the pony with
his quirt, he was away before the
others had even started.

The animal floundered in the loose

”

he gasped.

rock, sending tons of it rolling down
hill. The Piute kept his horse on its
feet, however, and raced on, to bring
the pony to the slithering stop when
he reached the tunnel.

There was very little smoke there
now. Encouraged, he rushed in.

He had not gone over twenty yards
when a groan of despair was wrung
from him. The ceiling of the old tun-
nel had caved it. ...Tons of rocks
sealed the passage.

Gault and Jubal found him trying
to worm his way through.

“You'll have the rest of it down on
us if you keep that up,” Gault warned.
“We couldn’'t clean enough of that
rock away to git through in a week.”

“No other chance,” Plenty Eagles
ground out as he continued to tug at
the huge blocks of quartz. His fingers
were bleeding. Suddenly a booming
sound warned him that Gault had
been right. They ran back in time to
escape being crushed.

“No chance now,” the young In-
dian muttered stonily.

There was nothing for them to do
but go back to the mouth of the
mine and wait, hoping against hope,
that some miracle might save Mon-
tana.

When the tunnel that they had
found blocked had first caved in, Jim
was only a short distance away. A
beam had burned through. As it
snapped in two a deafening roar
warned him in time and he leaped
clear.

With that avenue of escape blocked,
he tried to rush out through the
main tunnel. The heat and smoke
were terrific. Bursting lungs soon
convinced him that he could never
make it. Hands and face burned, he
crawled back toward the cave-in,
knowing he must soon suffocate un-
less he found a cross-cut or managed
to get on another level.

With a burning brand for a torch,
he found a drift that took him out
of the main tunnel. The air was better.
His shirt was burning. He yanked it
off. His back was a torture. Every
nerve seemed to be in agony. He
knew he had to go on. The fire would
work in there before long.

In a few moments his improvised
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torch flickered out, leaving him in
inky darkness. He had to feel every
inch of the way, afraid lest he plunge
headlong into one of the deep shafts.

The drift seemed to be pitching
downward. He wondered if it was
only a ramp leading to the flooded
lower level. He had cut himself off
completely if that were so.

He had lost all sense of direction.
At times he thought he was moving
toward the mouth of the mine, and
then again, that he was circling away
from it. Once his hand touched wat-
er. His heart sank. But it was only
a spring, seeping down the side of
the tunnel. He found a pool where
the water had gathered, and he
bathed his blistered face and hands.

As he waited there, a distant muf-
fled booming told him there had been
another cave-in. He estimated that he
had been in the mine almost an hour.
His matches were exhausted; his
watch was of no use. With a sick-
ening dread, he realized that a man
could wander about in those old
workings for days without ever find-
ing a way out.

Certainly Gault and Stark must
have come to their senses by now.
They would make some effort to find
him.

“1f they don't, Plenty Eagles will,”
he thought. It gave him courage.

The drift was not pitching down-
ward any longer. Moving forward on
hands and knees, his progress was
slow. Without warning he out a hand
and could not find the floor of the
drift. He drew back hurriedly and
began to explore with his fingers. A
shaft yawned in front of him. He
picked up a rock and dropped it into
the hole. He heard it splash far be-
low.

It was possible that the drift ended
there, but it was more likely that two
or three tunnels came into the shaft,
radiating in several directions. He
found the latter surmise correct as
he got around the shaft safely. It
was a question which tunnel he
should take.

“I'll go straight ahead,” he decid-
ed. “I can find my way back here if
I have to.”

As he rested there he heard a man

cough. It was a startling interruption.
He was about to call out when a
light appeaared in the tunnel he was
following. A man was holding a
torch aloft. The man was Quantrell!
Montana’s cry froze on his lips be-
fore he could utter it.

Quantrell walked unsteadily. He
was naked from the waist up, his
body scorched and blackened. Jim
could only surmise how he came to
be there. The big fellow did not
glance back over his shoulder as he
would have done if he feared pur-
suit. No trace of his surly defiance
remained.

“He's trapped with me,” Jim
thought. “That’'s rich—the two of us
alone down here together!” Montana
got to his feet noiseless. Quantrell
was sure to see him in another sec-
ond.

“That's far enough!” he called out.

