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Boothill  W aits
Complete Feature Novel

by ELI COLTER

They were a quarrelsome pair, Harry and Ames, yet staunch 
friends who’d stop blacking each other's eyes to stand together 
against a common enemy. Then came the quarrel over the 
question of what time the sun went down, and a twin-killing. 
Had the pair killed each other? And what was the significance 
of Willy Gilbert’s blank past, and the unknown gent who had 
run away with Amos’ wife years past? It would all come to a

head at sundown ,.,



For Sundown

lAptfM

THE TWO men sat lingering 
over their drinks, their glass
es on the small card table be

tween them, in the front end of the 
saloon near the entrance doors.

Lance Larribee, from his Stetson 
hat and cowhide vest to his spurred 
and hand-tooled high-heeled boots, 
was the complete westerner. Don 
Wharton wore a ten-gallon sombrero 
too, but it didn’t sit on his head as if 
it belonged there; he wore cowboy 
boots, but he hadn’t yet learned to 
walk easily in them. His flannel shirt 
and jeans didn't fit familiarly, as 
does long-accustomed garb. If he 
wasn’t the complete tenderfoot, he

was at least a transplanted easterner 
still a trifle unacclimated to the west.

Wharton was saying, “It's so 
damned silly, Lance! Friends for 
years, and now they're enemies. The 
idea! Two grown men quarrelling, 
coming to blows, over what time the 
sun sets!’’

Lance Larribee pushed his high- 
crowned black hat off his forehead, 
and chuckled. The sheriff’s badge on 
his cowhide vest glimmered in the 
hot n o o n-d a y sunlight filtered 
through the dusty front windows. 
“Yeah, Harry and Amos been old 
tillicums for quite a while. Fight like 
cats and dogs, but it don’t mean noth-
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8 FAMOUS WESTERN

in’; varies the monotony and keeps 
'em in condition. They’d fight for 
each other just as fast.”

“But it means something this time. 
Sheriff!” Wharton protested. “Iwish  
you’d talk to' them before they do 
each other any real injury.”

Lance Larribee said, “Hum.” His 
alert ears had caught the sound of 
hurrying feet on the sidewalk ap
proaching the saloon; he recognized 
W illy Gilbert’s rapid, light footsteps, 
and turned his gaze curiously toward 
the weathered swing doors. What 
would cause W illy to be in such a 
rush, he wondered. He said to Whar
ton, “They been at it ever since I 
knowed ’em, and they ain’t never 
really hurt each other yet, Don.

Wharton grew impatient, annoyed 
at the sheriff’s lack of perturbation. 
He went on excitedly, “Amos said it 
set at seven-thirty and Harry held out 
for eight o’clock. Amos sent Harry 
down the road talking to himself with 
a black eye and a bloody jaw; and 
Harry said something about fixing 
Amos good for that. You really ought 
to see that they don’t hurt each other; 
there’s always a first time.”

Larribefe laughed in relish. “Oh. so 
'twas Harry got the worst of it this 
time! Good! It’s usually Amos gits 
the black eye or the skinned nose.’”' 

The swing doors opened and W illy 
Gilbert came in. The sheriff was still 
watching. Other heads, of men at the 
bar, turned to glance W illy’s way. 
The bartender waved at him.

Joe Beldon called, “Come get your 
nose wet, W illy. I’ll buy.”

W illy shook his head. “Thanks. 
Later. Ain’t got time right now. I got 
to see Lance.”

Beldon said, “Okay, kid. Any time.” 
W illy went hurrying on toward the 

table where Lance Larribee set across 
from Don Wharton. He stopped close 
to the sheriff.

Larribee looked up inquiringly. 
“Somethin’ botherin’ you, W illy?” 

W illy nodded, there was agitation 
in his clear gray eyes, his voice low
ered almost to a whisper. “Yeah. I 
done heard somethin’ funny; I wisht 
you’d come listen to it, Lance.” 

Larribee rose with genial willing

ness, looking down at Wharton with 
a parting grin. “I got to go with 
Willy, now, Don. Don’t you worry 
about Harry Forrest and Amos Kitt- 
ridge; they’re gittin’ about old 
enough to take care of theirselves 
right good, I reckon.”

THERE WERE three men at the 
bar and four at the poker table, 

none of whom paid any attention to 
the sheriff as be started for the swing 
doors with W illy Gilbert. Don 
Wharton deserted the table and fol-  ̂
lowed them out onto the one main 
street of Red Bluff.

The street lay north to south. The 
business area was encompassed in 
four blocks. On the east side of the 
street along these four blocks, hud
dled cheek by jowl as if to keep one 
another company, were general store 
and hotel, livery and smithy, the 
Three-Star Saloon and Ma K elly’s 
Kitchen, and like enterprises compa
tible to man’s need in country friend
ly to both cattlemen and miners.

On the opposite, the west side of 
the street, the empty store buildings 
—some protected by boarding and 
others abandoned to the elements, 
with broken windows and sagging 
doors—were remainders of R e d  
Bluff’s boom days; they’d been vacat
ed when the flash in the pan gold 
rush petered out, leaving that section 
of Nevada to the cattlemen, with 
only a few diehards hanging on, like 
Amos Kittredge and Harry Forrest, 
to pick over the dump tailings and 
prowl old prospect holes, looking for 
a missed vein.

At either end of the business blocks 
stretched dwellings of varied charac
ter, from- Ma K elly’s neat white cot
tage at the north, to Doc Baird’s 
home-office-mortuary on the south, a 
couple of hundred houses and hovels, 
and a hundred rickety old miner’s 
cabins never to be lived in again. On 
both sides of the street, houses and 
trees; the farther- from the business 
blocks the more the trees and the 
fewer the houses.

W illy struck directly across the 
vacant side (3f the town, the sheriff 
close at his elbow, Don Wharton still 
tagging curiously behind.
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Larribee asked, “What was it you 
heard, Willy? Wha’d it sound like?” 

Willy glanced up uneasily at the 
sheriff’s towering bulk. “Well, I don’t 
just sightly know. Sounded kind of 
somethin’ that was a cross between 
a dog whimperin’ and a horse wheez
in’; it scared the hell out of me.” 

“Where at was you when you heard 
it?”

“Down thataway.” W illy pointed 
south. “Just beyond that old slab 
cabin yander.”

They reached the deserted miner’s 
cabin and passed it, Wharton still 
following along, a trifle closer to 
them now.

Then W illy caught at the sheriff's 
arm, his gaze widening in renewed 
excitement. “There! I told you! 
There it is again. Hear it?”

Larribee nodded. He couldn’t help 
hearing it. W illy had described it ac
curately; it did sound like a cross 
between a dog whimpering and a 
horse wheezing.

Willy shivered. “It’s c r e e p y  ! 
W-what is it, Lance?”

Larribee said, “It’s a man. Hurt, or 
been runnin’ hard.” He sent a side
long meaning glance at Wharton, who 
had now joined them. “Just a min
ute, Willy. Go on back to the Three- 
Star and tell Joe Beldon I sent you.” 

W illy said, “All right. Be with 
you in a minute, Lance.” He turned 
and went scurrying up the street to
ward the saloon.

ARRIBEE s a i d  to Wharton, 
“Might be somethin’ he hadn’t 

oughta see. That’s kind of a arrange
ment we got to protect Willy. Time 
Joe’s talked to him two minutes he’ll 
forget all about me’n you and the 
noise he heard. Come on, Don; we 
better look into this.”

The sound was easy to follow. The 
sheriff went toward it, his solid tread 
kicking up the dust and leaving a lit
tle trail of flying particles behind 
him. He advanced well beyond the 
old cabin, through a belt of trees and 
out into a little clearing, before he 
saw the man, and knew before he 
reached him that it was too late.

T he wheezing was loud, now, sten- 
torious and painful to  Amos Kit*

tridge, lying there on his back, half- f  
shaded by the boughs of a dropping 
pine, staring upward with half-glazed 
eyes. There was a bullet in Amos 
chest, high and toward the middle, 
and there was a froth of blood on his 
lips. He was on the edge of conscious
ness only, barely alive.

He wouldn’t be alive long, Larri
bee told himself, as he went down 
on one knee and laid two fingers on 
Amos’ pulse.

Wharton said, appalled, “My Gawd! 
Why should it matter to any man— 
that much—whether the sun sets at 
seven-thirty or eight?”

Larribee was hunched over the 
dying man. He said urgently, “You 
see who shot you, Amos?”

Kittridge’s gray-bearded jaw fell 
slack. The stentorious wheezing 
stopped. His eyes shot. Larribee 
straightened and got slowly to his 
feet. “He’ll never see nothin’ again.
Got it through the lungs. Rifle.” 

Wharton said, “It’s funny nobody 
heard it! Hell! A rifle shot that close 
would have roared from one end of 
the street to the other.”

Larribee looked at him. “Might 
kind of depend on the rifle, wouldn’t 
it, Don? Seems as if .1 remember that 
Harry Forrest's got a gun about that 
caliber, with one of these here new
fangled silencers on it. Only one of 
them gadgets in Red Bluff, too. You 
wouldn’t know where Harry is right 
about now, would you?”

Wharton said, “No. The last I saw 
of him he was going down the road, 
his temper still boiling, swearing to 
fix Amos for giving him that black 
eye.”

“Hum. Well, we might’s well send 
Doc Baird to pick Amos up and take 
care of him; he can git the bullet 
out for me. ’Bout a thirty-thirty, I 
reckon. Harry’s gun’s a thirty-thirty 
Want to come along with me, and see 
if we can locate Harry anywhere, 
Don? We won’t say anything about 
this for the time bein’; I’ll tell Doc 
to keep still about it. W e’ll stop there 
on our way to Harry’s shack.”

The two men re turned  to  the street, 
and continued southw ard along the 
worn old board sidewalk. W harton  
was eager to talk, bu t the sheriff dis-
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couraged conversation bluntly . “Keep 
still, Don, I ’m th in k in ’.”

He was rem em bering all the days 
he’d known Amos K ittridge. Amos 
had been a k indly old man, big and 
pow erful for his years, quick to  anger 
over small th ings but w ith  a big heart 
in him. A silent man, too, secretive 
in his ways, always keeping every
th ing  he knew locked behind a tigh t- 
shu t m outh. T here’d been some jeal
ously guarded happening back in 
Am os’ life tha t he hadn’t wanted 
anyone in Red B luff to learn.

B ut H arry  F o rrest had a d iffe ren t 
make-up. H a rry ’s tongue was loose; 
he’d been born tha t way, and he’d 
never learned fu lly  how to button 
up his lips before too many words 
got out. A lo t of little  th ings slip out 
of a man th a t’s th a t way, Larribee re 
flec ted ; if it  hadn’t been for H arry, 
the sheriff would never have had the 
sligh test inkling of the th ing  Amos 
w anted to forget.

H arry , w ith a drink  too many under 
h is belt, had rem arked to Larribee 
once, “Poor Amos. Can’t  stop ea tin ’ 
his heart out over th a t kid of his. And 
tha t dang woman, runn in ’ o ff w ith 
another man—” T hen  H arry  had re
alized he’d said too m uch and closed 
his mouth.

LA R R IB E E , recalling the instance 
now as He walked along beside 

Don W harton , asked him self what 
had ever become of the erran t w ife 
and the boy. H ad Amos ever known 
w hat became of them? W as the wom
an s till living, and the o ther man? 
How old w ould the boy be about 
now? A nd who was the man whom 
the woman had liked better than old 
Amos?

T he boy couldn’t  be much more 
than  a kid still, Larribee reflected. 
T he only o ther th ing  the sheriff had 
ever learned about tha t old affa ir 
was from  one of the ranchers, repeat
ing to Larribee a rem ark th a t H arry  
F orrest had le t slip to  him. Amos 
had been m arried once, H a rry ’d said, 
fifteen-six teen  years ago. I t  hadn’t 
lasted long ; couldn’t  expect it  to. I t  
was always a m istake fo r a man al
ready in  his late fiftie s  to m arry a 
woman as young as th irty-tw o. I t  had

been less than a year ago when the 
rancher passed th is  little  revelation 
of H a rry ’s on to the sheriff.

L arribee heard W harton  saying 
loudly, “Doesn’t look as if th e re ’s 
anybody home, Lance.” T he sheriff 
raised his gaze, roused out of his ab
sorption in H arry  Forrest.

T hey had come w ith in  sigh t of F o r
re st’s cabin. T hey  were almost d irec t
ly opposite Doc B aird ’s place. T hey  
could see the fron t of F o rre st’s 
house; they could see tha t the door 
was wide open, and there seemed to 
be no one in the one room.

L arribee said, “Hum. You go tell 
Doc Baird to pick Amos up and see 
to him. T ell him  to keep his mouth 
shut about it  ti ll  he talks to me. I ’ll 
take a look around H arry ’s place.”

W harton  turned, and started  acros1 
the street, tow ard the w inding hard 
d irt path which led up to the docto r’s 
house.

L arribee w ent on tow ard ForrestY  
cabin. By the time he reached it. 
W harton  was out of sigh t behind the 
mass of trees and vines w hich shaded 
B aird ’s fron t porch and cut off all 
view of the street. T he sheriff 
stepped into the cabin.

F orrest had not been visible from 
the sidewalk, but he was there, lying 
on the floor behind the open door. 
W ith in  a few inches of his lifeless 
hand lay his rifle  fitted  w ith  the 
silencer. L arribee d idn’t bend over to 
feel of F o rre st’s pu lse; there  was no 
need. H arry  hadn’t been dead long; 
the blood was still oozing from  the 
wounds on his head.

L arribee stepped quickly outside 
again and closed the door. A padlock 
hung from a heavy iron staple driven 
into the door. T he sh e riff  removed 
the padlock, closed the strap-iron 
hasp over the staple, pushed the bow 
through the staple and snapped the 
padlock shut, ju st as W harton  came 
up to rejo in  him.

L arribee inquired, “See Doc?”
“Yes. H e’ll go rig h t out to fetch 

Amos.”
L arribee said, “H arry  a in ’t  here. 

Reckoned I  m igh t’s well lock the 
door for h im ; Ke put th a t padlock 
there to  keep the damned mule out,
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and I  see the m ule’s in the back 
yard.”

W harton said, “H arry  can’t have 
gone far, or he wouldn’t have left the 
door standing open that way.’’ 

Larribee said, “Hum. You could be 
right, Look around for him, then if 
it suits you.” He glanced at the 
shack’s one window, covered by a 
double strip  of burlap. Nobody would 
get far try in g  to look through that. 
“You run across H arry, tell him I 
w ant to see him. Meantime, I got to 
have a talk  w ith Doc, soon’s he comes 
back w ith  Amos. See you later, Don.” 
He walked off down the board side
w alk tow ard’s L aird’s house, then 
halted, a few yards away, and looked 
back a t W harton. “Hi, D on!”

“Yes, S heriff?”
“Do you know w hat time the sun 

sets?”
W harton stared. “Hell, no. I never 

paid any atten tion .”
“Sets around seven-forty-five this 

time o’ year, Don.”
The sheriff w ent on, crossed the 

street, tu rned  into the d irt path lead
ing to B aird’s vine-shaded porch, not 
looking back, not paying any fu rther 
atten tion  to the gaping W harton.

r \  S L A R R IB E E  started
____ fh  up the porch steps, Dr.

' f f \ \  B aird came driving his 
' ■ . W o  \  buckboard from the 

back of his lot, on the 
way to pick up the 
body of Amos K itt- 
ridge. “W ant to go 
along, Lance?”

The sheriff shook 
his head. “No thanks, Doc. I ’ll ju s t  
s it and th ink  a spell while you’re 
gone.

Larribee moved over to the doctor’s 
large porch rocker and dropped his 
big bulk in to  the chair; He was still 
s ittin g  there, his hat pulled down 
over h is eyes, when Baird returned 
w ith  the body.

He w ent down off the porch and 
helped B aird carry Amos in through 
the back way, where they’d be unob
served by any chance passersby on

the street. T hey took Amos into the 
doctor’s work room—Doc B aird was 
coroner, medical examiner for the te r
ritory , as well as Justice  of the Peace 
—and laid the body down on B aird’s 
trestle table.

Larribee said, “Nobody seen you 
pick up Amos?”

“No. I took damn good care they 
d idn’t after W harton ’s te llin ’ me you 
said to keep it dark ; you got any idee 
who shot Amos, Lance?”

“Hum. Not ju st yet, Doc. Kind of 
early in the game. Say, D oc; you 
know what time the sun sets?”

“E h?” B aird was removing his coat 
to go to work, and he stopped to stare 
for an instant. “Hell, anybody knows 
the time the sun sets. D ifferen t hours, 
d iffe ren t times of year. R ight now, 
close to seven-forty-five. A nybody in 
Red B luff could tell you that, w ithin 
ten to fifteen  m inutes, anyw ay.” 

Larribee said, “T h a t’s close, Doc. 
They was both exactly w ith in  fifteen  
m inutes of it, one late and t ’other 
early .”

B aird hung his coat over the back 
of a \ch a ir. “W hat the hell are you 
talking about?”

“Amos and H arry ,” Larribee an
swered. “They had a fig h t over it. 
Amos said seven-thirty, H arry  said 
e igh t; Amos blacked H a rry ’s eye and 
cut his jaw open w ith his knuckles.” 

B aird laughed so hard  th a t his 
whole lean w iry body shook. “Them  
loony old he llions! T hey  never had to 
look hard for som ethin’ to scrap 
about, did they. B ut—good cripes, 
Lance! You ain’t  h in tin ’ th a t you 
th ink  H arry ’d shoot old Amos over—” 

“I don’t. He couldn’t of, very well. 
H e’s layin’ over there in his shack 
w ith his head bashed in. You can go 
g it him, too, soon as Don W harton  
stops hangin’ round there lookin’ for 
him.”

B aird pursed his lips in a low w his
tle. “Jum pin’ grasshoppers! W h a t’s 
goin’ on around here, Lance? I  
thought Red B luff had tu rned  peace
able since the boom-followers d rifted  
on to o ther d iggin’s.”

Larribee said, “And Don W harton 
ain’t  the one ’at done it, neither, He 
don’t  know  when the sun sets. W ho
ever killed 'A m os and H arry  knows
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plumb certain  th a t the sun sets rig h t 
on the dot, come seven-forty-five.” 

“W hat in hell’s the sunset got to 
do w ith  i t? ”

“I  ain’t  say in’.” T he sheriff half 
tu rned  as if to  leave the room, then 
halted and th ru s t his hand into his 
pocket. “Soon’s you can fetch H arry  
'th o u t bein’ seen, here’s the padlock 
key. He was killed w ith  a short han
dled spade; his own, I  reckon. I t ’s 
there on the floor, a couple of feet 
beyond him. H is rifle  w ith  the silen
cer on it is there near the spade.” 

B aird  gazed down a t Amos’ big 
hard  body there on the tres tle  table. 
“Amos and H arry ! F riends for near 
tw enty  years, according to their own 
calculation. B oth  dead, on the same 
day, w ith in  a few m inutes of each 
other. W ho killed ’em, Lance? And 
w hy?”

“I  ain’t  got no idee yet, I  told you 
that. B ut as to  w hy—is a horse of 
ano ther color. T hey  was both killed 
because they  d idn’t  know when the 
sun  se t; and don’t  ask me to  go no 
fu r th e r’n  that, because I  don’t know 
no more’n  th a t m yself.”

“Jum pin ’ holy g rasshoppers! T h a t’s 
dow nright crazy, L ance!” B aird pro
tested.

“Nope. P lum  reasonable from  the 
k ille r’s poin t of view, Doc. Some
th in ’ happened rig h t a t sunset, last 
few  days; or som ethin’ is goin’ to  
happen rig h t a t sunset nex t few days. 
I f  i t  already has happened, I  got me 
a  tough  nu t to  crack; if i t ’s goin’ to 
happen, I  got a tougher one. Because 
i t  can happen anyw here in  Nye 
C ounty ; Nye C ounty is my business, 
and i t ’s a big county. You know any
th in g  about Amos’ w ife or kid, Doc?” 

“N ot much, Lance. H arry  men
tioned it to me once. Ju s t  said Amos’ 
w ife was a rig h t p re tty  girl, name 
o f Nancy, and it  was a p ity  the kid 
couldn’t  have looked like her.” 

Larribee said, “H arry  seems to 
have done a lot of m entionin’ here 
and  there. Reckon I b etter p u t me 
up a bu lletin .”

“You figure Amos was killed by 
th a t gun of H arry ’s, Lance?”

“H ad to be. R ight there on tha t 
lo t across from  the saloon, and no
body heard  the shot. Nobody else

has got one of them  there silencer 
contraptions, th a t you know of, has 
th ey ?”

B aird said, “No. I  could swear 
th a t’s the only one in tow n.”

“You answered your own question, 
then. W ell, I  started  out of here 
once; reckon I ’ll go, now.”

TH E  S H E R IF F  w ent on out of 
house, back down the s tree t to 

h is own office. He possessed a small 
blackboard, kep t nailed up in his 
fron t window, which he used for 
chalking up notices for the citizens 
of Red B luff. He got a dusty  w iping 
cloth from his battered old desk, and 
rubbed the blackboard clean.

T hen  he took a stub of chalk and 
w rote on the sm udged black su rfa c e :

A N Y B O D Y  CAN R E C O LL E C T  
A N Y T H IN G  H A R R Y  F O R R E ST  
E V E R  M E N TIO N E D  A B O U T  
A M O S’ K IT T R ID G E ’S P A ST ?  E S 
P E C IA L L Y  A B O U T  H IS  W IF E  
AN D  K ID . IF  SO, I ’D B E  R IG H T  
M UCH O BLIG ED  IF  YO U’D 
COME T E L L  M E A B O U T  IT .

He signed it officially , “Lance Lar
ribee, Sheriii o f N ye County,”

T hen  he stood back and looked at 
i t  from  the  sidewalk, m u tte rin g  to  
him self. “Never can tell w hat’s goin’ 
to  smoke a civet cat outen his hole. 
A nyth in ’s w orth try in ’. ’T ain ’t  some
th in ’ th a t’s already happened th o u g h ; 
cain’t  be. H ad to be som ethin’ 
powerful u rgen t to  drive a man to  
butchery like th a t;  I ’d of got a smell 
of it. Nope, i t ’s som ethin’ th a t’s 
goin’ to  happen, and Amos and H arry  
was killed to keep anybody else from 
find in ’ out about it. Looks as if I 
got -some snoopin’ to  do. I be tte r g it 
a t it.”

T en  m inutes la ter he went away 
from  his office, having locked his 
desk and his door. He glanced back 
a t the bu lletin  board as he proceeded 
down the street. T he le tte rs  were 
good and big, anyone could read the 
notice fo rty  fee t away.

L arribee w ent on, ta lk ing  to  him 
self. “Hum. I  got to  g it W illy  on the 
job, W illy ’s the best spreader I  ever 
eee. H a lf hour a f te r  W illy  reads
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w hat’* on th a t board, every man in 
the Three-Star’11 know it, I reckon 
Joe’s still holdin’ him.”

He moved a little  faster, headed 
toward the saloon. I t  hadn’t  occurred 
to W illy  yet that anything prin ted  
on the bulletin board was public prop
erty anyhow; Larribee had impressed 
on him long ago that notices on the 
boards were secrets. W illy  loved to 
tell secrets; it  was a kind of game 
that delighted him, and the men of 
Red B luff doted on pleasing W illy. 
H alf the men in town depended on 
W illy  for news from the sh e riff’s 
bulletin board.

All the men in town had a soft spot 
in the heart for the little  waif. They 
fed him and clothed him, and wel
comed him whenever he elected to 
stay overnight in their cabins. They 
had unanim ously adopted him when 
he’d drifted  into Red B luff three 
years ago. He hadn’t been able to tell 
much about himself, beyond his age 
and his name. He hadn’t even known 
where he came from. The heavy scar 
on the side of his head—w hich even 
his thick curly  brown hair couldn’t 
quite copceal—was the answer to the 
flown memory and the addled wits.

Somebody had tried  to kill W illy  
once, but it had been long ago; Doc 
Baird had said the scar was years 
old. W hoever did it, likely believed 
they had killed him. He had a shy, 
w inning way about him, he was al
ways ready to do anything for any
body. He shifted  from cabin to cabin, 
too restless to stay put in one place. 
He was the town’s boy: it would be 
as much as a m an’s life was worth 
to  attem pt to abuse W illy  Gilbert in 
Red B luff.

He especially liked Doc Baird and 
Sheriff Larribee, though he liked all 
the men. W illy  was never so happy 
as when he was in the saloon listen
ing to  the stories and laughter, bum
m ing drinks. By common conspiracy, 
the men never bought him anything 
stronger than sarsaparilla; he was 
th irteen  years old.

“T hirteen  year old,” mused L arri
bee, nearing the Three-Star. “And he 
come here three years ago. And Doc 
said the scar was old. W hen he wasn’t  
no bigger’n  knee-high, somebody

whammed him on the head and le ft 
him for dead. Now I  wonder! B y  
Godfrey, I  just wonder!”

TH E  S H E R IF F  walked into the 
saloon to see W illy  leaning 

against one end of the bar, listening 
to some yarn Don W harton  was te ll
ing Joe Beldon and the bartender 
Pete.

Larribee went d irectly  toward them, 
th ink ing  fast. Amos had been m ar
ried fifteen-six teen years ago. Amos 
and H arry  m ust have come to Red 
B luff shortly  afte r Amos’ young wife 
had run off w ith  the o ther man. The 
boy w ouldn’t have been more than 
three-four years old then. W illy  had 
been ten when he came to Red B luff. 
A boy could change a lot between the 
ages of three and ten ; and H arry  had 
said the boy d idn’t look like his m oth
er. I f  W illy  was Amos' boy, it was 
reasonable th a t ne ith er H arry  nor 
Amos would have been able to  recog
nize him.

W illy  looked up and saw L arribee 
coming while the sh eriff was still, 
several feet away. Larribee beckoned, 
and W illy  came eagerly tow ard him, 
clear eyes shining under h is mop of 
curly  brown hair.

Larribee said lowly, “You ain’t 
heard that sound again, W illy ?” 

W illy  looked a t him  blankly. 
“W hat sound?”

Larribee nodded, satisfied . As 
usual, W illy  had com pletely fo rgo tten  
all that had passed from  his imme
diate attention. L a r r i b e e  said, 
“T here’s another secret on the bulle
tin  board, W illy ; i t ’s a real good one 
this time.” W illy  nodded eagerly, and 
w ent hurry ing  out of the Three Star. 
Don W harton had ju st finished his 
yarn, and Joe Beldon and P ete  both 
laughed uproariously. Beldon grinned 
at Larribee and gestured tow ard the 
bar. Larribee joined them  and ordered 
a whisky, stood there by Beldon, lis
tening to the talk  going on, thinking.

Money, he wondered. Could it have 
been for money, or the gold th a t ex
changed for money? B ut Amos and 
H arry  hadn’t ever amassed any 
m oney; they’d never got more th an  
grub stake out of the several old 
prospect holes they  were always grub
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bing in. Or, had they? W ith  Amos so 
close-mouthed, how was a man going 
to  know? Surely H arry  w ould have 
slipped and m entioned it, w ith  tha t 
runaw ay tongue of his. Could it  have 
been revenge? H ad e ither Amos or 
H arry  ever done any th ing  to  any
body bad enough to deserve that?

Larribee glanced down the bar. A 
few  more men had come in. None of 
them  was saying any th ing  w orth re 
peating. He wasn’t  going to  learn 
any th ing  hanging around there, L arri
bee concluded.

T he sh eriff paid for his drink  and 
w ent on out of the saloon. Up* the 
stree t he saw W illy  ju s t tu rn in g  away 
from  the office window, having read 
and memorized the w ords w ritten  on 
the bu lletin  board. W illy  was p lenty 
sm art, Larribee re flec ted ; not being 
able to  remem ber th ings d idn’t  affect 
h is native intelligence. A nd he was 
learn ing  to  remem ber some things, 
m ore and more, th is  last year—things 
th a t he was particu larly  in terested  in. 
H e was slowly bu t steadily  getting  
better, anyone could see th a t;  L a rri
bee had heard several of the men 
speak of it, delighted a t the boy’s im
provement.

W illy  was hu rry in g  now, alm ost 
running. Larribee stopped w ith in  a 
few  feet of him, and W illy  slowed, 
sm iling happily. He was always sm il
ing, always happy. A ny little  homely 
th in g  made W illy  happy.

Larribee said, “B y the way, W illy . 
You know w hat tim e the sun sets, 
don’t  you?’’

W illy  gave his stock answer, as 
L arribee had expected him  to  do. 
“Sure. I t  sets a t six o’clock ; it  always 
sets a t six o’clock." Had it set at six  
o'clock when W illy  was struck down, 
Larribee wondered. W illy  was going 
on, “A ny tim e you w ant to know 
w hat tim e it  is, you ju s t w ait till the 
sun  sets, and th a t’s six o’clock. W hy— 
she to ld  me that, d id n 't she! Because 
he came a t six o’clock, and th a t was 
how I ’d know when to look for him ; 
when the sun set.”

L arribee pounced on that. “W ho 
to ld  you? Your m other, W illy ?”

“My m other? I  guess I  don’t  know. 
She was aw ful p re tty . F o r a m inute 
th e r e 'l  could see h er!” He shook his

head; the half-revealed m em ory had 
faded.

Someday, L arribee to ld  him self, 
someday he’s going to remember ev
erything, or nearly  everything. Has 
that got any th ing  to  do w ith  w hat 
happened to Amos and H arry?

W IL L Y  was saying, the eager
ness subsided into his habitual 

happy placidity , “Amos and H arry  
ough tn’t to have quarreled about th a t; 
they  was both w rong.”

“Oh, you remember the quarrel, do 
you?”

W illy  said, “Sure. Because I  was 
bad scared. I  though t somebody was 
going to  get hurt. Amos said h a lf
past seven. H arry  said eight. And 
they  was both wrong. T he sun sets 
at six o’clock.”

L arribee asked casually, “ I don’t 
suppose you recollect if  any one else 
was around listen in ’ in, do you, 
W illy ?”

W illy  looked troubled, his eyes 
tu rned  vague. “I  guess not. I t  was 
rig h t there across from  Doc’s place. 
B u t I  don’t guess anyone was there, 
only Don W harton. Don said it  was 
a silly  th ing  to quarrel about, because 
the sun sets at six o’clock.”

“You don’t always do th ings by the 
sun, do you?” Larribee prodded. “Say, 
now, you was goin’ to  be somewhere 
at a certain  time. You w ouldn’t  go by 
suntim e, would you?”

W illy  shook his curly  head, and 
laughed, as if  th a t were a foolish 
query. “N ot me! E verybody goes by 
clock time, so I  go by clock time, too. 
The clocks are nearly  always w rong, 
bu t you have to  go by clock tim e, or 
you’ll get o ther people m ixed up. 
T hat was why she to ld  me sunset. 
And I  still  can’t  te ll the clock tim e 
very well. T he hands go round too 
slow.”

L arribee said, “T hey  sure do. B y 
the by, W illy ; w here was you goin’ 
tonight, a t sunset by the clock?” 

W illy ’s eyes w idened in  pleased 
surprise. “T h a t’s ju s t the way he said 
it. Sunset by the clock. A nd of course 
th a t’d be six o’clock. B u t th is  is the 
time of year the clocks are wrong, 
and the sun’s la te ; so I ’ll have to  ask 
Pete. O r I  won’t  get there  in  time.’’
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Larribee said, “T h at’s right. You 
ask Pete. H e’ll take you. W here you 
goin’ to be a t sunset bv the clock, 
W illy? Goin’ to meet somebody? 
W ho told you to be there?”

W illy ’s eyes veiled, and his face 
turned guarded and waiy. “He said 
for me no t to tell, or half the tow n’d 
want to go along, and th a t’d scare 
’em.”

“Scare w hat?”
“Coyote puppies, in their nest. Coy

ote puppies are aw fully cute.”
“They sure are,” Larribee agreed. 

“I ’d like to see them  puppies too, 
W illy. You reckon I could go along?” 

“I don’t  think you better, Lance; 
you m ight scare the puppies away. 
They don’t know you. He been up 
there lots of times. They got used 
to him. They a in ’t  scared of him.” 

Larribee said amiably, “O k a y, 
W illy. You go see your puppies by 
yourself then. I reckon you know 
where the nest is?”

“Oh, sure. By the red bush.”

W ILLY  w ent down the street, 
then, toward the Three Star, 

and Larribee kept on up street toward 
his office. In  short time the men in 
the saloon were going to know word 
for word what was w ritten  on the 
blackboard. Larribee unlocked his 
door and w ent into his office. He 
figured he wouldn’t have long to  wait. 
He hadn’t.

H e’d been there less than fifteen 
m inutes when Dick Hammond walked 
in. Larribee looked up from his desk 
absentm indedly. “Hello, Dick. A ny
th ing  I  can do for you?”

Hammond said, “W ell, no. O ther 
way about. W illy  was te llin ’ us about 
the notice on the board. H arry  made 
a crack to me about Amos a few 
m onths ago. Don’t  amount ot much.” 

L arribee said, “M ight help. L e t’s 
have it.”

“W h at you checkin’ up on Amos 
for? He done som ething?”

“Could be, Dick. ’S what I want to 
find  out. W ha’d H arry  tell you?” 

“Oh, lie ju st said, it was kind of 
curious tha t Amos’ w ife’d run off 
w ith  another man, and Amos never 
known who the man was. Is  kind of 
curious, ain’t  it?  You’d have thought

he’d of seen the o ther man hangin’ 
around sometime, w ouldn’t you?” 

“Oh, I dunno, Dick. N ot if the wife 
and the other man was m iddlin’ cau
tious. W ith  Amos away prospectin’ 
half the time. T hat a ll?” ,

“T h a t’s all, Sheriff. I to ld  you it 
d idn’t am ount to much.”

“Every little  helps, though. Thanks, 
D ick.”

Hammond w ent away. T hen it was 
Joe Beldon came. Then it was some
body else. W ith in  the next hour nine 
men dropped into the sh eriff’s office 
to report little  th ings H arry  F orrest 
had let slip. S ifted and pu t together 
in chronilogical order, these slips fu r
nished Larribee w ith  a sketchy his
tory  of Amos’ tragedy.

E  HA D  never seen the 
man who had taken 
away his w ife ; Amos 
had never even heard 
the m an’s name. The 
two had skipped out 
when Amos was away 
on a prospecting trip . 

iP®Tf traced them  to
^  *' the lower section of 

Nye County, bu t hadn’t  m olested 
them. Amos had believed th a t the boy 
was better off w ith his m other, being 
so young. The boy was less than  th ree 
when the m other w ent away w ith  him, 
and Amos had never seen him  more
than half a dozen times, being away 
so much. B ut he was pow erful fond of 
his son, always hoping the woman 
would maybe come back some day.

Amos and H arry  had stayed close 
enough to keep a line on w hat was 
going on. Then the woman and the 
boy had both been killed in  an acci
dent. No one would ever know exact
ly what had happened. T he woman 
and the boy had driven to a neighbor
ing ranch, visiting. (T he boy was 
then about seven or eight years old). 
They had never come back. T he team 
had come home, lathered and exhaust
ed, hides to rn  as if they had been 
attacked by a sharp-clawed m ountain 
cat, dragging the battered wagon w ith  
one wheel off.
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I t  had been a long time before the 
bodies were found, past all recogni
tion, but easily iden tified  by the 
ripped  and ragged clothes. T he man 
him self had found them, and begged 
fo r aid  in  bringing them  home for 
burial—the man who had run away 
w ith  the woman when she left Amos. 
Then, g rief-stricken and seeking only 
to  forget, he had sold the horses to 
a nearby rancher, l e f t  the territo ry , 
and never had been heard of again. 
B y th a t time, H arry  had learned the 
m an’s name, though he had kept it 
from  Amos. T h at had been easy, 
since H arry  had done all the enquir
ing, and Amos had stayed in the back
ground.

T he m an’s name was Gilbert.
P u ttin g  all these fragm ents of in 

form ation together, Larribee had to 
revise his estim ates a little . Amos and 
H arry  had been rig h t here in Red 
B lu ff when the th ing  had happened. 
I t  had been from  Red B luff that 
H arry  had kept an eye on the woman 
and  the boy and reported to Amos. 
Easy enough, and no one the wiser, 
w ith  H arry  out on his prolonged 
prospecting trips.

“Hum,” L arribee m uttered. “T hat 
was d u rin ’ the boom days, when we 
was swarm in’ w ith  all kinds from 
everywhere. T enderfoots and old- 
tim ers, shady crooks and honest gold- 
seekers. You could take your pick, 
and anybody could g it by w ith  any
th ing .”

H e deserted his desk, w ent ou t of 
h is office and started  southw ard down 
the street. One rem ark, of all the 
o thers H arry  had made, stood out like 
a smoke house in  the fog. H arry  had 
said of the m an G ilbert th a t he was 
“some elick-talk in’ ranny from  the 
east; I ’d guess §he liked his smooth 
ways and his glib lingo.” “A slick- 
talkin’ ranny from the east.

Some men, the sh eriff reflected, 
came from  the far east and settled  
in  the west as effortlessly  as a duck 
sits  the water. In  no time at all you’d 
th in k  th ey ’d lived in  the w est all 
th e ir  lives; they  fitted  into its ways 
as com fortably as a m an’s hand fits  
in to  an old glove.

B u t there were others who didn’t  
l i t  in, though Larribee couldn’t  fu lly

define the treason for i t  even tv hln*  
self. T hey  couldn’t  read just them 
selves to the new way of existence, 
ju s t d idn’t  belong. A fte r th ey ’d been 
in  the w est for ten  years, th ey ’d still 
give you the im pression th a t th ey ’d 
come from  the east only a few m onths
ago.

A R R IB E E  turned  in at B aird ’s 
d irt path. The doctor had 

brought in  F o rre st’s body now, and 
had both men laid out in h is back 
room. He had brought the spade th a t 
had killed H arry  Forrest, the silenced 
rifle, tha t had killed  Amos.

H e said, “You w ant to take the 
weapons to  your office, Lance?"

Larribee said, “Nope. I reckon 
they’re safer rig h t here than any
where else, Doc. I w anted to  ask you 
som ethin’, Doc. I f  a rig h t good spe
cialist was to operate on W illy ’s head, 
you reckon the boy w ould g it his 
memory back?”

B aird  looked startled . “How in hell 
did you ever happen to ask a th ing  
like th a t? ”

“Oh, I dunno. Ju s t got my brain 
to  w orkin’, I  guess, Doc.” He told 
B aird the sum m ation of all the scat
tered  little  rem arks th a t H arry  F o r
rest had left behind. “You know, it 
would have been plumb easy for Gil
bert to have faked th a t accident busi
ness, Doc. W ouldn’t  it?  Them  livin ' 
away off to them selves like that. He 
could have killed the woman and the 
boy, could have run  the team  to hell 
and cut ’em to make ’em look clawed. 
T hen  hp could have hid  the bodies 
where they  w ouldn’t  be discovered. 
A fte r they  was so fa r gone there was 
no te llin ’ w hat had really  happened 
to ’em, he could pretend to find ’em, 
and pu t on his big show of bein’ all 
broke up.”

“Sure he could,” B aird agreed read
ily, “A nd he w ouldn’t need to  be 
m ore’n a half-w ay decent actor to get 
plumb away w ith  it. B u t w hat w ould 
he k ill them  for, Lance?”

L arribee sighed. “Doc, you got me. 
T h a t’s som ethin’ I  ain’t  figured  out 
yet. N ot ju s t to g it rid  of 'em ; it 'd  
have to be a more u rg in ’ reason than  
that. B u t suppose G ilbert done that. 
Doc. A nd done it  so slick th a t he
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skipped outa there w ith his sk irts  
clean and nobody ever suspectin’ him 
—all but for one thing.”

Baird said, “You mean W illy !” 
“T hat’s right, Doc. Suppose Gil- 

bert’d had a son of his own, older’n 
Amos’ boy, and tha t son knowed 
what G ilbert had done to the woman 
and Amos’ son. G ilbert would have to 
kill him too, to be safe, w ouldn’t he? 
Suppose he thought he did kill W illy  
and left him for dead. And the boy 
didn’t die, but come out of it, and 
wandered on till he come to a town 
years later, not rem em berin’ no th in ’ 
of what happened, not knowin’ a dang 
thing but his name.”

Baird sucked in his breath. “Holy 
jum pin’ grasshoppers! And Gilbert 
got wind of it, and come h e re !” 

“T h at’s right, Doc. B ut to git back 
to operatin’ on W illy. Could it bring 
his memory back?”

“Once chance in a thousand, Lance. 
I t ’d be dangerous. I t ’s be damned 
costly. I t ’d need a big specialist.” 

“Amos ai\d H arry  ever talk  to you 
about it? Amos bein’ so softhearted 
about all kids a fte r losin’ his own 
boy, it’d be like him. Suppose Amos 
and H arry ’d made a real strike in one 
of them old holes, and was w illin’ to 
save up the dust to pay for the spe
cialist. You know H arry ; he’d of let 
i t  slip to somebody. And suppose that 
somebody repeated it, and it got to 
G ilbert’s ears. He w ouldn’t be fool 
enough to hang around here w earin’ 
his own name, Doc.”