T STOPPED the big fellow in his

tracks. His body stiffened as he
balanced on his toes, his eyes nar-
rowing with hatred as surprise
passed. With a cry of rage as fierce
as the snarl of a grizzly, he hurled
his torch at Montana.

It fell harmlessly to the floor of
the tunnel, casting weird shadows
over them as it burned fitfully.
Quantrell slapped his hand to his
holster. He sucked in his breath
sharply, his eyes bulging horribly.
His gun was not there!

Montana caught the movement of
his hand.

“Go ahead—and I'll bust you where
you stand!” he warned. “My finger’s
itching to let you have it!”

Quantrell’'s arm dropped limply to
his side. “You get pretty damn gab-
by when you got the heel of a six-
gun in your fist and the other fellow
ain’'t got nothin’ in the leather!” he
snarled. “Put your gun away and I'll
make you eat what I've had on the
fire so long for you!”

“That's okay with me!” Montana
flung back at him. He jammed his
gun into the holster. “And there
won't be any running out this time.”
he advised. “You're going to stand up
and take it. You've been handing it
out to me for a long time—and its
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backing up on you right now!”

In weight and size the advantage
was all with Quantrell. The narrow
tunnel was to his liking, too. He
ached to get his long arms around
Montana and throttle .the life out of
him. With an animal-like grunt, he
lowered his head and charged.

Jim stepped aside and gave him a
stinging blow that straightened him
up. Once more the big fellow cursed
and came at him, and again Montana
drove his fist into his face. He had
put everything he had into the blow,
and it amazed him to see Quantrell
weather it. He knew he couldn’t hit
harder.

They fought on, Quantrell lower-
ing his head and rushing him re-
peatedly, trying to drag him into his
embrace. Hit and get away—that was
Montana’s chance.

In the course of fifteen minutes he
had cut Quantrell’'s face to ribbons,
but the big fellow came on for more.
Jim was tiring. He had to hurt him
soon—stop those mad rushes. All his
long-stored-up hatred of the man was
unleashed.

Suddenly Quantrell brought his
long right up. It caught Jim as he
was backing away, but it split his
lip. He could taste the blood as it
trickled into his mouth.

Quantrell seemed to sense that Jim
was tiring. He wasn't getting away
so fast any more. He managed to
clip him again. A hoarse, insensate
cry rumbled up out of his throat.

“Go on, slash away!” he thought.
I'll hammer the brains out of you be-
fore we're through. But for your
damned meddlin’ 1'd never got in this
fix!”

His makeshift torch began to sput-
ter out. He turned to kick it out of
the way and Montana caught him off
balance. The blow drove his head
against the wall with a thud that
made his senses reel.

The torch was only a glowing em-
ber now. Quantrell could just make
out Montana’s hunched figure. He
threw caution to the winds and
charged him like an infuriated bull.

Jim threw himself flat to avoid
him. Quantrell grabbed at him fran-
tically and missed as he tried to stay

his mad rush. He had seen the yawn-
ing shaft. With flailing arms he tried
to stop himself. His foot went out
and found nothing under it. With a
strangled scream of fear he tried to
whirl, even then, to save himself.

He was falling...his fingers
slipped over the edge—

Montana sat up and stared after
him unseeingly. Heart standing still,
he listened. Seconds passed before
he heard the body strike the water
below.

He picked up the red coal that had
been the torch and tried to blow it
into flame. Holding it before him, he
peered down into the depths of the
shaft.

“Quantrell!”
trell "

There was no answer. Weak and
exhausted, Montana crept back from
the brink, his breath coming in gasps.
It was good just to stretch out on
the cold rocky floor and not think.

He never wanted to move again.
He told himself the smoke was not
any heavier than it had been. Maybe
the fire in the main tunnel was burn-
ing out. Later on he'd try to retrace
the way Quantrell had come. Maybe
it would lead him out. Maybe he'd
end up down some shaft, too. He
was almost too weary to care.