B aird drew in his breath again, and 
shook his head. “I ’m damned if I  see 
how you figure these things out, 
Lance. As far as my knowledge goes, 
you’re righ t on every count. H arry  
and Amos had been wanting to do 
som ething for W illy  ever since he 
showed up here. Amos made a whale 
of a strike about a year ago. T h at’s 
one th ing  H arry  never let slip ; he 
d idn 't know a damned thing about it. 
Amos never told him, for that very 
reason ; he never told anyone but 
me.

“He ever g it the gold out, Doc?” 
“Oh, sure. Easy enough. Nuggets, 

in two big pockets. M ust be w orth 
rig h t around eighty-ninety thousand 
bucks. I ’ve kept it  cached here fo r

Amos, in my little  underground 
vault.” B aird grinned! “Amos and I  
didn’t figure nobody’d ever go pokin’ 
around among the dead lookin’ for 
nuggets. Nobody ever has.”

“You w rit a specialist for H arry  
and Amos, Doc?”

“Yes. T hat I did. He stated his 
price. Then I noticed th a t the boy was 
beginnin’ to get better by himself, 
remembering clearer all the time, now 
and then g e ttin ’ flashes of th ings 
that happened away back. I advised 
Amos and H arry  to hold off, warned 
’em that it would be damned danger
ous—the boy m ight die under the 
knife. Amos w rote the specialist, and 
he agreed w ith me. W e decided 
against the operation. W illy ’ll be 
nigh as good as new someday w ith 
out bein’ all cut up.”

LA R IB E E  groaned and got to his 
feet. “Damn you to  hell, Doc! I 

had a nice neat w orkout all sewed 
up, and you shoot it all to  hell. W ho
ever killed Amos and H arry  had to 
have some damn u rg in ’ reason for it, 
and had to w ork fast. G ilbert was my 
baby, there for a few dang sweet m in
utes. K illin ’ off the woman and Amos’ 
boy would of been reason for doin’ 
Amos and H arry  in .”

B aird looked u tte rly  bewildered. 
“How in hell you figure th a t?” 

“W hy, if they  was goin’ to  have 
the boy operated on and his mind 
cleared, he’d of remem bered G ilbert 
and told on him, w ouldn’t  he? A nd if 
Amos ’n  H arry ’d made a strike  and 
piled up the stuff, G ilbert could 'have 
made a sweet haul to skip the country  
with, couldn’t  he? But, hell! H arry  
couldn’t of let th a t slip, he d idn’t even 
know it. The nuggets wasn’t  cached 
in H arry’s or Amos’ cabin w here Gil
bert could have dug it  u p ; i t ’s safe 
in the vault with- your stiffs. A nd 
though W illy ’s g ittin ’ better all r ig h t 
—I seen th a t m yself—this way i t ’ll 
take him years afore he remembers 
everything. And there w asn’t  even 
goin’ to  be no operation. H ell!”

B aird laughed in sp ite  of him self. 
Larribee started  stam ping tow ard the 
door, and B aird said, “Don’t  take it 
to  heart, Lance.”

Larribee growled, “Ah, shu t u p !”
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Baird said, “I’ll tell you one thing 
Amos told me, that sure ties in with 
your theory, Lance. He never told 
anybody else, either.”

Larribee looked at him quickly, 
halting half way to the door. “Yeah?” 

“If it’ll make you feel any better 
to know you’re probably partly right. 
Amos told me that Gilbert—though 
he didn’t know the name, he just 
called him that lowdown son—he told 
me that Gilbert had had the woman’s 
life insured for a steep sum; said he 
always would believe Gilbert deliber
ately killed the woman for the insur
ance, and just didn’t want to be both
ered with the boy.”

Larribee said, “Why, damn your 
cussed soul. Why didn’t you tell me 
that in the first place, instead of guy
in’ me and askin’ me what he’d of 
killed ’em for?”

“Well, to tell you the truth, Lance. 
I never did take any stock in it. I 
always thought Amos was a little 
cracked on the subject, and I don’t 
take any stock in it now. The only 
reason I mentioned it—you looked 
so down-hearted, I thought it might 
cheer you up to realize that part of 
your figurin’ could have hit the nail 
on the head.”

Larribee said savagely, “Damn it 
to hell! AH of my figurin’ could hit 
the nail on the head; I figure plumb 
logical, Gilbert’s still my baby, if I 
can run him down. Amos and Harry 
was right across the street yonder 
when they got into that bust-up over 
when the sun set. You here then?” 

Baird grinned. “I sure was. Watch- 
in’ the whole circus. I wouldn’t of 
missed it for money.”

“You see anybody else hangin’ 
around takin' it all in?”

“There wasn’t  anybody else around 
but Don Wharton, and he was nearly 
scared out of his pants. I thought I’d 
die laughin’ at his expression when 
—My Gawd Lance! You’re thinkin’ 
of Wharton!”

Larribee said sharply, “Don’t try to 
tell me what I’m thinkin’, and don’t 
jump to conclusions. Was Don talkin’ 
to W illy any? You hear anything 
bein’ said?"

18

B AIRD stared, the sudden dawn
ing of a new idea showing in 

every line of his face. “Jumpin’ grass
hoppers, Lance; maybe you’ve got 
somethin’. Yes, Don was talkin’ to 
Willy. And I could hear most of what 
he was sayin’. I thought then, and I 
think now, he was just tryin’ to tow 
W illy away—the fight was scaring 
W illy—and get the kid's- mind on 
somethin’ else. And he succeeded. But 
if you’re thinkin' what I think you’re 
thinkin’, nothin’ he said to W illy is 
any good to you.”

“Leave me be the judge of that. 
What was he sayin’ to W illy?”

Baird said, “Just tellin’ him about 
a nest of coyote puppies he’d found, 
promisin’ to take him up to see ’em 
someday. Hell, whyn’t you pump 
W illy?”

“I tried to. Tell W illy anything’s 
a secret, and he’ll spill it to the whole 
town. Tell him that he mustn’t-repeat 
a thing for some certain reason, and 
wild horses couldn’t drag it out of 
him; you know that as well as I do. 
All I could get out of him was that 
he couldn’t tell who was goin’ to 
show him the puppies, then other 
people would want to go, too, and 
they’d scare the puppies away. Might 
as well talk to a stone wall as quiz 
W illy after that. I want to ask a 
favor of you, Doc.”

“Just name it, Lance.”
“Along about six o’clock, hell, no! 

Make it five-thirty. He was to meet 
him there around six. At five-thirty 
you get hold of Don Wharton, shag 
him into the Three Star if he isn’t 
already there, and buy him the drinks. 
And don’t tell him, nor nobody else, 
that Amos and Harry is dead.”

Baird looked him levelly in the eye, 
and nodded. “I get you. I’ll see that 
Wharton’s in the Three-Star from 
five-thirty on. For how long?”

“Until I come back.” Larribee had 
started out again. He paused in the 
doorway to finish what he had to 
say. “No matter what, don’t let him 
git away from you.”

Baird smiled grimly. “Don’t worry. 
I’ll keep him there if I have to slip 
some chloral-hydrate into his glass.” 

Larribee grunted, “Fair enough. 
Get him there, and see that he stays
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put. Be seein’ you.”
The sheriff le ft B aird’s house be

hind and w ent on a little  way up the 
street. The afternoon was waning, the 
sun lowering. F ive-th irty  wasn’t too 
far aw ay; Larribee went on until he 
had a clear view of the Three Star 
entrance doors.

Then he backed out of sight be
tween the trees and set himself to 
wait. “The red bush,” he m uttered. 
“H ell, there’s a thousand and one red 
bushes in the hills. B ut he’ll know 
w hat special red bush it is. You can’t 
lose W illy  in  the woods.”

/ 4 /
H E  HANDS of Larri- 
bee’s watch stood at 
ten past five, when 
W illy  emerged from 
the saloon and started 
up the street. L arri
bee waited until the 
boy had passed and 
was a good block be
yond, then stepped out 

of his re treat and followed. The boy 
was allowing him self plenty of time 
to reach the red bush by six o’clock.

W illy  w ent along w histling con
ten ted ly . The stree t wa3 deserted 
now. I t  w ouldn’t  have m attered had 
it  been thronged; nobody paid any 
a tten tion  to  W illy 's  rambling about. 
B u t Larribee didn’t w ant any one to 
catch sight of him tra iling  the boy.

T he sheriff ducked into the trees, 
and forged ahead sw iftly  on a parallel 
course till he had le ft the town be
hind. The two were traveling due 
north . T he sheriff was safe from all 
detection from the start, keeping to 
the vacant side of the town.

Once the last of the buildings, even 
the scattered houses, were cut off by 
the  th ickening forest growth, L arri
bee stopped, watched W illy  swinging 
along toward him, and waited.

T he boy was w ithin a hundred 
yards of the sheriff before he caught 
s igh t of him, and he stopped short, 
looking a little  dismayed.

L arribee called to him, “I t ’s all 
rig h t, W illy ! I  ju s t  happened to  be 
o u t th is  way, saw you cornin’, and

thought I ’d w ait for you. You goin’ 
to see the coyote puppies now?”

W illy  nodded, advancing slowly 
until he reached Larribee. He said 
anxiously, “You sure you won’t  scare 
’em?”

“I give you my word, I sure won’t. 
Come along, le t's  get to tha t red 
bush.” The boy fell into step w ith 
him, still a trifle  re luctan t and dubi
ous about Larribee’s presence, and the 
sheriff added, “I f  th ey ’re little  
enough, we m ight take one home w ith 
us for a pet. You reckon you’d like 
th a t?”

W illy  beamed; on the instan t his 
last shred of objection scattered  to 
the winds. “Hell, yes! I ’d like tha t 
swell. Can you tame ’em?”

“Oh, sure. I f  you g it ’em young 
enough. They ain’t no th in ’ bu t wild 
dogs, you know. Can you see the red 
bush y it?”

W illy  swept a glance over the ter- 
rane ahead. They were well over a 
mile from town, now. They were trav 
eling up a kind of swale th a t was 
rapidly tu rn ing  into the bed of a shal
low gulch where the slopes began to 
rise on either hand.

W illy  said excitedly, “Yeah! I  see 
it. T here’s lots of red  bushes, but 
you couldn’t m istake th is one. I t ’s 
growin’ in fron t of a boulder big as 
a house. Up there. See it? ”

Larribee looked up the slope where 
the boy pointed. Given the rock for 
landmark, nobody could go w rong 
about the exact red bush indicated. 
I t  was perhaps six ty  feet above the 
gulch bed, on the western slope. L ar
ribee stood and stared at i t  in tently . 
I t  looked innocent enough.

He glanced down a t W illy . “You 
stay rig h t here, and I ’ll go up and 
see i f  they’re there. I f  they  are, I ’ll 
call you and you can come up.”

W illy  protested vehemently. “B ut 
I  want to go along; I  w ant to  see the 
puppies. You said I  could have one.” 

Larribee said, “You’ll see ’em, if 
they’re there, son. You’ll have one, if 
they’re little  enough. B ut the m other 
coyote m ight be hangin’ around, too. 
She could m ight nigh claw you and 
bite you to  death, if  she got you 
down. I ’m p re tty  tough. She couldn’t 
h u rt me much. You w ait here. I  find
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the old she coyote up there, I ’ll scare 
her away so i t ’s safe for you to 
come.”

W illy ’s face cleared. “Oh! I never 
though t about that. Sure. I ’ll wait. 
You be careful she don’t jum p you.” 

“I w ill. You jes t be patien t and 
hold everything for a few  m inutes.”

LA R R IB E E  w ent lunging up the 
slope, quartering  off to the side, 

his gaze in ten t on the red bush, 
w atching sharply  for the firs t sign of 
the trap. The trap  would be there ; 
there could be no doubt about that. 
And it w ouldn’t be roughly se t; W illy  
knew the woods too well to be en
snared by anyth ing  crude.

W ith in  a few yards of the bush and 
the rock, s till keeping well to the 
side, L arribee stopped and surveyed 
the set-up alm ost inch by inch.

The red bush was not d irectly  in 
fro n t of the rock. A good fifteen  feet 
of space intervened. O ther trees and 
bushes massed close beyond the little  
clear space and the big rock. The 
grpund of the slope was abruptly  
steeper for'several feet just below the 
red  bush. A ll around, on every plane 
or sloping surface, the earth  was 
covered by a th ick  m at of fallen  yel
lowing and reddened leaves.

T h at was alL The entire layout 
looked u tte rly  innocent of all hidden 
danger. T he coyote puppies were 
there, four of them, tin y  th ings no 
more than  a few days or a week old. 
T hey were in a leafy depression at 
the base of the big rock, d irectly  
across the clear space from  the red 
bush.

Anyone, to  get a t the puppies, 
would have to cross the clear space 
between the red bush and the rock. 
There was no other way to reach 
them. Larribee stared at the leaf-m at
ted space till his eyes ached.

T hen he saw it. A little  cluster of 
green leaves w ith  their edges begin
n ing  to curl under the red and yel
low ones.

He w hirled, clawed around under 
the trees un til he found a long tough 
branch, broke it off and stripped it 
of twigs. He sidled close to  the 
cleared space, and began using the 
branch to  sweep the leaves.

I t  d idn’t take him  long. U nder 
the red and yellow leaves w ere nu 
m erous boughs w ith  bunches of w ith 
ering green leaves still adhering. T he 
boughs were laced together lightly , 
bu t carefully . L arribee eyed them  
grim ly. T hey w ouldn’t  hold up the 
w eight of a wild rabbit. He seized 
the bu tt end of the nearest bough 
and hauled it away. T he whole s tru c 
ture gave and came w ith  it.

T he boughs had been neatly  tied 
w ith  strong bonds so they couldn’t 
be disturbed by any stray  animal. 
L arribee peered down the uncovered 
hole. I t  was a good eight feet across. 
I t  was probably tw o hundred feet 
deep.

He turned  and called down to the 
boy. “All right, W illy . Come on up. 
T hey’re here, and th ey ’re little  
enough to take. T he old she coyote 
don’t seem to be around now here.”

As W illy  came racing tow ard him, 
he added w arningly, “Be careful! 
T hat sudden slope there  is an old 
mine dump, so dang overgrowed you’d 
never recognize it  if  you wa’n t look
in ’. Come around th is  way and hang 
onto me. D on’t  stum ble into th a t old 
mine sh aft; you’d sure be a goner if 
you did.” * * *

T hey  came back into the tow n a 
little  while a fte r sunset. T he a f te r
glow was s till in  the sky as they  
walked into the Three Star side by 
side, W illy  crad ling  the tin y  coyote 
pup in his arms.

H alf the men in  tow n were gathered 
in  the room, m ost of them  a t the bar. 
B aird had W harton  close to the nigh 
end of the bar, the doctor was still 
p lenty sober, but W harton  already 
had more than  he could carry.

Larribee laid a hand on W illy ’s 
shoulder, and halted  him  a good way 
back from the bar. Several of the men 
turned  to look, and B aird  w inked at 
the sh eriff and gestured  m eaningly 
w ith  his head tow ard the owlish-eyed 
W harton.

LA R R IB E E  said, “Gentlem en, I ’d 
admire to have you give me your 

atten tion  please.” A ll ta lk ing  stopped, 
and Lartibee had in stan tly  the undi
vided atten tion  he’d requested. “ I got



BOOTHILL WAITS FOR SUNDOWN 21

to make a pretty sad announcement. I 
got to tell you that Amos Kittridge is 
dead, shot by that gun of Harry’s 
with the silencer on it. Harry Forrest 
is dead, too; beat to death by his own 
spade. Doc Baird can verify me; he’s 
got ’em laid out in his back room.”

Baird said quietly, “Yes, that's 
right; I’ve got ’em laid out for bur
ial."

Larribee said, “It begins with 
Amos’ wife, and the fella she run off 
with.” He went on, repeating the 
whole of the theory he had figured 
out when he was talking with Baird. 
“Only, it’s more’n a theory, you see, 
gentlemen. He was goin’ to be ex
posed sure. Harry and Amos stirred 
the whole thing up, startin’ the talk 
about operatin’ on the boy. The killer 
had to git rid of ’em fast; and he had 
to git rid of the boy. Gentlemen, 
what would you fellers do with a 
man that lured W illy into the woods 
to find some coyote puppies? And 
had a old mine shaft covered up for 
the boy to fall into? He’d failed to 
git the boy once, he was goin’ to make 
sure W illy didn’t git up and walk 
away this time.”

Dick Hammond stared at the puppy 
in W illy’s arms. “And somebody in 
this room tried to pull that. Lance?”

“Sure did, Dick.”
Baird moved a little closer to Don 

Wharton.
Joe Beldon said, “Show us the 

man. We won’t leave one inch of 
him hangin’ onto the other.”

Larribee said, “Then grab Doc 
Baird, and hold him! Hold him, I 
said! Just grab him and hold on; 
that’s all. Hold your tempers, too; I 
got more to say.”

Baird turned white, as a dozen 
hands seized him so quickly he had 
no chance to move at all. He gulped 
and swallowed, but he made no at
tempt to speak.

Larribee looked him up and down 
contemptuously. “Sorry I had to kind 
of flim-flam you about that sunset 
business, and one thing and another, 
Doc. Made me look plumb foolish 
now and ag’in, I reckon. But I had 
to make you think I was clear off the 
track, and hadn’t even got a smell of 
your trail. Because I-had a lot of fig

urin’ out to do, and I needed your 
cooperation.”

He looked at the other men, his 
hand still on W illy’s shoulder. “You 
see, I was plump suspicious of Doc 
right from the start. You was all 
supposed to think that Harry and 
Amos killed each other, and it could 
of been explained that way. Though 
I won’t take the time for it now. But 
I knowed that quarrel about the sun
set didn’t mean nothin’: Harry and 
Amos been squabblin’ about triflin’ 
matters since Heck was a pup. Doc 
was the only man livin’ right there 
across from Harry; outside of Don 
and Willy, he was the only one could 
have heard the quarrel and knowed 
what it was about, and was handy to 
kill ’em right then and make it look 
like the result of the quarrel. But I 
couldn’t figure what he’d do it for. 
I had to do some snoopin’.”

Baird s a i d  scathingly. “Why, 
you—”

LARRIBEE interrupted the fluent 
cursing. “Shut up! Listen to me, 

Doc. You talk, or I’ll turn you over to 
the boys, and I don’t give a hang 
what they do to you. You talk, and 
I’ll do my best to see you git life in
stead of the noose, and I reckon I 
can do it. You don’t deserve it, Mr. 
Gilbert—might’s well call you by 
your name now we know tvhat ’tis— 
but I’ll keep my word. While you 
was gone after Amos, I sneaked into 
your office and prowled around, and 
I found that letter from the specialist 
which come yesterday. Didn’t shed 
much light, till I got down to some 
heavy thinkin’.”

He spoke to the other men again, 
in an explanatory aside. “Letter said 
as how Amos was worried. Doc Baird 
bein’ all for the operation again. 
Warned Baird not to consider it none, 
was a long chance of bein’ successful 
and a good chance W illy might die. 
But—if Doc had been takin’ that 
tack, there wouldn’t of been no blow
up, no need for fast action.”

He said to Baird, “ ’Twas ’tother 
way about from what you told me, 
wa’nt it? The specialist advised ag’in 
the operation, but you lied to Amos 
and Harfy. You was all for it, and 

(Continued On Page 97)



Guns For A  Gambler
Complete Powdersmoke Novelet

by T. W. FORD
(Author of “Bleeding Gold”)

They called him Gambler Johnny, this pitiful little man who 
took insults and blows meekly. Yet, there was fire burning 
beneath his calm exterior, and memories of the days when he 
had been a commanding figure. And indignation against the 
rotten deal he knew was coming up finally made him reveal

his true self . . .

H E  STOCKY man w ith the 
p ro jecting  lower lip hammered 
angrily  w ith  a fist on the bar 

top. “Come on, Gambler! Shake your 
britches! W e w ant some drinks.” He 
bawled it a t a small, slender man w ith  
a wasp w aist girded by a flour-sack 
apron. T he la tte r stood staring  out 
the window a t the sun-beaten main 
stree t w ith  a dream y air. “W ake up, 
Gambler, dang it! You w ant I should 
wake you w ith  a little  lead, huh?” He 
dropped a hand suggestively to one of 
the ivory butts of the guns that 
sagged at his w aist, and tacked on an 
oath re flecting  on the drink-w ran
g ler’s parentage.

T he Gambler came around sw iftly, 
silently, spinning on a runover boot- 
heel, yet w ithout seeming to move 
fast. He held spectacles in his le ft 
hand and his righ t was suddenly fla t 
against his thigh, though he wore no 
shooting iron. For a moment his small 
blue eyes were no longer tired, had 
lost their meek look; the habitual 
stamp of discouragem ent was washed 
from his flat-jawed pale face below 
the cap of uncombed blue-black hair. 
T he look on him, som ething about 
him, made the man outside the bar 
clamp a hand on tha t gun butt, real
ly-

T hen the barkeep known as the 
Gambler, Gambler Johnny, donned 
his spectacles and the mask of inof
fensiveness settled  back over his face. 
“Sorry, Mr. Jonas, sorry. Reckon I

m ust’ve been th ink ing  of som ething,” 
the Gambler said in tha t low, deep 
voice so strange in such a small man. 
H is body, which had gone as s t if f  and 
stra ig h t as a slim  sword blade a t th a t 
obscene oath, re lax ed ; he moved 
down behind the bar counter in his 
old squeaky boots, yet w ith  a kind 
of g lid ing grace. Took the four shot 
glasses Jonas shoved across.

“F ill ’em up and bring  ’em over, 
T w o-B it,” Jonas said, sneering a t the 
o ther’s beard-stubbled face, a t the 
soiled sw eat-stained w h i t e  sh irt. 
Jonas him self was always duded up, 
favoring cream-hued sombreros and 
fancy silk sh irts  and fringed  w hite 
buckskin gloves. He was the segundo 
of Dal Sebon’s Running-S ou tfit, 
though he never appeared to  w ork at 
it m uch; he was always w here the  
handsome Sebon him self was. Some 
folks called Jonas a bodyguard, Se
bon’s f if th  ace in the hole; there were 
w hispered h in ts he’d been a gun 
passer in the days before Cholla Cen
te r knew him.

Gambler Johnny filled  the glasses, 
pu t them on a tray, and took them  ob
sequiously to  the table across the bar
room where the quarte t sat in the 
somnolent afternoon. T here was the 
sligh ty ly  hunch-backed H ank R asher 
who had a rundow n hay and feed 
store. W ho d idn’t  w ork in it much a t 
all but always seemed to  have p len ty  
of dinero. T here was a stranger in 
town, a gent the Gambler heard them  
call Texas, a ta ll sp lin te r of an hom-
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Gambler Johnny was shooting it out, now, as of old . . .

bre toting tied-down hoglegs. He had 
*n ever-reappearing catlike grin. 
Since he’d been there, no customer 
had more than barely pushed the bat
wing doors inward before his slate- 
hued eyes slid that way. And there 
was Dal Sebon himself, tall, power
ful, big-shouldered, a tiger of a fig
ure, confident of his strength and his 
good looks. He lounged indolently, 
occasionally fingering one of his 
long sideburns, tawny-eyed with a 
handsome acquiline nose. The dance- 
hall girls always fluttered around

when he went into one of the cow- 
town’s honky tonks, but .bis red
lipped mouth was the mouth of a man 
who would enjoy cruelty. And there 
was Jonas, of course.

“Well, how’s the old Gambler?” Se
bon sang out as the barkeep set out 
the drinks. Sebon had a lazy patron
izing voice. “You look a mite bogged, 
down, Gambler; bet you was out run
ning after fillies all night, huh?” He 
guffawed and the others chimed in. 
He gave the slim Gambler a playful 
shove that almost upset him, then
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produced a silver dollar. “F er Gawd’s 
sake, buy yourself a clean sh irt, Gam
b ler; you stink  like a  skunk’s bou
do ir!”

J U ST  AS the meek Gambler pu t 
out a hand fo r it, Sebon le t it  

drop in to  the spittoon standing be
side the table. The Gambler pu t on 
a sickly grin, then took up the sp it
toon and took it  back behind the bar 
w ith  him. The Lord knows tha t when 
a man needed dinero for w hat he did, 
he’d crawl for it. B ut he’d tu rned  so 
gray he looked aged, though he was 
still shy of th irty .

The one called Texas was saying 
over at the table, “H earing you call 
him  the Gambler rem inds me of a 
cardman I used to  see in a pueblo 
down on the Rio few years back. 
Gambler B anfors, he was. W hat a 
dude and a devil he was—stopped a 
stud  game one n ig h t w ith  thousands 
on the table w hile he changed to a 
fresh  sh irt, ’cause he got a spot on 
the cuff. W eren ’t  afraid  of the devil 
him self, neither.”

He paused to ligh t up one of those 
skinny brown paper cigarets he had 
constantly  in his knife-th in  lips. “I 
was there the n ig h t one of the tough
est gunslingers in  those parts called 
him a cheat and sw ung a gun on him. 
T his Banfors ripped a .32 from  a 
shoulder sling and broke th a t jas
per’s shooting arm  afore he could 
s p i t . . . . .  A dude and a devil!”

“W ell, th a t ain’t  our Gambler!” 
guffaw ed Sebon. “T his poor little  
pack rat, he—”

Two men entered through the bat- 
w ings w ith  purposeful sw iftness. The 
fron t one was little , m iddle-aged 
fierce-eyed Asa Pomm, cow king of 
the  Cholla country. H e was a proud 
man, the kind of an hombre nobody 
ever dared get fam iliar w ith, always 
garbed in dull gray w ith  a black bow 
tie over a spotless w hite sh irt when 
he came to  town. Behind him fol
lowed a man known as Garson, a rider 
who’d joined the Pomm o u tfit a few 
m onths back. H e was bigger than  his 
bq^s bu t bony-faced, too ; and Garson 
walked w ith  the same quick nervous 
s tr id e ; he was always w ith  Asa Pomm 
when the cow baron came to  town.

Garson’s prem aturely  pure w hite h a ir 
showed below his sombrero.

Pomm walked down the m iddle of 
the room, then faced Sebon and the 
o ther th ree a t the table. Sebon nod
ded lazily, som brero pushed back, 
said, “Howdy, Pomm.”

Pomm stood w ith  hands on hips and 
crackled, “M ister Pomm, to  y o u . . . .  
Sebon, I ’m w arning you: stay  away 
from my daughter, A ugusta! Sabe? 
I don’t w ant her seeing the likes of 
you, don’t  aim to  have her w asting 
her time on a skirt-chasing fool who’s 
locoed over his own good looks!”

L istening, th e  little  Gambler got 
ready to duck down behind the bar. 
I t  looked like a bad moment. Jonas, 
Sebon’s segundo, had half-risen  from 
his chair tha t was backed against the 
side w a ll; the hombre known as Texas 
had dropped his hands under the 
table. B ut Sebon gave w ith  a silent 
laugh, teeth  baring an instan t, then  
pu t on a look of mock hurt.

“I ’m rig h t sorry  to  hear you feel 
that way, Mr. Pomm,” he said w ith
out rancor. “She’s a m ighty  fine girl. 
T he kind of a miss I ’d like to  m arry  
and settle  down w ith.” H e shook his 
head sadly. "T he rig h t kind of a 
girl, Mr. Pomm, can change a m an’s 
whole—”

“Stop giving me th a t slick-as-slob- 
bers em pty m outhing, Sebon,” little  
b ristling  Asa Pomm  snapped. " I ’m 
telling  you to  stay  the o ther side of 
the fence; she a in ’t  fo r the likes of 
you. T hem ’s o rders!”

Sebon said low-voiced, “B ut if she 
was w illing  and ready to  m arry  me, 
Mr. P o m m .. . . ”

Pomm’s lips curled as he tu rned  
red w ith locked-in fury. “I f  she ever 
got hitched w ith  your breed, Sebon, 
I ’d—I ’d d isinherit her. S tay—away— 
from—A ugusta.” He stared  several 
seconds, then tu rned  and stalked out 
w ith Garson tra ilin g  him.

The man called T exas had his eyes 
locked on the ta lle r Garson as if  fas
cinated by som ething about him. T hen  
Texas slipped silen tly  out the  side 
door into the alley, and Dal Sebon, 
shedding the mask of m eekness, came 
ou t of his chair like a snake, eyes 
a-blaze, to  throw  low-voiced oaths 
a fte r the departing  cow king.
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ain’t a-going to  get away w ith that 
kind of talk  to me, by grab!” he w his
pered venomously. “He a i n \  a-going 
to get away w ith it. . . . ”

» OW N A T the end of the back 
bar counter, the barkeep known 

as the Gambler riffled  a deck of cards 
with eye-defying rapidity . He shuf
fled, cut, recut w ith an easy yet daz
zling speed. The place was empty 
now; Sebon and his party  had left. 
The gambler dealt out four hands 
to im aginary players. The cards 
flipped through the air, fa lling  in 
four precise stacks, his long well
shaped fingers not seeming to ac
tually touch them  yet controlling 
them. H is pale hands were absolutely 
spotless, the nails perfectly  trimmed, 
cleaned. Even though he m ightn’t 
shave for days, would wear a d irty  
shirt, Gambler Johnny always kept 
his hands that way. They represented 
the last b it of pride and self respect 
le ft him.

Suddenly the rem ainder of the deck 
d ipped  from the le ft one and his 
fingers clawed, the hands shaking, in 
a gesture of fierce frustration. The 
little  blue eyes grew m is ty ; his 
mouth tw isted. H e’d fallen a long 
long way, just one step short of the 
gu tter, his thoughts went. W ith  
loathing he looked along the bar, a t 
the d irty  glasses to be washed, the 
floor tha t was supposed to be mopped 
up before the evening’s business got 
under way. W orking  as a drink wran
gler for Big Belly M artin, owner of 
the Wagon W heel Bar and Gambling 
Hall, a man was one step above a 
swamper. And maybe one degree 
iower than a monte dealer, who was 
usually  rated as half a jum p ahead of 
a horsethief.

W hen he’d firs t comeoto work here, 
a silent frozen-faced man obviously 
w ith  something locked inside him, it 
had been as a gambler, a card dealer. 
H is eyes strayed to the green baize 
card tables in the back of the place. 
H e ’d been an ace-high dealer, an ex
traord inary  clever man w ith the 
cards. Folks had wondered why a 
gam bler so good condescended to 
w ork a t a cheap jo in t like B ig B elly’s 
place.

TH E R E  HA D  been two things 
wrong w ith  Gambler Johnny in 

B ig B elly’s estimation. One was that 
he dealt them  straigh t, refused to 
cheat, though in fun he could burn a 
card off the bottom  so that nobody 
could detect him. The other th ing  was 
that the Gambler refused to clean a 
man; when a p layer was down to his 
last few chips, or dollars, the Gam- 
bler’d refuse to play any more 
against him. The avaricious B ig Belly 
had railed at him for it, threatened 
to fire him. “H e’ll go somewhere else 
and lose it, you fool!” he’d ranted at 
Gambler Johnny afterw ard.

The Gambler had shrugged in b is 
neat-fitting  gray frock coat. “Let 
h i m . . . .  But I don 't aim to have it 
on my conscience.”

Then he’d taken to periods of 
drinking. H e’d ju st sit in his room 
upstairs, a bottle of forty-rod whis
ky beside him, like a man clubbed 
into a stupor. S taring w ith  haunted 
hollow eyes, staring back into the 
past. He w ouldn’t be able to  come 
downstairs and deal them  sometimes 
for a night, or even two nights, in a 
row'. Big Belly him self had had to 
deal them. And that d rink ing  had f i
nally given the ru th less glassy-eyed 
proprietor his chance to cut down th is 
fastidious little  man w ho’d always 
treated  him so coldly, so condescend
ingly.

Gambler Johnny had been unable 
to work so many nights, M artin  told 
him, that he actually  owed dinero 
against his salary. And M artin  d idn’t 
want him to deal for him any m ore; 
Johnny was too soft-hearted. So, 
therefore, the only way he could 
work it off was behind the bar; tha t 
was how he’d become a bartender, 
Gambler Johnny realized.

He stared at the cards he’d dealt 
out, clamped his eyes shut against the 
sight of them. T hen he heard the 
creak of the batwings, footsteps en
tering  the place. “I ’ve got to  pay,” 
he m uttered to  him self before he 
tu rned  around. “ I t ’s the p r ic e .. .  
I ’ve got to  pay for w hat I ’ve d o n e . .. 
I ’ve got to  pay.” He pivoted and 
moved down behind the counter w ith  
tha t subservient smile.

I t  was a ta ll m an w ith  the coffin 



26 FAMOUS WESTERN

like face in the long ru sty  black <joat; 
he was a stranger to Cholla Center, 
had been in town a couple of days, 
staying down at the T ravellers 
House. Nobody knew w hy he was 
around; he slapped a silver dollar 
on the bar and Gambler Johnny set 
him  up a drink. The coffin-faced 
man—his name was H auser, accord
ing to  the clerk down at the hotel— 
took a swig, seemed to be looking at 
no th ing  w ith  his smoky black eyes. 
T hen the Gambler realized they were 
focussed on his w hite long-fingered 
hands. T he Gambler picked up the 
bar rag  and began to swab around the 
back bar.

“Glad to see you’re doing some
thing, daggone i t ! ” I t  was Big Belly 
M artin, the boss, who’d come down 
the stairs from  his room above, come 
noiselessly in those slippers he wore 
till  the real n igh t business started  
and he donned his boots. He had foot 
trouble. He gave a big warm grin  to  
the stranger in the black coat; afte r 
all, the man was a paying customer. 
“Gambler, I ’ll take over the bar. I 
w ant you to go on an errand for me.” 
M artin  yawned. He slept most of the 
day and stayed up all night. “H ere.”

M artin  extended an envelope to 
Gambler Jo h n n y ; there was a note in 
side it. “Take th is over to the Gold 
Strike  and give it to Gladys.” M ar
tin  rubbed his huge belly, then fe lt 
his jowls to  appreciate the shave he’d 
ju st given him self, finally  ran a hand 
over his th inn ing  greased-back black 
hair.

“I ’ll have another drink,” said the 
man in the ru sty  black coat.

T he boss said he’d take care of him. 
“Take th a t message, Gambler, and 
make it fast.”

GA M B LER  Johnny m urm ured 
som ething and got an old bat

tered Stetson from the hook at the 
end of the bar and w ent out the back 
door of the place. He knew a short 
cut. I t  was a relief to  get out of the 
place, anyw ay; there was som ething 
about the hombre in the long black 
coat th a t smelled of lawman. He got 
over to the Gold Strike  up on the side 
street, f o u n d  the brassy-haired

Gladys th a t the boss was struck  w ith  
at the moment. He gave her the note, 
then started  back fo r the W agon 
W heel, but in no hu rry  to  get there.

He m eandered down the side street, 
took the lane th a t ran  behind the 
hotel, the T ravellers House. T h at was 
where Asa Pomm stayed when he 
was in town for any length of time. 
And Pomm, as Johnny  knew from  
hearsay at the bar, had been in town 
a day and a half w aiting  the arrival 
of a cattle buyer from  a Kansas C ity 
m eat-packing house; the flood over 
in the Skollone H ills  th a t had washed 
out the bridge over the creek, had 
held up the stagecoach.

"H e’d be a tough man to gamble 
against,” Gambler Johnny  said half 
aloud. T hen he heard som ething 
th a t wasn’t the w ind in the grass be
side the horse-shed in  the rear of the 
ho tel; and he saw them, A ugusta 
Pomm, Asa Pomm ’s daughter, and 
Sebon, ta ll and handsome in the dusk.

T he Gambler stopped in his tracks 
and w atched them. T hey w ere stand
ing close together, ta lk ing  in the 
se ttling  shadows. T here was a  low 
laugh, Sebon’s laugh. A ugusta drew  
back a step ; Johnny  could see her 
very plainly, outlined against the 
white-washed stone rear of the hotel. 
She was small, a fragile th ing  in her 
w hite dress against the big Sebon. 
Red-haired, the tresses 'hang ing  to 
her sh ou lders; high-bosom ed and 
tapering  to a tiny  waist, her gray 
eyes flashing w ith  em otion when she 
tu rned  her head away from  Sebon. 
Suddenly, Gambler Johnny  wanted 
to k ill the man.

H e’d seen A ugusta Pomm before 
in town, from  a distance, always ad
m ired her—and som ething more than 
adm ired her. Once she’d come out of 
a store, started  to  cross the street 
when a d runk  had blocked her way. 
Gambler Johnny had fended him out 
of the way and escorted her across 
the m uddy road. W hen she’d thanked 
him, she’d called him “Gambler Jo h n 
ny.” And it  was the f irs t  tim e he’d 
known she knew who he w as; he’d 
never forgotten  tha t time.

T hen  he saw Dal Sebon pull her 
to him  roughly. She pu t up her hands
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to  fend him off, and next her. arms 
w ent limp. Sebon was kissing her, 
kissing her hard on th a t b righ t red 
mouth that Gambler Johnny  had 
never forgotten. Sehon finally  re 
leased her, and she ran to the rear 
door of the hotel.

A M BLER Johnny moved on, re 
turned to B ig B elly’s place and 

took up his duties behind the bar. I t  
was still too early for the n igh t 
crowd though a couple of cowhands 
were sipping beer; old man Tesser, 
hobbling on his cane, came in for his 
before-dinner drink. M artin  came be
hind the bar and poured him self a 
big shot before going up to his room 
to doze before the n ig h t’s gambling 
started. T hen the man known as 
Texas and Dal Sebon walked in to 
gether, Jonas tra iling  behind; they 
were hardly there when H ank Rasher 
hurried in and joined them. Somehow, 
to the Gambler, it seemed like a gath
ering of buzzards. He pushed a bottle 
over the bar.

They poured drinks and Texas 
began to talk  rapidly, in a low voice. 
T he Gambler could hear, even as he 
pretended to be busied at something, 
but nobody ever paid any attention 
to the little  pack ra t who once dealt 
cards there anyway.

Texas said: “Moment I  slapped my 
eyes on th a t Garson, I  knew I ’d seen 
him  afore—even though he’d shaved 
o ff his mustache. I  saw the way he 
nibbled a t his lip, looking at our 
drinks while tha t Ponun told you off, 
Sebon.”

“T old me off, th a t danged—•”
"L isten ,” said Texas. " I  w ent out 

the  side door and followed ’em back 
to  a  little  bar at the o ther end of the 
town. I  traipsed in casual-like and 
bought a  drink, standing near to  him 
a t the  end of the bar. I  got a good 
look a t h is bad teeth  and knew then 
I  w asn’t  wrong. I  got a great mem
ory fo r little  details like th a t an’—”

“W here’d y o u 'se e n  him before?” 
dem anded Sebon im patiently.

"G unstock F o rk s . . . .  O nly I  can’t  
recollect w hat handle he was using in 
th a t pueblo over there by the state 
lin e ; he was in  ja il fo r shooting a

man, a man name of Kirby. I t  was a 
plain man-to-man fair draw fight, but 
th is K irby had a heap of relatives 
and friends in that town—including 
the sheriff, who was his cousin. They 
threw  th is—uh—Garson into jail, and 
th a t n igh t a lynch mob h it the jail. 
In  all the excitem ent, Garson slipped 
out and made his escape. Got clean 
away. Garson.” He picked up his 
drink.

SEBO N  SPA T  on t h e  floor.
“Texas, you said you had some

th ing  big to tell me. W hat the devil 
good’s that?  You cain’t  even remem
ber the name he used in that Gun- 
stock place.”

“N ot so fast,” said Texas, a nasty 
note in his voice. “I said I got d rink
ing w ith him  a while ago at the o ther 
end of town. Garson—as he calls 
him self—likes the redeye. A heap. I 
bought a few drinks, then I sprang 
it on him when he was some orey- 
eyed. Said I thought I ’d met him be
fore. In  Gunstock Forks, mebbe it 
was, I said.” Texas broke off a mo
m ent to fire up one of those brown 
paper cigarets.

“He w ent white, said I was locoed. 
Got all excited.”

“Yes. W ell?” said Sebon shortly . 
“Said I  was m istaken. I sorta h in t

ed he was using a d iffe ren t name 
then. He said I was crazy again. 
T hen—-he slipped, said he could prove 
it. Said his brother was the biggest 
man in the valley and would back him  
up. He used these words. He said, 
‘W hat Asa says around here is taken 
for gospel tru th . And—’ T hen he 
choked off like he’d lost his voice. 
Sabe?”

Sebon galvanized so suddenly he 
knocked over his glass. T he Gambler 
refilled it as i f  he were unaware of 
anything th a t had been said.

" I  savvy,” he said softly. “Garson is 
Asa Pomm ’s own b r o th e r . . . .  No 
wonder he’s always w ith  him  when 
he comes into t o w n . . . .  And he’s a 
wanted killer, by grab.” He stared 
down hard a t the bar, handsome face 
tau t, fo r some time. D rank his d rink  
and stared some more.

T hen he looked up. “Texas, I ’m 
glad I  h ired  you—rig h t glad. I ’ve got
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p la n s . . . .  Gambler, we got some busi
ness to  transact. B ring  a bottle and 
some glasses into the private room.” 
He led the way down to the back end 
of the bar and turned rig h t in to  the 
little  room off to one side of it.

The Gambler obediently brought in 
a bottle and some glasses, set them  on 
the table there, face a mask of meek
ness. B ut when he emerged and saw 
tha t no other custom ers had come in, 
he was glad; he moved down along 
the back counter to that mail order 
company’s calendar tha t hung there, 
slid it aside softly . Behind it was 
bored a hole th a t looked into the p ri
vate room. Big Belly always liked to 
know what was going on in there ; it 
had made him a little  unexpected 
dinero on a few occasions.

The Gambler had a lim ited view of 
the four of them sittin g  in there. But 
he wasn’t in terested  in seeing; he 
wanted to hear. He turned  his head 
sideways. Sebon was saying:

“—and she’s a p re tty  enough filly, 
that Augusta. B u t women come a 
dime a dozen for me. Sure. . .  . I ’d 
m arry her to get Pomm’s outfit. He 
a in ’t  young, exactly. And—well, ac
cidents can happen to a man. Like 
a drygulcher’s shot when he’s rid ing  
a lonely piece of fenceline.”

“Asa said he’d cu t her off if she 
h itches w ith you,” Rasher reminded 
Sebon.

Sebon cursed but not angrily. "N ot 
now—he won’t—w ith  him  hiding out 
h is brother as a cowhand—a man 
th a t’s wanted by the Law. I got a 
plan.” He swigged a drink so fast he 
coughed a moment. “Look. W e pass 
Asa Pomm the word—indirectly  of 
course—th a t th ey ’s going to be a ru st
ling raid on his place ton ight—by 
tha t Joe Longo’s o u tfit that was seen 
up in the foothills a week ago. H e’ll 
bust the breeze to f i t  back home pron
to. But we gotta keep this Garson— 
his brother—in town. See that he’s 
plumb orey eyed. T hen we tie the 
deadwood on him in a shooting mess, 
see th a t the town m arshal grabs him. 
H e’s jailed—and me, I got Asa Pomm 
righ t where I want him .”

“I don’t savvy it, boss,” said Jonas 
heavily.

Sebon snorted. “S im p le . . . .  A fter

we fix  Garson, I  take A ugusta over 
the county line and m arry her. She’ll 
come w ith  me, all r ig h t; she’s plumb 
locoed about me. S u r e . . . .  T hen  we’ll 
come back. And Asa won’t  d isinherit 
her, ’cause I ’ll tell him we know tha t 
his brother in ja il—of course he’ll be 
able to whip the charge in the end— 
is w anted in G unstock Forks for a 
killing. Asa’ll accept me as his son- 
in-law to buy my silence.”

T here was no thing said in the p r i
vate room for some moments. Then 
the Gambler, listen ing  through the 
little  hole, heard Texas h it the table 
w ith  his fla t hand. “T h a t’s a righ t 
sm art idee,” he said.

“ Sure—it ’s m ine,” agreed Sebon. 
“Rasher—Texas—git out and find 
that Garson. Keep him drink ing ; g it 
him blind orey-eyed. I know the gent 
to git to slip the word to Pomm his 
place is going to be raided. And a 
little  afte r m idnight, we’ll pu ll the 
fake shooting involving Asa’s broth- x 
er. But we got to w ork real f a s t . . . .  
One more drink .”

The Gambler, hands shaking, let 
the calendar slide back over the hole 
in the wall as B ig Belly M artin, boot
ed now, came down the stairs from 
above. Sebon led his party  out, th row 
ing a bill on the bar. E xcited , Gam
bler Johnny pulled o ff his flour sack 
apron. “Boss,” he told B ig Belly, “I 
ju st got word. A friend  of mine is 
real sick. I—I got to see him  pronto. 
I ’ll be back in an hour—maybe less. 
But I  gotta go and—”

“Like hell! B usiness’ll be s ta rting  
big soon. You d irty  drunk, if I let 
you out I probably w ouldn’t see you 
again tonight. P ick  up th a t apron 
and—” W hen the alm ost fran tic  gam
bler tried  to  dodge past him, the mas
sive B ig Belly fetched him a clout 
over one ear. A deep laugh rum bled 
out of him  as the Gambler sagged to 
a knee. T hen M artin  really  began to 
beat him, strik in g  him w ith  fisted  
hands, g rinn ing  as he saw the blood 
s ta rt from  the little  m an’s m outh. I t  
gave him great satisfaction to hammer 
down the Gambler w ho’d always 
seemed to th ink  him self so superior. 
He remembered the time he’d seen 
him  w riting  a le tte r in  his room, w rit
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ing easily, quickly, w ith that flowing 
hand. B ig Belly couldn’t sign his own 
name. He kept strik ing . . . .

W H E N  Gambler Johnny came to, 
he found himself flung half on, 

half off his rude cot in the little  cook 
shack that ju tted  from the back of 
the barroom-gambling hall. He stood 
up and almost collapsed, brain fogged. 
He glimpsed himself in the cracked 
piece of m irror hung over the cot and 
recoiled. Big Belly had r e a l l y  
slammed him around. Automatically 
he pried aside a loose board beneath 
the bed and brought out the bottle he 
had hidden there; after a deep slug, 
h is head began to  clear slowly.

I t  came to  Gambler why Big Belly 
had beaten him—because he wanted to 
take a little  time off. He took another 
drink, then  remembered about the 
conversation he’d overheard in the 
private room. Asa Pomrff had to be 
warned.

A t the water bucket, he doused his 
face and wiped off the blood smears 
w ith  a kitchen rag, then slipped out 
the back door even as he heard Big 
B elly’s booming laugh through the 
sounds of business from the front of 
the place. Some time must have 
passed, he realized; hurriedly  he cut 
across back lots till  he quartered 
around and got down to the main drag 
by the livery barn alley. He half ran 
along to  the Travellers House.

T he clerk at the desk eyed him 
suspiciously when he asked for Asa 
Potnm but told him  the cow king had 
left. Said he’d had his horse sent 
around. B ut that he’d said something 
about stopping at Peabody’s place. 
Peabody was the tow nundertaker and 
coffin  m aker; he and Pomm were old 
friends. The Gambler ran up a side 
street, dizzy from the beating he’d 
taken, to  the little  place where Pea
body lived. The elderly man had re
tired  fo r the night. But at the Gam
bler’s insistent hammering, he finally 
came to the door in his n ight shirt.

“Pomm left here nigh an hour ago 
—headed home, you drunken coot,” he 
told the Gambler angrily. “W hat bus
iness he’d have w ith  you I  don’t  know

a n y w a y .. . .  Yes, he was rid ing  
alone.” Then Peabody slammed the 
door.

The Gambler stood there in the 
chill n igh t wind. T hat m eant Asa 
Pomm had left his daughter, Augusta, 
behind at the ho tel; that he’d been 
duped by the word Sebon had sent 
him indirectly  about a raid  on his 
ranch. The Gambler’s legs carried him 
along slowly. He found him self o u t
side the cook shack back at B ig 
Belly’s place. Inside he dug out the 
bottle and took another drink, s i t 
ting  on the edge of his unmade cot, 
thinking, thinking.

GAM BLER Johnny never did 
know exactly when the decision 

galvanized inside him. He found him 
self stripped to  the waist, shaving 
w ith tepid w ater before the cracked 
piece of m irror. T hen he’d opened up 
the battered little  trunk  he’d brought 
w ith him when he f irs t came to  Chol- 
la Center on the stage coach. He 
brought out a spotless gray frock 
coat, the one he used to  wear when 
he dealt the cards. A pair of custom- 
made boots w ith  silver inlay in the 
toes. A white beruffled  shirt. A stove 
pipe hat. And finally  th ree guns, a 
short-barrelled .32 w ith  a shoulder 
rig  and a gunbelt w ith its  holsters 
bearing a pair of horn-handled ,45’s 
w ith his monogram cut in the butts.

He donned all those th ings, and 
when he had them  on, he looked like 
a d ifferent man. I t  was more than  ju s t 
the rig. He stood as stra igh t and slen
der as a blade. The obsequious pose 
was erased; the little  blue eyes were 
cold and masked, no more re flecting  
the humble smile. He was the Gam
bler again.

“The best damn man who ever dealt 
’em,” he m urm urred, studying him self 
in the mirror. “And the fastest hands 
—at anything. And—” He heard  B ig 
Belly’s heavy stride approaching the 
cook shack and slipped out the door 
into the night. B ut out there fear, the 
realization of w hat he had become, 
froze him in his tracks a m inute. T hen 
he-w hispered on the night, “I  got to  

ay back—pay back for one life  I  
l a s te d . . . .  Maybe th is is the way—
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by stopping another life from being 
ruined.” And he moved on.

He went from barroom to barroom, 
from honky tonk to honky tonk in 
sprawling Cholla Center, seeking out 
Dal Sebon or the man known as Gar- 
son who was actually Asa Pomm’s 
brother. The night was growing 
older; then, down in a little jammed 
place beside the stage depot, he saw 
Rasher, the hay and feed store man. 
Rasher was with limping Tom Ebrow, 
the town drunkard, buying the saloon 
rat drinks. But there was no sign of 
Sebon or Texas or of Sebon’s shadow, 
Jonas. The Gambler kept making the 
rounds, but in vain.

He was just coming down a side 
road at the edge of the town when 
he saw a dim light in Chinee Jim's 
eating place. The Gambler peered 
through a crack in the drawn shut
ters. They were there, Sebon. Jonas. 
The splinter of a man who was Texas. 
And Garson, Asa Pomm’s brother 
wanted for a shooting at Gunstock 
Forks. The latter’s head sagged, wag
ging at the jug of redeye on the table.

Even as the Gambler peered, Sebon 
slapped Garson several times to 
straighten him up, then they helped 
him from the chair, half carrying 
him. They went through a door in 
the rear into the kitchen. The door 
closed after them. The Gambler dart
ed around to the side of the place 
and down along it. In the darkness, he 
struck a pile of tin cans and tumbled 
headlong. He lay stunned for several 
moments. When he picked himself up 
and got around to the rear, they had 
gone. Chinee Jim faded back from the 
open door, shut it, slid the bar be
hind it; the Gambler listened but 
could hear nothing on the night save 
the din from the places along the 
main line.

PANIC gripped the Gambler for 
some moments. They were about 

to make their play, and he didn’t 
know where. Then he remembered 
Rasher with Tom Ebrow, the drunk
ard, and it came to him. Ebrow was 
going to be the target, the dupe, the 
man supposedly shot up by Asa 
Pomm’s brother. Back on the side

street, slim Gambler Johnny, grasp
ing his stovepipe hat, began to run 
again. He got down near that place 
beside the stage depot where he’d 
seen Rasher before. The lights of the 
place were out. Then, across the lane, 
under the trees, he saw Rasher steer
ing the drunkard along.

Suddenly calm, as deadly cold as 
when he dealt himself the final card 
with everything in a jackpot on a 
baize-topped table, he fell in behind 
them. Silently he dogged Rasher and 
his dupe as they worked up to the 
main line, turned along it, then went 
into a side street opposite. They were 
nearing the alley leading to the set
back livery barn. At the head of it, 
they paused. There was a low whis
tle. Repeated. The Gambler knew it 
was a signal.

“Now!” bit off Rasher. And, gun 
whipped out, he shoved the helpless 
Ebrow into the dim alley, strode after 
him, his gun lifted, poised to bat the 
drunkard over the head. The Gambler 
slid into the alley.

Moonlight seeping through the foli
age of the trees threw a freckled pat
tern of light on the ground. And 
from the other end, up near the barn 
itself, came a trio of men. In front, 
swaying on drink sodden legs, was 
Garson, Pomm’s brother. Behind him 
were Texas and Sebon in his cream- 
hued sombrero. The setup was plain; 
this was to frame Asa Pomm’s broth
er into a shooting.

Rasher’s gun stabbed muzzle flame 
skyward abruptly. Ebrow started to 
come around, wondering what was 
happening, pawing at the air. And 
Rasher started to bring the still smok
ing barrel down across his head. Only 
it never reached its target; for, glid
ing up behind him, whisking out one 
of those .45’s with the same dexterous 
grace with which he handled cards, 
Gambler Johnny cracked Rasher over 
the skull first.

As the latter sank, the Gambler 
yelled out, tried to stop those com
ing from the other end. But his words 
were chewed up in the smash of gun 
reports. From beside Garson, Sebon 
and Texas triggered lead into Ebrow. 
He crumpled with smashed legs; then,
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halfway down, he lifted  a little , back 
arched w ith agony as a slug found 
his chest. They were playing it v i
ciously, and the Gambler, having been 
behind the now m ortally wounded 
Ebrow, was left exposed. A wild slug 
drilled his stovepipe hat. As he flung 
himself sideward w ith a catlike grace, 
i t  toppled off;  Sebon, amazed, bel
lowed an oath, then triggered again.

GAM BLER Johnny’s weapons— 
he’d snaked out the second .45 

—were singing their savage tune, 
now; lead plucked at a sleeve of his 
gray frock coat w ith the tails. He 
was slaunchwise in the crouch of the 
professional gunman. Poised. H is 
.45’s frothed yellow. The man known 
as Texas reeled and went staggering 
over against the fence at one side of 
the alley. B ut the Gambler’s righ t gun 
dropped from his hand as the bullet 
that had punched him in the righ t 
arm sent him spinning half around.

He tw isted back to deal lead to 
Sebon; then Sebon’s shadow, Jonas, 
came jum ping out of the high grass 
a t the other side of the alley. Shoot
ing as he lunged into sight beside 
the form of Garson who’d fallen down 
in his drunken daze,

Gambler Johnny was a cardm an; he 
knew how, when the odds were 
stacked against him, to  play them 
close to  his chest. H is single gun 
snapping once again, he glided back
w ard out of the alley, rig h t side sag
ging w ith  the pain of tha t broken 
arm. T hey came afte r him ; they had 
to  because he was a witness to  what 
had fceen attem pted.

“I t ’s the Gambler!” bawled Jonas. 
Gambler Johnny made his mistake 

then. D ucking away from  the alley 
opening, he backed up the side road 
tow ard the edge of the town, away 
from  the main line. T he other two 
slid ou t into the shadows of the road. 
T he Gambler, holding his fire, dart
ed sideways as if to get behind the 
corner of a pole-log cabin a t one side. 
T hen  he dropped to  one knee sudden
ly, levelled carefully, and let burly 
Jonas have i t  as he rushed in, He 
caught him  once in  the belly, w ith a 
second shot in  the neck. Jonas w ent

up on his boot toes, then jack-knifed 
over as if he’d been kicked in  the 
abdomen; already half dead, he h it 
the dust of the road w ith  the top of 
his head as he w ent down.

Dal Sebon had slid behind a tree, 
rode the trigger. Shifting , the Gam
bler tried  to h it his exposed shoulder, 
but the Gambler’s .45 clicked hollow
ly on an em pty shell. An instant 
later, one of Sebon’s slugs nicked 
him along the side of the head ju st 
over the ear. He was stunned a mo
ment, then fe lt the hot blood pouring 
down the side of his face. He was 
terrib ly  weak but his brain cleared. 
There was tha t .32 in his shoulder 
rig, but he knew if he stayed erect 
till he was able to draw, he’d be ven
tilated, given a grazing perm it in 
H ell’s own pasture. He threw  him self 
flat, left arm under his chest, too 
weak to drag tha t shoulder gun yet.

Sebon came ten feet out from  the 
tree, sized up the blood running  from 
the side of Gambler Johnny’s head, 
then wheeled and legged it down to 
the main drag. The Gambler came up 
on an elbow, to his knees. I t  had to 
be to a finish now, he knew, or the 
dead in the alley would be laid to 
him. In  the m oonlight down at the 
corner, he saw Sebon tu rn  up tow ard 
the hotel. And then he sensed it.

Ga m b l e r  g o t  to  his feet,
wavered a moment, then  w ent 

after Sebon. Men were pouring out 
of the barrooms when he rounded the 
corner. He barely saw them, so in 
ten t he was on track ing  down Dal 
Sebon. He forgot about his bullet- 
smashed arm, the fact th a t he had 
throw n away the em pty gun in h is 
le ft hand, he ju st kept runn ing  down 
toward the hotel.

He saw two saddled ponies stand
ing at the hitch rack, saw the slim 
Augusta, in a rid ing  habit, standing 
on the steps of the hotel, w atching 
Sebon w ith a fascinated stare as he 
ran toward her. Sebon yelled some
th ing  and she moved down the steps 

-toward the horses. Sebon showed his 
s tripe then ; he ran to  the dun cayuse 
and p u t his* foot in the stirrup . And 
then  the Gambler called out to  h im ;
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there was som ething about Johnny’s 
face tha t made the crowds on the 
sidewalks fa ll back.

“Sebon!” he called. “T urn  around— 
Sebon!” He could have gunned him 
in the back as Sebon tired  to  m o u n t; 
bu t the Gambler had never played it 
that way. He stood there em pty-hand
ed, forgetting  tha t he held no gun.

Dal Sebon froze, then  dropped his 
foot from the stirrup , and whipped 
around w ith a gun up. Only then did 
the Gambler go for his shoulder rig. 
I t  was a work of art, the terrible 
speed and dexterity  of his hands. 
Sebon shot once, and almost in the 
same split instant, Gambler Johnny’s 
.32 was out and hacking powder flame 
through the m oonlight. I t  was just 
as the Cholla Center m arshal and a 
deputy came running  down from the 
jail.

Sebon’s sm oking weapon sagged in 
his hand, finally  dropped from his 
fingers. He fell back against the dun 
he’d been about to  m ount, rig h t arm 
smashed by the Gambler’s bullet. The 
la tter came walking in slowly, a dead
ly slim figure. Sebon hauled a sec
ond gun w ith  his o ther hand, took 
one look into the eyes of the man 
moving on him, then dropped it  in 
token of surrender. H e’d gone yel
low.

“H ell, th a t’s Gambler Johnny from 
Big B elly’s p lace!’’ yelped an amazed 
witness.

TH E N  T H E  town marshal was 
down and taking over w ith  his 

deputy. A th ird  man too, the one who 
was a stranger and known as Hauser. 
He walked up to Gambler Johnny.

“You’re under arrest, B anfors,” he 
said quietly, producing ‘a badge. “I 
don’t  like to do it—but I got to take 
you back to  M ulford for tha t shoot
ing. Special o fficer of the governor’s 
s ta ff.”

The Gambler looked again at Dal 
Sebon, then at the girl staring  from 
the steps. He nodded to Hauser, 
sw itched his gun by the trigger 
guard, and extended it to him. “All 
rig h t.”

T he State officer said, “You had

me fooled when I  looked you over 
tending  bar a t B ig  B elly’s. You’d 
shaved o ff your m ustache, Banfors. 
B ut when I  saw you flip  tha t gun 
ju st before, I kn ew ; no man was ever 
so fa st w ith  his hands.”

“Sure. T hanks,” said the Gambler. 
H auser looked sad about it. “Don’t 

sweat too much,” he said as the crowd 
began to m ill around. “I  th ink  you’ll 
be cleared at the tria l. W itnesses say 
th a t afte r tha t jasper you shot got 
cleaned out bucking you at stud, he 
went out, got lickered up, then came 
back and threw  a shooting iron on 
you. You can claim  self defense; you 
never should’ve run, B anfors.”

The Gambler nodded. “I  know 
th a t—now. T hat—th a t’s why I ’ve 
never taken a m an’s last dollar since; 
I  hated m yself fo r w hat happened.” 

Hauser offered him  a tailor-m ade 
quirly. “ ’N other th ing  th a t’ll help 
you at the tria l. You been sending 
tha t dead man’s son dinero. T h a t’s 
how we finally  traced you down—by 
the ma i l s . . . .  W e’ll go back together. 
I don’t believe you’ll be convicted— 
but it was my job to catch y o u . . . .  
And—”

The town m arshal came over to 
question the G a m b le r ....

H AU SER, the special state o ffi
cer, and Gambler Johnny  Ban

fors walked out of the Cholla jail. 
T hat was one charge on w hich the 
Gambler was not being held. Rasher, 
found unconscious in the livery sta
ble alley, had wagged his jaw  a-plen- 
ty  to save his own sk in ; he im pli
cated Dal Sebon in the m urder of the 
drunkard, poor Ebrow. I t  would 
mean the rope for Sebon.

“W e got to g it a boss for you, B an
fors,” H auser said. “W e’ll leave come 
m orning. . . .  I got your w ord about 
swearing to attem pt no escape? I 
don’t w ant to pu t the handcuffs on 
a gent like you, Gambler.”

Gambler Johnny  nodded, ignoring 
the curious th rong  in the street. “You 
got my word, H a u s e r . . . .  B ut th ey ’s 
one stop I ’d like to make firs t.” And 
when the special o fficer nodded, the 
Gambler led the way down the line to  

(Continued On Fag'e 96)



Digger John's Rescue
by

A. A. BAKER
(Author of “Digger John’s Policy”)

It was possible, with 
super-human effort, to 
get out to those immigrants, 
stranded in the 
storm. But getting 
back with them 
to safety was 
another matter l

Dredge) 

Dan just 

about went 

berserk at 

Digger John 

lowered his gun 

away from the bear.

T HE MIGHTY Sierras were 
throwing a mid-winter tantrum. 
Snow started high in the heav

ens and swirled down until the icy 
wind turned the snow to biting ice. 
Ice crystals swept through the trees 
and clung until their accumulated 
weight dragged the branches and left 
desperate claw marks on the surface. 
The storm lashed every living thing 
exposed and a group of immigrants 
shrank together in their makeshift 
camp at the east slope of the moun
tains.
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Each flake of snow was like the 
d irt pitched in an open grave to 
cover a co ffin ; these snowflakes, like 
a sexton, were buying the marooned 
im migrants. T hey waited for rescue 
bu t were not sure tha t rescue would 
come; w hat men would take the risk 
of pushing through such a storm ?

In  the warm barroom of Gold R un’s 
hotel, D redger Dan dipped the tin  
cups deep in the whiskey barrel while 
a m iner fed red m anzanita branches 
into the blistered stove. “P our on 
the t fire, Ju k e !” shouted the squat 
proprietor. “The m en’ll s ta rt s trag 
g lin ’ in. T h et is, the men thet had 
sense enough to  leave the canyons 
afore th is b lister started  blowin’.”

D redger swallowed some of his 
words, then continued in a low voice. 
“T hey m ighta had a chanc’t to git 
them  wagon tra in  people through if 
th is  storm  hadn’t  started, but th ey ’s 
dam’ little  chanc’t  naow! T his kinda 
storm  is called Pogonip b y 'th e  In d i
ans. W hen she snows, an’ then freezes 
on the way down, they’ll find  dead 
ones in the spring. D igger John  
should’a never started  but I  guess 
he’s like the rest of the b linkin’ fo r
ty-n iners; i f ’n they hear th ey ’s a bob
cat in trouble th ey ’ll go out an ’ res
cue the c r itte r !”

The m iner spat against the stove 
and waited till  the proper shp fi 
emanated from  the glowing sides be
fore he spoke. “W ell, you gotta re 
member those folks have been snowed 
in for three weeks now. I f  they 
ain’t  got out soon, they’ll never g it 
o u t!”

“The id jits  got in by theirselves,” 
growled Dredger. “Naow th ey ’s good 
men out in the t storm  the t m ight not 
come back. Take D igger John, thet 
whiskery ol’ devil! H e’s w uth  more to  
th is town than all the im m igrants 
th e t’s ever come out o’ the east. H e’s 
fought w ith  the m ountain men an’ 
starved on the rivers and froze in the 
canyons since the ru sh 's ta rted . Lived 
three w in ters on the t Donner Lake 
until the anim ules got to know him 
by name. Je s t lookin’ fer gold an’ 
stay in ’ there un til he found it! H e’s

the kind of men th is  country  needs. 
H e’s w uth  m o re ;. . . ”

T he m iner picked up a short length  
of firewood and started  tow ard the 
bar. “T hey’s wimmen and children 
out in the t wagon train . T h e t’s why 
D igger an’ the rest of the boys are 
out a try in ’ to  bring them  in. I ’d be 
w ith  them  if ’n you hadn’t let yore 
dang board walk g it covered w ith  ice 
so’s I slip an’ strain  my laig! But, 
bad laig or no bad laig, I ’m goin’ to 
bend th is stick over yore head if’n 
yew don’t shut th e t yap of yores!”

TH E  D OO R slammed open and 
ice partic les sw ept into the room 

driving a frozen group of men close 
to  the stove. T hey  stam ped the snow 
from  their boots, slapped it from  one 
another’s backs. T heir leader clawed 
the ice from  his w hiskers and shout
ed ; “S ta rt in a’d ippin’ them  whiskey 
cups, D redger; yew two kin do yore 
roughhousin’ a fte r we g it thawed 
out.”

“Didcha find  the wagon train , D ig
ger?” asked the miner.

“Naw, we got blocked out about 
E m igrant Gap,” was the growled an
swer. “Somewhere’s about w here th e t 
pack train  w ent off into Bear Valley, 
last week. I f ’n the t pack tra in  of hams 
an’ s tu ff could of got through, those 
people th e t’s starv in’ would 'a bin 
able to g it through the w in ter.” 

D redger sm irked; but, before he 
spoke, he moved back behind the bar 
and out o f-reach  of the m iner, s till 
holding the m anzanita club. “Could 
’a told yew it was useless to  try  to  
g it them  people out. T hey’re snowed 
in fer the w in te r; je s t as well set 
yore m inds to  i t ! ”

The. crowd of tired  men g runted  as 
D igger answered the petu lan t bar
man. “W e’ll g it them , one way or t ’ 
other. Reminds me of the tim e I  ou t
run them  Sioux Indians. Looked like 
I was a goner. I t  was back in the 
Rockies, afore C alifornia was heerd 
of. T hey jum ped me an’ I  got a little  
lead. Them  Indians was strong  ru n 
ners an’ they was fig u rin ’ on w earin’ 
me down; gotta always be fig u rin ' to 
come out ahead. T h e t’s why I ’m here
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today. You know---- ”
The crunch of snow heralded the 

appearance of a stranger. He was lean 
and his suffering Bteps faltered; he 
fell onto the sawdust-covered floor 
before he could reach the bar. Dig
ger’s stubby fingers'raised the man’s 
head and the stranger opened his 
eyes, tried to speak. “Jest relax, 
friend,” cautioned Digger; “drink a 
mite of this red eye.”

The stranger gulped, coughed, and 
lay back relaxed. “You one of the 
people thet’s snowed in on the far 
side of the mountains?” asked Dig
ger.

“Yeah. Me and two other men start
ed out before this storm hit. Fig
ured to git through an’ bring some 
grub back. My wife and three young- 
un8 is still in there! Starvin’ like all 
the rest! Some dead of starvation al
ready!” The man rolled over on his 
face and wept into the wet sawdust.

“Whar’s the other two fellas?” 
Digger spoke as though the question 
was useless.

“They died on the way,” came the 
expected reply. “We was all pretty 
weak when we started. When they 
give out I left them ’cause I knew 
one of us had to get through. Mar
tha an’ the kids ain’t gonna die if’n 
I kin hep it!” He lurched to his feet, 
stood weaving for a few seconds as 
he focused his eyes.

“If’n I kin impose on yew fer a bag 
of grub, I’ll get started back. I told 
her to wait two days after I left, an’ 
then start out this way with the kids; 
I figured if’n I was goin’ to make it 
we’d have a better chance to meet 
her on the way. If’n I didn’t make it 
through, at least they’d die tryin’ to 
get out an’ thet’s better’n sittin’ an’ 
waitin’ to die!”

The men stood in an awed group. 
Outside the wind mocked as the snow 
cold air banged on the door in a last 
effort to snatch at the man who had 
braved the storm to save his family. 
They knew this stranger was deter
mined to fight again that twenty-five 
miles of blizzard struck mountain.

f ^ P ^ E L L , ” SHOUTED Dredger 
w w  Dan, coming out from be

hind the bar and reaching for his 
coat, “what yew id jits goin’ to do? 
Stand around an’ let this man’s fam
ily die on the Hill? He can’t git back, 
the shape he’s in. Digger, yew got 
them packs of food—where are they? 
I’m goin’ up on thet mountain an’ 
find them people, at least this man’s 
wife an’ kids!”

Digger John spoke, and Juke, the 
miner, hid Dredger’s club behind his 
back and edged over to the stove. “We 
left the food up at the Gap. We 
couldn’t git through, so we hung it 
in a tree, We was lucky to git back 
without carryin’ all thet weight.

“I’m thinkin’ the same thing as 
yew; we gotta try agin, now thet we 
know this woman and the kids has 
left the camp an’ is most likely freez- 
in’ out in them mountains! But, we 
ought’a go out in relays, kinda. Dred
ger an’ me’ll lead off, an’ then, a few 
hours later a couple more of yew 
come on after us. Thet way, if’n we 
find them, the next relay’ll be need
ed to bring us all in. We might git 
up there, but we’ll need help gittin’ 
back. The relays will be able to set 
up shelters an’ have warm food ready 
so’s we kin work back in easy stages. 
Think it’ll work?”

"Sure it’ll work!” answered Dred
ger. “One camp at Emigrant Gap; 
another ’bout ten miles further, where 
the wagons stop an’ cross the north 
fork. Thet ought’a do it. If’n Digger 
an’ me kin find the woman an’ kids, 
we’ll expect the relays to have things 
ready when we start back. Let us git 
goin’, Digger!”

The miner name Juke laughed. 
“Dredger, how come yew changed 
yore mind? A few minutes ago yew 
sa id .. . . ”

Dredger shrugged into his big coat 
and shouted. “Thet was before I knew 
what I know now! Anyhow, I’ve al
ways wanted to git out on the trail 
with this danged loudmouthed Dig
ger John an’ see if’n he could back 
up his tall stories! Never be a better 
time to find out!” ,

THE TWO men ducked out into 
the storm and began their tedi

ous rescue journey. After five hours
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of steady plodding, they reached Em
igrant Gap. Dredger was cold and bel
ligerent when they began a search 
for the food hidden in the trees. 
“Wal, where’d yew leave it? Don’t 
tell me yew hid ten pack sacks of 
food an’ can’t find it?”

“They’s bin about twenty-four inch
es of fresh snow,” answered Digger, 
“an’ by golly, it's all covered up; 
but it’s here somewhere’s around!”

“Thet pack team went off around 
here!” growled Dredger, “Kin yew 
find thet?”

“Thet was lost four days ago.” Dig 
ger said. “Should be under three-four 
foot of snow by now. We can’t waste 
time lookin' fer the pack sacks or the 
pack train; we’ll have to go on an' 
figure the relays’ll find it an’ bring 
it on to the camps. The way this 
wind is Mowin’ we kin stay on the 
ridges which should be blown clear 
of the deep snow. We had to quit 
here .before but the wind wasn’t as 
strong then an’ the ridges were cov
ered deep.”

Dredger Dan agreed “Shore—we 
gotta go on but with yore mistakes 
it’ll be suicide! How’d yew ever live 
as long as yew have?”

The day lengthened as the two 
men fought their perilous way up the 
mountains. The wind rolled the fall
ing snow in mistles and pelted their 
exposed faces; gullies afforded pro
tection from the wind but the snow 
was packed deep and the men had to 
stay on the open ridges where they 
had precarious footing.

The drifts got deeper and the men 
realized that every step took them 
closer to the limits of their strength. 
If they d id  find the family could 
they get them back to the relay camps 
and, more important would the camps 
be there? If the men following could 
not find the packsacks, would th e y  
venture deeper into the storm or give 
up and turn back? Both Digger and 
Dredger Dan realized it would be 
easy for the relay men to decide the 
task was hopeless without food. Even 
if the marooned people were found, 
where would be the incentive to urge 
them through the storm without the 
promise of something to eat?

DIGGER was breaking trail, when 
a cold hand reached out from 

an icy bush and grasped his arm. 
Startled, he looked and saw a 
woman, huddled in the scant protec
tion of the bush and, nestling tight
ly against her, three small children.

“You’ve come!” were the only 
words she spoke, “You've come!” It 
wasn’t a shout, a whisper nor a 
prayer; the words were repeated 
again and again as Digger and Dred
ger swiftly scraped the snow aside 
and built a fire. They didn’t speak 
but the thought that froze in their 
minds was that they’d come all right— 
but how far back could they go?

When the fire was started, Dred
ger dug under his shirt and came up 
with a small flask of whiskey. The 
children were given a small swallow 
and the woman a large one; Digger 
and Dredger killed the bottle.

“Thank Gawd, A r n o l d  got 
through!” The woman said when the 
fire finally penetrated and forced the 
cold from their bodies.

Digger gazed into the night and 
asked, “Kin yew tell me how many 
people is left in thet camp?”

“About twenty. The food is gone 
and they’ll die if you can’t git 
through soon. Are there more men 
following you with food?”

Digger smiled. “Yes M’am. The 
food is coming but if the people are 
starvin’, we’ll have to git them out 
before the other men can git here. 
Dredger, yew git these folks warm an’ 
then backtrack to the camp at North 
Fork. The relays will have reached 
there by the time yew arrive. I ’m 
goin’ on an’ git them people movin’ 
this way. Have another camp made 
here an’ I’ll try to git them this far.” 

Dredger Dan pulled Digger out of 
earshot and demanded. “Yew crazy? 
We don’t know if ’n the camps are 
set or not. If the boys couldn't find 
them packs at Emigrant Gap, they 
must’a turned back! W e’ll all freeze 
afore we ever git back off this moun
tain!”

“Yew gotta look at the bright side, 
Dredger. I got a feelin’ they’ll have 
them camps a’goin’. Even if ’n they 
don’t, maybe they did turn back at
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Em igrant Gap; we go tta  try  an’ g it 
these people out, else they’ll die any
way. Yew do what I told yew! I t ’s 
som ethin’ like the time I outrun 
them  Indians. I had an idea an’ took 
a chanc’t  an’ sure enough the idea 
worked an’ I ’m alive today. Anyway, 
like the lady’s husband says, ‘I t ’s bet
ter to try  an’ g it out than jest s ittin ’ 
an’ dyin’!’ ” The whiskery m iner pat
ted the little  barkeeper on the shoul
der, brushed a branch aside and, 
when the branch swung back he was 
gone.

The graying dawn brought no re 
lief in the storm  but, to the starving 
people, huddled at the foot of Donner 
Pass, the sight of a snow-covered man 
brought a feeling of hope, which was 
dashed when they  discovered he was 
alone. D igger faced the group and 
spoke. “W e got relay camps set up 
over the H ill. I f ’n yew stay here, 
yew’ll die fer sure, so I come to lead 
yew out. Them thet has spunk enough 
to try  it better follow m e!” W ithou t 
additional words, D igger John  turned  
and, wearily, started  back over the 
trail. He didn’t  look back un til he 
reached the r id g e ; then he turned 
and grinned as he counted tw enty 
im migrants plodding w earily in his 
tracks.

The storm  raged unabated over the 
peaks of the m ighty Sierras and beat 
some of the weaker members to their 
knees bu t they were lifted  and car
ried by the stronger; all arrived in 
the firs t relay camp, where Dredger 
Dan waited w ith a roaring fire. He 
gazed helplessly at the frost-b itten  
group and laid a trem bling hand on 
D igger’s arm. Digger nodded and 
turned  to the group. “W arm  yore- 
se lf’s but make it fa s t; we have to git 
along. T hey’s another relay camp 
ahead an’ another fire .”

“Is  there any food?” A woman 
asked in a p itifu l voice, “my chil
dren are hungry and suffering te r
rible.”

“T here’ll be food.*’ D igger prom
ised in a somewhat hollow voice. 
D redger shrugged and turned away.

There was dull excitem ent and the 
p arty  started  on. D igger plodded

ahead but his face was seamed w ith 
w orry ; he knew now the rescuers 
had not been able to find the knap
sacks and the nex t relay camp would 
have a fire but no food. T his party  
would not have the strength  to go 
much farther. I t  was p re tty  futile. 
The men in the rescue party  had 
braved the storm  to build the camps, 
and the fires; bu t w ithout food, the 
entire party  had a slim chance ever 
to reach the haven of Gold Run. Res
cued and rescuers would die on the 
slopes of these m ountains and the 
snow would cover their bodies until 
spring.

T heir only hope was to locate the 
knapsacks or find the buried pack- 
train. The m en’s guns would have no 
target, because any animal large 
enough for them to eat would be 
holed in, or would have d rifted  ahead 
of the storm  into the valleys below. 
Even a bear would not be of much 
help, for the bears on th is m ountain 
were small and would provide a 
sparse m outhful for such a large 
party.

Such were the dismal thoughts that 
paced through D igger’s mind when 
a brown dot on the next ridge caught 
his eye. He stared hard and motioned 
for the group to h a lt; D igger raised 
his long rifle  and sighted, then slow
ly, lowered his gun.

D redger Dan stared, in disbelief, 
then screamed; “I t ’s a bear! Shoot, 
yew blasted id jit!  I t ’s g ittin ’ aw ay!” 
The snow covered im m igrants echoed 
D redger's words w ith a low moan, 
as the bear galloped over the ridge 
and disappeared.

D igger spoke sadly. “ I t  w ouldn’t  
be hu-mane. T het poor little  fe lle r is 
hungry, jest like we are. He was 
drove out of his warm den because 
he was hungry and he w ouldn’t  be a 
bite apiece fer th is gang. N osirree, it 
wouldn’t be h u -m an e ...  .w h y .. . . ” 
The words died in  D igger’s th ro a t 
when D redger Dan, berserk w ith  
fear and anger, smashed him w ith  a 
four foot length of broken lim b! T he 
m ountain m an sank soundlessly into 
the d rifted  snow as D redger sh o u ted ; 
“Follow me folks, leave him lay for 
the coyotes to  pick his bones! W e’ll 
all die on th is m ountain bu t le t’s g it
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on to the nex t relay  camp where at 
least we kin die warm ! If 'n  the fool 
had killed th e t bear, w e’d a had a 
chance."

T H E R E  W A S no hope now. The 
group stepped num bly past the 

supine man and paced along behind 
D redger; they  all realized th a t death 
aw aited and they  plodded on to  m eet 
i t . . . .

T he camp at Yuba was reached and 
the fire  burned brigh tly  but, w ithout 
food, the num bed party  was wordless 
and silen tly  cursed the man, lying 
far back in  the deep snow, for le t
tin g  the bear escape. One m outhful 
of food m ight have given them  the 
courage to continue bu t he had le t it 
escape!

S ack  where D igger lay, the wind 
screamed, bu t the man did no t hear. 
A  huge wad of snow dropped from 
the tree  above but he did not wake. 
T he blood oozed from  the cut on his 
head and froze on his neck. T he storm  
m ounted in  fu ry  and seemed to shake 
the ground as though try in g  to waken 
D igger. F inally , in desperation, the 
w ind took a low hung branch and 
beat i t  fu riously  against h is body. 
D igger rolled over and clawed the 
snow from  his w hiskers; he stared 
around and then remembered the 
bear, the blow from  D redger’s stick, 
and grinned th inly .

T he storm  tore th rough  the trees 
and puffed the snow in swirls, like 
a  p layful puppy scurries through tall 
grass in search of rabbits. D igger 
shook his big body and set out on a 
staggering tro t, not in the direction 
of the Yuba F ork  b u t on the tra il of 
the b ea r! W hile he tro tted , he 
hummed a little  song in  his throat. 
T he powder snow filled  his foot
p rin ts  behind him and he disappeared 
in  the  direction the bear had taken.

Two tired  and hopeless men hugged 
the fire  a t the E m igrant Gap relay 
camp, w aited in  dread for the arrival 
o f the o ther men because they  had 
no t been able to  find the food tha t 
had been hung in the trees. W ithou t 
it  the chances of ever g e tting  back 
to Gold R un were slim. T he .rescuers 
m ight make it  bu t the starving people 
they were try in g  to get out would be

com pletely exhausted and w ould die.
T hey hurried  to  th e ir feet as a 

ghost entered the clearing. “Keep the 
fire  goin’, boys! Keep the k ittle  hot! 
I ’m goin’ to  bring  in  the food!” I t  
was D igger John  and he was a stag 
gering, shouting wreck. H is clothes
were to rn  and blood oozed from
under his hat. “Jes t give me a few 
more m inutes. I ’m goin’ to show yew 
how to find  the t food. I  ain’t shore 
yet i f ’n i t ’ll be the knapsacks or the 
pack train  but I got someone out 
lookin’ who’ll find one or t ’o th er!”

B IG G ER  moved up to  the fire  and 
stood close u n til his clothes

steamed and the edge of his long 
coat began to smoke. T he gentle
hands of the w atchers pulled him 
back and beat out the sparks.

“Yew’ll be all right, John! Je s t s it 
and rest.”

“Rest, hell; they’s people up in the 
next relay camp th e t needs food! W e 
go tta  g it it to  them ; w ait a few more 
m inutes and we’ll go out an’ see if ’n  
he’s found i t ! ”

“W ho’s lookin’? D redger? W e bin 
lookin’ fe r hours—the food’s buried 
deep somewhars.”

“Nah, not Dredger. I  le ft him  up 
w ith  the im m igrants. Nah, he couldn’t  
find  it, and yew couldn’t  find  i t ;  bu t 
I  got someone lookin’, someone who 
knows how to find  it. He should be 
th a r by now ; le t’s go!” D igger stag 
gered out in to  the snow and the tw o 
puzzled m en followed.

A hundred yards away they  stopped 
and stared. D igging th rough the top 
layer of snow was a brown bear. He 
backed out of the hole and gazed a t 
the men, then  climbed back into the 
hole and em erged w ith  a burlap- 
wrapped ham, gazed scornfu lly  a t the 
th ree men and tro tted  in to  the trees.

D igger chuckled. “T h e t’s m y boy! 
Poor old bear got hungry  an’ woke 
up from  his w in ter siesta. He got 
cold because he d idn’t  have a good 
chance last fall to  cover his old bones 
w ith  enough fa t to  last all w inter, so 
he gets hungry an’ cold and comes 
ou t of his den an’ goes shoppin ' fer 
us!