He was still lying there when Plen-
ty Eagles and the others found him,
early that evening.

he shouted. “Quan-

The Foreman Of Squaw Valley

ITHOUT agree-
ment of any sort,
both sides seemed
to have declared a
truce. The steers
Quantrell had rus-
tled had been
rounded up and the
:Bar S yearlings cut
out. Old Slick-ear’s
men had been told
to come down and
get their stuff. They drove it off un-
molested.
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Montana had been carried to the
Box C. Mother Crockett reported
that he was resting easy. News of
what he had done travelled north
with Reb. Letty Stall got the story
from him five minutes after he had
reported to her father. It filled her
with an anxiety she did not try to
conceal.

"Reb—tell me the truth, is he dan-
gerously injured?”

"Reckon not. Guess he's sufferin’
plenty; but nothin’ serious about it.”

She saw that Reb was none too
happy over having to sing Jim’'s
praises.

Did you see him?” she asked.

“No. Reckon he ain't hankerin’ to
see any of us.”

Letty said no more, but she was
determined to see Jim at once, and
with that thought in mind, she
marched into her father’'s presence.

Old Slick-ear's brow was creased
in a puzzled frown. He was not sur-
prised to see his daughter. He knew
she would get the facts from Reb,
and because he suspected her interest
in Montana, lose no time in confront-
ing him.

Now that she had come, he waited
for her to speak. He was singularly
ill at ease. The turn events had tak-
en confounded him.

“Well, Father, you told Jim you
wanted facts,” Letty declared.
"You'll have to admit you have
them.”

"So it would seem,” he admitted
gruffly.

“l want to know what you are go-
ing to do?”

“Do? What do you expect me to
do?” he demanded, bristling as usu-
al. “Do you think I'm going to crawl
to those people just because Montana
has proved me wrong about one of
two things? Not on your life! If the
violence is over, I'm glad. But that
doesn’t end the matter.”

Letty pretended a great surprise.
“l wasn't intimating that it did,” she
corrected him. “I've often heard you
say you were in the cattle business
to make money. You know by now
you'll never make a profit here un-
less some compromise is effected.

DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN

Those people can't lose with men
like Jim to lead them.”

“No—?" He could have changed
her mind about that. If he didn’t, it
was due principally to the fact—
which he never, would have admitted
—that he no longer knew his own
mind. “What'’s your idea?” he grunt-
ed sceptically.

“Well, 1 think you might talk
things over with them. Jim did some-
thing for you as well as for his own
people in rounding up Quantrell’s
gang. The decent thing for you to do
would be to go and see him. | know
I intend to go. If we can do anything
for him, we should.”

“Hunh?” He loved her spunk.
“Well, I'll think it over pretty care-
fully,” he announced.

“And while you're thinking it over,
I'll be riding down there!” she in-
formed him very positively. She
started to leave the room.

“Wait a minute, Letty!” he ex-
claimed, his manner as severe as ever.
“l want to talk to you—"

“Well—"

He tried to transfix her with his
eyes. “Are you in love with Jim Mon-
tana?”

It was breath-taking. But she was
his daughter, and she answered him
with equal directness.

"l am,” she said. She drew herself
up to await his outburst.

“Hunh! Hun hV' OId Slick-ear
pushed his chair away and began
walking the floor. “Does he know
it?” he shot out.

“Hardly,” Letty smiled. Her self-
possession surprised her. "I'm wait-
ing for you to tell me he is only a
fifty-dollar-a-month cowpuncher and
I'm seven kinds of a fool.”

“See here!” he thundered, fixing
his fierce old eyes on her again. “Let
me do my own talking! Montana’s no
fool; | always said he was a good
man. He doesn’'t have to be a fifty-
dollar-a-month hand if he doesn’t
want to. He'd never have left me but
for you.”

It was Letty’s turn to be surprised.
“Better tell me what you're think-
ing,” she advised icily.

“Good Lord, you don’'t think for a
minute | didn't' know about this, do



GUARDIANS OF THE SAGE 87

you?” he demanded furiously. “I've
got eyes and some sense. When a
good-looking cowpuncher begins
breaking horses and pointing out
beautiful scenery to the boss’ daugh-
ter a man can draw his own conclu-
sions. He tried to get away from you
but you wouldn’'t take no for an an-
swer.”

“You knew all this time—and said
nothing?” Letty was frankly incred-
ulous. “Father, tell me-—are you real-
ly so angry or are you just teasing
me?”

“l don't know what | am,” he
grumbled. “lI ought to be angry. |
don’t suppose Jim Montana's got a
hundred dollars to his name. On the
other hand, I've been afraid all along
that you'd fall in love with one of
those white-collar dudes I've been
stumbling over every time | came
home for the last three years. I've
got you everything else you wanted,
haven't 1? If you've got your heart
set on Montana, | guess I'll have to
get him for you, too.”

Letty threw her arms around him
and kissed him affectionately.
“You're a precious old bear,” she
trilled. “But don't you try to ‘get
him’ for me—as you put it. I'm too
afraid 1 might lose him.”

"Lose him?” he snorted. “Hunh!
Didn’t I tell you man is no fool? But
don’t fool yourself that I'm going to
let up on him.”

“He hasn't asked you to—" Letty
reminded him.

That afternoon they set out for the
Box C. News of their coming ran
ahead of them. When they arrived,
they found old Lance and Dave Mor-
row talking to Crockett. Their atti-
tude was one of watchful waiting
rather than hostility.

“Can we see him?” Mr. Stall asked.

“Reckon you can,” Dan answered.
“Jest step inside.”

Despite his protests, Jim now oc-
cupied the front room.

Mother Crockett met them in the
kitchen and showed them in to him,
Jim’s face was swathed in bandages.
He had dozed off for the moment
Letty fell to her knees beside him,
her eyes misty. Unmindful of her
father’'s presence, she lowered her

head and brushed Jim’s lips with her
own.

It awakened Montana. For long
seconds he stared up at her incredu-
lously. “Am | dreaming?” he mur-
mured.

OR answer, she kissed him again.
F "It was wonderful, Jim,” she
smiled. “I'm so proud of you! | sup-
pose you are suffering terribly.”

“It's not so bad now,” he smiled.
“I'll be all right directly.”

The old man cleared his throat by
way of making his presence known.
Jim blushed like a schoolboy. "Guess
there’s no need of my saying any-
thing, Mr. Stall.”

The old man pulled his brows
down. “I don’t know what you could
say,” he declared, a twinkle in his
eyes. “Looks to me as though you're
hooked.”

His manner changed abruptly
when their conversation turned to
talk of a compromise. They discussed
the matter for nearly an hour.

“I'll not move out of this valley,”
old Slick-ear insisted doggedly. “You
know me, Montana; when | get my
brand on a steer it stays there! when
I buy an acre of land | buy it!
There’'s one thing | will do. This
Quantrell property will come up for
sale. 1 want the right to buy it in
without opposition. 1 want Dave
Morrow to sell me about a quarter
section above the North Fork. Crock-
ett will have to sell me about the
same amount. That'll give me an un-
broken piece of range. With that, and
by cutting a slice off of Willow Vis-
ta I'd have a going concern here.” He
had not come there to say anything
of the sort. It surprised him more
than Letty. “If they’'ll agree to that
I'll consent to forming a water dis-
trict here so we'll all have as much
as we need. And of course I'll need a
foreman to make it show a profit.
I expect you could do it.”

Montana found himself as inarticu-
late as Plenty Eagles.

“The foreman of Squaw Valley!”
Letty beamed. “Doesn’t that thrill
you, Jim? You've got to make them
see it!”

“Well, they've got the land and
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you've got the water,” Montana
smiled. “1 don’t see how they can say
no.

“You can put it up to them right
now if you want to,” the old man vol-
unteered. “They’re outside.”

“All right, call them in!”

Crockett and the Morrows listened
respectfully as Jim outlined the plan.
When he had finished, they withdrew
to the far end of the room and con-
ferred in whispers. It did not take
them long to reach a decision. Dan
acted as spokesman for them.

“We agree to it,” he said simply.
“A man never had a better friend
than Montana’'s been to us. | been
hit harder than most; | lost my boy.
But | reckon the thing to do is shake
hands and forgit all the misunder-
standin’ and be neighbors.”

“We’'ll do it that way then,” old
Slick-ear agreed. “I'll write my attor-
neys tonight. It will take a week for
one of them to get here. You'll want
a lawyer to represent you. Say we
get together a week from today at
my ranch. Montana will be able to
ride by that time.”

That arrangement was satisfactory
to all. Mr. Stall shook hands with
them and followed them out of the
room. Letty lingered behind for a
moment.