“H e’s had a lot of tra in in ’ lookin’ 
fe r food. I f ’n I ’d a shot him  up on
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the trail, we’d have all died. W ait’ll 
I g it hold of thet D redger Dan! He 
hits a’fore a man has a chance to tell 
him anything. T het bear w ouldn’t 
have been a bite apiece but his knowl
edge of where to look for food will 
save everyone of us. To live in this 
country, yew gotta use yore brains an’ 
every other th ing 's b ra in s! T h e t’s the 
buried packtrain, loaded w ith  all 
kinds of eats. Now w e’ll g it off this 
mountain in one piece. S ta rt loadin’ 
up them  hams an’ stuff, we gotta git 
up to thet Yuba Cap camp; them peo
ple are hungry !”

LA TER , T H E  barroom of Dredger 
Dan’s hotel was full and the 

tin  cups were passed freely, to res
cued and rescuers. They were spent 
and battered, but the entire party, 
after feeding on hams cooked over a 
roaring fire, had safely arrived in 
Gold Run and were shaking the chill 
out of their bones w ith D redger’s red
eye, The fire roared and the wet saw
dust around the batwing doors was 
steaming as the men listened to the 
roaring voice of D igger John.

“Yesiree, life in the west is tough 
and filled w ith narrow escapes, I re 
member back in the R o ck ies .. . . ” 

“Listen, D igger,” in terrup ted  D red

ger Dan, “afore we started  up the 
m ountain to bring back them  immi
grants, yew was m akin’ ta lk  about 
outsm artin’ them  Sioux Indians. Yew 
was te llin ’ about some trick  y e w .. . . ”

“Sure, I remember, D redger. H ere’s 
how I done it. Now yew know 
them  Indians kin outrun a white 
man, so’s yew have to use yore brains 
to  g it away. W ell, when I was run- 
n in ’, I figured her out. I  jes t run 
on one lung at a time. I ’d breathe 
w ith  one lung fer awhile and then the 
o ther fer awhile.

“Naow, I ’ll bet they ain’t another 
man in the whole world tha t ever 
thunk  of th e t trick  an’ Dredger, I ’m 
passin’ it on to you, free! Je s t as 
soon as I finish th is d rink  I ’m taking 
out and sk innin’ yew alive fer smack
in ’ me w ith thet club. I f ’n yew take 
my advice, yew’ll s ta rt runn in ’ naow 
so’s to g it a little  b it of a head s ta r t !” 
D igger drew his bowie and the hotel 
man didn’t w ait to see if  D igger was 
serious or n o t ; when the batwing 
doors to the bar swung closed, the 
men in the bar could hear his boots 
clum ping down the snow-covered 
sidew alk!
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Joe Hudkins remembered his 
father’s policy for relieving ten
sion in the valley —  a get- 
together for everyone. But Joe 
couldn’t know that this would 
only further sinister plans . . .

AT KEARNEY leaned back 
and the heavy chair groaned 
under the weight of his huge 

body. He tipped his head back, looked 
squarely at Joe Hudkins, rubbed a 
hand across the stubble on his chin 
and asked, “Why?”

“Because the Valley’s worth keep
ing peace in,” Hudkins replied. He 
stood in front of Kearney’s desk, tall 
slender, red-haired, his blue eyes 
flush on the burly cattleman. His face 
had a worried look. “Spade swings a 
lot of weight in the Valley; when the 
word gets around, Torrman and the 
others will follow your lead.”

“Just to rub shoulders with a bunch 
of sod-busters,” Kearney’s face quiv

ered. “Your father was a cattleman 
and a sheriff before you; it doesn’t 
make sense that his son should be 
out tootin’ a horn for a gang of barb 
wire men and plows.”

“You’re doing pretty well on that 
section you put in wheat,” Joe said 
levelly. He turned and looked out 
the window of Kearney’s ranchhouse. 
“My father started the annual dance 
for folks in the Valley. He meant all 
of them. Said it created good will. 
There’s been hard feelings and we 
need some fun.” Hudkins turned back 
to Pat Kearney. “I don’t intend to 
stand back and see narrow-minded, 
people kill it.”

“So I'm narrow-minded, am I?”
4 1
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Kearney’s face purpled. “Get this 
straight, Hudkins: the nesters don’t 
like me because I can beat them at 
their own game—wheat. I don’t like 
them  because we’ve had too many 
petty thieves lately since they’ve in
fested the Valley.” He slapped both 
big paws flat on the desk top. “But 
I’ll play it your way, once; Spade 
will be there. How about Bert Lane? 
He leads the nesters.”

“Lane will be there.” Hudkins 
studied the man in front of him, feel
ing new hope replace the sense of 
futility that was in him. Most of the 
cattlemen had resented the inflow 
of farmers, and last summer’s drouth 
had fanned the ill-feeling almost to 
a pitch. Thirsty cattle had broken 
into farmer’s fields and the nesters 
had raised Cain and strung barb wire. 
Flames had been fanned higher when 
beef started disappearing, for the 
thefts had been frequent, and too 
small to pay rustlers. A lot of ugly 
rumors had flown around that the 
nesters butchered steers to collect for 
the damage to their wheat.

K earney d idn’t say anyth ing  and 
H udkins thought, Maybe I  can keep 
the powder keg from blowing up.

“Lane’ll be there even afte r he 
knows I ’m going to be around,” 
K earney said abruptly . P a t gave a 
short laugh. “T h a t’ll be w orth  going 
to  see ; he’s sore-headed because I 
jerked my w ell-drilling  rig  off his 
place last summer and the bank won’t 
renew  his loan.”

“I t ’s make it a lot easier if  you 
w ent back and drilled  some w ater 
holes on Lane’s place.” Joe said. 
“T he more w ater we have in th is  
V alley the  better o ff w e ll  all be.” 
He w et his lips, know ing tha t his 
nex t words w ouldn’t  s it well. “You 
control the tow n’s bank; i t ’s you tha t 
won’t  renew  L ane’s m ortgage.”

“Yes, I  ru n  the bank; and the rig. 
I'm  busy d rilling  hole on Spade land. 
T his is ca ttle  coun try ; the quicker 
the sodbusters clear out, the better I ’ll 
like i t ;  I  don’t  like them  and I don’t 
like a tu rncoat cowman who packs 
a star and sides in w ith  them !” He 
paused. “B u t Spade w ill be there.”

H udkins nodded. He had come for

th is  purpose, half expecting a curt 
refusal. K earney w asn’t a man who 
changed his mind. On second thought 
H udkins frow ned; P a t K earney 
m ight change his mind, but for a rea
son.

“I’m going to ask Maybelle Collins 
to play at the dance,” Joe said.

A shade passed over Kearney’s 
face. “Because Dave Collins works 
in my bank doesn’t mean that I own 
him or his wife.” Pat rubbed his 
chin, “Still, you’d better ask Dave; 
he can play a violin.”

“I didn’t know Dave could play,” 
Joe thought of the dapperly-dressed 
Dave Collins, with his slender white 
hands, and pictured him holding a 
violin; the picture fitted.

Kearney’s eyes were wide. “How'd 
you know about his wife, then?” He 
didn’t wait for an answer. “I’m not 
blind,” Pat said; “half the men in 
town wish she was single." He leaned 
forward, said soberly, “But I think 
Collins will kill any man who tries 
anything.”

H udkins’ face reddened. “ I heard 
her play a t the Ladies Aid Society 
the n ight they  dragged me up there 
for a ta lk .” He fe lt relieved w ith  
the words.

P a t K earney waved a hand. “I ’m a 
busy man, H udkins. W e’re se ttin ’ up 
the rig  to d rill another hole in  the 
m orning and I ’ve got to ride out and 
see how things are m oving along.”

A L L  T H E  W A Y  back to  town, 
Joe H udkins kept th ink ing  

about things. T hey  were better. T his 
was the chance he’d been w orking 
fo r; to  get the two groups together. 
One th ing  gnawed a t him, th o u g h ; I f  
trouble broke out the  explosion 
w ould tear apart his scheme to create 
good feeling in the Valley.

K earney’s suggestion th a t H udkins 
ask Dave Collins to  help fu rn ish  m u
sic at the dance was sound. Joe tu rned  
the though t over in his m ind and it 
was good. Dave Collins was new to  
the Valley, a quiet-spoken man who 
w ent h is way alone and who had the 
p re tties t w ife on the range. W hen 
H udkins though t of M aybelle Collins 
again he w histled. T here was a worn-
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an who knew of her beauty; he won
dered what she saw in the meek and 
mild Dave Collins.

It was dark when Hudkins turned 
the jail over to his young deputy, 
Pete Willis and headed for the Col
ins house.

* + *
Maybelle Collins opened the door 

when Hudkins stepped on the porch, 
the smell of home-cooked food leak
ing past her. She was small, dark, 
with flashing eyes and a smile that 
was cool, yet inviting; Joe had the 
impression that, without too much ef
fort, he could have taken her in his 
arms. Surprise flickered far down in 
the depths of her eyes at the sight of 
Hudkins.

“Why, sheriff,” she said and the 
lilt in her voice was music in Iiud- 
kin’s ears, “This is a surprise. Come 
on in; you’re just in time for sup-
„  tfper.

She led him into a nicely furnish 
room and called out, “Dave!”

Dave Collins came down from up
stairs. He’d just finished shaving and 
the odor of talcum filled the room. 
He was slender with small .features, 
his upper lip sporting a thin mous
tache. His shirt was clean, the cuffs 
turned up. Hudkins looked at Dave 
and felt the contrast of his own rough 
range clothes and the coarseness of 
his sun-beaten skin; he wondered 
again what a beautiful woman like 
Maybelle saw in the q u i e t ,  mousy 
man opposite him.

Collins s t u c k  out his hand. 
“What’ve I done, sheriff,” he asked. 
“Or Maybelle, here?” He laughed.

Maybelle interrupted. “I’ll set an 
extra plate at the table, Dave.”

“It’s my own fault,” Hudkins said 
quickly. “But I just finished eating 
supper at Pedro’s place.”

Maybelle ar c h e d an eyebrow, 
looked at him pityingly. “You poor 
man.”

Collins patted his stomach. “It’s 
worth being married just to eat May- 
belle’s cooking. But since it isn’t 
Maybelle’s cooking that bring you 
here, sheriff, what is it?” There was 
a faint trace of surprise in his voice.

"I want to ask you a favor.”

Collins’ face showed his surprise. 
He glanced from Maybelle back to 
Hudkins. Joe caught the look, saw 
the faint suspicion in it and won
dered why.

“What favor?” Collins kept his 
voice blank. "I'm not a gun-slick; I 
wouldn't make a very good posse- 
man.”

"It’s nothing to do with that,” Joe 
said quietly. “But I just learned 
something today about you.”

Again Collins looked at Maybelle, 
ran his hand across his slicked down 
hair. His grin had no humor and 
Hudkins felt surprised; Dave Col
lins looked sick.

OE HUDKINS cut in f a s t .  
“Sure,” he said. “I know all 

about you.”
Collins wet his lips. “I don’t fol

low you, sheriff.”
“Why,” H u d k i n s  replied. “I 

learned you can play a violin.”
Collins’ face showed relief, he 

sighed. “Is that all you found out, 
sheriff?”

“Is there more?” Hudkins spoke 
slowly. “I want you to play at the 
dance with Maybelle.”

Maybelle’s lilting laugh came again. 
“See, Dave? I told you they’d find 
out about you.” She came close to 
Hudkins and he felt the nearness of 
her, wondered again how the color
less Collins held a woman like May
belle.

The faint pallor of Collins’ face 
disappeared and his face reddened.

"Dave’s just bashful,” Maybelle 
said. “When we came from the East 
he wanted to be like the men out 
here, big and rugged.” She came up 
to her husband and kissed him on the 
cheek.

Collins mumbled, “Damn it, May
belle.” He turned to Hudkins. “That’s 
one of the troubles with a wife, a guy 
can’t keep a secret.” He fumbled with 
his cuffs. “But what she said is right, 
sheriff; I dont want to be laughed at 
out here.”
, "They won’t laugh at you,” Joe 
said quickly. “I can promise that.”

“Why?” Collins asked resentfully. 
He pointed at the Colt on Hudkin’s
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hip. “W ill you use your gun to stop 
them ?”

H udkins w anted to te ll him  th a t 
rough clothes d idn’t  necessarily mean 
bad m anners. He b it his l i p ; afte r all, 
Collins had his own viewpoint. Joe 
said softly , “Of course not, Collins. 
Maybe you haven’t  been here long 
enough. These people aren’t ignorant. 
T h ey ’ll have their wives and daugh
ters  in to  th is  dance; you’ll appre
ciated—probably envied.”

M aybelle took Collins by the arm 
and sm iled up at him. “I ’m sure the 
sh eriff is right, Dave; and we do 
w ant to  make our place out here.”

“Sure,” H udkins said. “And you 
don’t have to call me, s h e r if f ; my 
nam e’s Joe.”

M aybelle w hispered in Collins' ear. 
“I ’m sure Dave w ill say yes,” she said 
m usically in  a low throbbing voice. 
“You see he’s found living out here 
so d iffe ren t from  back E ast”.

“You’ll like it,” Joe tried  to  keep 
the  p icture of M aybelle out of his 
m ind. Take i t  easy, he to ld  himself. 
A  woman like M aybelle wasn’t  m eant 
fo r him—or for Collins either. “P at 
K earney suggested I  ask you.”

“Oh,” Collins grinned weakly. “I f  
the boss suggested it  I  guess I ’d bet
te r  be there .”

H udkins tried  to  keep the trium ph 
out of his voice; th is prom ised to be 
th e  best get-together the valley had 
ever had. “T his valley has a lo t to 
offer,” he sa id ; “and th is  dance 
means a  lot. T he nesters w ill be there 
and I ’m sure I  can get B ert Lane to  
sing.”

“B ert Lane?” M aybelle asked. “I ’ve 
heard  of him .”

H udkins saw Collins’ face tw itch ; 
he grinned.

Collins said, “Okay then. W e’ll be 
there, as long as M aybelle w ants to."

H udkins got the im pression tha t 
Collins w ould do any th ing  Maybelle 
w anted him  to  do. And w hat man 
w ouldn’t  when she tu rned  those dark 
eyes on him  and looked rig h t into 
the m iddle of his heart?

* # *
Outside the house, H udkins breath

ed a sigh o f relief. I t  was good to  
get away from  those eyes and the

smile th a t made blood pound in his 
temples. Better watch her, Dave, he 
thought.

s~ 2
i T T ^  ROM his spot in fron t 

of the county  jail, Joe 
H udkins could see the 
town fill up. I t  had 
started  slowly at f irs t 
but now th a t the eve
ning chores on the 
farm s was over, the 
nester elem ent began 

to fib  „lj the h itch  rails and crowd 
the sidewalks.

H udkins w ent up the stree t and 
saw w ith  approval th a t the cattlem an 
had followed the news tha t Kearney 
and his huge Spade o u tfit were com
ing  in. He sensed th a t most of the cat
tlem en were glad th a t the tension that 
had gripped the Valley showed signs 
of breaking. This is the night to break 
it, he thought.

T he stores stayed open late as nest
ers and cattlem en’s wives seized the  
opportun ity  to  shop. L ater in the 
evening the single cowhands began 
to  ride in un til every hitch rail was 
crowded and the livery barns full. 
Even the saloons s tru n g  along. H u d 
kins v isited  each one and the owners, 
glad to see the trade m ingled, agreed 
not to sell to  a  drunk. H udkins le ft 
each one feeling better.

A t seven o’clock he saw B ert Lane 
w ith  his twelve year old son, Tom 
my, in the seat along side him, tu rn  
h is buckboard in to  the main stree t 
and d rift along hun ting  a place to 
tie  up.

W hen  they  came in fro n t of the 
jail, H udkins waved a t Lane and 
shouted, “T ie up h e r e ,  B ert.” He 
ducked off the board sidewalk and 
stood beside the buckboard.

B ert Lane swung easily down from  
the seat. He was a short stockily  
b u ilt man w ith  blond hair and blue 
eyes; Lane had a d irect way of look
ing a t a man as if  he could see be
hind the thoughts and words.

“I t  looks like a big n ight,” Lane 
said cheerfully  as he tied  the team
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up. “I’m glad I let you talk me into 
coming, Joe; I’m going to leave Tom
my at Mrs. King’s boarding house 
until the shebang is over.”

“He’ll have a lot of company 
there,” Hudkins replied. “I saw Sam 
Torrmant taking his boy there.”

“Is Spade in?”
“Not yet,” Hudkins kept his voice 

cheerful. “But Kearney gave me his 
word,” he eyed the nester closely, re
membering the ill-feeling that existed 
between the two men. Kearney had 
Bert Lane over a barrel with his loans 
from the bank and the entire valley 
knew it.

Except for a slight frown that dis
appeared almost instantly, Lane’s 
face was unchanged. “Maybe this’ll 
work out, Joe,” he said. “I’m only 
doing what I can for the valley in 
general; some of us can’t stand trou
ble.”

Hudkins slapped Lane’s shoulder. 
“There’ll be no trouble,” he promised.

Lane said, “That’ll be fine.” He 
pursed his lips. “I’m bringing in an 
out of county drilling rig, Joe. Some 
of the other farmers are in on it, too; 
we've got to have a steady water sup
ply.”

H UDKINS rolled the words over 
in his mind. They sounded 

good. “How about renting Kearney’s 
rig,” he asked.

“I tried.” Lane shrugged his shoul
ders. “He jerked his rig off my place 
last summer and can’t find time to 
come back.” He leaned against his 
wagon, a sun-tanned fellow with 
laugh wrinkles at the corners of his 
eyes but his face was sober now. “He 
wants us to fail,” he added bitterly, 
“All of us.”

“Then he can’t holler about you 
fellows hiring a strange rig then.” 
Joe felt better; with adequate water, 
some of the nesters would quit 
stringing barb wire about the natural 
water holes that the cattlemen had 
used in the days of free range.

“That’s what I thought,” Lane said. 
“I guess you’re thinking it’ll help 
ease things here.” He paused. “We 
know the cattlemen resent us.” There 
was a touch of longing in his voice

mingled with stubborness. "But this 
country is our home now.”

“Forget it,” Hudkins said quickly. 
“There'll be plenty of music and girls 
tonight. W e’ve got Mr. and Mrs. Col
lins helping to furnish the music to
night.” He grinned at Bert Lane. 
“And some of the nesters told me 
you’re good at singing.”

“Collins,” Lane said, “You mean 
that little fellow in Kearney’s bank.” 

“Yeah, and his wife, too.” Hudkins 
answered. “Do you know her?”

“No,” Lane replied. “No. I’ve just 
seen her from a distance.”

“Her husband’s a violin player,” 
Hudkins replied. “And I’ve already 
heard his wife play the piano.”

Lane said nervously, “Well, I’ve 
got to get Tommy to Mrs. King’s.” He 
appeared ill at ease.

“Do I hafta go to Mrs. King’s?” 
Tommy Lane cut in. “Gee, Dad, why 
can’t I stay and visit with the sher
iff.” The kid’s eyes bulged at the 
sight of the bars across the window 
and at the Wanted posters on the 
sun-warped bulletin board outside. 
He was a short, sturdy youngster 
with his father’s blond hair, and his 
scrubbed face was bright as a newly 
washed window. He jammed a hand 
into an inner pocket and brought out 
something in his fist. He held it to
ward Hudkins.

“An arrowhead,” he said, unclasp
ing his fingers. “See, sheriff. A real 
Indian arrow, I betcha it’s hundreds 
of years old.”

“It probably is,” Joe took it in his 
hand. “Where’d you get it?”

“From Box Canyon,” Tommy an
swered proudly. “I find lots of things 
up there.”

“That’s a long way for a kid to 
ride,” Hudkins said. He handed the 
arrowhead back.

Bert Lane said, “I think it’s time 
we got started, Tommy; we’ll see 
you again, sheriff.”

“The folks count on you singing 
some,” Hudkins said. “You’ll have 
fine music backing you up.”

“Pop’s* the best singer on the 
range,” Tommy said proudly. “Even
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if  he doesn't like w hat I b ring  home 
all the tim e.”

“Kid brought home some bones 
one tim e,” B ert Lane said. H is voice 
had lost its  reserve. “He should spend 
more tim e on his books.” He took 
Tommy by the hand,

“Folks are d riftin g  up to the hall 
fast,” H udkins said. “A fter you get 
up there and w hirl those p re tty  g irls 
around you’ll w ant to sing.”

Lane gave a big w ink and grinned. 
He w ent up the street, little  Tommy 
by his side and H udkins p u t a foot 
on the board sidewalk and watched 
him. T he country could use men like 
B ert Lane. T rouble, he thought, 
would fade away a fte r tonight. He 
gave silent thanks to his fa ther who 
believed th a t a laugh and a b it of 
fun  would heal trouble faster and 
b etter than  a sixgun.

I T  W A S ten  o’clock before Joe saw 
his deputy, Pete W illis, come in 

from  having taken a prisoner to the 
sh eriff in the next county and H ud
kins tu rned  the ja il over to  him.

O utside it  was ligh t w ith  a big 
yellow moon th a t cast so ft shadows 
on the sun baked streets of the town. 
T he streets were full of punchers And 
farm ers d riftin g  back and fo rth  and 
and from  the open windows in the 
hall above R eiden's store music blared 
ou t into the n ight. Even from  the 
stree t i t  sounded good and H udkins 
stood and soaked some of it  in.

A t the foot of the hallw ay a group 
of men parted when he came up. H ud
kins exchanged cheery greetings w ith  
them. A few days ago these men had 
been edgy, suspicious of each other 
and now the hardness had been 
rubbed off. T hey  stood there, a 
m ingled group of farm ers, cattlem en 
and townsmen and exchanged small 
talk.

Someone slapped H udkins on the 
back and said, “Nice work, sheriff. 
W e’re glad you prom oted it.” 

H udkins w ent up the steps fast. 
H is fa th e r’s theory  was rig h t; music 
and laughs outclassed guns and 
powdersmoke.

W hen he entered the big hall a

square dance w ith  th ree fu ll sets was 
in  fu ll blast. He found a spot along 
the wall and stood watching. Old 
R ufe Simms who handled the coach 
for the stage line o u tfit d id  the call
ing and his voice filled  the hall. He 
saw P a t Kearney, his big good-look
ing face flushed w ith  pleasure, danc
ing in a set, and then he spotted B ert 
Lane.

Joe w histled to  him self. T his was 
even better than  he had expected. 
K earney and Lane were in the same 
set. He looked up at the p latform  
where the m usicians were and sucked 
in his breath. M aybelle Collins wore 
ju s t enough red  to set o ff her dark 
beauty. Dave C ollins’ violin bow had 
magic in it.

T he dance finished and H udkins 
saw M aybelle leave the piano and 
his eyebrow’s raised. Collins stayed 
on the platform  and he guessed tha t 
M aybelle was going to  dance. He 
s tarted  to  cu t over to  her then  re 
m inded him self th a t someone had 
probably already asked her and ou t of 
curiosity  he waited to  see. Dave Col
lin s’ eyes followed M aybelle but his 
face was bland, innocent of emotion. 
He cradled the violin to h is shoulder.

I T  W A S a  round dance and Joe 
H udkins saw B ert Lane cut across 

the floor and m eet M aybelle. I t  was 
a fast dance and M aybelle’s hair 
w hirled  as Lane spun around the 
floor w ith  her. H udkins sm iled ; m ay
be they  did call Lane a plow  jockey 
bu t on a dance floor his feet were 
fast and sure. T hey  w ent by him and 
M aybelle gave him  a big  smile. H u d 
kins tried  to  stop his emotions but 
fa ile d ; Maybelle was enough to make 
any m an’s heart jump.

T he Ladies A id had pitched in and 
helped w ith a table loaded w ith  sand
wiches and big p itchers of iced lem
onade. Every now and then  a couple 
would d rif t  over and H udkins forgot 
M aybelle and her dancing eyes and 
the look in  B ert L ane’s face. They 
were m ixing. He w atched cowhands 
squiring farm ers’ daughters and the 
nesters danced and flirted  w ith  the 
daughters of cattlem en. He saw old 
Sam Torrm ant, who next to  Kearney, 
ran  the biggest cow o u tfit in  the
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Valley over by the lemonade stand 
and cut across the floor to talk to 
him,

Joe was halfway across the floor 
when the dance ended and someone 
tugged at his sleeve. He turned 
around and saw Maybelle. Lane 
grinned, said, “Hi, sheriff.”

“I can squeeze in another dance,” 
Maybelle said. The scent of perfume 
she wore made Hudkins’ head whirl. 
“It’s a waltz.”

"That’s an invitation, sheriff,” Bert 
Lane said genially; “if you don’t 
take it I will.”

“I’ll try it,” Hudkins said. “But 
you’ll have to keep out of the way 
of my feet.” He thought again as he 
watched the color in her cheeks that 
here was the prettiest woman he 
had ever seen—And the most danger
ous; she knew her power.

She laughed, a tinking merry laugh. 
“I’m not afraid of that, sheriff.”

“You call me, Joe,” Hudkins said 
softly. “My friends do.”

She pouted prettily. “Then I’m a 
friend, Joe?”

“Sure,” he answered. “How's your 
husband making out?”

“He’s enjoying all of this,” she 
replied. “He admires you, Joe.” 

Bert Lane said, “You’d better get 
started, Joe, before I cut in.”

The music started for another 
dance. Maybelle gave a merry laugh 
and Hudkins led her away. He saw 
a faint twitch in Lane’s face and a 
cloudiness in his eyes.

She was the best partner, Joe Hud
kins realized quickly, that he had 
ever been on a dance floor with. She 
had the knack of making a man feel 
that he was dancing with a feather 
in his arm, but the nearness of her 
body and the warmth of her made his 
blood pound. As they swung in front 
of the music platform Hudkins 
flashed a glance to Dave Collins. Col
lins grinned back but without humor. 
Pat Kearney’s warning came back to 
Hudkins then, “I think he’d kill any 
man for her.”

The dance came to an end. Dave 
Collins put his violin away and made 
his way down from the stand. “Let’s 
have a drink, sheriff,” he said, lead

ing the way to the lemonade stand. 
“You’re a good dancer, I see.”

Hudkins said warily, "Your wife 
makes any man a good dancer.” 

Maybelle laughed gaily.
“I’ll wet my throat with this,” a 

husky voice said.

H UDKINS turned and saw Pat 
Kearney. The Spade owner’s 

face was bland. He filled a glass, 
drained it.

Joe said, "I see most of your hands 
here.”

Kearney said, “I gave my word, 
Hudkins. I left just a night crew and 
Slim Watterson at Spade.” He 
turned to Dave Collins, rubbed his 
chin, said briskly. “You’re a lucky 
man, Dave; your wife is not only 
beautiful but certainly can play a 
piano.”

Collins flushed. He stammered, 
"Thanks Mr. Kearney.”

“Yes sir,” Kearney added. "She and 
Bert Lane were the best dancers on 
the floor.” He gave Hudkins a hearty 
grin; “Sorry, sheriff, but you ran 
second in this race.”

Maybelle said, “Thanks, Mr. Kear
ney.” She gave Hudkins a grin just 
as Bert Lane came up. “But we’d 
better get back up on the stand Dave.” 
She saw Bert Lane then and added, 
“And I’m sure that Mr. Lane will 
sing again for us. Won’t you, Bert?” 
The last word slipped out and Hud
kins saw pretty white teeth clamp 
over her lip for an instant.

Bert Lane was a goner, Hudkins 
thought as he watched both of the 
Collins’ lead him to the stand. He 
shoved the thought out of his mind. 
Bert Lane would know better than 
to flirt with a woman like Maybelle.

He stood there, listening to Lane 
sing. The nester had a deep rich 
voice that filled the hall and caused 
everyone to watch.

Pat Kearney said just as the song 
ended. “I hear the nesters are bring
ing in an out county drilling rig.” 
He rubbed his chin, his eyes half 
closed.

“They are,” Joe answered. He won
dered what Kearney was hinting at. 
The big rancher had no basis to
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gripe. “I t ’ll make it better for every
body to  have more w ater bn th is 
range.” H e watched the change of ex
pression on K earney’s face, and won
dered w hat laid back of the grey 
eyes. “W hy don't you use your rig, 
K earney?”

“BecailBe I need it m yself,” K ear
ney said suddenly. “T his is cattle 
co u n try ; I ’m not helping any nester.” 

“You loaned some of them money.” 
H udkins prodded him.

“ I d idn’t  figure on them using barb 
w ire around every w ater hole the 
cattlem en hadn’t claimed," K earney’s 
voice rasped. Then he grinned, “I 
don’t aim to argue about it w ith  you 
sheriff. B ut the ranchers won’t like 
i t  when they see a rig  coming in. 
The nesters m ight stay.”

“You’re the only one th a t’s com
plained,” H udkins answered sharply.

K EA R N E Y  grinned. “A lrigh t.” 
He glanced up at the p latform  

where Lane had ju st finished another 
song. “Lane doesn’t hide it very well, 
does h e?”

H udkins d idn’t reply. He had seen 
the same gleam in L ane’s face.

K earney said softly , “I  thirik Dave 
Collins w ill k ill anybody th a t tries 
to  take her away from him. You can’t 
te ll about these quiet guys.”

“ You’re worse than  an old woman,” 
H udkins said ang rily ; “I know B ert 
Lane better than  that. A fter all I 
danced w ith  her, too.”

“B ut you d idn’t look at her the way 
he did,” K earney’s voice was sly. He 
rubbed his chin. “I w ouldn’t be sur
prised  at any th ing  these nesters 
m ight do.”

T he big clock hung far up on the 
wall bonged eleven o’clock.

H udkins was at the far end of the 
hall dancing w ith a cute little  blonde, 
the  daughter of a cattlem an, his 
thoughts on K earney’s suspicions 
when voices shouted from  the hall
way.

T he little  blonde said, “Say, Joe, 
w atch where you’re leading me.” 

H udkins mumbled, “Sorry.” He 
sw ung around so th a t he faced the 
door. H e saw a knot of cowhands, 
m ost of them  Spade, push their way 
th rough  the crowded dance floor.

Somebody shouted, “W here 's P a t 
K earney?”

“I ’ll see you later,” H udkins said. 
He le ft the little  blonde and hurried  
toward the door. Som ething was 
wrong.

He heard Kearney shout, “Here, 
Slim.”

He saw it then.
Slim W atterson, K earney’s ramrod, 

held a s tiff, d irt caked and dried 
blood smeared cowhide in the air 
above his head. T he dancers halted, 
the music died away.

V EN  D a v e  Collins 
s t o p p e d ,  his bow 
scraping a sour note 
that whanged above 
the hum of voices.

“W hat the Devil is 
th is?” P a t Kearney 
grabbed the hide from 
Slim W atterson . He 

waved it in the air as Joe  H udkins 
shoved his way through  the crowd. 
K earney’s blocky face purpled w ith  
rage. H is voice shook w ith  anger.

As H udkins shoved in Slim W at
terson said hoarsely. “I  cu t a tra il 
onto Lane’s farm  and follered it.” 
He was a gaunt man, shoulders 
hum ped, eyes close together. H is big 
Adams apple danced a jig  as he 
talked. “I  found a spot w here i t ’d 
been butchered and th ’ skin buried .” 
He looked around the crowd, con
scious tha t he was the center of a t
traction.

Two veins throbbed on P a t K ear
ney’s forehead.

H udkins cu t in fast, knowing that 
trouble laid here. “L e t’s see th a t hide, 
K earney.” He held out his hand. 
“Slim, why didn’t  you take it to my 
office?”

Slim W atterson  wet his lips. He 
looked at big Kearney, said nervous
ly, “ I—I —figgered you’d both be 
here.”

B ert Lane forged in between W at
terson and Kearney. H is features 
were set, hard. “T h a t’s a damn lie,” 
he ra sp ed ; “nobody butchered any 
Spade beef on m y la n d !”
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W atterson’s hand slapped against 
the b u tt of his sixgun. H udkins, mov
ing faster, grabbed his w r is t; the 
motion shoved W atterson  back, left 
a gap between the two Spade men. A  
fight here, thought H udkins, would 
be the fuse that would light the pow
der keg. In this crowded space a gun- 
battle would drench the valley with 
blood.

“You lying, two-bit, thieving sod- 
buster!” Joe heard P at Kearney roar.

Hudkino whipped around, Slim 
W atterson forgotten, ju st as Kear
ney, fast in spite of his size, charged 
Bert Lane.

Kearney’s bear-like body crashed 
into the smaller, stu rdy  figure of the 
farmer, rocking him across the crowd
ed floor, past scream ing women and 
shouting men, into the wall. Lane 
swung and the smack of his fis t on 
Kearney’s jaws brought a howl of ap
proval from the nesters and shouts 
of anger from the cattlemen.

Hudkins jumped. Kearney and Lane 
were the kingpins to break apart. A 
foot th rust out from the circle of 
watchers tripped him and the force 
of his rush made him stumble across 
the floor, trip  over a chair and sprawl 
on the floor. H udkins got up, face 
reddened at the jeers, headed for the 
fighters.

Kearney drove a looping swing 
deep into Lane’s stomach and the 
nester’s face tu rned  dead white. The 
blow touched off a riot. H udkins 
huried  fast, try in g  to  weave his way 
through a mass of struggling men, 
re luctan t to use a gun. H is heart sank; 
all the hopes he had built on the re
sults of this dance were gone. Things 
were in a worse mess than before. The 
ill-feeling had changed into blows.

In  spite of K earney’s advantage in 
size, H udkins was surprised. Lane 
was still on his feet and his blows 
rammed into Kearney’s body like the 
sound of a man driving a post. Kear
ney’s confident look had faded; his 
eyes glazed.

O V IN G  FA ST  now, Hudkins 
shoved aside a nester and a 

cowhand, swapping punches who 
staggered in  fron t of him. H e grabbed 
B ert Lane by an arm, yanked him

back just as the nester swung from 
the floor. O ff balance, the blow 
w histled past K earney’s bull dog jaw.

Kearney grunted, “So you’re a cow
man at last, Joe,” he pulled toward 
Lane.

"Keep out, Joe ,” Lane panted. He 
struggled to free him self. “ Is this 
why you asked us up here?”

“Hold ’em,” roared Kearney, “I ’ll 
finish the damn th ie f!”

Lane said through swollen lips, " I 
don’t need any cowman law to fig h t 
for me.” He jerked loose from  H ud
kins’ grip.

Kearney roared, rushed forward.
H udkins stepped in and m et him 

w ith a punch th a t jarred  H udkins’ 
entire body. K earney’s head jerked 
back. He spat blood, kept coming. 
The w eight of his body shoved H ud
kins off balance. T hen Kearney was 
going past him, headed for Lane and 
somebody laughed.

The laugh spurred H udkins. He 
had to stop Kearney and Lane n o w ! 
To stop them m eant to stop the brawl. 
He heeled around, grabbed Kearney 
by his shirt, hung on. K earney swore. 
He whipped around; his giant fis t 
drove straigh t for H udk in ’s face. 
H udkins ducked, th ink ing  th a t if 
Kearney won, he m ight as well tu rn  
his badge in and the thought drove 
him anew. He w ent under the blow, 
fe lt the w eight of K earney’s arm  on 
his shoulder, drove a punch th a t trav 
eled about a foot before it smacked 
into K earney’s square chin.

K earney’s tongue stuck out between 
gasping lips. He stood s till and H ud
kins halted his next swing, re luc tan t 
to  h it a man who was out on his feet. 
Kearney weaved, w ent down w ith  a 
crash.

Lane panted, “W hy d idn’t  you keep 
ou t?” He brushed hair out of his 
eyes.

Hudkins said, “I ’m runn ing  you in 
for tonight, Lane—both of you.” He 
was aware of the crowd w atching 
him, knowing th a t if  he weakened 
the damage could never be knit.

Kearney scrambled about on the 
floor. H is hands spread out and he 
heaved him self up. Slim W atterson  
rushed up.
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"T h a t’s it," he mumbled, “R un him 
in.”

“B oth of you,” H udkins said. “T ill 
you cool o ff.”

He was aware now tha t P ete  W illis  
was beside him, his face eager. He 
le ft P ete at the hall, heard m usic sta rt 
behind him—but no one danced, as 
he m arched the two men down the 
steps and across the street, past gap
ing onlookers and in to  the jail.

W hen they  were inside P a t K ear
ney spoke for the f irs t time. He said, 
“Damn you, H udkins. I ’m not fo rge t
ting  th is.”

H udkins tu rned  the key in  the 
lock. He said. “I ’ll check into th a t 
hide, K earney.” H e thought b itterly . 
“T h is is bad fo r you, Joe. And bad 
for the valley.”

B ert Lane said softly , “How about 
Tommy, sh eriff?” He pu t his hands 
on the bar. “H e’ll be w orried.”

“I ’ll see him ,” prom ised H udkins. 
“You’ll be out in  the m orning.”

“You don’t th in k  I  butchered one 
of Spade’s steers, do you,” Lane 
asked.

H udkins pursed his lips. “No,” he 
said slowly. “B ut i t ’s bad fo r you 
L a n e ; if  K earney w ants to  cause 
trouble over it, he can.”

# * #
O U ’LL  find your team  and 
buckboard in the l i v e r y  

stable,” Joe  H udkins to ld  Lane the 
nex t m orning. “Mrs. K ing took care 
of him .”

Lane squared his s h o u l d e r s .  
“T hanks. B ut now every cattlem an 
in  the valley th inks I ’m a th ief.”

“I  let K earney out an hour ago,” 
H udkins said thoughtfu lly . “H e’s not 
p ressing any charges.”

“He doesn’t  need to ,” Lane replied. 
H e stalked out before H u d k i n s  
could explain to  him  tha t Slim W at- 
terson had shown him where he had 
tra iled  the steer from  Spade ground 
to  Lane’s farm  and even the spot 
w here the hide had been buried.

H udkins pulled a bag of tobacco 
Out of his pocket and rolled a smoke 
w hile he stared  a t Lane’s re treating  
figure. H e had a let-down feeling; 
th ings were worse now.

Yet when he saw M aybelle Col
lins come down the stree t h is heart 
jum ped. H e mumbled a t him self for 
allow ing the sigh t of her to  affec t 
him, rem inding him self th a t she was 
another m an’s wife. Yet he cut across 
the street.

H er eyes were bright. “Good m orn
ing,” and the w ords were music. 
H er teeth  sparkled between red lips. 
“I ’m glad you w eren’t h u rt last night, 
or th a t nice Mr. Lane either.” 

“T here’s no th ing  done th a t time 
won’t  heal,” H udkins said and won
dered if  she could read the doubts 
in  his mind.

“I ’m on my way to  see Dave,” she 
said, “He really  envies the way you 
handled those men last night.

H udkins tried  to keep the emotion 
out of h is voice. Better watch your
self, he told him self. This woman 
is more dangerous than Kearney.

“I  see Mr. K earney going into the 
bank,” M aybelle said. “ I do hope he 
isn ’t in a bad tem per. M y husband is 
so sensitive. H e’s nervous about w hat 
he saw last n igh t.”

H udkins chuckled, said sym pathet
ically, “I ’m sure he’ll recover, M ay
belle. B ut I ’ll postpone w alking to  
the bank w ith  you. I  m ight make 
K earney mad fo r sure.”

She looked up at the sky. “ Dave’s 
buying me a pony from  Mr. K earney 
today. Tom orrow I ’m going for a ride. 
Do you like to ride, Joe.”

“I  get enough when I  w ork,” he 
laughed. “Get Dave to ride w ith  you.” 

H er laugh tw inkled gayly, “Dave 
is a poor rider.” She looked again 
a t the sky, “B ut I  love to  ride.”

He said awkwardly, “ I ’ve got some 
to  do now. Maybe w e’ll m eet again.” 

“I ’m sure we w ill,” she answered. 
She gave him another smile and w ent 
on down the stree t tow ard the bank. 
H udkins breathed a sigh of relief. 
He was angry  a t him self for le ttin g  
her excite him  and the knowledge 
th a t she knew she could excite him  
made it worse. He made a m ental 
resolution to  watch his step  w ith  
Maybelle. She probably collects men
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like a trapper hunts hides, he thought. 
And he had more to do than chat 
w ith women.

* * *

TO JO E  H udkins, in the next two 
weeks, the tem per of the valley 

changed like a piece of rawhide th a t’s 
been soaked in w ater then  let d ry  out 
in the sun changes. T he nesters, 
barred from crossing Spade land by 
Kearney’s orders and enforced by 
his punchers, drove the long way into 
town. Each n ight was an explosion 
night. Joe H udkins tightened w ith 
the strain of w aiting for an explosion 
that never came off—-quite. And w ith 
the sour knowledge that neither fac
tion trusted  him.

Even the weather added to the 
tempers that laid ju st below the edge 
of a man’s self control. The sun blis
tered the fields and the cattle bawled 
for water. The w aterholes begun to 
dry up and the nesters strung  more 
barb wire around the holes tha t cat
tle  had drank from  since the range 
had firs t been settled.

In  fron t of Reiden’s store, nesters 
clustered in a compact knot of over- 
ailed men and blue work shirts.

Hudkins watched them talk  excit
edly. He saw B ert Lane come out of 
the store and become the center of 
the  group. A gaunt farm er slapped 
Lane on the back and his hoarse laugh 
rolled across the street.