“1 can't believe it, Letty,” Jim mur-
mured reverently as he gazed at her.
“I've just been pinching myself to
see if | were really awake. | guess
there hasn't been a day since | first
met you that | haven't dreamed of
making you my wife. Of late it's
been a nightmare; it seemed so hope-

less.” Self-consciousness forced his
eyes down. “...1 always loved you,
Letty.”

“Don’t you suppose | knew?” she

whispered tremulously.
“l guess you did at that—”"

“l had all I could do to keep from
throwing my arms about you and
saying, ‘Here | am; take me,’ when
we met on the creek.”

Jim shook his head. “I still can't
believe it,” he said. “I'm sure the fire
and smoke must have affected my
mind. To see you here and have you

(Continued On Page 90)
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say you love me i6 incredible enough,
but your father—his offer to compro-
mise— his attitude toward me—"

“It's true enough, Jim,” Letty
smiled, “but don’'t be taken in by
Father’s attitude. He’ll do all he can
to make it as difficult for us as pos-
sible until he’s utterly unbearable.
Then he’'ll do one of his amazing
right-about-faces and be the most
tractable person in the world.”

Letty suggested that it might be
wise to take Jim into Wild Horse.

“l couldn’'t have better treatment
than I'm getting here,” he declared.
“Mother Crockett is quite a doctor
herself. | guess everybody in the val-
ley has been here asking after me.”

Letty said she would be down
again before the week was over.

“1'd sure like to see you,” he said,
“but | don’'t think it would be wise
for you to come. It's going to take
these people a few days to adjust
themselves to the new order of
things. It'll be better if they're left
to themselves for awhile.”

Letty saw the wisdom of such a
course.

“It will be a week then before 1
see you,” she sighed. “It will seem
ages.”

Montana found himself agreeing
with her as the days passed. He want-
ed to be up and about again. Mother
Crockett finally consented. When
the bandages were removed Jim
found his face had healed nicely. He
had scars on his arms that he would
carry for life.

Unfortunately, the peace that had
settled over the valley could not
bring back happiness to the Box C.
The Crocketts could not help think-
ing of Gene and how needlessly he
had been sacrificed.

Four days after Letty and her
father had been there, Montana sad-
dled Paint and ,,took his first ride
since the fire. It was pleasant in the
hills. His heart was singing with
happiness. His future was bright
with promise.

OWARD evening he turned his
horse toward home, cutting
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through the reservation. He had
reached the crest of the last saddle
when he saw a rider moving rapidly
up the Skull. The pace at which he
rode hinted that he came on urgent
business. Montana could not make
out who it was. A vague feeling o
disaster touched him, and he turned
Paint so that he could intercept the
stranger.

The man wa3 none other than Gra-
ham Rand.

Jim felt his throat tighten. This
could not herald good news. Graham
would not have punished his horse
to come with tidings of victory.

Rand did not waste any time on a
greeting. “Jim, it's happened; the
sale of the reservation has been held
unlawful! I got the news out of
Vickers this morning. The whole
matter is going to be thrown into the
courts.”

It was a blow that left Montana
speechless for moments. With victo-
ry in his grasp—the quarrel settled
—this had to come up!

News of the compromise in the
valley had drifted into Wild Horse.
Rand could appreciate what his mes-
sage meant to Montana.

“If it only had come a week later”
Jim groaned. “You know Mr. Stall
will never go through with it now.
When these valley men get the news
it’'s going to stagger them. They’'ll
end up by blaming me. | led them to
hope again—and it is going to be like
knocking a cup of water out of the
hands of a man dying with thirst to
make them face this.

“Well, | figure you've got aday or
two of grace,” Rand said. “The old
man can't know yet.”

“No, Graham! You're suggesting
something that you wouldn’t do
yourself. As badly as | feel about
this | wouldn’'t try to jam the deal
through. Mr. Stall offered to play
fair—and I've got to play that way,
too. What do you suppose he'd think
of me if | tricked him into this? He'd
have a legal out. He'd use it. I'd be
through and this crowd down here
would be worse off than ever.”

“l suspected you’'d feel that way,”

(Continued On Page 92)
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Rand replied. “On the way over I've
been trying to figure every out you

had.”

“The only out for me is to see the
old man at once and put my cards on

the table. |

don’'t know what I'll

be

able to say....It's just about hope-

less, Graham.”

“It’s tough to go through what you

did and have

Rand murmured

it come to nothing,”
thoughtfully.

“You've got to play the string out

now, Jim, and

if the game goes

against you, keep your head up.”
They talked it over thoroughly.
“Better come up to the house,” Jim

suggested. “You’'ll have to stay here

over night.”
“Think not,” said Rand.

“They’'d

wonder why | was here. Time enough
for them to know about this after

you've seen the old man. I'll go back

to Furnace Creek and stay there to-

night.”
In the morning,

in order to get

away without exciting Dan’s curios-
ity, Montana said he was going up to
have a look at the mine. Brent of-

fered to go with him.

“No, I'll have to take it easy,” Jim
countered. “I may not get back until

evening.”

Once out of sight of the ranch he

showed no sign of taking it easy. He

forced his pony where the going was
o’clock he was

good. By eleve*

in

sight of the Bar S house. Down by
the corrals the men were putting the

roof on the new bunkhouse.

Jim was glad to escape them for
the moment. He could see nothing of
Letty or her father. The door stood
open, however, and he walked in. Old

Slick-ear was at his desk, writing as

usual.

“Good-morning, Mr.

Stall,”
tana said by way of announcing his

Mon-

presence. Old Slick-ear gave him a

fierce glance.

“Well, what brings you here?” he

demanded brusquely. “You don’t look

none too happy.”

“lI've come to throw myself on

your mercy, Mr. Stall.”
“Hunh?” The

old man’s mouth

straightened. “lI thought we’'d settled
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all that. You backing out now?”

“No, it's not that,” said Jim. “I
reckon it's a case of giving you a
chance to back out. I'd do anything
I could to see the arrangement we
made carried through. But we
couldn’t get anywhere unless we
were shooting square on both sides.
Something has come up that compels
me to tell you that we can’t hold up
to your bargain.”

“Yes?” he glared. “What is it?”

Jim hesitated over his answer. “I’ll
never move him,” he thought. “Well,”
he said finally, “you warned me in
Wild Horse that | was over my
head: that you would have the sale
thrown out by the Land Office....
I got word last evening that you'd
won.”

Their voices had drawn Letty from
her room. She came down the stairs
hurriedly to find the two men con-
fronting each other, her father’s
manner as fierce as Jim's face was
glum.

“Jim—why are you here? Is some-
thing wrong?"

"Something’s decidedly right!” her
father exclaimed.

“Evidently—by the way you're
gloating,” said Letty.

“The Land Office has thrown out
the Squaw Valley sale,” old Slick-ear
informed her. “lI've got good reason
to crow!”

“So that's what brought Seth Mac-
Masters here. You’'ve known for days
that the sale had been declared void.”

“Why—" Montana was having
trouble understanding. Mr. Stall had
taken his news as though it were a
real surprise. Letty came to his res-
cue.

“Don’t be distressed, Jim,” she
said. “Father knew long before we
came to see you that the decision was
in his favor'. 1 suppose he had been
threatening to back out on the agree-
ment.”

"Is that right, Mr. Stall?” Montana
demanded, his jaws clenched.

HE old man took another turn
I about the room and then came
back to his desk. “Sit down, Jim—
and you, too, Letty,” he said. “I'll

do a little talking now. Of course |
(Continued On Page 94)
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knew the decision was in my favor.
I even arranged for Vickers to let
the information slip out to Rand and
one or two others, figuring they'd
get it to you. Now I'll tell you why.

“When | made that offer down at
Crockett’'s place there was a reser-
vation in the back of my mind. You
two are in love with each other.
You're going to be my son-in-law,
Jim. | said to myself, ‘I'll test him.
If he tries to jam this deal through,
thinking he’s taking advantage of
me, he’ll never marry my daughter.
If he shoots square— I'm with him all
the way.””

A long-drawn sigh of relief es-
caped Montana. A smile came back
to his lips. “Then the deal stands?”

“That’'s what | said,” Mr. Stall
grumbled. “It’s costing me plenty. If
Letty had kept out of this a few
minutes longer 1I'd have got some
sort of a dividend out of you.” The
dinner bell broke in on him. “Better
come in and sit down with us,” he in-
vited.