Pete W illis said, “T hat’s a real 
laugh, Joe. The firs t I ’ve heard in 
two weeks.”

“I th ink  I ’ll see what i t ’s about," 
H udkins said. He got up from the 
desk.”

“You miss talk ing to Lane and his 
kid, don’t  you,” Pete W illis probed.

H udkins said dryly, “Damn you, 
Pete. How’d you know th a t?”

“I  saw the kid coming back from 
Box Canyon,” P ete said. “He kinda 
asked about you.”

None of the faces were friendly as 
H udkins approached the group. He 
though t b itterly , They don’t trust me, 
and the knowledge hurt. He asked 
Lane, m asking his emotions, "How’s 
Tommy, B ert ?”

“A ll righ t,” Lane answered shortly. 
“ Go ahead, Bert," somebody in the 

crowd said. “T ell ’im about it."

“A bout w hat?” H udkins asked. 
B ert Lane said so ftly  w ith  a note 

of excitem ent in his voice. “W e’ve 
got a d riller coming in. O ughta be 
here in a couple of days according to 
th is le tter I  ju s t got.”

“T h a t’s fine,” H udkins agreed 
heartily . “I  guess you can all use more 
w ater.”

“And by gosh we’re gonna drill 
’em,” a w inkled farm er w ith  work 
worn face and w orried lines in his 
face said. “T his dry  spell is ru in in ’ 
us. W e bin h u rt bad as it is.”

“T his hurts  the valley,” Hudkins 
said. “The cattle need w ater.”

“T ain t enough w ater holes,” the 
old farm er said. “L et the cattlem en 
do their own w orrying.”

Lane said b itterly , “Kearney can 
d rill holes for them.”

“Ha,” the old man said. “Not him. 
He doesn’t give a damn about any
body but Kearney.” He chuckled. 
“And most of his w ater holes are 
dry. T h at’s all he gits is d ry  holes.” 

“I wish I ’d never left Indiana,” an
other farm er said. He was a middle- 
aged man and soft spoken. “I t  either 
burns us out, freezes us out or floods 
us out here.”

T he old tim er looked at the sky. 
He scuffed dust w ith  the toe of his 
worn shoe. “I  th ink it 's  bu ild ing up 
to  rain soon. My bones feel it .”

Lane grinned. “Come out some
time, sheriff.” He fidgeted. “I  guess 
I  sort of went haywire blam ing you 
for p u ttin ’ me in  jail. Tommy misses 
those stories of yours. He does like 
hers.”

“W hose stories?” H udkins asked 
quickly.

Lane’s face became colored. He said 
awkwardly, “Mrs. Collins. Tommy's 
m et her out riding and she’s told him  
stories.”

“I  te ll you we’re gonna have rain,” 
the voice of the old tim er covered 
up Lane’s confusion. “I remember one 
time when I  homesteaded down in 
Arizona and—”

“Aw, E d,” the guy from Indiana 
said. “I  don’t  th ink  i t ’ll rain  here 
again, ever.”

H udkins said, “I ’ll ride out tom or
row, Bert. And good luck when you 
drill.”
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He turned  and le ft the knot of 
nesters, feeling better. He heard 
someone say. “Yuh th ink  it’ll cause 
trouble B ert?”

Lane’s voice replied, “W e’ll be 
fixed for it, when the rig  gets here.”

LD timer was right, 
jo e  H udkins thought 

\ r l  J  sourly the next day.
__ . W  The storm  caught him

J  halfway between town 
and Lane’s f a r m .  
There was a sudden 
drop in the tem pera
ture ; t h e n  a soft 

bree_.. Jt-'otle as a woman’s sigh at 
first, that ru ffled  the burn t wheat 
in the fields and brought the smell 
of rain. He debated tu rn ing  back to 
town, decided to push ahead and rode 
faster.

Cattle began to d rif t as he rode 
past Spade range, toward the shelter 
of cottonwoods, sere and yellow. 
A gainst the far o ff peaks, thunder 
rum bled and then ligh tn ing  forked 
across the horizon. I t  was dark now, 
the sun hidden behind layers of 
greasy clouds; Joe fe lt the firs t drops 
pelt down.

No man in his rig h t senses would 
be out in th is storm, he thought. B ut 
it  wasn’t far now to Lane’s place 
and the afternoon was already chang
ing into evening.

W ind whipped dust across the road 
and H udkins’ big grey laid his ears 
back. H udkins h it L ane’s farm  just 
as the sky opened and w ater came 
down in solid sheets. T he house and 
barn became dim objects in fron t of 
h im ; before he could get the grey 
inside the barn, both were soaked.

“Hey, Jo e !” I t  was B ert Lane and 
his voice shook.

“Did you see Tom m y?” his voice 
trembled,

“No,” H udkins answered. “L et’s 
get inside. You look sick.”

Lane grunted. “Broke a leg.” He 
broke off as H udkins helped him in 
side the house. A fire  was going and 
the heat fe lt good. Joe helped Lane 
lay down on a bunk.

“Did Tommy go for a doctor?” 
H udkins asked. “ I didn’t pass any
body on the road to town.”

Lane moved restlessly. “Tommy 
left before the accident. He w anted 
to visit the ru ins in Box Canyons so 
he’d have som ething to show you.” 
Lane pointed at a le tte r on the 
table. “H e’s selling the s tu ff to some 
curio dealer back E ast.” He winced. 
“I  was hoisting a tim ber up in the 
lo ft when the block and tackle gave 
w ay; I ’ve been w aiting for Tommy 
ever since.”

H udkins w ent to the door, opened 
i t ;  the d ra ft nearly jerked i t  out of 
his hand. W ater covered the ground. 
H e shut the door and tried  to keep 
the w orry in his mind out of his 
voice. A fter all, he thought, Tommy 
might have le ft the canyon before the 
flash-flood—but on the o ther hand. 
L ane’s voice broke into his chain of 
thoughts.

“Damn th is leg,” Lane said i r r i t
ably. He looked questioningly at H ud
kins. “Maybe if you propped me up 
in the saddle—” he le ft it  unfinished.

“W here’s your slicker?” H udkins 
asked. No use risk ing  B ert Lane’s 
life in a storm  like this. “Tommy’s 
probably made it  to  some neighbors 
but I ’ll take a look see.” He tried  to 
keep his voice casual; Box Canyon 
could be a death-trap in a flash-flood 
like this.

R elief shone in  L ane’s eyes. “H e’s 
probably safe,” he agreed, “B ut I ’ve 
got to  know.”

H udkins noted the fear in the nest- 
e r’s voice. He moved fast, stripp ing  
the big grey, w iping him down w ith  
a blanket and turned  tow ard the 
house. W ate r drenched him again be
fore he reached the porch. B ert Lane 
stood w ith  his hands gripp ing  the 
post and his face was white.

LAN E wasn’t  the only man to 
worry, H udkins though t as he 

stepped outside w ith  L ane’s slicker 
buttoned high around his neck. T he 
wind w hipped the breath out of his 
lungs, brought tears into his eyes. H is 
feet sank into the ooae of mud th a t 
covered the corral as he crossed it
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and reached the shelter of the barn. 
His big grey looked at him when 
Hudkins led the pony to the barn 
door. The animal laid his ears back 
and tried to back up,

Hudkins forced the pony out of the 
door and into the full fury of the 
storm. Rain stung like buckshot. Joe 
realized that if he didn’t get Tommy 
out of Box Canyon before long there 
would be no chance of forcing a way 
into it. A picture flashed into his 
mind of a small boy scrambling 
around, trying to climb higher than 
the v/ater and he urged the big grey.

Hudkins rode by instinct. The 
swirl of water blotted out the land
marks. Thoughts swirled inside him; 
it was too late to stop and hunt for 
more riders to help him. He thought 
of Bert Lane, crippled with his leg, 
worrying about his son and he tried 
to make the grey go faster. He found 
a dozen gullies that had been dry but 
were now bankful of water and the 
grey lunged across. Water soaked 
Hudkins to his knees; he rode grimly, 
hunched forward in the saddle.

It was so dark that Joe rode into 
the midst of a group of riders be
fore he could see them. Men sur
rounded him and he recognized then 
the bulk of Pat Kearney’s body. 
Lightning ripped the sky and he saw 
the gaunt face of Slim Watterson 
and beside them a small figure, nearly 
lost in a huge slicker that dropped 
below his stirrups. It was Dave Col
lins.

“It's Joe Hudkins,” a voice said 
and Hudkins recognized the voice of 
Sam Torrmant. “You hunting her, 
Joe?”

“Hunting whom?” Hudkins asked. 
He thought fast. “How’d you know 
Tommy Lane was missing?”

“It’s my wife,” Dave Collins cut 
in. His voice was thin and shaky. 
“She’s caught out here somewheres.”

Pat Kearney cut in. “Glad we found 
you, Joe.” He rubbed his chin. “May- 
belle should have been back hours 
ago; we needed you to help hunt for 
her. I ’ve got all my riders out.” He 
halted a moment, suspicious in his 
voice. “What the devil’s Bert Lane’s 
kid doing?”

“Bert thinks Tommy’s trapped in 
Box Canyon," Hudkins replied. He 
wondered what the tone in Kearney’s 
voice meant, then dismissed it. “Some 
of you men come with me.”

“We’re hunting my wife,” Dave 
Collins said, and the meekness was 
gone from his voice.

“She’s probably taken shelter some
where,” Hudkins suggested. “After 
all she’s a grown woman and a good 
rider.”

Kearney said testily. “She’s an 
Easterner, sheriff.”

“And Tommy Lane’s only a kid,” 
Hudkins replied. A touch of anger 
rode his words. “A couple of you 
men ride with me.”

“Damn if they will,” Kearney in
terrupted. “W e’re hunting Maybelle 
Colins. Damn these nester brats; let 
’em look out for their own.” He 
edged his horse forward.

Hudkins felt his face redden with 
anger. He blocked Kearney with his 
grey. “I say you’re splitting; Mrs. 
Collins is an expert rider.”

“She’s my wife,” Dave Collins cut 
in and his voice was harsh. “These 
men are helping me hunt her. Let's 
go, boys.”

H UDKINS continued to block 
the way. Kearney grov/led, 

“W e’re going ahead even if we have 
to ride over you, Hudkins.”

Hudkins ignored him. A new 
thought surged inside him. He 
turned to Sam Torrmant. “You’ve got 
a kid, Sam,” he said softly—“just 
about the same age as Tommy. How 
about it, Sam?”

Sam Torrmant said, “I think Hud
kins is right, Kearney. Any woman 
should have sense enough to seek 
shelter in a storm like this. A kid’s a 
kid.”

“I ’ll remember this, Sam,” Kearney 
shouted.

Sam Torrmant said, “I’m pulling 
my boys out, Kearney; we’re riding 
with the sheriff.”

Kearney mumbled but the roar of 
the storm drowned out his oaths. He 
splashed around Hudkins followed 
by Dave Collins and Slim Watterson.



54 FAMOUS WESTERN

In a matter of moments the night 
swallowed them.

Sam Torrmant said, “You’d think 
it *was Kearney’s wife that was lost, 
’stead of Collins.” he pulled the 
collar of his slicker about his throat 
tighter. “They search funny. We 
passed a couple of houses and they 
didn’t even stop to look.” He turned 
his pony around, “Is the kid trapped 
in Box Canyon?”

“Bert Lane thinks so,” Hudkins 
answered slowly. There was some
thing odd about Kearney’s determina
tion to continue hunting for Maybelle 
Collins.

“They passed up a couple of 
houses,” Hudkins repeated under his 
breath. Then a thought hit him with 
a wallop that made him rein up the 
grey. The other riders bunched in 
on him. Kearney’s remarks came back 
to’ him then, "I th ink C o ll in s  w o u ld  
k i l l  a n y  m a n  she lo o k e d  a t."

“What’s the matter?” Torrmant 
asked.

But Tommy Lane! H u d k i n s  
thought of the kid and swayed. After 
all it was only a fear, a thought based 
on nothing solid that made him sud
denly afraid of dapper Dave Collins. 
But Tommy’s danger was real. He 
said, “Sam.”

“Yeah,” Sam Torrmant answered. 
“You got a hunch?”

“I might find Tommy,” Hudkins 
picked his words slowly, “But I can’t 
pass up Box Canyon.”

Sam Torrmant said gruffly, “I’ve 
got enough men to hunt all through 
Box Canyon if we get there in time. 
You want a man with you?”

Hudkins wondered if the relief he 
felt showed in his voice. “No, Sam; 
if you find him or not head for Lane’s 
house anyway.”

“Sure,” Torrmant replied. “Me and 
the boys’ll fetch him back if we find 
him.” He whistled, “These kids! But 
I guess I gave my dad some grey 
hairs in my time.” He led his riders 
toward Box Canyon.

Hudkins whipped around. The 
hunch that had been faint became a 
cold fear that made him shiver. Water 
seeped around his neck, ran cold

fingers down his back. The grey 
splashed water.

OE HUDKINS had made his de
cision on the spur of the mo

ment. The little pieces that composed 
his hunch began to take shape slow
ly. Pat Kearney had been definite. 
He shuddered, thinking of Bert Lane 
and his broken leg. If Kearney had a 
scheme, this was the night to pull it. 
He pictured Kearney, rubbing his 
chin and smiling with cold satisfac
tion; Joe set his lips grimly, forgot 
the icy water trickling down his back. 
He had to make it to Lane’s in time.

The light from Lane’s farmhouse 
was a cheery yellow against the 
blackness. Three horses were outside, 
their rumps turned to the wind, 
miserable in the wet. There was no 
sign of their riders.

Hudkins came up slowly, aware that 
his hunch had been right. He led the 
grey into the shelter of the barn and 
the grey pricked its ears up. Light
ning crashed outside and he saw a 
black mare, skin still wet, in a stall. 
He felt excitement course through 
him. That mare belonged to Maybelle 
Collins.

There was still no sign of life on 
the outside of the Lane house. He 
made his way through the mud to a 
side window. A curtain that failed 
to touch the bottom of the window 
let him peek inside. Hudkins saw 
a big, squarely shaped back facing 
him. It was Pat Kearney.

Bert Lane laid stretched out in a 
chair, his broken leg supported by 
a stool. His face looked gaunt.

One thing puzzled Hudkins, made 
him scowl in the darkness. What did 
Kearney plan to pull, and where did 
Maybelle fit into it? He searched the 
room again. He saw Dave Collins, in 
one corner, his face tight and nar
row. Slim Watterson stood with his 
arms behind him, his eyes on Bert 
Lane. There was no sign of Maybelle. 
He pressed his ear against the pane 
of glass but the roar of the storm 
drowned out the mumble of voices in 
the room.

Hudkins muttered thanks that he’d 
been to Lane’s often enough to know 
where the back door was. He picked
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his way around the side of the house, 
tried  the knob. The door swung open 
easily. The room was dark, only a 
crack of light coming underneath the 
door tha t led to  the fron t of the 
house.

W ater puddled on the floor from 
his slicker. He eased it  off, laid it  in 
one corner behind the kitchen stove.

Lane had been a good carpenter and 
had built the house big enough for a 
family. Hudkins stood still, figuring  
the layout in his mind. The voices 
made a fain t hum in his ears.

I t  was Lane’s voice tha t he heard 
firs t and the words trem bled w ith 
anger. “She’s not here I told you 
that. Now get o u t!”

“Then it won’t  h u rt if  we just look 
around.” The voice was crisp, dead
ly with intent. H udkins, listening 
frowned. I t  wasn’t  K earney’s deep 
voice, nor Slim W atterson’s slow 
drawl. He started. The voice had been 
th a t of Dave Collins.

H UDKINS moved out of the 
kitchen, thankfu l the fron t 

room was not in d irect line w ith  the 
kitchen. He thought of the black 
mare in the barn and the whole th ing  
stood clear in  his mind. Maybelle 
Collins was in  the house and B ert 
Lane was in danger. He wondered for 
a brief moment if  Lane was guilty, 
then  dismissed it.

T he two bedrooms ran off from a 
narrow  hallway. He stepped inside 
the  f irs t room. I t  was empty.

T he second room was dark. He 
stood silent. Then it came to him, the 
smell of perfum e and powder and a 
w hispered voice said, “Is  that you, 
Dave? H u rry  up. I ’m getting  cold."

A figure moved toward him. H ud
kins slapped a hand over a mouth 
and teeth  bit him to the bone. He held 
h er tig h t, knowing tha t it  was May- 
belle Collins that he held and sudden
ly he realized something new there 
was no th rill in holding her now. She 
struggled, try ing  to  create commo
tion.

Joe handled her like a bag of po
tatoes, aware of her deadliness. W hen 
he had gagged her and tied  her up in 
a sheet taken from  the bed, he wiped 
sweat from  his face.

He took a chance and struck  a 
match. The glow showed the set-up; 
M aybelle had ju s t enough clothes off 
to ju stify  a husband shooting the 
o ther man on sight. He let the match 
go out, feeling sick. K illing  in the 
heat of anger he could understand. 
B ut th is—he choked w ith a sudden 
spasm of anger. T his was som ething 
ro tten ; the whole Lane farm  w asn’t 
w orth going to this trouble for—un
less—unless som ething th a t d idn 't 
show up easily was at the bottom of 
it. He heard P a t K earney’s rum bling 
voice again and his hand tested  the 
slide of his Colt from the holster on 
his hip. W hatever prom pted this, it 
m ust be big.

He was aware now that the thunder 
had eased off outside and only the 
p a tte r of rain running  from the roof 
of the house made any noise.

“I haven’t been blind,” Dave Col
lins’ raspish voice said. “ I ’ve seen 
how you looked at my wife.”

H udkins risked a peek through the 
bedroom door. Collins had a bump 
under his arm pit th a t m eant he car
ried a gun. T he meek look that he 
wore in the bank was gone his face 
quivered.

“Damn you!” B ert Lane tried  to 
get up from his chair. “Get out.”

“T h a t’s not hospitable,” Kearney 
gave an ugly laugh. “ I t ’s wet o u t
side."

Dave Collins’ nose tw itched. “I 
swear I  can smell her perfum e, P a t.” 
H is beady eyes g littered . “Maybe 
you’re righ t, Lane; maybe she didn’t 
come here to get out of the storm .” 
He paused, “She came here to m eet 
you, Lane.”

“You’re crazy,” Lane b lurted  out.
“Maybe I  am,” Collins replied. 

“Crazy enough to  k ill the man who 
ruins her reputation—and m ine.”

A  G A L , Lane tried  to get out of 
his chair. P at Kearney shoved 

him back, said roughly, “And we’re 
witnesses, me and S lim ; we had some 
more but th a t damn sheriff took them  
o ff a goose chase a fte r your kid.” 

Behind him, H udkins heard a 
thump. He whipped a ro u n d ; Maybelle 
kicked again and the sound carried.
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He saw Dave Collins jerk  about and 
P at Kearney m otioned toward the 
bedrooms.

“I ’m searching the house,” Collins 
grated. “ I f  she isn’t  here w hat’s her 
mare doing in your barn?”

Lane’s eyes widened. “T h a t’s a 
damn lie.”

Dave Collins walked over, slapped 
him in the mouth.

Lane spat blood. H is voice was 
hoarse. “W hat’s back of all this, K ear
ney.” He tried  again to get up. Kear
ney shoved him roughly back.

“T ell him, P a t,” Dave Collins said. 
He edged toward the hallway. “M ay
be Lane w ill relish it.”

K earney laughed hoarsely. “You’ve 
been raising wheat on a sea of oil, 
Lane.”. H is voice shook w ith  excite
ment. “O il! Your place floats on it 
and i t ’s going to be mine. All of i t !”

H udkins w atched the scene. I t  all 
made sense now ; K earney had been 
forced into action by the nearness of 
Lane’s getting  an out-of-town rig  to 
d rill fo r water. He understood now 
why K earney had refused to d rill 
anyw here but on Spade land and the 
ugliness of his disappointm ent when 
all he found was dry  holes and water. 
K earney wanted Lane’s farm  all 
righ t. B ut voices came again and he 
broke o ff his th o u g h ts . '

“So th a t’s why you jerked your rig  
off my place and refused to come 
back,” Lane snapped. “B ut it won’t 
work, K earney; the rig  I ’m h iring  will 
strike oil.”

Again K earney shouted w ith  laugh
ter. “You’re no t getting  anything, 
Lane. Collins w ill never be convicted 
by any ju ry  for k illing  the man who 
ruined his w ife.”

Sweat popped out on Lane’s fore
head. H udkins rubbed the palm of his 
gun hand on his sh irt. T his was it, he 
knew. Kearney could never let him  
go on living.

“T h a t’s rig h t,” Collins said from 
the edge of the hallway. “No ju ry  
w ill convict me.” He giggled.

B ert Lane said softly , “O nly one 
th ing  wrong, gents. Collins’ w ife isn’t 
here.”

Collins said slowly, “B ut she is, 
Lane—she is.”

A V E  Collins had a 
lock of hair out of 
place. He reached up 
w ith  a well m anicured 
hand, sw ept it back 
in to  place. “I t ’s time 
I  did the job you 
hired  us for,” he said; 
“I ’m sick of w orking 

in your bank. M aybelle and I  are an
xious to get out of th is damn V alley.”

H udkins w iped sweat from  his 
brow. Collins, he knew now, was an 
im ported killer. K earney had laid his 
plans carefully. L ane’s life would be 
fo rfe it it Joe failed now ; he w et his 
lips, watched Dave Collins cross the 
entrance into the hallway and step 
into the opposite bedroom.

Collins came out in a m inute. He 
called to Kearney. “I ’ll look in th is 
one; tha t was em pty.” T here was 
sureness in his words.

Collins was a showoff. H e stopped 
in fron t of the door and H udkins 
held his breath, Collins reached in  a 
pocket and brought ou t a match. He 
scratched it  against the door jamb, 
stepped inside.

H udkins blew hard. T he m atch f lu t
tered, w ent out but Collins had seen 
the lumpy figure of M aybelle on the 
floor and his m outh slacked open.

T here was no p ity  in H udkins fo r 
the killer. Collins moved forw ard, 
eyes on the spot where M aybelle lay, 
and his fingers reached for another 
match. W hen Dave w hipped around 
toward a softly  closing door, H ud
kins struck  hard, the barrel of h is 
Colt thudding  against Collins’ head. 
The dapper k ille r w ent down.

I t  was deadly silent in the room. 
H udkins fe lt Collins’ pulse. T he lit
tle  man was out cold for the tim e be
ing. He moved tow ard the door again, 
aware that P a t K earney was talking.

“You blind fool,” K earney exulted. 
“Me and Slim stole ju st enough cat
tle  so it  looked like nesters stealing 
for beef and we drove cattle  through 
nesters fences to m ake ’em hate each 
o ther.”

“Yah,” Slim W atterson  spoke fo r

^ 5/
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the firs t time. “I planted that hide 
on your farm the night of the dance, 
Lane.”

“ Collins is taking his time,” K ear
ney grated. “So hurry  up, Slim.”

Slim W atterson spoke slowly, 
“Boss, I—I don’t like this I've done 
a lot of ro tten  things in my life but 
nothin’ like this.”

“To hell w ith what you like,” Kear- 
ey shouted. “I ’ve enough on you to 
hang you a dozen times. Go in and 
hurry  up Collins.”

W atterson moved toward the door, 
dislike for the job he had w ritten in 
his bony face. Hudkins moved back a 
bit. W atterson was a fast man with 
a gun.

“Hey, you,” W atterson said, “Come 
on, Collins.”

“Go in you fool!” Kearney roared. 
“W e haven’t got all night. W e know 
she’s in there ; we slipped her in the 
window ourselves.”

W atterson kicked the door open, 
barged in.

Maybelle screamed, “Hudkins is 
h ere!”

WA T T E R SO N  was cat-quick.
He jum ped back into the hall

way and fired  on the move. The slug 
breezed past H udkins, shattered the 
bedroom glass.

H udkins cursed him self for not 
having pu t a better gag on Maybelle. 
H e crowded out on top of Slim ; Slim 
fired  again and a hammer smashed 
i n t o  H udkins’ s h o u l d e r .  He 
squeezed the trigger of his Colt. Slim 
howled, grabbed the upper part of his 
arm  and his sixgun crashed to  the 
floor. He dove for it as Kearney came 
up fast and when he bent over H ud
kins m uttered to himself, “To hell 
w ith  being nice about it.”

He kicked, and his foot met the 
po in t of Slim ’s chin; Slim sprawled 
out on the floor. In  the bedroom May
belle raised the roof w ith her screams.

K earney charged in. Maybelle’s 
screams h it a new p itch  and Kearney, 
unnerved and excited by the screams 
m issed his f irs t shot.

T he door of the bedroom was open 
now and K earney’s second shot ripped 
in to  H udkins’ shoulder, skidded him  
tow ard the kitchen.

They aim to k ill me, H udkins 
thought. The jo lt tore the Colt from 
his hand. He dove a fte r it.

Kearney levelled w ith  his gun. He 
shouted, “I ’ll claim Lane shot you,” 
and his laugh filled the hallway.

Maybelle screamed again and H ud
kins saw K earney’s gun muzzle center 
on him. His own Colt was only inches 
away from his hand but Kearney slid 
out a foot and kicked it away. He 
chuckled as he did so.

Hudkins thought b itterly , He’s en
joying this, and the thought made 
him bitter. There was the crash of 
an overturned chair from the fron t 
room and just for an instant K ear
ney’s g littering  eyes swung tow ard 
the front room.

I t  was B ert Lane, craw ling toward 
the peg that held his gunbelt. K earney 
hesitated between his choice of ta r
gets.

But the pause had been long 
enough. H udkins shouted, “K earney!” 
and the weight of his gun fe lt good 
to his hand.

Kearney heeled around.
Maybelle screamed as Dave Collins 

staggered out of the dark bedroom 
into the brightness of the lamp lit  
hall. He had a short-barrel gun in 
his hand and blood dribbled over 
Kearney and Hudkins.

Kearney’s shot, m eant for H udkins, 
h it Collins in the chest. Dave skidded 
into Hudkins and Joe shoved the 
dapper man smack into Kearney. 
Kearney stumbled backwards, the 
w hite hands of Dave Collins grab
bing at him for support. H udkins 
shot slowly and deliberately and 
Kearney quivered. H is knees buckled, 
his mouth gaped open and his eyes 
widened w ith realization. H e was 
dead when he h it the floor.

M A Y B E L L E ’S screams filled  
the house. Now; H udkins 

sucked in a deep breath. F or a mo
m ent he fe lt dizzy.

A t f irs t he thought the storm  had 
began again bu t then he saw B ert 
Lane crawl tow ard the fron t door 
and reach up for the knob. The door 
opened and men, th e ir slickers black 
and wet w ith  rain, rushed in.

(Continued On Page 95)



Ma Jackson believed in her 
hunches, and a hunch told her 
that this Lem Hanley wasn’t 
what he pretended to be —  and 
he didn’t pretend to be very 

good . . .

MA JACKSON »»•
FULL HOUSE
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“Oh, th e  o ld  b r o k e n  b u c k e t ,
T h e  iro n -b o u n d  b u c k e r ,
T h e  b o s s -c o v e r e d  buck& r 
T h a t b a n g s  in  th e  w e l l—"

M A JACK SO N  was happy. 
H er voice rose, sotto-voce 
and subdued, so th a t it could 

be heard hardly more than a mile 
away, while her team of cayuses 
jerked the rickety buckboard at a 
stretching tro t across the roadless 
pastures. A bruptly  she broke off, 
shaking her head, and the effect was 
as though rum bling thunder had m ut
tered away to silence. “Kind of a 
pre tty  tune, but whoever w rote them  
words sure didn’t  know much—spe
cial about buckin’ horses,” she sighed. 
“And why they’d let a cayuse go to 
kickin’ the well to  pieces—”

Again she left the thought u n fin 
ished, her atten tion  newly a ttracted  
to  a fresh part of the spraw ling 7-Bar 
range. As manager of the big ranch, 
both for the eastern syndicate which 
owned a th ree-fifths interest, and for 
herself w ith the rem aining shares, 
Ma Jackson made it  a point to keep 
thoroughly fam iliar w ith  w hat went 
on everywhere across these acres at 
a ll times. R ight now, som ething 
struck  a discord.

O ff more than a mile was a bunch 
of sleek-lcoking cattle, about a hun
dred  in  all. A t th is  distance they 
looked to be what they  should be1— 
the pure-blooded herd which was Ma’s 
special hobby, her pride and joy. 
T hese were as ex tra  special as g ilt on 
th e  lily . T he syndicate had looked on 
th e  venture w ith  a dubious eye, but 
Ma had built the bunch up un til now 
these hundred head were w orth v ir
tu a lly  as much as the regular herd of 
several times th a t number.

“Kind of a shame I got to sell 
them ,” Ma rum inated aloud. “B ut that 
Stokes fe ller made a m ighty good 
offer when he wrote, and if he likes 
’em when he looks 'em over, i t’ll be a 
good deal. N ext year, I ’ll have me a 
b igger’n  be tte r bunch than ever."

B u t th a t was day-dreaming, and the 
obtrusive fac t which had caught Ma’s 
a tten tio n  in  the f irs t  place was that

these cattle  were in  the wrong place, 
the  w rong p art of th is field. They 
could have d rifted  there, across the 
miles of their own accord—and it was 
likely  th a t they had. S till, som ething 
told Ma th a t th is was w rong; it was 
a hunch, and she believed in hunches.

O rdinarily , her philosophy in such 
a case was th a t 'h e re  was nothing like 
a look-see, as she term ed it. She was 
half-sw inging the team, when a drop 
of rain, loughly  the size of a marble, 
spattered off her nose. Clouds had 
been build ing a dark castle for them 
selves across the west, and the wind, 
w ailing in dolorous w arning for the 
last hour, was now springing out in 
full-throated roar like a hound dog 
a fte r a surprised cat. The fu ll blast 
of it almost drove the breath from  her 
lungs.

R egretfu lly , Ma gave the ponies 
their head and let them  run toward 
the home ranch buildings, some four 
m iles away. T hat way, the w ind was 
at their back, but even so she saw, 
she would probably get wet before 
reaching shelter. T he storm  had come 
up fast in the last few m inutes.

“And i t ’ll be a bum -dinger,” she 
decided. “I ’ll have to look tha t bunch 
over later, an ’ get them  chased back 
to th e ir own bed m ounds.” She let the 
horses run, even though the buck- 
board, spinning now on three wheels, 
now on two, seemed in im m inent dan
ger of upsetting  or complete collapse. 
Ma reveled in th is so rt of th ing. T he 
jouncing was com fortably absorbed 
by her ample padding, and her an
cient Stetson, w ith  the disconsolate 
red ostrich feather leaning back in 
the wind, seemed to defy the storm.

E A R IN G  the buildings, Ma 
sighted a pair of fleeing figures 

on horseback, likewise scudding for 
shelter, and her mood lightened again 
like th a t of a p layful elephant. 
“Love’s young gleam,” she m uttered. 
“And they been moonin’ same as me, 
only d if’rent. And near got caught 
too. N ot tha t they’d know the d if f ’- 
rence.”

For the last few  weeks she had been 
viewing, w ith  m ixed emotions, th is
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unfolding of romance beneath her 
eyes, i t  nad all started  w ith  the arriv 
al of her niece, Pansy, fresh  from  the 
east, for a visit of uncertain duration. 
Pansy was an eye-fiiiing girl of eigh t
een, and she had been enraptured w ith 
the west—particularly  w ith th a t em
bodim ent of the cowboy sp irit as rep
resented by Lem Hanley.

Hanley was handsom e; there was 
no question of that. So were most 
weeds, or a drone bee. So was an out
law horse, generally. H anley had been 
an addition to the ranch which Ma 
hadn’t  expected—and nagging sub
jec t of doubt, even when she tried  her 
best to like him.

He had arrived on the same stage 
w ith  Pansy, having traveled the last 
two hundred miles w ith  her, and it 
was apparent from the  firs t to Ma 
Jackson’s not-too-pleased eyes tha t he 
had been m aking hay while the sun 
shone. A lready it was “P ansy '’ and 
“Lem” between them, and when H an
ley had somewhat d iffiden tly  applied 
fo r a job, Pansy had rap tly  seconded 
the idea.

The clincher had been a le tter of 
recommendation from  Shoebutton 
Hobbs, who represent 1 the syndi
cate from his desk. Shoebutton had 
declared that he was impressed w ith 
th is young m an’s appearance—. “H e’d 
th ink a skunk was p re tty ,” Ma had 
snorted under her breath. “Also I am 
sure he w ill prove to  be a good w ork
er and a com petent all-around hand, 
Ma.” Shoebutton had finished. 
“Please put him  to work if you can.”

“I f  I can’s’ a good word,” Ma had 
thought. “G ettin ’ work out of these 
fellers th a t like to show their muscles 
is tw icet as hard as doing it yourself.”

In  the ensuing weeks, her feelings 
had remained mixed. H anley was a 
good enough cow-hand—she’d seen 
better, and worse. M ostly, as she had 
expected, he was conceited and lazy. 
Presum ing on his friendship  for 
Pansy, he shirked when he could, and 
offered suggestions and comments 
which were frequently  irksome. 
E very th ing  about the 7-Bar—includ
ing Ma Jackson, as he more than im
plied—was obsolete and wrong. The

only progressive deal was th a t herd  
of blooded stock; he approved of that.

Lem had suggested to Pansy th a t 
if he were foreman, a big im prove
ment would soon be noticable, th a t it 
was too much for a woman like 
Pansy’s aunt to  try  and act as fore
man of such an o u tfit herself. Pansy 
had been sold on the idea.

Ma had not, but she had concealed 
her irrita tion  for the sake of Pansy 
and because of Shoebutton, A fte r all, 
romance was a p re tty  thing, and it re 
m inded her w istfu lly  of her own de
parted Larry.

The scales had finally  been tipped 
in Lem’s favor by the arrival of his 
little  orphaned brother for a visit. 
H e’d requested perm ission for Tom 
my to come for a few days, and Ma 
had readily agreed. Tommy was ten, 
th in  and pinched and half-scared 
looking, com pletely strange to a 
ranch. B ut eager and ju st about ev
ery th ing  which Lem was not. Ma had 
been won instantly , and had m othered 
Tommy ever since; good food and 
fresh air and rid ing  a horse had done 
w onders already. Because of him, Ma 
looked w ith  a k ind lier eye on Lem. 
A man w ith  a b ro ther like Tommy 
m ust have some good in  him.

“Even if it don’t  m eet the eye,” she 
sighed. “B ut then, they say beauty’s 
only chin deep.”

SO A K ED  to the skin now, Ma sta
bled her own horses, then  went on 

to the house, barging in  gustily  w ith  
a blast of the storm. “Be a real rain, 
’fore it finishes,” she volunteered. “ I 
saw you kids h igh-sailin’ it fo r home 
—why, w hat’s the troub le?”

“I t ’s Tommy,” Pansy blurted , tu rn 
ing a stricken face to her. Tommy had 
won Pansy’s heart as w ell. "H e’s 
sick!”

He was sick, there was no doubt of 
that. In  the hours th a t Ma had been 
out on the range, fever had replaced 
the healthy glow in the cheeks just 
beginning to fill out, and the look of 
him, wan and ill frigh tened  Ma. Never 
having had a boy of her own, th is  
w aif had filled  a vacant place in her 
heart.

“You ride for a doctor,” she com
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manded Hanley, and, seeing the hesi
tan t look he cast a t the downpour, 
added grimly. “And see you get him 
here on the double-lick!”

Hanley about to demur, met Ma’s 
eye and obeyed. Shiftless, the cook, 
sidled through the door. “I made a 
fresh blueberry pie,” he suggested. 
“Just in case—”

“Scat,” Ma snapped. “H e’s too sick 
for pie, can’t you see that? Though 
I  guess you m eant good, fa r’s ye 
know,” she added, relenting, and 
crossed to the bed. “Don’t  you fret, 
Tommy,” she soothed, cradling the 
boy on her ample lap. “W e’ll have you 
out chasin’ cows again in a few days 
an’ pickin’ bu ttercu ts.”

Tommy threw  his arms around her 
neck. “You’re so good to me, Ma,” he 
sobbed. “A in’t nobody ever been that 
way to me before, like you are.”

Touched, Ma tucked him into bed 
and did what she could. W hen the 
doctor finally arrived, she listened 
grim ly to his report.

“It 's  scarlet fever,” he said. “And 
tha t means th a t you’ll all be under 
quarantine here, as well as the boy.’

*  sj; *

For the firs t few days, nursing 
Tommy, the quarantine meant noth
ing much to Mb. B ut as the boy be
gan to improve, and she wanted to get 
to  town, it proved irksome. Ma 
hitched her team to the buckboard 
and rode out on the range.

A t a coulee she le ft them to stand, 
as they had been trained to do, while 
she moved down its  brushy length to 
inspect a w ater hole. Near the spring 
she paused, a t the sound of voices 
from  close ahead, though brush hid 
the speakers from  her view. But w ith
ou t seeing them, they were both fa
m iliar. One voice was tha t of Lem 
H anley ; the other belonged to Cass 
R ichter, owner of the neighboring 
Box B Ranch, and long-time thorn  in 
the flesh.

“You’ve been doing a good job, so 
far,” R ich ter was saying. “See that 
you keep it  up.”

“T ru s t me for that, Uncle Cass,” 
H anley returned. “Having the kid 
sick and th a t old battle-ax nursin ' him 
instead of chasin’ around all the time

has helped plenty. And that reminds 
me, I  got to  be getting  back to  w o rk ; 
have to make a good impression.”

Ma heard the two moving away. 
Presently , she retraced her own steps, 
heavily, to the buckboard. She gave 
no second thought to  H anley’s opini
on of herself, since she returned it in 
fu ll measure. B ut the other term  that 
she had overheard was revealing. 
Uncle Cass!

“ I always suspicioned there was a 
wrong smell about tha t hyena,” she 
m uttered to  herself. “Uncle Cass! 
Now I know it! And him m aldn’ up 
to  Pansy! M oonlight an’ romance! 
M oonshine and ra tsbane!”

Deeply troubled, she re turned  to 
the buildings. If  it wasn’t for Tommy 
—but Tommy was H anley’s brother, 
and her heart .had gone out to the l i t 
tle  tyke. Tommy complicated the 
sort of d irect action which she would 
norm ally take.

SH E  W AS met a t the door by 
Shiftless, whose lugubrious face 

looked more like tha t of a lost hound 
than usual.

“Boy seems to be feelin’ worse,” he 
reported. “He ju s’ lays there an’ blub
bers! Can’t make out if i t ’s the stom- 
ache-ache, or what.”

Ma hurried  in. Tommy lifted  a woe
begone face, but shrank away as Ma 
gathered him in her arms. T hen  he 
sobbed openly as she tried  to soothe 
him.

“There there, T  o m m y,” Ma 
crooned. “I t ’ll be all right. W here 
does it hurt?  T ell me.”

“I t  don’t  hurt. I t  ain’t th a t,” Tom 
my protested. “I feel fine—only I— 
I ’m such a skunk!”

“You ain’t  no such thing. Now 
w hat’s th is  all about?”

She wiped his tears, and he faced 
her miserably. “You’re going to  hate 
me, Ma, and—and seems like I can’t 
s-stand that,” he gasped. “B u t I—I 
sure hate myself. I  got to te ll you. 
You been so good to  me. A nd every
body try in ’ to get you in  trouble—” 

“You’re ta lk in ’ about Lem H anley 
and Cass R ichter, ain’t  you?” Ma 
asked shrewdly.

Tommy stared a t her, surprised.
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“How did you know?”
Ma shook her head like a defiant 

stallion. “You was speakin’ of skunk,” 
she said. “And what else does that 
add up to? Now tell me all about it.”

Told, it was simple enough. Lem 
Hanley was Cass Richter’s nephew, 
and it had been Richter’s notion to 
plant him on the 7-Bar in the first 
place, to cause trouble. It had not 
been too difficult to get a recom
mendation from the unsuspicious 
Shoebutton Hobbs.

“Easy to pull the sheep over his 
eyes,” Ma grunted. “Somebody lift 
their elbers with him a few times, 
and that’d do it.”

For a while, with the added luck 
of Pansy falling for Hanley's charms, 
everything had seemed to work to 
Lem’s advantage; but he had been 
shrewd enough to perceive soon that 
he was not making much headway 
with Ma Jackson. Cass Richter had 
supplied the answer: bring in a small, 
appealing kid brother, and win Ma’s 
heart through the relationship.

The lack of a brother had been no 
bar. Cass Richter had found an orphan 
in the city, and Tommy, already 
accustomed to making his own 
way against heavy odds, had jumped 
at the chance to have a visit in the 
country, plenty to eat and to be paid 
for it as well. Ethics had not entered 
into the deal on either side.

But Tommy had discovered new 
values on the 7-Bar, hitherto un
dreamed of. A small boy’s heart had 
been touched by Ma’s kindness and 
motherliness. Now he had suffered 
a complete change of viewpoint.

“I—I just had to tell you, Ma, even 
if you do hate me,” he sobbed. “I— 
I’ll go, but I’ll always remember how 
good you was to me. I couldn’t let it 
go on any longer; I don’t know what 
they’re up to, but they’re plannin’ 
somethin’ to make a lot of trouble for 
you.”

“That ain’t nothin’ new with Cass 
Richter,” Ma retorted grimly. “But 
I don’t hate you, Tommy; you’re 
going to make a real cowboy, and 
you’re going to stay right here on the 
7-Bar and help me run i t !”

“Oh, Ma! And help you run them 
polecats off’n it?”

“You bet,” Ma agreed. “Though, 
for the present—you just don’t act 
like anything had happened. Not even 
around Hanley.”

M A EXUDED confidence, but it 
dropped from her like a cloak 

when she was off by herself. She had 
had a vague hunch for a long time 
that something was wrong. But what 
was going on? She had to know, and 
Ma had a feeling that time was work
ing against her.

That evening Ma watched Hanley 
with shrewd attention, and was re
lieved to see that the glamor of his 
first appearance seemed to be fading 
with Pansy. Apparently the girl was 
begining to see through the glitter 
to the sham beneath. That was en
couraging, but it gave no answer to 
the question of what Cass Richter was 
up to.

The next day Ma Jackson deliber
ately sent Hanley on a mission which 
would take him conveniently close to 
the Box B, and herself contrived to 
be where she might again hear and 
sea should there be another meeting. 
Luck was with her; apparently some
thing new had developed overnight, 
which the two conspirators wanted 
to talk over.

“I got word from town today,” Cass 
Richter reported gleefully. “Stokes 
is coming tomorrow to look over Ma 
Jackson’s blooded herd; it couldn’t 
be better.”

“Yeah, she’ll sure be surprised when 
she shows him that herd, and they 
turn out to common ordinary critters, 
not purebreds at all,” Hanley agreed. 
“She’s never suspicioned a thing, so 
far. Though I don’t think she’s had 
a look at them since they was shift
ed.”

“She wouldn’t notice anyway,” 
Richter retorted. “I spent months 
huntin’ out a hundred head that 
match those others in size and looks 
like twins. Only diff’rence is that 
they ain’t blooded stock, and trust 
Stokes to know it soon as he sets eyes 
on them. That deal will be off, and 
she needs the money, I know. Like
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wise, Stokes will think she's tryin’ to 
cheat him, pullin’ a fast one, and he’ll 
be mad enough to prosecute. I know 
him!”

“But you said he wouldn’t.”
“He will, ’fore we get through. The 

deal’s sure to fall through in the first 
place. Man, I’d like to be there and see 
her face when she fnds out!"

“Why don’t you? What’s to hin
der?”

“Maybe I will, at that,” Richter 
agreed. “No reason why I shouldn’t 
ride to have a look at such a fancy 
herd, when they’re up for sale. Later 
on, when the real herd turns up on the 
7-Bar again, we’ll see that Stokes 
finds out and has a look; that will 
make it seem like Ma tried to palm 
off a fake bunch on him, and she’ll 
really be in bad! She’s made a fool 
of me plenty times in the past, and 
it’s cost me a lot of money,” he ad
ded vengefully. “Here’s where I get 
back in full. And one of these days. 
I’ll have the 7-Bar as well! See you 
tomorrow.”

Richter strode off. Hanley stood 
for a minute longer, smiling to him
self. “Mebby you’ll have it, Uncle 
Cass,” he muttered. “And mebby I’ll 
sort of beat you to it! Anyway, it’s 
workin’ out fine for both of us, so 
far!”

He too, departed. Deeply thought
ful, Ma returned to her team and 
buckboard. She understood t h e  
scheme now, and remembered that 
herd which had seemed to be in the 
wrong place. Actually, with one thing 
and another, she hadn’t had a chance 
to look them over since.

It was a clever scheme, and it 
might have worked. It probably 
would have, but for Tommy and the 
reaction of a little boy, long starved 
for love, who had responded to good
ness and fairness when he saw it.

But what should she do now? she 
might, of course, tell Stokes that the 
deal was off, and if necessary explain 
why. But that would not be so good; 
this was Cass Richter's scheme, and 
he was neck-deep in it. Far better if 
he could be choked with his own 
rope.

“Where’ll the real bunch be?” Ma

ruminated. “Well, where would they 
be—’cept over on the Box B? And 
yet he don’t aim to steal ’em—he ain’t 
that big a fool. Aims to trade back 
right pronto, after tomorrow. Which 
means they can’t be very far o f f ; now, 
if I was a crook, where at would I 
hide them dogies?”

* * *

I I WAS evening when, in the saddle 
again for the first time in a long 

while, accompanied by Shiftless and 
Handsome, two whom she knew could 
be trusted fully, Ma led the way. 
They drove the bunch already on the 
7-Bar with them, to use no waste mo
tion. Ma eyed the hundred head al
most admiringly.

“I’ll have to say for Cass Richter 
that he dene a good job,” she conced
ed. “Sure matched these critters close 
with them others; they’d fool me if 
I didn’t know better.”

Her hunch had been correct; the 
other herd was off in a remote section 
but just about where she had counted 
on finding them. The swap was made 
without incident, and a little before 
dawn, weary but pleased, Ma crawled 
into her bed for an hour or so of 
sleep.

“Guess I won’t have to count no 
sheep to get to sleep this time,” she 
thought just before dropping off. 
“Just count the goats like Cass Rich
ter. That works fine.”

* * *
Stokes arrived on schedule. Accom

panied by Handsome attired as usual 
in a flaringly yellow shirt which gave 
him, from off a little way, the look 
of a fried egg, Ma rode to look at the 
bunch. Presently they were joined by 
Hanley and Pansy, and, a little far
ther along, Ma was not surprised to 
see Cass Richter himself coming lop
ing across.

“Mornin", Ma,” he greeted, falsely 
jovial. “You’re lookin’ like a load of 
hay—to a bunch of hungry critters 
I mean. Mind if I ride over to have 
a look at that bunch of fine stock you 
have ?’’

“I guess I can stand it if the crit
ters can,” Ma said resignedly, and was 
more quiet than usual for the remain
der of the journey. They found the
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herd in good shape, and watching 
Richter, Ma could see that he was 
fooled by his own deception,

Stokes looked them over in careful 
silence for a while, his face telling 
nothing. Then he turned back, and 
Richter looked expectant. “I find 
them all that you said they’d be, Mrs. 
Jackson,” Stokes conceded. “So we 
won’t quibble about price. There’s cer
tainly nothing wrong here—though I 
was led to believe, by reports reach
ing me, that something might be a- 
miss. It looks to me as though some
body had overreached themselves.” 

Ma said nothing, which for her, was 
unusal; she knew that the last of that 
remark had been meant for Cass Rich
ter, and that he had been dropping 
hints, sure of what the outcome would 
be. Richter understood, at least in 
part. He was coming, belatedly, to 
realize that it was he who had been 
made a fool of. His ears reddened.

“Everything is fine,” Stokes added. 
“Allow me to congratulate you, Ma!” 

As that sunk in, confirming the 
failure of hir carefully laid scheme, 
Richter’s temper broke. He swung on 
Hanley.

“You bungling fool!” he snarled 
under his breath. “You’re a fine one!” 

“Who’s a fool?” Hanley retorted 
angrily. “All I done was what you 
said—”

H E CAUGHT himself, clapping 
a hand over his mouth. Richter’s 

words had been meant only for Han
ley’s ears, but Pansy had been watch
ing and listening with a quiet intent
ness to match Ma Jackson’s own. Now 
she nodded a dimpled chin decisively.

“So you’ve been doing what he said, 
have you?” she asked Hanley. “And I 
suppose you have a reason for that?”

There was silence for a moment, 
while Hanley’s face paled and red
dened and paled again, and his 
Adam’s Apple jerked like a frog try
ing vainly to escape from a well. 
Richter looked unhappy, and Pansy 
followed up her advantage. “I think 
I could tell you the reason, if you 
don’t feel like answering,” she went 
on. “Oh, I know more about this than 
some folks give me credit for. And 
your uncle is right about one thing, 
Lem Hanley! Also, there’s no room 
on the 7-Bar for a bungling fool—or 
a crook!”

Ma listened with approval. Pansy 
had spunk, and more good sense than 
she’d given her credit for. She 
looked at the hesitant Hanley and 
seconded the motion. “That’s right,” 
she agreed. “The place for you is with 
your Uncle Cass. Two of a kind makes 
a full house, eh?”

It was still not quite clear to Cass 
Richter just what had happened to 
him, or how—which fanned his rage 
to new heights, for he had sense 
enough to realize that he had been 
made the butt of his own scheme, and 
that everyone here knew his part in 
it. He seemed on the verge of appo- 
plexy. . .“It'd be too full a house,” he 
snarled. “There's no room for you 
on the Box B ! Get out!”

“Not so fast,” Hanley retorted, and 
the handsome mask of his face seemed 
gone in a snarl. “Want me to tell all 
I know—even to the sheriff? You’ll 
give me a job, and like it! I—”

Ma smiled beatifically. “Let’s go,” 
she said. “With that sweet music 
ringin’ in me • ears, I could warble 
like the birdies meself. ‘Oh, the old 
broken bucker’—”

THE END

W atch for a “Two-Ton 
Tom pkins” story

by Archie Joscelyn
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FRONTIER CORONER
by REX WHITECHURCH

(Author of “One Load For Old Judge Lynch”)
A true account of the famous Doctor James Maddox

M R. JAMES T. Maddox trav
eled from Ohio in a covered 
wagon behind a pair of lum

bering oxen, at the age of 32 years He 
was a tall, straight, dark-eyed man, not 
handsome; he could use a gun with 
great expertness, both the rifle and 
the pistol, and Wild Bill Hickok

admitted that Maddox was about the 
fastest man on the draw he had ever 
seen. Dr. Maddox settled in Dodge 
City where he hung out his shingle. 
He was used to rough going, as he 
had worked on a farm for years to 
save enough money to attend medical 
school. He wore a stovepipe hat and
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a w hite vest, and there was always a 
clean w hite handkerchief sticking out 
of his breast pocket. In  a small hol
ster on a narrow belt around his 
waist, so that it reposed on his tigh t 
hip, Dr. Maddox carried a revolver.

H is professional career became 
quite colorful when he ran for the 
office of coroner and was elected. He 
had been in Dodge long enough so 
tha t he knew practically  everyone, 
from Gabe W atson, the harness maker 
to Clara Hughes, the cook at the 
Dodge Hotel. In  the firs t year he 
practiced in this wild tra il town, he 
brought four babies into the w o rld ; 
yes, there were women in Dodge City 
then,* too.

* * *
Dr. Maddox and B ill Hickok were 

warm personal friends. Doc was al
ways on the scene of a k illing ; he had 
w itnessed gqnfigh ts from his hotel 
room—he lived at the Dodge House 
—and he knew p re tty  well who was 
who in the gunfigh ter's game. Once 
Doc was kidnaped and hauled over 
tw enty miles of rough tra il country 
to perform  a piece of surgery on a 
fugitive from justice. He had been 
taken by surprise. A soft knock on 
his bedroom door had brought im
mediate response from  Doctor Mad
dox, as usual. A gun was th rust into 
his stomach and he was led down
stairs, placed in a buckboard in the 
alley behind the hotel and driven to 
the owlhoot lair. Before he got there 
he was blindfolded, made to take an 
oath th a t he would never disclose 
what he was about to  see; Doc took 
the oath w ith his fingers crossed.

The man who was wounded lay on 
a wall bunk. He had been shot in the 
back and the ball was not very deep in 
his chest. Doc probed it out and the 
owlhoot began to rest better. He was 
surprised when a man in the room 
said, “T h a t’s W es H ardin, Doc. The 
only man tha t ever made B ill H ickok 
take w ater; he’s going to kill W ild  
B ill when he gets w ell.”

Doc stared at the men inquiringly, 
then said, “W ell, tha t w ill be doing 
som ething very  w rong; but I don’t 
th ink  th ere’s a man in the world can 
k ill B ill w ith  B ill looking at him.”

Doc re tu rned  to Dodge, hauled by

the same man who had taken him to 
the lair. “W e’ll move before you can 
get a posse there,” his companion 
said; "but you’d better not te ll on
us, Doc.”

Doc said, “The next tim e I  see 
you, stranger, you’d better go fo r tha t 
gun you got on you. I ’m cornin’ 
shootin’.”

The stranger goaded him w ith  in
sults. “You couldn’t h it the side of 
a barn. You don’t know which end of 
a gun the bullet comes out of. You’re 
joking, fella ; you w ouldn’t have the 
guts.”

* * *

TH R E E  days later, Dr. Maddox 
saw a man leave a saloon. The 

physician was sitting  in his hotel 
office w indow ; he quickly p u t on his 
hat and walked out into the street.

“ Go git your gun,” the stranger 
said, laughing sarcastically  when Doc 
began to march slowly tow ard him.

“I got it,” Doc said. “D raw !”
Two guns flashed, bu t those who 

saw the figh t said Doc beat the other 
in clearing leather. T he bandit’s gun 
w ent o ff but the bu llet was driven 
into the ground. He never knew w hat 
h it him ; he was shot rig h t through 
the heart. In  the sw irl of dust Doc 
said. “Justifiab le  homicide.”

T hat was the f irs t tim e Dodge City 
had ever dreamed they had a figh ting  
doctor in  their m idst. H is fame grew 
from tha t moment on. W hen a group 
of men picked on a big N egro named 
C urtis Niley, a form er slave, Doc saw 
the whole th ing  from  his window, and 
when they were about to  set N iley’s 
breeches on fire  w ith  a to rch  they 
held at the cuff of his le ft leg, Doc 
jum ped through his w indow w ith  his 
gun flaming. T he row dies took 
fr ig h t and ran before they  recovered 
from their shocked condition. Doc 
pu t the flames out, took N iley to his 
office and served him  w ith  his clever 
skill. N iley was badly burned around 
the left ankle.

Doc w ouldn’t take the money from 
a woman who w asn’t  able to  pay for 
his services. In  the case of a w aitress 
in the hotel whose husband had run 
o ff and le ft her, she gave b irth  to  a 
baby and Doc sat up all n ig h t w ith  
h er; he never accepted a penny for
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his work, although the g irl had a 
hundred dollars in gold in her cabin.

Doc Maddox became so well known 
tha t he was offered big money to 
come to other places and p rac tice ; 
but he stayed in Dodge until he was 
ready to go back east, and in the 
two years he was coroner at Dodge, 
he covered more than four hundred 
death cases, gunfigh t victims, suicides 
and natural deaths. W hen he read of 
the death of W es H ardin, who really 
was one of the worst killers the west 
had ever seen, he shuddered and said 
to  his son, Raymond Maddox, who 
was a P inkerton detective, “ th a t’s 
the meanest man I ever saw, although 
he never did anything but lay in his 
bunk while I operated on him. Dur- 
the operation he rose off the bunk 
and pushed me aw ay; but he fainted 
before I could get the bullet out of 
h is chest. I  believe he would have 
killed me if he had gotten to  his 
feet.”

# * *
Doc James Maddox died in 1906 at 

Dayton, Ohio. Some au thorities have 
it that Doctor Maddox named Boot- 
hill. Dodge City snorted a weed 
covered cemetery -at the north  edge 
of town at the time, but it had no 
name. One day while Doc was at
tending a funeral where a man was 
being buried w ith his boots on, the 
physician said, “I guess this is w hat

you’d rig h tfu lly  call Boothill, th is 
graveyard; he’s the second man I ’ve 
seen planted here w ith  his boots on.”

And it was called Boothill from 
then on, according to some historians.

Yes, he was a colorful figure, was 
Doc Maddox. W hen he was forty , he 
m arried Clarice Fersen, of Omaha, 
Nebraska, and she came w est to live 
with him. Dodge C ity held a celebra
tion and gave Doc a rousing sendoff. 
They fired  guns and somebody 
dragged out an old Civil W ar can
non and fired  a salute in h is honor 
as the doctor rode down the main 
street, w ith  his ravishing blonde 
bride, in a high-wheeled carriage.

B ut because of his w ife 's health, 
Doc soon left Dodge and re tu rned  to 
Ohio. B ut while his w ife was a resi
dent of Dodge, she was very popular 
and often helped Doc when he had a 
bad case of smallpox or measeles or 
anything like that, and was always 
with him when he was on a baby case.

Doc never forgot Dodge City, and 
when he died the western papers car
ried a long story  about Doc’s ex
perience as coroner of the county. 
Dodge never forgot him e ither; des
p ite big offers he’d received Doc 
never deserted th is tra il down th a t he 
had come to love.

T H E  END
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This Tima Harley and the bully were shooting it out.
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S l i o o t  t h e  S u c k e r
by COSMO BENNETT

(Author of “Cowboy, Call Your Shots!’’)

This Tip Harley seemed to be all bluff, and a pretty thin bluff 
at that; but as long as he was passing out free drinks, who cared?

T H E  L O N G -L IM B E D  cow boy  
in  brand new  rega lie  from  
boots to ten -ga llcn  head-cover

ing appeared to be heavy w ith  sp in 
ach. H e let everyon e in the sm oke- 
filled  saloon know that he had struck  
rich, and to prove it he had the bar
tender w ork in g  up a sw eat se tt in g  
them  up for the gang.

The stranger said he was Tip H ar
ley. He cou ld  have just as well 
claimed to be the K ing of Siam so 
long as he continued to buy. And be
cause he was buying and consuming 
a lot of liquid refreshm ent himself 
he could get away w ith an abnormal 
amount of bragging. He seemed like 
a righ t sort of hombre, w ith pleasant 
angular features, gray eyes that were 
a bit hazy now, and a lock of chest
nu t hair tha t keep slipping over his 
righ t eye. “Y’know,” he claimed, 
swaying against the bar, “where I 
come from I ’m the fastest man on th ’ 
draw. T hat’s me—fashus man on th ’ 
draw.”

He swayed some more and then 
jerked up his head. “Anybody here 
th ink  he’s p re tty  good.”

A lean, dark-visaged gun-toter res- - 
ponded to the s tir  of in terest and 
looks sent his way. He had been s it
tin g  back against the wall conferring 
w ith  a shorter, pimple-faced com
panion. The dark-visaged 6ne ambled 
up to the bar, thumbs th rust in his 
belt. “So, yore th ’ best in yore parts, 
hu h ?”

T ip  H arley nodded. “Thash right. 
Me an’ my pal, Red.” He frowned, 
“O nly Red ain’t ’round any more. 
H ad—an accident; tha t makes me the 
besh.”

“W ell, in these parts I ’m p re tty  
good. Name is H ogarth, Curley Ho

garth. S trangers w hat talk  big usual
ly  annoy m e.”

H ogart p icked  a partly  em ptied  
g lass on the bar and threw  its  con 
ten ts in to  T ip ’s face. In sta n tly  a d oz
en o f more bar f lie s  scram bled, H ar
ley  shook h is face and grinned . 
“Thash  w hat I m ean,” he beamed. 
“D o that again . Go ahead.”

H ogarth looked around the saloon 
w ith a bored look and then obliged 
w ith a second glass. T his tim e H ar
ley reached for his gun. He was still 
tugging when he found him self look
ing into a pair of guns held by Ho
garth.

A sheepish grin  spread over T ip ’s 
wind-tanned features and inspired 
jeers and cat calls th roughout the 
saloon. Only the slightest pressure of 
a pair of trigger fingers separated 
T ip  from instant death. The cold, 
steely eyes of H ogarth indicated no 
reluctance on his part to refrain  from 
using this pressure—as he had against 
others.

“Got a new holster,” explained 
Tip. “Kinda stiff. Lesh try  again.” 

H ogarth obligingly holstered his 
shooting irons and th is time slapped 
T ip sm artly across the face. T ip  was 
a little  quicker in reaching th is time, 
b u f  again found him self facing a 
pair of .45’s before he could draw.

T ip  desisted. “Y’re all right. O nly 
one man was ever able to  do that. My 
pal Red.” He slapped H ogarth  on the 
shoulder. “Lesh have a drink.”

H ogarth threw  off the hand, but 
his eyes sparkled as he studied the 
roll of fresh currency the drunken 
cowboy produced.

A F T E R  T H A T  round of drinks 
m  T ip  moved away from  the bar,

69
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obviously deflated  at having been to  
badly beaten on the  draw. T he pim
ply  ex-tablem ate of H ogarth’s way
laid him. “D on’t  feel too bad," sooth
ed the pim ply one in a w hining tone. 
“H ogarth ’s th ’ best there is on the 
draw. Y ’r  lucky t ’ be alive j he m ust 
be in a good hum or.”

T ip  nodded and dropped into a 
chair and leaned over the grim y ta 
ble in a confid ing pose. He said, 
“Seein’ as how he’s in a good mood, 
how’d yuh like t '  get even w ith  
him ?”

T ip  blinked and showed some in 
terest, “H ow ?”

“E ver play envelope poker? B et 
you ain’t ’cause i t ’s new in these 
parts.”

He took out some one-doilar bills 
and w hile T ip  w atched the pim ply 
one sorted them  out and then p u t 
them  in an envelope.

“H ere’s the game,” he explained. 
“Every bill has a serial number. Be
fore I pull each one out you guess 
w hether th a t num ber is odd or even. 
F o r each one you gues righ t, I  pay 
you a buck. For ev’ryone w rong—y' 
pay me a buck.”

T ip  blinked. “Okay. T hash p re tty  
good. I t ’s f if ty -f if ty .”

So T ip  began to  guess. O ut of the 
ten  bills he guessed only four cor
rectly . B ut the pim ply one refused 
the money. “Now le t me guess.”

“Okay,” agreed T ip  eagerly, “but 
lesh make it  five bucks a  guess.”

A hungry  gleam came in to  the eyes 
of the pim ply one, bu t he glanced 
past T ip  and th en  shook o ff the 
tem ptation. “L et’s w ait,” he grumbled.

The pim ply one guessed—and 
guessed correctly  ten  out of ten.”

T ip  scowled. “T h at beats any luck 
I  ever saw. O nly one w ith  th a t kinda 
luck was my old pal, Red. O nly R ed’s 
luck ran  out on him. He—met w ith 
an accident.”

T he pim ply one licked his lips. 
“Yeah—well, th is  w arn’t  luck. Look, 
I  said I ’d do yuh a favor. I  didn’t  
take yuh five bucks a  card like I  
coulda. Look, I  to re  a corner o ff the 
envelope. T h a t’s 'cause each b ill’s got 
a letter. A ccordin’ to  the alphabet 
they’re odd or even.”

“T hey  are?"
“Yeah. So while I  seem t ’ be guess- 

in ’ I ’m sayin ’t ’ m yself, 'A —odd, B — 
even, C—odd,” un til I  h it the le tter. 
I  can’t  loose.”

“W hat d’ya know ?” excalimed Tip. 
“Sure would like to play th a t on 
Red.” He sobered as he remembered. 
“Sorry, Red—”

“Yeah,” in terrup ted  the pim ply one 
Im patiently. “Red m et w ith  an  acci
dent. Look, I ’m givin’ yuh a chance 
t ’ get even w ith  H ogarth. O nly don’t  
guess ev’ry  time. H ere he comes.”

H O G A R TH  approached the table 
and looked a t the currency 

w ith  curious in terest. “ I t ’s a new 
game,” said the p im ply one. “I  can’t 
beat him  a t it.”

H ogarth  pushed the pim ply one out 
of his chair uncerem oniously. “N ever 
was a game I  couldn’t  beat,” he 
growled. “Show me w hat it is.”

T ip  obligingly w ent th rough the 
prelim inary  details except th a t he 
disclosed nothing about the detect
ing the odd or even iden tity  of the 
serial number.

T hey  started  playing a t one dollar 
a guess, then  at H ogarth ’s angry  in 
sistence raised the ante to  five and 
then  ten. T ip  continued to keep out 
front.

F inally , a fte r H ogarth  had lost sev
eral guesses in a row as T ip  called 
the 'O dd  or even, H ogarth exploded. 
"You can’t  w in again, I t ’s against th ’ 
law  of averages. He shoved out a 
bundle of money. “T here’s five hun
dred there. Bet tha t if you dare.” 

T ip  studied the corner of the en
velop and the exposed bill. I t  was an 
“E ” T hat m eant tha t the serial num
ber would be odd.

“Okay,” agreed Tip. H e shoved five 
hundred dollars tow ard the center of 
the table. Onlookers crowded around.

H ogarth started  to ex tract the bill. 
“Make y ’r  guess,” he growled. “Odd 
or even?”

“Even,” said T ip  calmly.
H ogarth  had the bill alm ost out of 

the  envelope before he realized tha t 
T ip  had said “Even.” H ogarth ’s lean 
features tu rned  red and then  white, 
bu t he had extracted  the  b ill suffici- 

(Contlnued On Page 73)



J EM CA W LEY ’S face was as 
flat and blank as the side of a 
cliff. He leaned b a c k  against 

the bar and looked down a t the beard
ed little  deputy, noting the sweaT of 
fear on his forehead. “Say that 
again,” Cawley demanded, his voice 
like the sound of a dull saw.

T he deputy 's eyes had a nervous 
tw itch. “T hat's right, Jem ; Sheriff 
Bane dares you to come back to 
town.”

Cawley drained the whiskey tum 
bler, which looked like a thimble in 
his hand, and his guffaw  shook every 
glass in the bar. Sheriff Bane was 
such a short man he could have 
walked under Jem ’s horse w ithout 
bending over. He had sad, brown eyes 
and a m ustache tha t drooped on the 
ends. And he was daring Jem  Caw
ley to come back to town!

“W ell, le t’s get goin’,” Cawley said, 
pushing the little  man out of his way.

T here was a hound dog sleeping 
under the  swinging doors; Jem  gave 
him  a kick that sent him yelping 
over the m udwalk into the dust of

M a y o r
by

1  ureter
. b y

BILL WALLACE
Jem Cawley was content that 
people fear him —  but when 
they were ready to honor him 

too . . .

th e street. C aw ley w atched  him  lim p  
around the corner, h is ta il d ragg in g  
th e ground. “A nd that dog’s even 
b igger  than S h e r iff  B ane,’’ Jem  said , 
p ok in g  a fo refin g er  lik e a broom stick  
in to  the dep uty 's ribs.

T h ey  took  the desert trail that led  
through  ten  m iles o f sage and cactus  
to  S ilver  Rock. T h e r isin g  sun was 
h ot on their backs, and Jem  took 
frequent drags from  the b ottle  he 
carried in the saddlebag. T he joke 
got fu n n ier as th ey  rode along. I t  
w as th e kind of joke C aw ley cou ld  
understand. T h e sim p le joke o f  the 
stron g  crush in g  the weak.

Still, S heriff Bane was d iffe ren t 
from the o thers; at least he didn’t  
sidle around like a deer about to  
bolt for cover. He always looked Jem  
squarely in the eyes, and th a t made 
Cawley vaguely uncomfortable.

They were about half way to Sil
ver Rock when Jem  pulled in his 
horse so the deputy could catch up 
w ith him. “I hear someone shot Daw
son last n ight,” Cawley said.

The deputy nodded.
“Did the killer get the pay load?” 
“Nope. I t ’s safe in the bank,” the 

deputy said.
Jem  hadn’t meant to kill the bank 

messenger, Dawson, but when the 
man met him  at the appointed spot 
w ith the pay load, Jem  hadn’t  seen 
any sense in sp litting  it. A rabbit
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punch would have done it, but Daw
son got suspicious and w ent for his 
gun; Jem ’s slug tore his sh irt ju st 
above the heart.

Before Jem  could bury the heavy 
bags in  the creek bottom  he heard 
the thunder of horses. H e’d had to 
ligh t out for H untsville, leaving Daw
son there, dead, w ith all th a t money.

W as th a t why Sheriff, Bane w ant
ed to see him : Cawley laughed and 
took a long drag from the bottle. 
T here wasn’t  any evidence—and if 
there was, who had the guts to arrest 
him ? Lots of sheriffs had overlooked 
evidence before—where Jem  was con
cerned.

They were getting  close now. Up 
ahead Jem  could see the green of the 
cottonwoods tha t shaded Silver Rock. 
As they  neared the creek in fron t of 
the town he saw a banner stretched 
across the trail. T here was w riting  on 
it. He squinted to make out the le t
ters.

JE M  C A W LEY  FO R M AYOR

J EM  CA W LEY  stared a t the ban
ner for a long time. Those four 

w ords did funny th ings to him.
T hen  he looked up, w atched two 

horses gallop tow ards him  and cross 
the dry  creek bed. I t  was Sheriff 
Bane, so small th a t there was room in 
the saddle for three more ju st like 
h im ; the o ther was a lanky, redhead
ed deputy called Russ.

Jem  kept his gun hand a t his side. 
" I  hear you were darin ’ me to  come 
back.”

T he sh e riff’s brown eyes m et him  
squarely. ‘‘T h a t’s righ t, Jem . D aring 
you was the only way to  get you 
h ere ; if I asked you, nice-like, you 
w ouldn’t  have come.”

“P re tty  sm art, ain’t  you,” Cawley’s 
laugh was a rasping challenge. “Get 
i t  o ff your chest. I ’m a busy man.” 

“Too busy to  be m ayor of Silver 
R ock?” the little  sheriff asked.

Jem  though t a moment over tha t 
one. M ayor! W hy not? A ll he had 
ever demanded from people was fear; 
he’d  never expected honor, too. The 
idea made him  feel good: H e'd  run  
th is town ju s t the way he wanted,

build the biggest house in the coun
ty-

Cawley looked down at S heriff 
Bane, his fla t face blank, his eyes 
beady, “I f  you’re k iddin’ me, I ’ll 
w ring tha t sparrow ’s neck of yours.”

Sheriff Bane didn’t  flinch. “Ride 
into town, if you don’t believe me,” 
he said, quietly.

Jem  tro tted  his horse down the 
main stree t beside the sh eriff’s p in 
to. Up ahead, in fron t of the jail, he 
saw a crowd of people. T here were 
more banners s tru n g  across the stree t 
w ith  the same w ords on them : JEM  
C A W LEY  FO R  MAYOR.

W hat w ould i t  be like to  have peo
ple respect you, as well as fear you? 
he wondered. To be on the inside of 
every business in  town?

“I f  Dawson had gotten  away w ith  
tha t pay load,” S heriff Bane was say
ing, “the bank—the whole town— 
would have folded. W e knew it was 
you who saved Silver R ock; your 
big foo tp rin ts were all over the place. 
T he people are m ighty  grateful, Jem .”

“H uh?” he said, his face almost be
tray ing  surprise. So they  thought 
he’d  killed Dawson to save the bank’s 
money. T hey thought he was a hero! 
H is guffaw  shook the dry  air.

“Some joke my bein’ mayor, eh, 
B ane?”

T he sh eriff’s brown eyes were dead 
serious. “Yeah. ’Course Silver Rock 
a in ’t  ever had a m ayor before, so 
you’ll be the f irs t one; well, here we 
are.”

T hey tied th e ir horses in fron t of 
the ja il and walked up the steps to 
the porch. T he heavy iron  ra iling  of 
the  p latform  was draped w ith  bunt
ing to  make it  look like a ceremonial 
stand. A big book and a gavel rested  
on top of the iron railing.

Down below, a four-piece band 
started  p laying “There’ll Be a Hot 
Time.’’ S heriff Bane pounded the 
gavel and a quiet se ttled  over the 
crowd. T he eyes of all those people 
f i x e d  on him gave Jem  a strange 
sense of power.

"W e’ll now read the  oath of of
fice,” S heriff Bane said. “P u t your 
r ig h t hand on the Book, Jejn .”

Jem  covered the book w ith  h i t  hand
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and leered into the field of faces 
before him.

There was a m etallic click. Cawley 
fe lt a band of cold steel around his 
wrist. He looked down; he was m an
acled to the railing! Jem  pulled w ith 
all the strength  of his pow erful arm, 
but railing d idn’t g iv e ; it was bed
ded deep in concrete.

“You’re under arrest for the m ur
der of Bob Dawson,” Sheriff Bane 
said. He took the leather volume from

the ra iling  and handed it  to  Deputy 
Russ. “Take th is  law book back to  
the office.”

Jem ’s ‘roar was the sound of a 
trapped bear, “Dawson was stealin’ 
that money.”

“Dawson was working w ith us; his 
signed statem ent’s in my office.” A 
shade of a smile formed on the sber-. 
i f f ’s mouth. “You’ll get a fa ir trial, 
M ayor.”

T H E  EN D

SHOOT THE SUCK ER
(Continued From Pago 70)

ently enough so th a t all could see 
that the number was even.

“I got good eyesight,” said Tip 
w ith no evidence of liquor th icken
ing his tongue. “I could see tha t the 
‘F ’ had been changed to an ‘E ’. My 
pal Red Dalton in Cayunne City 
didn’t find th a t out till afte r he had 
been duped.”

Two men sprang back from the ta 
ble at the same instant. O nly one

gun barked. H o g arth ’s gun fell from  
his lifeless fingers as he sprawled 
across the table.

T ip  holstered his smoking Colt. He 
said calmly to  the dazed onlookers, 
“I  gave him  more chance than  he gave 
Red. Red found out he’d been tricked 
and w ent lookin’ for th is th ief—and 
got shot in the back. You boys better 
pick up that ra t w ith  the pim ply face 
—while I pick up th is  money. Red’s 
got folks w hat c’n use it.”

Ride with Bill Borden into 
Colder Town, known as

T h e  D e v i l ' s  
D o o r s t e p
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Peg-Leg was new 
to some of the ex

pressions they used 
here in the West 
—but banditry and 
drygulching were 
old things to him, 
and he knew what 
to do about them.
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the

Coming of Peg - Leg
by VAL GENDRON

T HE STAGE slowly topped the 
last rise before Rainstorm, and 
the driver uncoiled his whip to 

enter town at a fast gallop. The spent, 
tired horses raised their heads know
ing water and full feed bins were just 
ahead. The driver and his sole dust- 
covered passenger sat up straighten 

After the bleak, dusty desert they 
had crossed the green valley lay invit

ingly before them, shimmering and in
distinct in the heat waves. Clustered 

the heart of the meadows andin

n

Peg-Leg started to 
whoop it up , » • t
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forest, the little  town raised its roofs 
defian tly  in the solitude.

T he sailor s ittin g  beside the driver 
pointed  ahead, “Land ahoy?’’ he 
asked a voice th a t could easily have 
been heard from  the poop deck to the 
top of the tnizzen mast.

T he driver nodded, glanced fu rtive
ly  at the seafaring m an; such men 
were rare in the deserts of the south
w est and Andrew  M ichels was on the 
lookout for th is one.

T he sailor was a tall, lean man well 
to  the leeward of middle age. H is fea
tu res were sharp, his blue eyes cold 
and far-seeing. He wore the trad ition 
a l kn itted  cap of the sailor and under 
the caking of dust h is clothes were 
navy. H is brown arms were fan tasti
cally  tatooed w ith  a tastefu l assort
m ent of anchors, mermaids and ships 
bow ling along under fu ll sail. A dust- 
caked, bu t m errily-chattering monkey 
sat atop his shoulder.

H is rig h t leg had been am putated 
a t the knee, and his peg leg stuck out 
s tra ig h t over the buckboard of the 
d river’s seat. I t  gave him  his name, 
P eg  Leg. In  his rig h t ear he wore an 
ear-ring, proclaim ing he was a seven- 
sea’s man and tha t the equator was 
well known to him.

H e looked hard  and tough and self- 
re lian t; bu t he didn’t look the man to 
be carrying a fortune in  pearls in his 
pocket.

T he driver grinned crookedly. 
"T h a t’s Rainstorm  ahead. You stop
p ing  th ere?”

“Aye.” Peg Leg w hittled  some to- 
baccd from  a slug and stu ffed  it  into 
a  charred, blackened pipe. He cupped 
his hands, and, despite the steep 
downgrade lit i t  quickly.

"You seem a long way from  home?” 
T he driver kept pum ping according 
to  M ichels instructions.

“From  Surinam , if  you know it ;  
I ’ve come half around the w orld.” H is 
voice woke the echoes in  the canyon.

T he driver cracked his whip, and 
the m onkey on P eg  Leg’ shoulder ex
citedly  b it his ear. He jerked his head 
sideways, laughing. A bullet whistled 
past and he heard the bark of a rifle.

“M ust be im portant business,” the 
driver observed ignoring the shot. He 
cracked the w hip over the horses'

heads, and they broke into a gallop, 
the stage rocking and swaying like a 
ship.

I F  P E G  LEG  hadn’t  fe lt the swish 
o f the bullet he m ight have im ag

ined the sharp repo rt was nothing but 
the echo of the cracking of the driv
e r’s whip. Obviously there was heavy 
w eather ahead. He fondled the m on
key gratefully , “Thanks, Skipper,” he 
whispered.

He sat his seat easily, p u ffing  slow
ly at the pipe clenched between hia 
teeth. H e’d batten  down his hatches 
and keep a weather-eye open for 
squalls ahead ; two could play a t cat 
and mouse, so he answered the driv
er’s question casually.

“Aye. I ’ve a m ate in Rainstorm .” 
S till the  driver w asn’t  satisfied. Hia 

instructions had been clear, bu t the 
sailor w asn’t  talkative. “I know every
body in to w n ; I  don’t  know a sailor.” 

The seaman laughed good-natured
ly, and the monkey chattered faster, 
as if  he, too, understood the  joke. 
“H e’s no sea-faring man,” he roared.

“T hought you said he was a mate of 
yours,” the driver answered gruffly  
as they  pounded into town.

“A cousin,” Peg Leg exclaimed 
briefly .

T he dust of the streets rose in  a 
cloud about them, and over the heads 
of his horses the driver cracked and 
snapped his w hip like the bark of 
m any guns.

A t the stage depot a band of idlers 
hung around, their thunbs hooked in 
the  belts th a t supported their guns, 
th e ir faces alive w ith  eagerness and 
curiosity  to  see who was on the stage. 
R ainstorm  was a lonely, tough fron
tie r town and the stage arriv ing once 
a week was an event.

The sailor ignored the laughter tha t 
greeted his dusty  appearance. He 
threw  his battered sea chest., down. 
"Avast, you lubbers!” he boomJfr, and 
swung down from  the driver’s seat 
as easily as if he had worn no peg leg.

A tall buckeroo shouldered his way 
through the crowd. “H iya, Peg Leg!” 

T he crowd drew  back respectfully. 
Any friend  of Jim m y B urley’s was 
treated  w ith  respect; Jim m y had a 
reputation  w ith  t h e  six-shooters
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strapped to his thighs.
“Lay to i t !” Peg Leg exclaimed as 

he grasped Jim m y’s hand. “Belay, if 
it isn’t the laddie, him self.”

Jim my pumped his hand. “Did you 
bring it?”

“Aye,” Peg Leg patted the monkey 
to quiet it. I t  was jum ping around in 
its excitement and screaming at the 
top of its lungs. “I  got the baubel, 
laddie, but it seems an expensive p re
sent to be giving for a b it of duff.”

Jim my laughed loud and m errily ; 
they were only a few years apart, but 
they looked like man and boy togeth
er. Peg Leg had gone to sea at seven, 
and at seventeen had his own ship; 
it ages a man.

“W ait ti ll  you lay eyes on her,” 
Jimmy w ent on; “you’ll change your 
mind. B ut come on, le t’s wet our 
whistles.”

“I t ’ll take more than a dram,” Peg 
Leg observed soberly. “I got an inch 
of alkali dust lin ing my throat th a t’ll 
take all the rum  in town to wash out. 
I  didn’t  know there was this much 
dust in the world. B ut tell me about 
the g irl; is she shipshape and sea
w orthy?”

“As p re tty  a creature as you could 
set your eyes on,” Jim m y replied as 
Peg Leg hoisted his sea chest abroad 
his shoulder and stomped along be
side him.

* * =1=

J IMMY led the way to The Gold
en Chance and pushed the door 

open. “A fter we have a drink, we’ll 
ride out to my diggings and tonight 
you’ll meet her.”

Peg Leg came to a full stop at the 
door, dropped his battered sea chest 
to  the plank sidewalk. “You mean,” he 
demanded indignantly, “that I have to 
get astride one of those creatures?” 
H e pointed through the open door 

, to  the horses who stood w ith hanging 
heads along the rail, wearily whisking 
flies from  their lean sides.

“Sure,” Jim m y grinned.
“M an and boy, you’ll never do that 

to m e! I ’ve sailed m y way around the 
w orld a dozen tim es on anything from 
a sloop to  a full-rigged clipper, bu t. 
shiver m y timbers and blast me for

a lubber if I  ever put my peg leg 
across one of them  th ings!”

He paused m idway in his harange, 
but it wasn’t  fo r breath. He was star
ing across the stree t a t a g irl who 
walked quietly  past w ith eyes averted, 
her full sk irts  sw elling gently  around' 
her feet as she walked and her deli
cate head held high and proud as a 
ship’s figurehead.

“Is th a t the lass?” he asked, his 
voice no longer a roaring bellow.

Jim m y shook his head. “No. T h at’s 
M illissa R oberts; her fa ther’s the 
local haberdasher.”

“She’s a handsome craft,” Peg Leg 
said thoughtfu lly . “She looks like 
she’d lie a point nearer the w ind than 
any man would have the rig h t to ex
pect, and th a t’s the short and sweet 
of it.”

Jim m y laughed. “She’d got high 
ideas, tha t g irl; she w ouldn’t  look 
twice at a common buckeroo and I ’ll 
bet tha t holds for seafaring men, too.” 

Peg Leg shrugged and picked up 
his sea chest. “She can afford to  carry  
herself proud, I ain’t seen a p re ttie r 
rig  since I  saw the Sea Witch'Onee 
under full sail off M adagascar.”

He stomped into the darkess of the 
bar, deposited his sea chest beside 
him and settled his w eight on his peg 
leg. “Rum,” he said, “and leave the 
bottle .”