Jim could only shake his head. He
left a little dizzy.

“He's a hard man to have riding
herd on you,” he said to Letty.

“Yes—and his daughter takes after
him,” she smiled back.

THE END

THE BEST MAN LOST

“This old novel of Mr. Drago’s which
first appeared in print many years
ago has been reprinted here by popu-
lar request.”

Many famed gunmen of the OlId
West, Bat Masterson, Wyatt Earp,
Doc Holiday and others have been
labeled ‘fastest man on the draw’
from time to time, but many think
that title should reside permanently
with Wild Bill Hickok. This is in
fact prompted by the last incident in
his life.

Bill was self-trained to draw at the
first sight or sound of trouble. Ho
was killed by a bullet fired through
the back of his head at close range,
while he was seated at a card game.
When his body was lifted from the
chair there was a gun in each hand.



Bullet Trail
Through
Doubtful Canyon

By
W. EDMUNDS CLAUSSEN

N ALL THE vast desolation that

marked the Southwest there was
no more God-forgotten spot than
that stretch of the Overland Trail
that lay between Stein's Peak to the
east and Apache Pass to the west.
This passageway of bleak, dry for-
sakenness from New Mexico into the
San Simon Valley of Arizona literal-
ly crawled with Apaches asking for
hair.

It was known then as Doubtful
Canyon to the grim-humored men
who laughed with death when they
declared it was “doubtful if today’s
coach could make ’er all the way.”
From the yawning jaws of one en-
trance to its exit through the far
mouth, the six-mule teams were
whipped at a merciless run. In some
places the rimwalls came together so
closely it was impossible for the
driver to avoid being hit if the Apa-
ches took in into their heads to roll
rocks.

The driver and conductor were
armed to the teeth. So were the pas-
sengers. John Butterfield issued
good guns and plenty of ammunition.
He expected those who rode his
stages would be familiar with their
use.

In the incredible time span of one
year this man had built his roadway
stretching from St. Louis to San
Francisco; choosing the long South-
ern route because of its freedom from
snow. In that time he built 200 sta-
tions along the way, manned them
with a trained personel that eventual-
ly totaled nearly 2,000. He bought
1,200 horses and 800 mules at $200 a
head, a hundred fine Concords from
J. S. Abbot & Sons at $1,400 each. Al-
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though no man took his schedule of
2,800 miles in 25 days seriously, But-
terfield established a record of never
taking more than 24 days. Thus he
built and maintained the first trans-
continental stagecoach road in the
history of American transportation.
It was also the longest. He selected
young men as his drivers and paid
them $75.00 a month and keep.

They earned it in Doubtful Can-
yon. Old timers still tell of the three
outlaws holed in the rocks near
Stein’s Peak. A cavalry force was
sent to route them out, and after
many hours the renegades were
killed to the last man. But they had
succeeded in taking thirty soldiers
with them into the happy hunting
ground.

In deference to the troopers, the
outlaws were buried beside a shal-
low wash, apart from the soldiers.
Today the wash has widened taking
with it both the bones of the out-
laws and the stone that marked the
graves of the soldiers.

The year was 1857, and it was a
wild, forlorn country in those days.

THE CIVIL WAR brought the
armies of both sides. On May 4,
1864, Lieutenant Henry Stevens of
the 5th California Volunteer Infan-
try attempted to lead 59 of his men
westward through the canyon. At
dawn they were ambushed at Stein's
by 100 Apache warriors determined
to take possession of Stevens' sup-
plies. In the first Apache volley four
soldiers were wounded and Stevens’
horse killed from under him. Yet in-
stead of retreating, the troups ad-
vanced slowly into the eastern mouth
of Doubtful Canyon, firing their
guns at they came.

Intending to intimidate the sol-
diers, the Apaches began their age-
less ringing movement, chanting
their war cries into the bleak sky
and screaming hideously. They
hemmed the troups on three sides.
Yet despite this untenable position,
Lt. Stevens held his men in line. For
45 minutes they presented the Indi-
ans a ring of steel. At the end of that
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time the Apaches had had enough;
they attempted to retreat into the
mouth of the canyon. But at the
point where it narrowed Stevens’
men had the Indians at a decided dis-
advantage. They poured their leaden
fire into the ranks until the rocks
lay covered with men and horses.