“O ut here we drink whiskey,” Jim 
my smiled assurance a t the bewild
ered bartender who set the bottle 
down and edged off, but not so far as 
to be out of hearing.

Peg Leg tilted  the bottle, tossed off 
a drink and repeated the perform ance, 
until Jim m y called a halt. “W hat you 
try ing  to do, float tha t leg  of yours?” 

“Naw, laddie. I ’m washing down 
the dust. So far I ’ve ju s t got it wet 
enough to have a load of mud in my 
innards.”

The bartender was regarding his 
new customer w ith  respect. A ny man 
who could drink like tha t and remain 
solidly on his two feet was a man 
after his own heart.

“B ring another bottle,” P eg  Leg 
bellowed. Only then did he tu rn  to 
Jimmy. “All rig h t out w ith it. You 
m ust be in a clove h itch  to  send for
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me. I shipped back as soon as I got 
the word. What’s on your mind?”

J IMMY looked sheepish. “Like I 
said in my letter, I want to give 

the pearls to a girl,”
‘'Sure/' Peg Leg said patiently. 

“But avast, lad, you’re no lubber; you 
don’t give a fortune in pearls to a 
girl, just because she’s got a sweet 
voice. Besides why was somebody 
laying for me outside of town?” 

“What do you mean?” Jimmy’s eyes 
narrowed.

“As we were coming over the hill 
with all sails bent, some lubber takes 
a pot shot at me from behind a rock. 
Now,” Peg Leg wagged his head, “no
body dors that for nothing; some
body wants to keep me out bad.” 

“So,” Jimmy hesitated, “Michels 
tried to drygulch you!”

Peg Leg regarded him curiously. 
“What kind of lingo is that?”

“Means to shoot you from ambush.” 
Jimmy picked up the bottle and their 
two glasses. “Come on over to a table; 
not so many ears.”

“Only place I know where people 
can’t overhear you is the end of a 
yard arm,” Peg Leg observed dryly; 
“and I don’t see no yard arm around 
here.”

Jimmy sat down. “Wasn’t only be
cause I wanted the pearls that I sent 
for you.”

“Didn’t think it was.” Peg Leg sat 
down, easing his right leg under the 
table.

“This is a wild town. Most of the 
West is like this, especially in these 
mining tov/ns. I’ve got a rich claim 
and naturally Michels doesn't like 
that.”

“Who’s Michels?”
“Local big-shot. Some say our 

local bad man, but they don’t say it to 
his face. He owns all the saloons in 
town, the honky-tonks, has the Sher
iff in the palm of his hand and owns 
the richest stake around; so he’s 
legitimate and no one can touch him. 
Even the so-called reform element 
can’t find anything to hang on him.” 

Peg Leg downed another drink. 
“What has he against you?”

“I own the second richest diggings 
in town,” Jimmy replied.

“Isn’t the land big enough to hold 
the two of you?”

“No. He wants my stake and he’ll 
get it, too, before long. I’m mort
gaged to the hilt, and every time I 
try to ship ore out, the stage gets 
robbed. Wells Fargo won’t insure me 
anymore.”

“And you think he’s stealing the 
wind from your sails?”

“I can’t prove it,” Jimmy shrugged 
his shoulders and poured himself a 
drink. “Besides, I changed my mind. 
I’m not going to fight; all I want is 
Lucy.”

“If you had the pluck of a biscuit 
weevil you’d fight,” Peg Leg declared 
and his voice boomed suddenly in the 
stillness of The Golden Chance.

“That’s not all,” Jimmy said quiet
ly. “He had another reason for not 
liking me. Lucy, the girl I want to 
marry, is his star singer at the San 
Francisco Club. Michels doesn’t like 
competition. When I give her the 
pearls,” he smiled slyly, “I think Mr. 
Michels can look for another star sin-

i fger.
Peg Leg twirled the whiskey 

glass. “What have you been doing?”
“Nothing,” Jimmy said. “Nothing 

but waiting. I ’ve been waiting for you 
to get here, and waiting to get out.”

“Avast and belay,” Peg Leg roared. 
“You can’t tack and put about, and 
tack and put about in a situation like 
this. In a case like this you have to 
batten down your hatches and trim 
your sails to the wind.”

“You don’t know Michels,” Jimmy 
said despondantly.

“Avast, laddie, what’s happened to 
you? You sail like a water-logged 
craft without rudder or compass. 
What you need is to set a trap for 
this land pirate. You’ll catch him 
quick enough; many’s the double
smart 1" i r  -  r.ecn c ' y  in M; :• ot 
sun from a giblet that tried those 
tricks at sea. What’s this lubber 
like?”

"You asking for me?” a smooth, 
distinguished voice cut in. Andrew 
Michels didn’t have the look of a 
had man or a pirate; he was fat, and
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jolly with a cheerful smile spread 
across his face, and a big black cigar 
clutched in his pudgy hand. The 
hand also displayed a diamond of 
respectable proportions.

"We been boarded?” Peg Leg asked 
J immy.

M ICHELS came forward confi
dently. '‘Aren’t you going to 

introduce me to your pal? We don’t 
see many like him around here.”

“This is a private party,” Jimmy 
said calmly.

Michels continued to smile. “The 
boy bears me a grudge.” He winked 
significantly at Peg Leg. “Women 
have a way of setting the best of 
friends at each other’s throats.” 

“Stand off,” Peg Leg boomed. “I 
stand by the lad. If he don’t like the 
cut of your jib, neither do I.”

“Isn’t that a bit rash?” M ich els  
questioned.

Peg Leg settled back in his chair. 
' “Mr,” he said shortly. “I didn’t fire 
the first gun in this affair. Some lub
ber pot-shotted at me before I was 
even in port; I figure that wouldn’t 
have been one of Jimmy's friends.” 

Michel waved a fat hand. “I regret 
the impetuousness of your welcom
ing committee. But I like the look of 
you, and I think you should know the 
facts. Jimmy here can’t get his ore 
out of town, and he’s unreasonably 
decided I’m behind it. Now I’m a res
pectable, law-abiding business man. 
The Sheriff is one of my best 
friends—”

“So I hear,” Peg Leg cut in. The 
Skipper on his shoulder screamed at 
the fat man. “Now, you listen to me; 
the only way you’d look good to me 
is hanging from the end ®f a yard 
arm, and I’m prepared to import the 
yard arm. Is that clear?’

Andrew Michels spread his hands 
across the large expanse of his vest. 
“Then I must warn you, any viola
tion of the law is quickly punished 
here; we have our own Boothill.”

Peg Leg watched him soberly as he 
walked away. “I assume he was dis
cussing plank walking by another 
name,” he said casually, “Come on, 
laddie, this is no place to cast anchor,”

Once again he hoisted his sea chest 
to his shoulder, and stomped slowly 
out. Outside the door he looked care
fully up and down the dusty, sun
baked street.

“Well,” Jimmy said, “I guess we 
better ride out to my diggings.” 

“There a hotel in town?” Peg Leg 
asked. “I told you I’d not go aboard 
one of them four-legged dingys and 
I meant it.”

“Michels owns the only hotel in 
town.”

“So much the better,” Peg Leg 
laughed. “Easier to keep a weather- 
eye on him.”

P EG-LEG registered at the desk, 
ordered a bottle of whiskey sent 

to his room and hitched himself up 
the broad stairs. He lifted the monkey 
to the chandelier and watched him 
swinging there. “That’ll keep him 
happy.”

He filled his pipe. “Now tell me, 
laddie. Suppose you give the pearls 
to the lass, and you get her. How’s 
that going to get your ore out of 

•town? Seems to me you’re rigging 
your ship before you’ve launched 
your hull.”

Jimmy sat down on the edge of the 
bed. He was despondent and discour
aged; he looked to Peg Leg like a 
sea-sick cabin boy. “I don’t know.” 
Jimmy threw his stetson across the 
room and the Skipper leaped after it.

Peg Leg retrieved the hat, cuffed 
the chattering beast. “How come you 
lost your course? Can’t steer a ship 
without a course to lay to.”

“Wait until you see Lucy,” Jimmy 
changed the subject. “She’s as pretty 
as a picture and when she sings, it 
sort of gets in your blood—under 
your skin, if you know what I mean.” 

Peg Leg lit his pipe. “You’re still 
young, Jimmy, and you ain’t the first 
man to lose his ship over a woman.” 

“She’s got Michels, too; she’s got 
him following her around like a dog 
on a leash.”

“Maybe. Maybe it’s the other way 
around. Michels pays her; maybe he 
pays her to act that way, too.” 

“Never!”

n
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Peg Leg cocked a doubtful eye at 
Jim m y, then  though tfu lly  smoked 
h is  pipe. A t last he said, “How long 
you got before you lose your sh ip?’’

“My ship?"
“Your mine.”
“A m onth.” Jim m y got up from  the 

bed and began to pace the room rest
lessly.

“S it dow n!” Peg Leg snapped. “ If 
you wasn’t m y cousin, and I  hadn’t 
prom ised your Ma to look afte r you, 
I ’d hoist m y anchor and get out. You 
w on’t  even try  to get back on your 
course.”

Jim m y sat down, “ I ’m sorry  Peg 
L eg ; I  d idn’t  mean to drag you into 
th is. I f  you’ll ju st give me the pearls, 
I ’ll get you out and you can go back 
to  sea.”

P eg  Leg laughed. “No land lubber 
is going to  take a shot at me and get 
away w ith  it.”

“I f  there w asn’t  a woman involved, 
I ’d figh t. B ut as it is, I ju st want to 
get Lucy and go away w ith her.”

“Sorry, Jim m y lad, I didn’t  ask to 
sign on th is ship. I was shanghied in 
a m anner of speaking. B ut I  never 
jum ped a ship yet, and th is isn’t going 
to  be the f irs t time. Now buck u p ; I 
w ant to know how you ship that ore 
out.”

“W e cast it  in bars and send it on 
t h e . stage under the protection of 
W ells Fargo. B ut I ’ve been robbed 
so often  W ells Fargo w on 't insure 
me anymore.” He laughed ruefully. 
“You w ouldn’t  know w hat that means. 
B u t out here it’s big new s; W ells 
Fargo has never before refused to  in
sure shipm ents of ore. These fellows 
come down masked, on horseback, and 
ride  off into the desert w ith the bars 
in  th e ir saddlebags.”

“I knew a man in China,” Peg Leg 
reminisced, “who was troubled by a 
sim ilar problem. Only over there they 
call their land pirates, bandits.”

“Did he have a girl, too?” Jimmy 
asked.

“No, H e didn’t have anything else 
to  d istract h im ; th a t’s one reason, I 
suppose, why he solved his problem.”

Jimmy sat up. “He did, did he!”

“Aye. He did.” Peg L eg smoked 
silently.

“I  suppose he was rich and hired  
an armed guard,” Jim m y suggested.

“No. He was down to his last tub 
of hardtack. He took his ore out alone 
and unarm ed.”

“Im possible!” Jim m y declared.
“He did  it,” Peg L eg repeated 

quietly.
“H ow ?”
“H e used his head; suppose you go 

and do the same.”

J IM M Y rubbed his jaw. He was a 
big, strapping  fellow, handy 

w ith  his guns, no t the sort to  be 
counted out of the  game before the 
last chip was down. Maybe Lucy had 
spun him like a top, bu t th a t d idn’t 
mean he’d go on spinning all his life. ' 

“A fte r you’ve figured i t  out, you 
can have the pearls.” Peg L eg an
nounced. “You can give ’em to your 
b it of duff, and live happily  ever 
a fte r.”

He unbuttoned the breast pocket of 
his sh irt, hooked the s trin g  of pearls 
out w ith  a clumsy forefinger. He held 
them  to the light. T hey  were big and 
black and perfectly  m atched and they 
gleamed darkly in the sunshine.

“A K ing’s Ransom,” Peg Leg ob
served. “Your m other was a rem ark
able woman. She could sit in her l i t
tle  parlor in Salem town and figure 
out ju st exactly w hat the K ing of. 
Siam or M adagascar or the Em peror 
of China would be wanting. She was a 
shrewd woman, and a good woman, 
and she gave me my f irs t sh ip ; I 
never thought I ’d live to see the day 
when I ’d be glad she was dead.”

Jim m y jerked as if he’d been 
slapped across the face, and he turned 
a sickly green under his tan. “Okay. 
You win,” he snapped. “ So I wasted 
every cent she ever made, so I ’m up 
to my neck in troub le; I ’ll do th is 
th ing  my own way w ithout your 
help.”

He strode through the door and 
slammed it  behind him.

P eg  Leg stom ped a fte r him, threw 
open the door and shouted grimly, 
“I ’m rig h t behind you!”

B ut Jim m y d idn’t  stop. He w ent
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rig h t on down the stairs, his hat 
jammed on his head and his broad 
shoulders hunched.

TH E  N EX T m orning Peg Leg took 
up his station on the broad veran

da of the hotel. There w asn’t any 
wood to w hittle  in that desert town, 
so he ju st smoked his pipe and 
watched the people as they went by.

M illisa Roberts w ent by early, her 
head high and her skirts billowing. 
Her eyes when they reached moment
arily on him were as clean and cool 
as the air of a Labrador iceberg.

Smoke rose in short, quick puffs 
from Peg L eg’s pipe. There was a 
girl w orth figh ting  for. In  all his tra 
vels he’d never seen anything that was 
so close to the visions a man summons 
up in the still, dark watches of the 
night when the stars are shimmering 
above a phosphorescent sea.

Aye, for tha t he was w illing to wait.. 
Andrew M ichels strolled past, pom

pous and assured. He smiled and 
waved at Peg Leg.

Peg Leg regarded him stonily. Did 
the man expect him  to come running 
like a dog to a w histle? The im perti
nence of him! There was no question 
about it, he’d have to lay to and keep 
a bright look out—no, it was worse 
than that. H is craft was rolling scup
pers under in the swell and the booms 
were tearing at the blocks, he’d have 
to cling tigh t to the backstay.

D rat Jim my—now was the time for 
the boy to stand by and not leave h im , 
becalmed to figure out the whole 
course for himself.

A kangle of* harness trappings 
made Peg Leg look up and he saw a 
man rising into town on a high step
ping nag w ith all flags flying. I t  was 
quite an outfit. The sun shone on the 
silver fittings of the saddle and lea
ther holsters and reflected blinding
ly. I t  was a young man w ith a hard, 
cold face, and a look of pride and de
fiance about him  like he dared every 
person he met to stand up toe to toe 
w ith him  and battle it out.

Peg Leg sat up. Ah ha, my pretty  
dandy, he thought, there’s a right 
smart chance that you’re the lubber 
that took a pot-shot at me last night.

T he rider reined in beside Michels, 
his horse dancing and prancing, 
throw ing his head high and specking 
the immaculate M ichels w ith  foam. 
Andrew  M ichels took out a fresh 
linen hankerchief and quietly wiped 
the foam from his fine coat.

“Hello Smith,” he said softly.
Peg Leg nodded to him self and the 

smoke came in pleased and satisfied 
puffs from his pipe. A man like M ich
els w ouldn’t to lerate such goings on 
unless there was a damn good reason. 
Besides Smith was too obviously an 
alias.

“Hi, A ndy!” The young man’s fa
m iliarity  confirmed Peg Leg in his 
opinion.

As Sm ith swung down from his 
saddle Peg Leg saw the rifle strapped 
to its pommel; he got up and stomped 
down the steps. “Mr. M ichels,” he 
called out.

M ichels tu rned  sharply. “Yes?”
“Perhaps I was a bit hasty last 

night, but my m ate had the wind up,” 
Peg Leg explained.

M ichels held out a soft, fa t hand. 
“B etter late than  never,” he laughed 
silkily.

Peg Leg covered the hand w ith his 
hard, brown one and grinned blandly. 
“Like to m eet your mate. How about 
a drink  for all hands? Ju s t to show 
th ere’s no hard feelings.”

“Sure thing,” Smith grunted.
Peg Leg laid a cautious hand on the 

restless horse. “M ighty fine craft 
you’re signed w ith,” he observed.

Michels laughed. “O ut here, we say 
you can judge a man by the horse he 
rides. According to that, it makes 
Smith the best man in th is country.”

Peg Leg smiled. W hen a man like 
Michels goes out of his way being 
nice to a chap of Sm ith’;? stripe 
there’s always a good reason.

“I ’m no judge of horse flesh,” he 
replied, “B ut I ’ve yet to see a p re ttier 
beast.”

Smith stru tted  a little , rubbed the 
horse’s nose possessively. “B est in the 
whole yucca country,” he declared. 
“B ut w hat are we standing here gas
sing all day for? I  thought you said 
som ething about a drink. W elching 
already r%
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“I don’t welch on nothing,” Peg 
Leg said shortly. He led the way to 
The Golden Chance.

The bartender grinned a welcome, 
set a new bottle on the bar. “Three 
glasses,” Peg Leg said.

The bartender winked at Michels 
and Smith, then he laughed softly. 
“You’re going to have to look to your 
drinking Smith. You’re going to lose 
your championship if this sailor stays 
in town. I’ll bet you a bottle he can 
outdrink you.”

“Out-drink, out-play and out-shoot 
you in fair weather or foul,” Peg Leg 
challenged quietly.

Smith turned a dull red. “You’re a 
liar,” he said flatly.

Peg Leg laughed. “Now I’m sure 
of it; you lose your anchor too fast 
to be much use in a squall.” He raised 
his glass, “A steady wind,” he toast
ed.

Michels downed his drink, but 
Smith left his untouched on the bar. 
“Something wrong, laddie?” Peg Leg 
asked.

“He’s trying to lock horns with 
you,” the bartender explained. “He 
don’t like that crack you made about 
out-drinking and out-shooting him; 
he’s a mighty fancy gun-fanner.”

Peg Leg refilled his glass. “In 
short, you’re telling me he’s just fired 
a shot acros my bow.”

Michels laughed. “You two will 
never get together; you don’t talk 
the same language at all.”

Smith picked up his untasted glass 
and dashed the contents in Peg Leg’s 
face. “Maybe he’ll understand that!” 
he snarled.

Michels jerked Smith around. 
“None of that!” he said curtly, 
“that’s no way to act when a man buys 
you a drink!”

Peg Leg wiped the streaming li
quor from his face. “A seafaring 
man’s used to a little wetting,” he 
said quietly. “Trouble with the 
youngster is he slips his anchor at 
the first sign of dirty weather. You’d 
be better advised to wait and see 
which way the wind is going to set.”

"Are you going to fight 1” Smith 
cried, “or are you a yellow-bellied

yearling fuller of gas than of sand?”
“I’ll fight you man and boy in any 

way manner or form, providing you’re 
the land pirate I ’m looking for,” Peg 
Leg announced. “All I want to know 
out of you, is are you the lubber that 
took a pot shot at me last night or 
not?”

“What’s that got to do with it?” 
Smith yelled.

Michels grabbed him hard. “Come 
on, you hot-head!” he shouted, “Get 
out of here!”

Smith shook him off as a dog 
shakes off a fly. “Get along, doggie, 
this is a man’s work.”

Michels sprang back. “Don’t be & 
fool, Smith!”

“Are you giving me orders?” 
Smith asked in a deadly cold voice.

Michels was instantly contrite. “No, 
no. Of course not. I was just trying 
to point out that this fellow is a 
friend of Jim Burley’s; he’s trying to 
make trouble.”

“He’s succeeded,” Smith answered.
“Let him alone,” Michels pleaded. 

"We don’t want a killing.”
“You run along,” Smith laughed 

unpleasantly. “My saddle’s not slip
ping ; I can handle a one-legged sailor 
without help or advice from you.”

Michels appealed in turn to Peg 
Leg. “You’re not going to pay any 
attention to the bragging of a hot
headed youngster are you?”

Peg Leg returned his glance steadi
ly. “That depends on the answer I 
get to the question I asked. Besides, 
he’s not such a youngster; I believe 
he was launched about the same time 
as I was. Not more’n a year or two 
difference between us.”

Michels spread his soft, pudgy 
hands across his vest in a gesture of 
negation. “Well, I suppose boys will 
be boys and if you’re determined to 
fight there’s nothing I can do to stop 
it. I wash my hands of the whole af
fair.”

"Just like Pilate,” Peg Leg said. He 
had the impression that Michels was 
really delighted at the turn of events, 
that he asked nothing better than to 
have Peg Leg eliminated in a bar 
room brawl.



THE COMING OF PEG-LEG 83

THEY B O TH  watched silen tly  as 
Andrew M ichels made his way 

to  the door and stepped from  the deep 
shadows of the bar into the b righ t 
sunshine outside. T hen Smith turned, 
“W ell, now will you fig h t?”

Peg Leg shrugged. “I ’m still w ait
ing for an answer t o ' m y question ; 
were you the blasted lubber who took 
a pot shot at me the n igh t I  came into 
town?”

For answer, Sm ith’s hand snaked 
back to his hip and the heavy .44 
gleamed ominously in his hand.

“Start moving, sailor. S tart getting  
out of tow n!”

“You’re m ighty sharp w ith tha t 
gun,” Peg Leg observed.

“Yeah,” the bartender pu t in. 
“Smith’s never caught w ith  his saddle 
slipping. H e’s got the fastest draw 
’round here.” System atically he began 
removing bottles and glasses from 
behind the bar.

Peg Leg grinned a lop sided grin. 
“Since you caught me all unmanned, 
you m ight let me finish my drink.” 

“Okay,” Smith agreed. “D rink up 
and get going, far and fast.”

Peg Leg turned to the bar, tossed 
o ff his drink, closed his big fis t 
around the neck of the bottle. “ I ’m 
a dry man; how about m ore?”

“Make it fa s t!”
Peg Leg never poured tha t drink. 

He had the bottle firm  by the neck 
and he threw  it as he had thrown 
many a belaying pin ’cross decks w ith 
deadly accuracy to quell m utiny on 
the high seas.

Before Smith had quite grasped the 
significance of the gesture, his .44 
had been knocked out of his hand and 
clattered to  the floor. A t the same in
stant, Peg Leg let go the bottle he had, 
braced him self against the bar and 
using it  as support flung his body 
a fte r the fallen weapon.

A s Smith reached for the gun on 
his other hip, Peg Leg grabbed the 
fallen .44 and leveled it a t him. 
“Okay,” he said pleasantly, “things 
seem to  have evened off.”

“By Gar!” the bartender exclaimed. 
“Got the drop on you, Smith!”

The young man’s face turned a

dusky red and the white, slowly as he 
gazed into Peg Leg’s eyes his hand 
wavered and he slowly raised his 
hands above his shoulders. “You 
wouldn’t kill an unarmed man, would 
you?” he asked doubtfully.

“Toss your gun over to me,” Peg 
Leg directed.

Smith pulled his gun from its hol
ster, tossed it across the room.

Peg Leg looked regretfully at the 
smashed bottle and the good whiskey 
seeping slowly into the dry wood of 
the floor. “Pity to waste all that 
grog,” he sighed. “How much do I 
owe you?”

“Three bucks,” the bartender said. 
“But forget it; that was on the house. 
I’d give a dozen bottles to see that 
trick done again.”

“I’ll remember that the next time 
I’m broke,” Peg Leg said as he fished 
three dollars from his pocket, threw 
them on the bar. “Come on, Smith,” 
he said curtly. “Start walking.”

Smith edged forward to the door, 
all the defiance gone from his man
ner. To Peg Leg he seemed no better 
than a cringing dog.

“There’s your ship, clear port,” Peg 
Leg pointed with the .44 at Smith’s 
horse. “And if I ever see that silly 
face of yours around here, we’ll have 
a yard arm party, seafaring style. I 
think,” he added significantly, “you 
understand my meaning without 
translation.”

SMITH mounted, jerked hard on 
the reins, and his h o r s e  

reared and plunged before he turned 
and galloped out of sight in a cloud 
of dust.

“That was a risky thing to do,” the 
bartender said, “All you've done is 
made him mad. Now hell really try 
to kill you. You should have plugged 
him while you had the chance.”

“I’ll keep a weather eye open for 
him,” Peg Leg promised as he 
stomped down the street. What he 
wanted was to see Jimmy, and he cal
culated he’d have about a week to wait 
until the young man’s pride permitted 
him to return. But Peg Leg had the 
pearls and a wav to sret the ore out
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w ithout risk  and he knew Jim m y’d 
be back,

* * *
W hile he w aited Peg Leg sat on 

the fron t porch and watched the 
townsmen pass. He watched Andrew 
Michels, saw the men who passed the 
tim e of day w ith him. A queer assort
m ent they were—-the best and the 
w orst elem ents in town. Andrew 
M ichels knew everybody; it was Peg 
L eg’s private opinion tha t you 
couldn’t  touch pitch and not be 

•mucked.
He spotted Lucy, too. And that 

w ithout much trouble; he knew the 
type and d idn’t  th ink  much of i t ;  
he’d seen them  to honky tonk towns 
from  P o rt Said to  Singapore, from 
Liverpool to New Orleans. W hen a 
sailor came into po rt d ry  and dough- 
heavy and starv ing  for a b it of female 
companionship they were w aiting fo r 
him. Sure, they  were pals while a man 
had his fling, but when he’d been 
sucked dry  and owned but the sh irt 
on his back, they were off afte r fresh 
game. Peg Leg knew the type.

Having settled  his score w ith Smith, 
P eg  Leg had nothing to do but haul 
to  the w ind and keep to the w eather 
side for the present. He ju st watched 
and waited and noted tha t M ichels 
tipped his big hat to him, and that 
Smith wasn’t to be Seen on the fancy 
horse of his.

I t  was dusk when Jim m y came 
back, hat in  Land. “ I  guess I was ac t
ing the fool,” he adm itted. “Also your 
friend  in China was sm arter than I  
am.”

Peg Leg hoisted him self out of his 
chair, the pet m onkey set up a jibber- 
ing welcome and danced the horn
pipe on his shoulder.

“You and m e’ll take a walk,” Peg 
Leg agreed. Down the m iddle of the 
stree t he stom ped, his wooden leg 
m aking deep holes in the soft dust. 
As he talked, Jim m y began to laugh; 
it was a simple, workable solution. All 
he needed was a heavy cart w ith  wide 
wheels to haul the stu ff, and then to 
cast his ore in heavy balls w eighing 
about a quarte r of a ton apiece. Sure 
i t  could be done.

T he success of the robbers depend
ed on their being able to disappear 
w ith  the s tu ff  in to  the h ills on the 
rocky tra ils  w here a horse le ft no 
trail. No one could drive off a wagon 
like th a t w ithout leaving a tra il as 
broad and easy to follow as a 
skunk’s.

Jim m y laughed loudly. “Smart 
friends you have, P eg  Leg.” 

“Travel,” Peg Leg grinned back, 
“broadens a man.”

“A bout the pearls,” Jim m y rem ind
ed him. ‘I ’d like to  borrow th em  to 
n igh t to  show them  to Lucy.” 

“Aye,” P eg  Leg agreed. “N ot a bad 
idea. M ind if  I  so rt of follow you 
to  w indw ard?”

“ Come along, I  w ant you to  m eet 
her.” s

“I ’ve seen her cruising up and 
down,” P eg  L eg in te rru p te d ; “I ’ll 
come as a so rt of supercargo.” He 
fished the  pearls from  his pocket, 
handed them  to Jimmy.

T O G E T H E R  they  shouldered th e ir 
way through the crowd a t the 

San Francisco Club. Jim m y w ent di
rectly  to a table close to th e  small 
s tage; the w aiter knew him. “L ucy’H 
be on in  a couple of m in x es ,” he 
smiled knowlingly.

Peg Leg sat down, looked around. 
T he San Francisco Club had the look 
of all such places no m atter w here 
they  m ight be on the earth’s surface. 
T he air was heavy w ith  sm oke; under 
the  noise and confusion o f voices 
he could hear the clink of glasses, 
the w hirl of the rou le tte  wheels, the 
slap of cards. A  clip jo in t was a 
clip jo in t, and it was well to  pipe 
all hands on deck and stand by.

"W ait till  you hear her sing,” J im 
my confided. “I t  isn ’t u n til you hear 
her sing, th a t she really  gets you.” 

T he monkey on Peg L eg’s shoulder 
coiled his ta il tig h tly  around his mas
te r’s neck and clung to him  terrified  
at the sudden bu rst of applause tha t 
came when the curta in  was pulled 
back and L ucy revealed.

P eg  Leg gazed at her soberly. She 
looked b e tte r in  the lam pligh t; the 
gold of her hair, seemed like spun
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old, distance made her features more 
elicate and the harsh lights blended 

the make-up, softened it until she 
looked like a dresden doll.

Her voice was clear and bell-like, 
with an innocence of tone that belied 
the shrewdness of her eyes. “Just 
close your eyes, and listen to her,” 
Jimmy suggested following his own 
advice.

Even the Skipper on Peg Leg’s 
shoulder joined in the applause, beat
ing his tiny paws together in imita
tion of the others,

“Monkey see, monkey do,” Peg Leg 
observed.

Lucy joined them. ‘Tve seen you 
about town,” she said to Peg Leg. 
“I’m happy to meet you.” Her voice 
was sweet on the ear. She reached 
over and touched the monkey’s paw, 
“Hello, there, little fellow.”

The Skipper sent up a violent 
stream of screams that sounded amaz
ingly like profanity.

“He don’t take to women,” Peg 
Leg explained.

Lucy sat down, “Takes after you, 
I suppose.”

Peg Leg grinned. “No, I’m more 
susceptible.” He poured a drink for 
himself, another for Lucy. “Here’s 
to ourselves, and hold your luff, 
plenty of prizes and plenty of duff.” 

“I like that,” she smiled, raised her 
glass.

"Olu as the sea,” he commented. 
“Seafaring folks been using it since 
the days of the Spanish Main.”

She laid a white hand on his brown, 
tatooed arm, “Any friend of Jimmy’s 
is a friend of mine.”

Peg Leg downed another drink. 
“Jimmy’s got something to show you; 
show her the baubel, mate.”

Jimmy drew out the string of 
pearls, held them to catch the light. 
Peg Leg downed two drinks before 
anyone said anything.

Slowly Lucy let out her breath. “I 
never saw anything like them.” 

“Worth a King’s Ransom,” Peg 
Leg said thickly as he poured another 
drink.

Respectfully, Lucy fingered the 
pearls; Peg Leg noted that her eyes 
grew wide. “That ain’t all, he whis

pered drunkenly. “Jimmy’s going to 
have another try at getting out the 
ore. Talking it out ourselves Wednes
day night.”

Jimmy tried to kick him under the 
table. “Thought you said the only 
place to talk was on the end of a yard 
arm.”

“I whispered it,” Peg Leg protest
ed. “Lucy’s your girl, and no one’ll 
know we’re going by way of Spanish 
Gulch.” He downed another drink.

Jimmy laughed ruefully. “Never 
saw him do that before. He's usually 
sober as a judge.”

“He’s cute,” Lucy wrinkled her 
nose playfully. “He’s real cute.”

Peg Leg winked at her, threw back 
his head and began to sing. “What 
shall we do with the drunken sailor?’’ 
He bellowed.

“Maybe I better take him home,” 
Jimmy put in. “He must have been 
drinking all day.”

“Sailors are sometimes like that,” 
Lucy agreed tolerantly.

Peg Leg shouted the answer to his 
own question in a wavering falsetto. 
“Put him in the scuttles with the hose 
pipe on him!’’ The Skipper astonished 
at such a performance cowered trem
bling against him.

“I’ll get him home.” Jimmy got to 
his feet with sudden decision.

* >;: >;<
All the way back to the hotel as 

they staggered together up the street, 
Peg Leg kept singing and bellowing 
at the top of his leather lungs. Jim
my helped him awkwardly up the 
stairs. It almost seemed as if the 
drunken sailor was making it as dif
ficult as possible. As soon as Jimmy 
threw open the door, the Skipper 
made a flying leap to the safety of the 
chandelier.

Peg Leg continued to give out with 
salty chanties that were growing pro
gressively more questionable. As Jim-' 
my eased him down on the bed, he 
broke off abruptly. “Tell everybody 
in town,” he whispered in a perfectly 
sober voice, “that you’re trying to take 
the stuff out Wednesday night. But 
don’t tell a soul about Spanish Gulch; 
I’ll bet my peg leg we get drygulched 
there.”
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T he drunken, raucous singing re
sumed.

Jim m y straigh ted  his shoulders. 
“You learn fast,” he observed. “You’ll 
be chattering like a buckeroo in no 
time at all. Don’t you tru st L ucy?”

T he singing broke off. “I f  you’re 
going to  m arry her, you’ll be happy 
to  know she’s sound and seaworthy, 
won’t  you?”

Jim m y winked down at P eg  Leg. 
“Your leg against th a t s tring  of 
pearls, she’s square.”

Peg Leg held out his hand. “I ’ll 
hold the stakes.”

:Je * #
By W ednesday afternoon every

th ing  was in  readiness, Jim m y’s men 
had constructed the heavy-wheeled 
wagon, the ore had been cast into a 
quarter ton  and loaded. Peg Leg was 
driven out to inspect the arrange
ments.

He nodded his satisfaction, touched 
the six-shooters at Jim m y’s waist. 
“Those look as handy as a belaying 
pin. How about getting  me a pair? 
I ’m rid ing  along in the wagon w ith 
you.”

Jim m y didn’t protest. “Aye, aye, 
Captain,” he agreed as he w ent into 
the house for the guns.

A t dusk Peg Leg swung him self up 
into the bed of the wagon alongside 
the 'o re . Jim m y climbed into the driv
e r’s seat, picked up the reins and 
started  the big mule team in motion.

Slowly they plodded through the 
soft dust of the desert. T here was no 
sound save the n igh t sounds of the 
land. T he heavy wagon w ith its load 
of ore creaked through the darkness, 
a black shadow in the moonlight. As 
they neared the narrow  canyon of 
Spanish Gulch, the Skipper began to 
jum p about excitedly on Peg L eg’s 
shoulder.

"Ahoy,” the sailor whispered. 
“T hey’re w aiting fo r us.”

Jim m y pulled sharply on the reins, 
brought the heavy wagon to a slow 
stop. Peg Leg could hear the sharp 
intake of his breath, feel ra ther than 
see the sudden rush of blood to his 
face.

H is voice was harsh m  the silence. 
"I’ve been p layed!” A ll his devotion

to Lucy tu rned  at th is p roof of her 
treachery  to  hate. “I ’ve been took like 
a cheap greenhorn!” he cried.

“Aye, th a t ,o u  have; now a sharp 
lookout aloft. P ipe all hands on deck 
and clear for ac tion !”

B ut Jim m y was to  angry to  keep a 
sharp lookou t; he was not tak ing  th is  
ly ing down. T he blood of the B urleys 
was up and boiling. He was mad, all 
six foot two of him. F ig h tin g  mad. He 
lashed the m ules into action, stood 
up in the d river’s seat and yelling 
like a comanche started  down into the 
gulch.

T he very speed of th e ir descent 
saved them. T here was a sharp sp it of 
rifle  fire  to welcome them, the gal
loping mules, terrified , bolted in  a 
headlong, reckless stampede, rocking 
the heavy wagon as it lum bered a fte r 
them.

P EG LEG  braced against the 
heavy ball of ore, saw dim shapes 

move in the n igh t like ghosts on 
horse-back. He handled the guns 
Jim m y had given him like a veteran. 
T hey blazed in the night, as bullets 
spattered against the wagon and rang 

He saw one w raith-like rider fall 
and another as he em ptied his gun®. 
I t  was Peg Leg who firs t saw the 
obstruction in the road.

“H ard over to sta rb o ard !” he shout
ed.

The nautical term s confused Jim 
my and he,saw ed fran tically  on th® 
reins to control the team  th a t was al
ready out of co n tro l; all he succeeded 
in doing was driv ing s tra ig h t a t th® 
barricade of rocks.

The mules screamed, the stou t har
ness snapped like threads as thay  
broke loose, and the heavy wagon 
crashed headlong into the boulders. 
F or a m inute it poised in mid-air, 
then the heavy ball of ore over
balanced it, and it broke clean in  two. 
The ore burst free of its  m oorings 
and the quarter ton rolled slowly 
toward them  like a deadly juggernaut.

Peg Leg tried  to ro ll clear, only 
partly  succeeded. W hen the ore came 
to rest against the wall of the canyon, 
his iron-bound peg leg was pinned 
securely under the  immense w eight.
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T he Skipper clung to  him  w him per
ing.

He lay still. Any moment now he 
expected the horsemen to  ride down 
on them, finish the job they  had s ta rt
ed. A ll around him  he heard the 
sound of stealthy movements.

“Jim my,” he whispered. “Jim m y 
mate, where ire  you?”

A dozen feet away he heard a m uf
fled voice. “P inned under the wagon.”

Then unexpectedly they  heard a 
sharp, curt order to retreat. I t  was not 
the voice of Andrew  M ichels; i t  was 
a voice neither of them  recognized. 
The shadow-like form s moved slowly, 
they heard the so ft plop of horses’ 
hooves in the dust as the riders scat
tered.

“Maybe i t ’s a trick ,” Peg Leg whis
pered. He was busy unfastening his 
leg, crawling free of the mass of ore 
th a t m ight begin to move again at any 
time.

He wormed his way over beside 
Jimmy. “You hu rt bad?”

“My arm ’s caught.”
Peg Leg lay down beside him, 

braced his back against the dry  earth  
and shoved upw ard on the fron t half 
of the wagon. I t  gave slowly and Jim 
m y pulled himself free.

He sat up “Guess i t ’s broke,” he said 
through set teeth.

Peg Leg looked around. If  we 
could catch a couple of those mules, 
we could h itch  ’em to the fron t of 
w hat’s le ft of the wagon and get back 
to  town.”

“Thought you never jum ped a 
ship,” Jim m y taunted. “Thought you 
said we’d get the ore through.”

Peg Leg laughed. “Blast and be
lay!” he roared. A in’t  nothing gonna 
happen to  tha t ore. I t ’ll stay there 
un til called for. And you need a doc
tor.” -

Jim m y struggled to  his feet. “I  can 
walk. I ’ll get the mules but you’ll have 
to harness them.”

Spanish Gulch was quiet. There 
was no sound save the sounds they 
made themselves. P eg  Leg got to 
w ondering about the two shadows he 
had seen fall. W hile  Jim m y plodded 
a f te r  the m ules he hopped and

leaped over the boulders to  where he 
judged he had seen the figure fall.

He found one man, to re the mask 
off his face. T he hard  cold features 
of Smith his old antagonist stared 
up at him in the eerie ligh t of the 
moon. Death had in no way softened 
the features of the young outlaw. He 
grunted softly  and hobbled fu rther 
up the canyon side, using his arms 
and his one good leg as a brace. He 
could not find the o ther man. The 
ground was wet w ith  blood, but the 
wounded man was not there.

Jim m y grew im patient w aiting  at 
the wagon. “H e y !” he shouted.

“I can’t  find him,” P eg  Leg called 
down.

Jim m y tied the mules to the wagon 
w ith  a one-handed hitch. He held his 
arm tig h t against his side as he 
climbed to join Peg Leg.

“Maybe they took him w ith them,” 
P eg  Leg said as he eased him self 
down on a rock. “Maybe I  only 
winged him.”

T here was no sound except tha t 
Jim m y made as he slowly climbed the 
canyon side. Then Peg Leg heard a 
stealthy movement alongside. He 
froze, only his eyes turned, saw the 
dull gleam of m oonlight on the barrel 
of a rifle pointed dov/nward at J im 
my.

H is guns were empty. There was 
no time to warn Jim my, Peg L eg’s 
hand closed around the bu tt of the six 
shooter and he hurled it as he had 
hurled the whiskey bottle at Smith.

The rifle exploded harmlessly, and 
the sailor swung, agile as a monkey 
over the rocks. He landed w ith a grunt 
on top of a heavy, reclining figure 
and pinned it to earth.

“A vast!” he shouted, "T h is one w ill 
look remarkably handsome at the end 
of a yaid arm—on Boothill,” he cor
rected himself.

T he fat, ungainly figure beneath 
him stirred , cried in pain. “Take it 
easy, I ’m shot.”

Jim m y reached them  a t last. “M ich
els!” he gasped vlith relief. “No 
wonder the others faded. Lost their 
leader.”

Peg Leg said dryly, “Now we’ll es
cort th is land p irate into port.”
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“You never would got me,” Michels 
snarled, “if that pack of yellow-bellies 
hadn’t left me behind.”

* * ❖

I T WAS noon when they reached 
Rainstorm. The excitement let 

loose in town by their coming was 
like the bursting of a dam. Every
body was telling everybody else that 
they had suspected Andrew Michels 
all along; people were turning up odd 
bits of condemning evidence that made 
the case darker and darker against 
him. Now that he was safely caught, 
everybody seemed anxious to help 
hang him.

Peg Leg snorted his contempt. He 
let himself be helped to his usual 
chair on the porch of the hotel. He 
had no words for anybody. All he 
wanted, he said, was a stout piece of 
hvood to make himself a new leg, 

Jimmy got it for him.
The prominent citizens gathered 

around to congratulate-,him. Millissa 
Roberts was there on the arm of her 
father. To Jimmy’s amazement Peg 
Leg was being offered the job of 
Sheriff. The present incumbent had 
lost his job with the fall of the 
eminently respectable Mr. Andrew 
Michels.

“I’m an old sea dog,” Peg Leg pro
tested ; “I don’t know your country.” 