In his official report to his com-
manding officer, Lt. Stevens stated
his loss as “1 man missing in action;
1 man mortally wounded; 3 men
slightly wounded; 1 horse killed; 1
slightly wounded.” Of Indians
killed: “In a place like this it is im-
possible to tell the exact number
killed, but I will report only such as
I know have been left dead on the
ground... The number found dead
at the point of attack was 10.. .it is
reasonable to suppose 20 more were
wounded.”

They entered Doubtful Canyon at
8: A. M.; two hours after the first
shot had been fired.

The opening of hostilities between
North and South made it expedient to
remove the Overland Mail that it
might not fall into Rebel hands. In
doing this Butterfield ordered his
division heads to bring all stock
with them to California as they fled
from Southern soil. Jim Giddings,
of San Antonio, Texas, had with him
$28,000, in stage money, as well as
considerable other property.

The Apaches struck again in
Doubtful Canyon. This time they
massacred seven members of Gid-
dings’ party and burned, his wagons.
A train following a few days later
found the horror of the massacre
strewn along roadbed and buried the
mutilated bodies.

But Jim Giddings and one other
was not with his murdered party, It
was not until a month later that a
second train passing Stein’'s Station
camped for the night aside the trail
and found the murdered men. They
wrapped them in blankets and buried
them, heaping a cairn of rocks above
the grave.

Fifty years later the daughter of
Giddings accidentally met the son of
the man who had buried her father.
She was on her way to Arizona at
the time intending to instigate a
search for her father’'s desolate grave.
With the unexpected help of this
stranger, and the aid of his mother’'s
diary, she located”™he spot and had
a stone marker freighted into the
abandoned canyon. It is still there
amid the mesquite and the catclaw.

But the money Jim Giddings car-
ried with him for the Butterfield
Line was never recovered. Some
think he buried his treasure before
the Apaches struck. They have dug
holes in a wide perimeter about Gid-
dings’ resting place; even attacking
the old Stein’s Station with pick and
shovel.

It is thought the Apaches were set
upon Giddings by Southern sympa-
thizers. In the light of this reason-
ing, it is uncertain what they mur-
dered him for.

In any event, the hunt for Gid-
dings’ treasure has never ceased.
Neither has the search for the burial
spot of thirty soldiers slain by three
desperadoes. Today these must be
written down as unsolved mysteries
of this bullet-ridden canyon through
which John Butterfield whipped his
weary stage mules.
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and women who are on their feet on
hard floors and pavements from early
morning to late night. The Velvct-
Eez Demonstrator you'll get free In
your Sales Outfit' will clinch sales
for you as it has for hundreds of
other Mason Shoe Men all over the

J SHOE MFG. CO.

R Dept. M-37S, Chippewa Fall., Wit

BIG PROFITS

In *49!

PUT A "SHOE STORE
BUSINESS™ RIGHT
IN YOUR POCKET
YOU DON'T INVEST
A CENT... MAH
BIGGER PROFITS _ .
NO STORE OVERHEAD
EXCLUSIVE SALES
FEATURES BUILD YOUR
REPEAT BUSINESS

HUGE NATIONAt
ADVERTISING PROGRAM
BACKS YOU

M LEO DE MATC.-WHO
fevJ | AVERAGES SD( SALES
* 1 *
ftrrAY.iM*>

~K. "1 have accumulated ovar 643

customers. The Mason line with
commissions up to 63.00 a pair Is really
SWELL! Not ony am | anxious to sell these
excellent shoes because It gives me the means
to a more comfortable living for my family,
n doss with ho restric-

t also, I am my o
t'«» orttltnd tel account for.'

RUSH THE COUPON NOW

Mason Shoe Mfg. Co
M-37S, Chlppewa Falls, Wis.

Dept.

Set me ug BIG PROFITS in *40]
Rush me REE Selllng Outfit featuring
Water Buffalo. per and Air Cushion
Shoes, Leather Jac ets, other fast-sellers.

Show me how National Advertising makes
more customers and profits for me. Send

everything Free and Postpaid. (My own
shoe size is «,4

Name

Address

Town State