“You’d make a swell sheriff,” Jim
my grinned hopefully. “I still need 
you around here, and I think Ma’d be 
pleased if you stayed.”

Peg Leg shook his head. “It’ll take 
seven years at sea to wash a l l  th i s  
land dirt off my hide.”

“Besides,” Mr. Roberts put in, “the 
job isn’t finished. The job won’t be 
finished until Rainstorm is a peace
ful, law-abiding town ;-you can’t make 
it that by eliminating just one man.” 

“I’m a sea dog,” Peg Leg repeated 
stubbornly. “It ain’t my concern.” 

Millissa Rroberts looked straight 
into his eyes.“There was a rumor, 
Mr—”

“B/jrley,” Peg Leg helped her out. 
“Same as Jimmy's.”

Her lips curved in the beginning 
of a smile. “Mr. Burley.” The smile 
blossomed. “There was a rumor, you 
never jumped a ship.”

FAMOUS WESTERN
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l i k e  a M A T C H“T h at’s righ t, Mam.” Peg Leg was 

sm iling too. I t  made him seem young
er. H is blue eyes twinkled, she was a 
handsome craft and promised to  lie 
a  point nearer the wind than any man 
had a righ t to expect. H is hand 
touched his breast pocket where the 
pearls rested.

“Seems to me, we had a bet, Jim 
my.” B ut his eyes were still on 
M illissa Roberts.

“And you won,” Jim m y laughed. 
“T hey’re yours; I lost my need for 
’em, sudden like.”

Peg Leg turned then, turned to the 
Skipper on his shoulder. “How about 
dry dock for a while, m ate?” T he 
monkey chattered excitedly, jumped 
gaily up and down.

“Soon as I trim  up th is new leg,” 
he announced briefly, “I ’ll come see 
about tha t S h eriff’s berth.”

M illissa Roberts held out her hand. 
“W e’ll be proud to have you one of 
us,” she said.

Jim m y watched her till  she was out 
of sight. “A m ighty trim  craft,” he 
observed slyly. “Looks like there 
isn’t the same embargo on seafaring 
men there is on buckerocs.”

Peg Leg turned red under his 
brown, weathered skin. “Silence, be
tween decks!” he bellowed. “N oback 
chat from the foc’s’le hands, you 
lubber!”
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ASTROL CO., Dept. 40, Main P . ©.
B ox 72 , BROOK LYN, N . Y.

N O T IC E  I Bew are o f Im Ita t lo n s I W e  abso lute ly G U A R A N T E E  
these G enuine  B ra h m a  Lodestones are A L I V E  I W e believe they 
a rt  Just w hat you w ant, the R E A L  T H IN G — P O W E R F U L  D R A W 
IN G ,  E x tra  H ig h ly  M agn e tic ! F u lly  G u aran tee d ! C o pyr lg h t '3 7 -A , Oo„

O Z A R K  L A N D S
FOR ALL FURPOSES

For Your Pteaunre and Profit

from $5.00 PER ACRE P DKSTd*
A lso A c tu a l R iv e r  F ro n ta g e s  

S E N D  F O R  F R E E  L I S T  A N D  L IT E R A T U R E

H U B B A R D
« < C  M IN N E S O T A  K A N S A S  C IT Y . K A N S A S

10 DRESSES $4.90
Used—A11 Colors and Prints 

Ladies’ F a ll and W ln ta r
S K I R T S  ............................ 8 for $2.29
Lad les’ B louses ................... 8 for $1.00
SPECIAL! Ladlea W in te r Coats $1,29 
Many other new and used clothing 
bargains for men. women, children. 
Alio Army goods. Deposit $1.00 
balance C.O.D. plus postage.

S U C T T C S 8  S A L E S ,  D e p t .  G C
S 4 a  S h e e p sh e a d  B ey R d.,

B rook lyn  2 4 , N . Y.
Bend for Free Catalog

BEAT ANY DICE GAME
H are gold In your poeket when there’s sil
ver In yonr hair. Send me a  stamped self- 
addressed envelope and I will tell y<yn things 
about DICE yon never knew. IfO POSTAL 
CARDS ANSWERED.

P r i n t  N a m e  a n d  A d d r e s s  P l a i n ly
J. F. STEWART g„ Ho u sto n , tixas

W H I Z Z E R S
"GBNSM0KE WIDOW"

B y  Jo h n  T. L y n c h
(Author of “Virginia City Fashion Not*”)

There was a good reason why 
Wild Bill Hockock didn’t act 
upon his suspicions about Helen 

Travis!

W ALLY TRAVIS, a small
time gambler, had lost his 
money within twenty min

utes after he had gone into a gam
bling joint in Saint Louis, one dis
mal night in 1870. Getting home 
earlier than usual, he ran into more 
bad luck—he caught his wife, Hel
en, in the arms of another man.

Before Wally could lodge a legiti
mate protest, as an enraged and 
wronged husband should, Helen 
glared at him and said, “How dare 
you come home this early, you lit
tle runt!”

“Yeah,” the strange man cut in, 
“who do you think you are? Now get 
out of here before I throw you out!” 

Wally, not wishing to get thrown 
out of his own house, did as he was 
told. He ambled around the streets 
for a couple of hours, then went heme 
again; this time he knocked first. 
The stranger had depaited.

Wally was happy to see that Helen 
wasn’t angry at him.

“Helen,” Wally Travis said, “I got 
a good idea while I was out walkin’ 
around. We can turn this habit of
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GUNSM OKE W ID O W
yours—bringin’ strange men home— 
into a monkey-makin’ proposition. 
W e’d work it out this w ay: You pick 
up gents tha t don’t  look too big or 
tough, but seem to have lots of mon
ey. You bring ’em home an’ s ta rt to 
entertain  ’em. Then I ’ll bust in, w ith  
my derringer, act sore an’ say th a t I 
am your husband; then I ’ll th reaten  
to  shoot th ’ stranger if he don’t  tu rn  
over all th ’ money he’s got on h im !” 

“W hy, th a t’s the old badger game,” 
Helen said. “Now, why didn’t  we 
think of .that before?”

W ally and Helen played the “badg
er game” w ith success in St. Louis, 
fo r a time, then they  headed farther 
W est. In  every town they  h it they 
rented a house on the outskirts, to 
which Helen would entice luckless 
victim s; she became expert in choos
ing m oney-laden greenhorns who 
would stand to be b luffed  by W ally  
and his derringer.

W ally got so th a t he could act the 
part of the irate husband w ith  hard
ly a quiver in his voice. However, by 
the time the Travis pair reached Abi
lene, Helen had become extrem ely 
weary of the weak-kneed W ally, and 
decided to get rid  of him, perma
nently.

ST  W AS the usual custom, on 
nights when they were to  play 

the game, for Helen to go up town 
to hunt a victim  while W ally  got 
com pletely out of sight by going to 
a saloon, where he would w ait until 
exactly nine o’clock. Then, at nine- 
fifteen, on the dot, he would break 
in on his wife and the amazed vic
tim , Thus, as W ally  never saw the 
victim  un til he entered the house, he 
had to leave it up to Helen to pick 
harmless ones.

On their f irs t  evening in  Abilene, 
a fte r securing a little  cabin on the 
ou tsk irts  of town, W ally went to a 
saloon and Helen started to hunt a 
victim . I t  was not yet sundown when 
H elen w ent into a large grocery 
store. She had already hatched her 
plan to  get rid  of her husband, and 
she required a special sort of “vic
tim .”

F lash ing  a charm ing smile a t the 
grocery clerk, Helen said, “My, th is 

(Continued On Page M)

DICB •  CARDS
P e rfe c t D ice, BA&glo Dice, 
M afftc C a rd s— R E A D  T H B  
B A C K S — In k s . D aubs, P o k e r 
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BauiBh the  craving: fo r  tobacco 
th o u sa n d s  h a v e  w ith  Tobacco 
Redee'mcr. W rite  fo r  f re e  booklet 
telling  o f injurious effect of tobacco 
and o f a  tre a tm e n t which has reliev
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3 5  Y o a ra  In B u s in e s s
300,020 Satisfied Csstoracrs 

THE NEWELL COMPANY 
2C6 Clayton Sta.f St. Louis 5, Mo.

QUIUTOBACCO
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fo rm  a n d  jo in  th e  th o u s a n d s  w h o  h a v e  
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w ith  TO B A C C O  a V N T S H E R . Send fo r  
F R E E  B O O K L E T  d e s c r ib in g  th e  i l l  e f fe c ts  
of to b a cco  a n d  of a  re liab le  s a fe  h o m e 
t r e a tm e n t ,  a  p ro v e n  su c c e ss  f o r  ”7 y e a rs . 

GUSTAF H. GUSTAFSON CO .
eW y  B!vd.2325 E. V ickary D<ipt. R  Ft. W orth 3, Tex.
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WITHOUT INVESTMENTS
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deity. You on eerily eem up fa meny Jhouiandi of doiUn per 
ye*r. V/e ripply erf Sale* Equipment FREE. Writ*

OBO. MASTER GARMENT CO., Dept. 300 
tigonler, Indiana
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ulek Reference for the master 
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.W ork. Bet Ur Work and Bet. 
te r  Pay. T o  get tM* a**M»
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rule* and acnle*—How to make Joint*—Carpenfora 
arithmetic—Solving mensuration problem*—Es
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where it
shows most

R E D U C E
•‘Thanks to the spot 
Reducer I  lost four 
inches around the 
hips and three Inch* most any part of
*>4 firyuiid the w aist
line. Jt's am azin'1.. ” 
M ary  Martin. I<ong

the body with

S P O T R E D U C E R
L ik e  a m a g ic  w a n d ,  th a  " S p o t  R e d u c e r "  o b e y s  y o u r  e v a r y  
w ish . M o s t  a n y  p a r t  o f  your, b o d y  w h a r a  i t  is lo o se  a n d  

f la b b y ,  w h e r e v e r  you  h a v e  e x tra  w e ig h t  
a n d  in c h e s ,  th e  " S p o t  R e d u c e r "  c a n  
s id  y o u  in a c q u i r in g  a y o u th fu l s le n d e r  
a n d  g r a c e f u l  f ig u r e .  The b e a u t y  o f  th is  
s c ie n t i f ic a l ly  d e s i g n e d  R e d u c e r  is  t h a t  
th e  m e th o d  Is  s o  s im p le  a n d  e a s y ,  th e  
re s u lt s  q u ic k ,  su re  a n d  h a r m le s s .  N o  e x 
e r c i s e s  o r  s t r ic t  d ie t s .  N o  s te a m - b a th s ,  
d r u g s  o r  la x a t iv e s .  T h o u sa n d s  h a v e  lo s t  
w e ig h t  th is  w a y — In h ip s ,  a b d o m e n ,  le g s ,  
a r m s ,  n e ck , b u tto c k s ,  e tc . The s a m e  
m e th o d  u s e d  b y  s ta g e ,  s c re e n  a n d  r g d io  
p e r s o n a l i t ie s  a n d  le a d in g  r e d u c in g  s a 
lo n s.  The  " S p o t  R e d u c e r '  c a n  b e  u se d  
in  y o u r  s p a r e  tim e , in th e  p r i v a c y  o f  
y o u r  o w n  r o o m . It  b r e a k s  d o w n  t a t t y  
t is s u e s ,  to n e s  th e  m u sc le s  a n d  f le sh , a n d  
th e  in c r e a s e d ,  a w a k e n e d  b lo o d  c i r c u la 
t io n  c a r r ie s  a w a y  w a s te  f a t .  T w o  w e e k s  
a f t e r  u s in g  th e  " S p o t  R e d u c e r " ,  lo o k  in  
th e  m ir r o r  a n d  see  a m o r e  g la m o r o u s ,  
b e t te r ,  f ir m e r ,  

d e l ig h t  y o u .  Y o u  

h a v e  n o th in g  to  

lo se  b u t  

f o r  th e  " S p o t  R e 

d u c e r "  i s  s o ld  on

M O N EY  BACK GUARANTEE 
with a 10-DAY FREE TRIAL

I f  the “ 8 p«t Reducer" deesn’t do the

for you «  it h «  tor othoro. I f  ^  N . „
you don’t lose weight end Inches where York, n . y ., says:

you went te lose it most. I f  you’re not 

100%  delighted with the results, your j ^ uS r * UUt:u1
money w ill be returned et once.

14, thanks to the i

a n d  1 en joyed  i t . '*

P 0  C C  A  I * r Speeia! Form ula Body Massage Cream w ill bg 
m C C  included Free with your order for the "S p o t  Reducer."

M A IL  CO U PO N  NOW !

{ The "Spot Reducer" Co., Dept. 123 
K 871 Brood St.. Newark, New Jersey I
■ I
I  S end me a t onoe. for $2 cash, check o r mooeY order, th e  " S p o t |
|  R e d u c e r"  eud  your famous S p ec ia l F o rm u la  B ody M assage j
K C re a m , postpaid . I f  I  am no t 100%  sa tis fie d , my money w ill be | 
I  re fu n d ed

* I
I
I  N a m e  ................................................     g

I  I
B I
I  Address ............................................ ..................................................
I  IE |
g C if y  .................................................. State ................................  I

I  □  I enclose $5.00. Send the G ian t S ire  Body M assage Cresmj | 
8 w ith my Spot Rodueer.

______
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is certainly a bustling town, isn’t it?” 
“Yes, ma’am,” smiled the clerk, 

happy to have the chance to talk to 
such a beautiful and respectable-look
ing lady “Abilene’s th’ end of th’ cat
tle trail up from Texas. Did you want 
to buy some things?”

‘‘No,” Helen said. ‘‘I just arrived in 
town, and will shop here tomorrow. 
Just now, I am so thrilled at seeing 
so many men wearing those awful- 
looking guns, that I just thought I’d 

1 ask somebody if they are as vicious as 
jthey appear to be.”

“Yes, ma’am,” proudly grinned the 
clerk. “They’s some real famous gun- 
toters in this town.” He ushered her 
out on the porch where they could 
see up and down the busy street. 
“Maybe I can point out a few of the 
worst ones for you to see. Then you 
can tell your friends in the East you 
saw ’em.”

Helen giggled and said, ‘‘Oh, that 
will be lovely.”

The clerk looked up and down the 
street, then he pointed. “There," he 
said, “see that real young fellow? 
Looks like an innocent kid, huh? 
Well, that’s Wes Hardin. He don’t 
live here, but he just came up with 
a cattle outfit, yesterday. I under
stand a lot of folks is wonderin’ if 
him an’ Bill Hickok will get along 
without no trouble—”

“Oh!” gasped Helen. “Do you mean 
the famous Wild Bill Hickok? I’ve 
heard of him; everybody has, in the 
East! I ’d love to see what he really 
looks like. Do you see him?”

“No,” said the clerk. “But, if you 
are that curious to see Bill, I guess 
you could go up to his office—he’s 
th’ town marshal.” The clerk direct
ed Helen to the marshal's office, and 
Helen lost no time in going up there. 
Several men, lounging against the 
low building, removed their hats, po
litely, as Helen approached them. 
“Please don’t think me too bold,” she 
said, “But, I am a visitor, and I would 
like to see Mister Hickok.”

A  TALL, handsome man, neat and 
dapper, bowed from the waist, 

in a sweeping gesture. Helen was ad
miring his glistening, long, yellow 
hair, as he straightened up. “My 

(ConUntiod On Page 94)
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WAS DEAF...0
NOW HEARS CLOCK TICK

A. M. B ee tch , N e w a rk  N  J . ,  w r i te s :
‘‘B efore u sing  Orfttane E ar D ro p s, I  w as  so 

deafened  th a t I  con ld  n o t h e a r  th e  clock 
tic k . A fte r  using; O rotune, I ca n  n ow  h e a r  th e  
clock  tick  w ith  b o th  e a rs .” T h o u san d s  now 
h a rd -o f -h e a r ln g  w ould h e a r  c le a r ly  and. d is 
tin c tly  ag a in , an d  a lso  g e t re lie f  frp m  buzzing , 
r in g in g  h e a d  noises, c logged  up  fee ling  in  ea rs . 
I f  im p a c te d  w ax  t h a t  b lo ck  e a r  c a n a ls  an d  
presses -on sen s itiv e  e a r  d ru m s  w e re  rem oved . 
T ry  O ro tune  E a r  D ro p s  a s  d ire c te d . T h e y  a re  
s a fe  a n d  c o n ta in  a n  in g re d ie n t e sp ec ia lly  r e 
com m ended  fo r  th is  p u rp o se . S E N D  NO 
M ON EY . P a y  p o s tm a n  $2 p lu s  p o s ta g e  and 
€ . O. D. c h a rg e s . I f  you enc lose  $2 w ith  o rder, 
w e p ay  a l l postage . H A llV T N  CO.. 3500 B ro a d 
w a y  S t.. D ep t 51-D , N ew  Y o rk  31 , N . Y .

M ost a lt p la y in g  c a rd s  a r e  m a rk e d  
in  m a k in g . T e ll an y  c a rd  fro m  
b a c k . Send $1.00 c a sh  o r  m oney 

o rd e r  fo r  k ey  m a rk s  fo r  e ig h t  d iffe re n t 
p o p u la r d ec k s  w ith  c o m p le te  in s tru c tio n s . 
N o ch e ck s— N o C .O .D .—N o re fu n d s .

T H I TELLURIUM CO.
Bex 1027-B Mhsoutk, Montana

BUY YOUR SAVING 

BONDS TODAY!

Do YOU want
MONEY, LOYE and POWER?

Do you  feel t h a t  o p p o r
tu n i ty  is  p a ss in g  you by? 
T h a t  if  som eone show ed 
you H O W , you  could 
e a rn  b ig  m oney, be popu
la r  an d  m a k e  people a d 
m ire  you? W o u ld n 't  you 
lik e  to  w in in w h a te v e r  
you do? B oss th o se  w ho 
now  boss you? D eane 
H am m o n d , a  c o l l e g e  
t r a in e d  N ew  Y o rk  P u b 
lic R e la tio n s  E x e cu tiv e  
h a s  com piled  a  F O R 
M U LA  F O R  SUCCESS 

th a t  helped, h im  to  open w id e  th e  d o o r to  SUC
C E S S , L O V E  a n d  H A P P IN E S S . D on’t s i t  on th e  
s ide lines  w h ile  o th e r*  ob ta in  l i f e 's  g r e a te s t  p le a s 
u res. J u 3 t send m e  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d re s s  fo r  
a  10 D AY T R IA L , W h e n  th e  p o s tm a n  de liv e rs  th e  
book le t, F O R M U L A  F O R  SU C C E SS w ith  in 
s tru c tio n s . p a y  on ly  $2 p in s  p o s ta g e . F o llow  hi* 
d ire c tio n s  c a re fu lly  a n d  I  P E R S O N A L L Y  G U A R 
A N T E E  t h a t  i f  y ou  a re  not. C O M P L E T E L Y  
S A T IS F IE D  w ith in  10 d ay s , I 'l l  s en d  y o u r  $2 
r ig h t  b ac k . You a re  e n title d  to  t r y  to  g a in  fo r 
y o u rse lf  th e  H E A L T H , W E A L T H  an d  H A P P I 
N E S S  you  h a v e  a lw a y s  w a n te d . W rite  N O W  to  v

TRULOVE, 68  WALKER ST.,
DEPT. 104-HH, NEW YORK 13, N.Y.

POCKET ADDING MACHINE
jtfBMi Amazing palm-stza adding roach’ne does all f l f -

1 urlng. Adds, Subtracts, Aidi In  M ultiplication b  
l Division up to $99,999,992. A ll steel, guann- 
* teed 5 year*, fit* pocket. M illion! in ng* all 

orer tho world. We pay postage on prepaid 
ordera or COD plus postage & charges. Leather

ette case Included at no extra charg*. 
^ •9 5  Genuine Leather Case T5o extra.

Money back If not satisfied. 
T A V E L L A  SA LES CO. D p. 349. 85 W . B w a y , N Y  7 NY

How I Became
a Hotel Hostess

S a m  O’F arrell B ecom es H o st
ess-H ou sekeep er of F am ous  
H ote l W ithout Previous H otel 
E xperience.
“ O nce I  p assed  40, em ployers 
Ju st d id n ’t  w a n t w om en m y 
age . T han  I  an sw e re d  a  L ew is 

a d v e rt is e m e n t a n d  1 enrolled . A lth o u g h  w ith o u t p re v i
o u s  ex p e rien ce . I  w a s  p la ced  by L ew is School a s  
H o ste ss-H o u sek eep e r, im m ed ia te ly  a f te r  g rad u a tio n . 
T h e n  th e y  p la ced  m e *3 H o u sek eep er o f th i s  fam o u s  
h o te l  w ith  a  sp len d id  s a la ry , n icely  fu rn ish e d  room s, th e

r ie m e a ls  guesta  en joy . I  feel m ig h ty  fo r tu n a te  to  
■o w ell, 'a f t e r  4 0 / ’*

"How I Stepped
into a BIG PAY Hotel Job
R . W. H edges B ecom es H otel 
M anager w ith  S ubstantia l In 
crease in Sa lary , A lth ough  H e 
K new  N oth ing About H otel 
W ork

“D iasa tis fled  w ith  m y  Job In an  o il c o m p an y , I  e n 
ro lled  fo r  L ew is T ra in in g . Soon a f te r  g r a d u a t in g ,  3 
becam e C a te r in g  M an ag e r o f an  O m a h a  h o te l. T hen  
th e  L ew is  E m p lo y m e n t B u re a u  p la c e d  m e a s  S te w a rd . 
N ow  M an a g e r  o f a  250-room  h o te l, a t  a  s u b s ta n tia l  
s a la ry  Increase . I ow e m y  su ccess  to  L ew is T ra in in g /*

Step Into A  Well-Paid

Well-paid, Im portant positions and a  sound, sub
stantial future aw ait trained men and women 
In the hotel and Institutional field. Lewis gradu
a tes “making good" as managers, assistant m an
agers, executive housekeepers, hostesses and in 
66 other types of well-paid positions. Record- 
breaking travel means greater opportunities than 
ever. Previous experience proved unnecessary- 
la  this business, where you’re not dropped be
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(Continned From  Fag’s 98)

name is Hickok, Ma’am,” he said 
quietly.

W ith in  a few m inutes Helen Travis 
was w alking tow ard her cabin. B ill 
H ickok was a t her elbow. Ju s t  how 
she worked it w ill never be known, 
but, a t nine-fifteen, th a t n ight, when 
W ally  Travis, derringer in  hand, 
stepped into the room, W i l d  B ill 
H ickok was standing in the m iddle 
of the floor and Helen was in his 
long arms.

Hickok, who had not removed his 
coat, nor his gun-belts, glanced to 
ward the door as it flew  open. A ll he 
waited to  notice was the th reaten ing  
derringer; he jum ped back and away 
from Helen, drew  his right-hand six- 
shooter and took two quick shots a t  
W ally  Travis. I t  was in  th is  second 
or two tha t Helen T ravis became a  
widow.

W ild  B ill bolstered his gun and 
stepped over to  look down at the  
corpse. “W ho is—I mean, who was 
—this gen t?”

Helen, giving an excellent im ita
tion of a frightened, innocent woman, 
on the verge of hysterics, tearfu lly  
stated  th a t she hadn’t  the sligh test 
idea who the man was, nor why he 
had come busting in like he did.

B ill searched the dead m an’s pock
ets fo r a clue to  identification, bu t 
found no th ing ; Helen had though t
fully  removed any incrim inating 
cards or papers tha t morning.

A lthough H ickok had his suspici
ons of w hat really  happened, he had 
no actual proof. He took the body 
up to town, and made his official re
po rt of the m atter, ju st as it  hap
pened. The only th ing  he did about 
Helen was to  order her to  leave town 
at the earliest moment, and never 
come back to Abilene. W ild  B ill was 
glad to le t it go at th a t;  a fte r all, 
w hat would folks th ink  if  they  knew 
W ild  B ill H ickok had fallen fo r the 
old badger game?

T H E  EN D
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JU D A S PLAYS A T U N E
(Continued From  Page  57)

I t  was Sam Torrm ant and his riders 
and Tommy Lane was w ith them.

Slim W atterson rolled over and 
groaned.

T orrm ant looked around. “W e 
Found the kid, all righ t,” he said. He 
looked at Kearney, “W hat the 
devil’s been going on here?”
• Maybelle screamed again.

Hudkins said grimly, “She’s done 
better; reckon her th roat is raw 
now.” He explained what had hap
pened. B ut it was Slim W atterson 
who had filled in the em pty gaps.

A fter Kearney had found oil on 
Lane’s farm  he’d tried  to freeze Lane 
nut; when th a t had failed he’d im
ported Dave Collins, a dapper gun- 
slick, and a woman to pose as his 
wife. W ith  Collins k illing  Lane for 
having an affa ir w ith his “w ife” 
Kearney could foreclose on the loan 
Lane owed the bank,

Dave Collins wasn’t  dead. He 
would live to talk. And Maybelle. 
W hen H udkins untied her she’d lost 
her voice from so much scream ing; 
but she’d have time to get it  back 
in jail, he thought. I t ’d be nice and 
quiet there. H udkins grinned as Sam 
T orrm ant bandaged the wound in his 
shoulder. Maybe he’d be able to put 
a piano in her cell. And Dave—well 
he could play the violin for years— 
in another cell.

T H E  END

Piles M ay Lead to
Chronic Ailments

FREE BOOK —  Explains the  
Causes and Effects

|

No obligation. W rite to T hornton & 
M inor Clinic, Suite G413, 926 McGee St., 
K ansas City, Mo,

STOP SMOKING SAFELY
No drugs. One dollar ($1.00) brings my 
brochure. Read it. Satisfy yourself that 
your craving tor tobacco can b& stopped. 
D. A. Collier Dent T Box 4, Pleasant 
Bidge Station, Cincinnati 13, Ohio

10 DRESSES1  *4.*°
C L E A N E D — P R E SSE D

Send only $1 deposit. B a lance C O D .  
p lus postage. 200 used  an d  new 
c lo th in g  barg a in s  — coats, sk irts, 
sw eaters, e tc . S a tis fac tio n  g u a ra n 
teed o r money back.

FR EE New Big Fam ily  C atalog .
FARMERS MAIL ORDER HOUSE

6 2 8  Broadway (Dept. D ) New York 13

S T A R T
AS HI GH AS $3,351 Y E A R
M any  Ear ly  Exam ination! 

Expected. Prepare N O W !

Veteran! Get Special

Preference! 

10-Page C iv il  

oenrlc# dock ¥
F R E E

M a li
•Sr

JO

Coupoa
o

/

/
Teday

SURE
/

¥ /

/ Franklin Institute
/  Dept.. L.-9J5

/  Rochester 4, N X
( (Not Government Controlled)

Gentlemen: Rush to me, 
FR EE of charge, list 

of U. S. Government 
big pay jobs. Send FR EE 

40-paga book describing 
salaries, vacation, hours, 
work, etc. Tell me bow to 
qualify for one of these jobs.
Name ...................... ...............
Address .................. V e t? . . .

»f



P C T  EYE-GLASSE S  by MAIL WW 
U L I  iSmmSmmSSim wl" i AGI
16-DAY TRIAL Offer
■ M M  NEWEST STYLES —
Send (or FR EE Sd«n«#c Sight Test Chart and Catalog. Write i
U .S .E Y E -G LA SSES  CG.US? SSSfSSP *¥'

Thanks, I  can cat steak againI
vakesFALSEteeth  

1IGNTL
Makes Loose Dental Plates F it |

(LASTS tef
your month. Hard ea t. d > |" T  VkldW OdK 40MTHSIr Kfct n 3&Sf£| "°«ncky*

F IT -R ITE  CO., 1 5S5  M ilw aukee A v a „  Dept. 4-a <»u , Ch icago  2 2 .

;$0NG POEMSW A N T E D
TO BE

SET TO M U S IC

Submit one or more of your best poems for free 
•fc examination. Any subject. Send poem ior details 

and information.
* Phonograph Records Made
M FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS

660 Beacon Bldg. Boston 8, Mass.

"Facts about EPILEPSY"
T h is  m o s t in te re s tin g ' a n d  h e lp fu l B o o k le t w ill he 
m a ile d  to  a n y o n e  w h ile  th e  s u p p ly  la s ts . W e w ill send 
a  f r e e  copy  to  an y o n e  w h o  w rite s  fo r it.

L A K E W O O D  N E tJ R O F H E N  C O M PA N Y  
D e p t K -4  C lev e lan d  2 , O hio

W atch  Rep*s ir in g  P ay s
B ig  Money" learn at home

^  W atch  m akers in  g re a t  dem and. T ra in  s tep - 
T ?  b y -s tep , u nder experts. W e fu rn ish  tools. N o 

in terfere n ce  w ith  p re sen t Job. O pportun ity  to 
g e t in  business fo r yourself. 10 easy lessoni.
Low cost. Send for F R E E  book to d a y .________

WATCH

Used CLOTHING BARGAINS

DRESSES 6 .w'34’
L o v e ly  s w e a te rs  3 f o r  $2.25: L a d le s ’ C oate 
$1.50: o th e r  b a rg a in s . A rm y  goods— w o rk  
c lo th es . $1.00 dep o sit w ith  o rd e r. M e rc h a n 
d ise  g u a ra n te e d  o r  p u rc h a s e  p ric e  re fu n d 

ed. S end fo r  F R E E  CA TA LO G.
F A M O U S  S A L E S  CO .. D e p t .  H B  

2876 Wefct * 7 th  S t..  B ro o k ly n  24. N . Y .

SOM MITERS ATTENTION
The  a m a z in g  d e m a n d  fo r  p h o n o g r a p h  r e c o r d s ,  a c c e le r a t e d  
b y  m o re  th a n  300,000  S o n q - H t f  c r e a t in g  J u k e -B o x e s  w a r 
ra n ts  y o u r  im m e d ia t e  in v e s t ig a t io n .  W e  a re  o f f e r in g  
s o n g  p o e m  w r i t e r s  th e  r a r e  o p p o r t u n i t y  o f  h a v in g  q u a l i 
f i e d  c o m p o s e r s  fu r n ish  m u s ic  on p e r c e n t a g e  b a s i s  f o r  
a n y  l ik e ly  r e c o r d in g  m a te r ia l  r e c e iv e d  th is  m o n th .
Recola Recording Co., Box 9874. Hollywood 28. Colif.

7 oothach£?
DENT’SFor Quick Relief 

Ask your Druggist lor

IMTH ctm 
T8GFH ten 
POULTICE

(Continued From Page 82)
B ig B elly’s place. T hey  walked in, 
B ig Belly M artin  him self re trea tin g  
from  the doorway, whence he’d been 
w atching things, before them. T here 
was som ething in the Gambler’s eyes. 
B ig  Belly moved behind the bar, 
jowls pale.

“Yes, gents. W h a t’ll be your p leas
ure?”

“Two drinks,” said the Gambler 
so ftly  yet coldly. “And be sure the 
glasses are clean, you pot-gutted  
d irty  coyote!” He even sm iled fa in t
ly as B ig Belly gaped, then hurried  
to comply.

T he Gambler was ju s t lif tin g  his 
d rink  when he saw her in the door
way, A ugusta Pomm. She walked to
ward him, chin up, defian t of the 
fact no decent woman w ould be seen 
in  a barroom. B ut her eyes were liquid 
soft.

“Mr. B anfors,” she said, “you have 
more nerve than any man I ’ve ever 
seen. You—you’ll be re tu rn in g  to  
Cholla Center, I  hope.” She lifted  a 
hand and gently  touched his strapped- 
up broken arm.

And the Gambler, resplendent in  
his gray frock coat and ru ffled  sh irt, 
somehow fastidious despite the blood 
stains on them, bowed slightly . “ I  
hope to return , m a’m, for the pleasure 
of your company.”

A ugusta said huskily, “I ’ll be w ait
in g -----”
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BOOTHILL W AITS FOR 
SUNDOWN

(Continued From  Page 21)

you said the specialist was, too; you 
figured on operatin’ quick, and the 
boy was goin’ to die under the knife. 
Then Amos got worried; he writ the 
specialist hisself; and that letter I 
read cooked it. He warned you he’d 
have to write Amos. It was all goin’ 
to blow up in your face. Everything 
was goin’ to blow up in your face. You 
had to git rid of Amos and Harry, and 
the fuss about the sunset give you an 
opening.

“You didn’t dare operate on the 
boy now, and he was gittin’ his mem
ory back—he was goin’ to know you 
sure someday. Don’s tellin’ the boy 
about the puppies give you your 
chance there. You asked Don where 
the puppies was. Then you moved ’em 
to that rock where you’d set your 
trap. And I  don’t need no verifica- 

(Contlnued On Page 98)
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(Conilnned From Page 97)

tion from you so far, ’cause I know 
I’m right.

“And there was only one boy; I 
know that. Amos’ boy. And he just 
wa’nt there when you went to ‘find’ 
the bodies. He’d come to and crawled 
away. Must of give you quite a turn. 
Where’d you git a body to put there 
with the woman, so you could ffind’ 
your dead at the right time and start 
grievin’ over ’em? And you better 
answer.”

Baird shrank from the tightened 
grip of the hands that held him. “I 
dug up a body from the graveyard, 
and put some of Willy's clothes on 
it.”

Laribee said, "I figurd it was 
somethin’ like that. Must of give you 
a turn, too, when he showed up here. 
You sure been slick, Doc, I give you 
that. A little too slick, in fact. You 
shouldn’t of told me about that in
surance business; nobody but Gilbert 
would have had that information. If 
I hadn’t knowed I was on the right 
track before, I knowed it then. I 
guess that cleans it. Reckon I might’s 
well take you and put you where you 
belong, Mr. Doc Baird Gilbert.”

F ROM SOMEWHERE behind 
Larribee, through the open side 

window of the saloon, a shot blazed. 
The gun that belched it was close. 
The roar blasted through the room, 
half deafening everybody. Baird took 
the bullet in the side of his head, and 
slumped in the grip of the men who 
held him. The window was bare. In 
the dusk outside, the street was 
empty. A voice called through the 
window. “Sometimes lifers bust out 
of cells, Sheriff; sometimes they git 
off for good behavior. He ain’t git- 
tin’ off.”

Larribee turned blandly to survey 
the men in the room. “Hum. Seems 
like these here silencers do muffle 
a gun somethin’ wonderful. I didn't 
hear that shot, did you?”

Joe Beldon said, “What shot?” 
Dick Hammond said, “I didn’t hear 

nothin.”
Larribee looked down at the body 

of Doc Baird. The men had let it 
drop to the floor. “Hum. Well, you

put him where he belongs then, boys 
—under six feet of dirt. Come along 
with me, and W illy, will you, Don? 
I’d like a word with you.”

He walked out of the room with 
his arm about W illy’s shoulders. 
W illy was still cuddling the coyote 
pup. Wharton followed them.

As they started up the street, Lar
ribee said, “I jest wanted to advise 
you net to go worryin’ about nearly 
causin’ W illy to fall down a mine 
shaft, Don. Or about gittin’ all balled 
up about the sunset business. You 
ain’t just got used to things out here 
yet. What if you never do? Look at 
Doc Baird. He was one of them that 
fits right in from the moment he 
lands. And you won’t find nobody 
bein’ very proud of him.”

Wharton said, glancing askance at 
W illy, “You really think there 
shouldn’t be any operation, then?” 

Larribee smiled at the boy, striding 
eagerly along, petting his coyote pup 
on the head. “You see? All that laud 
talk and goin’s on back there didn’t 
mean a thing. He’s forgot it already. 
He don’t reckon it concerns him 
none; he'll always be that way.”

“He won't ever get it all back?” 
“Hell, who wants him to ! He’s 

smart. He knows his way around. I 
never seen a happier human bein’ in 
my born days.”

“Well, but, Sheriff!” Wharton 
started to protest.

Larribee grinned. “You got to learn 
to think wider, boy. What in tarna
tion is the sense in bringin’ back 
memories that’d only haunt him and 
scare him? Bein’ always happy ain't 
nothin’ to be lightly throwed away. 
He’ll be took care of long as he lives; 
he’ll be richer’n most, for all his 
wants. What more could you want?” 

W illy spoke up suddenly. “Lance. 
Can I stay at your house tonight?” 

“Sure can, Willy. Proud to have 
you.”

"That’s swell. I like to stay at your 
house. I might even stay two days, or 
three.”

Larribee chuckled. “Hum. That so? 
Sure is okay by me.” He winked de
lightedly at Wharton. “It’s okay with 
me, W illy, if you stay at my house 
from now on.”
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1 WAS ASHAMED 
OF MY FACE

until Viderm helped make my skin clearer in one short week"
(FROM A  IETTER BY E. S. JORDAN, DETROIT, MICH.I

If your fate is broken-out, if bad skin is making you miserable, 
here is how to stop worrying about pimples, blackheads and 

other externally-caused skin troubles.
JUST FO LLOW  SK IN  D O C T O R ’S S IM PLE D IRECT IO N S

*T pay to  p u t u p  w ith  a b roken-out face. Y our very  
in business, love and socia l life  m ay depend u pon  

-vS. Handsomeness and a  good appearance usually  
nth the condition o i your skin. N ob od y  likes to  look  
face th at is b lem ished b y  b lackheads or p im p les. 

JM E N  A R E  A T T R A C T E D  TO  M E N  W H O  H A V E  
dO O T H , C LEA R , H E A L T H Y -L O O K IN G  S K IN . B u s i

ness executives don’t  choose m en w hose com plexions are 
against them . D on ’t tak e chances w ith you r success in life  
when th is inexpensive V iderm  form ula m ay  help you .

Good-looking Skin Is Not for Women Only
Y ou— yes, you— can h ave the sam e handsom e com plexion , 
free from  externally  caused  skin  troubles, s im p ly  by giv ing  
you r face the specia l care th a t screen stars g ive theirs. 
There’s a lm ost n othin g to it— it is ju st about as ea sy  as 
w ashing you r face. The whole secret consists a t  washing 
your face in a way that thot- 
oughly purges the pores ot every 
last speck ot dirt and grime—  
som ething that ordinary c lean s
ing seldom  does. In fact, exam 
ination  a fter exam ination  show s  
that, u su a lly , it  is not a case o f  
“bad sk in ” so m uch as a case of 
fa u lty  c le a n s in g . W h a t y o u  
should use is a h ighly concen
trated soap  like V iderm  Skin  
Cleanser. This penetrates the pores and acts as an an ti
septic. Specks o f  irritating dirt and grime are q uick ly  
w ashed out. T hey d isso lve  and disappear, leaving you r skin

en tirely  free o f  the d irt p articles th at u su a lly  bring ou t p im 
ples, b lackheads and o ther externa lly -cau sed  skin  troubles.

Squeezing p im ples or b lackheads to get rid o f  them  is a 
p asty , m essy  business— but that isn ’t  the w orst o f it. D o in g  
so  m ay also  be injurious an d  leave you r face w ith  unsightly , 
em barrassing b lem ishes. There is, now, a m uch  easier, safer, 
cleaner w ay to help y ou  rid you r face o f ugly , o ffensive, 
externally-caused  skin  troubles. You merely follow a  doctor's 
simple directions.

D o n ’t murder you r sk in ! H ere’s a ll you  h ave to  do to  get it  
sm oother and clearer and to  keep it that w ay. U se V iderm  
Skin  C leanser w hen you  w ash your face. R ub the rich lather  
o f  th is  h igh ly-concentrated  m edicated  soap  on  you r face  
for ju st a few  seconds and then rinse it off. Then ap ply  a  
little  V iderm  M edicated  Skin  Cream e- ' t s ^  there is  
to  it. V iderm  M edicated  Skin  Cream  > d isappears,

le a v in g  y o u i  n n ic e  a n d  
sm oc a. T his sim p le treatm ent, 
used  after shaving, helps heal 
t in y  n ic k s  an d  c u ts , r e l ie v e s  
razor-bum  and sm arting; besides  
con d ition in g you r skin.

Give Your Face This Treat 
for 7 Days

S top  worrying and being em 
barrassed over w hat m ay  happen  

to  you r skin. Ju st send for your Viderm D oub le Treatm ent 
th is m inute, and be confident of a sm oother and clearer 
com plexion. F o llow  the sim ple directions, w ritten by a 
doctor, that you  w ill get w ith your V iderm  D oub le T reat
m ent. Then look in your mirror and listen  to  you r friends 
adm ire your sm oother, clearer skin— the kind th at w om 
en go for.

Just m ail you r nam e and address to  The N ew  Y ork Skin  
Laboratory, 206 D iv is ion  Street. D ept. 35, N ew  York C ity  2, 
N . Y. B y  return m ail you  w ill receive both  o f the V iderm  
form ulas, com plete w ith fu ll directions, and m ailed  in a 
plain  wrapper. On delivery, pay tw o dollars p lus postage. 
If you  w ish, you can save the p ostage fee by m ailin g  the  
tw o dollars with your letter. Then, if you  aren’t thrilled  
w ith results, your m oney w ill be cheerfully  refunded. 
R em em ber that both of the form ulas you  use h ave been  
fu lly  tested  and proven, and are reliable for you . It they 
don't help you. your treatments cost you nothing. A fter  
you  have received you r Viderm , if you  have any questions  
to  ask concerning abused skin, ju st send  them  in.

D O N ’T D O  THIS!
Don't murder y o u r  s k i n  by squeezing 
It. Skin is delicate. When you break 
It, you leave yourself open to mis
eries. It’s far easier, far safer, to let 
the Double Viderm Treatment help 
you enjoy a  handsome, clearer, 
blemish-free complexion.


