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WE LIFT THE LATCH ON AMERICA'S BIGGEST
WESTERN FICTION FESTIVAL

man’s most important possession.

It was the record of his stewardship
and it was much more than a mathe-
matical account of the cattle processed
on the ranch. It was a journal, a log, a
diary of the lives and days of the men
who made that ranch their home. Often
it was a blow by blow account of stir-
ring events, frequently of historical im-
portance.

Comedy and tragedy, drama and
pathos elbowed each other on its pages
in the crabbed scrawls of men whose
fingers were more accustomed to rope
and branding iron than to a stub pencil.
It was a vivid cross-section of the bril-
liant kaleidoscope that was the West of
old.

So now we open the Tally Book on
the first issue of GIANT WESTERN.
We'll be modest. We'll say we hope
you find it as stirring and colorful
as the way of life from which its sto-
ries are drawn. It is the biggest
Western magazine, with the most read-
ing matter, in the history of publishing.
For two-bits, a well known Western
sum, you get 196 pages, room enough
for us to include a full book-length
novel, one or more novelets, depending
upon their length, and several short
stories plus selected features.

THE tally book was a ranch fore-

Every Story Brand New

All fiction, needless to say, will be
brand new and original, all by top-notch
Western authors, all written especially
for the issue of GIANT WESTERN in
which they appear. Without straining
our modesty, we call it the best value
you are likely to find on the newsstand!

Take a quick preview of the featured

novel for our next issue, SHOWDOWN
TRAIL, by Jim Mayo. Here's a solid
book-length job that typifies all the
color and action of the West, set amidst
the dazzling scenery of vast plains and
mile-high, snow-capped peaks. This is
the West of adventure and romance, the
free wild life that called so many people
out of the narrow confines of their lives
to risk all they had in a search for the
new.

Wagon Train Days

Out of the East crawled awagon train
carrying its freight of hopeful human-
ity. The vision was in them yet, the
golden promise of the distant hills,
offering a land of milk and honey, the
fair and flowering land sought by all
wandering peoples of whatever time
and whatever place.

No hardship could seem too great, no
trail too long, no mountains impassable
when the vision was upon them. It was
always and forever the same when men
saw the future opening beyond the hills
where the sun slept, yet this time the
vision must hold meaning, this time the
end of the trail must bring realization,
for they had brought their women and
children along.

Even Rock Bannon of the sombre
green eyes and the granite will had a
vision. It was wilder and freer than the
dreams of the simple farmers in the ox-
drawn wagons, for he came of a wilder
strain. But there was gentleness in it,
too, gentleness shaped by the thought
of Sharon Crockett, whose hair was a
golden flame as she sat on the driver’s
seat of her father’s wagon.

“Stay away from her,” Mulholland,

(Continued on page 8)
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THE TALLY BOOK
( Continued, from page 6)

the train boss, told him. “She’s not your
kind. You're a killer!”

“You didn’t seem to mind my Kkilling
Indians,” Bannon said, sarcastically.
“You killed a few yourself.”

That was different, Mulholland in-

sisted. Killing Indians when the train
was attacked was one thing. Killing
white men was another.

“You're new to the West,” Bannon

told him. “There’s white men out here
need killin’ worse than Indians. In fact,
I'm not so sure those Indians jumped
us without help.”

An Ugly Conflict

And there came into the open the
ugly conflict which seethed under the
surface of the apparently homogenous
wagon train.

The farmers were accepting advice on
trails and routes from Morton Harper,
who had promised them a better trail,

free of Indians, free of snow-choked
mountain passes, if they took his
directions.

Bannon, who had joined the train
later, had warned of an Indian Chief
called Buffalo Hide. Harper insisted
his range was further north. Bannon
had been right, they had been attacked
by Indians, but had beaten the hostiles
off. The men agreed Bannon had been
an important help in that fight, but they
felt the Indian attack had been an acci-
dent, that Harper had otherwise shown
himself right about the trail and that
Bannon was picking on him unjustly.
Moreover, Harper had lent them sup-
plies or money as needed.

What was Harper's game? Bannon
asked himself that question over and
over as he rode, practically an outcast,
on the fringes of the train. He was up
to something, for his advice was doc-
tored and his liberal loans to the emi-
gres smacked of ulterior motives.

The Long Valley

The answer came when the train
reached Bishop’s Valley.

“You should see it,” Bannon told
Sharon. “You go down a deep gorge
along a roaring mountain stream and

(Continued on page 188)
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Six-guns flame in an epic battle for open

range in this great novel of the Old Westl

LESLIE

I HIS was late autumn, with Tonto
Flats turned tawny by sun-cured grama
grass. Mesquite beans in the thickets
along Commissary Creek were brittle
dry, so that the slightest breeze set
them to rattling.

It occurred to Jeff Tennant that the
beans were the exact ivory color they'd
been the last time he had crossed this
creek, and that the same wheel-scarred
boulders protruded above the water
here at the ford. While his sorrel geld-
ing drank leisurely, Tennant recalled
the occasion of that crossing three years
ago. He had been driving his first beef
gather to Quadrille, twenty fat steers

ERNENWEIN

which carried his Roman Four brand.

A whimsical smile loosened Tennant'’s
lips, changing his angular face and giv-
ing it a youthfulness that was in keep-
ing with his twenty-eight years. But
the smile didn't change his gray eyes;
it didn’'t touch them at all,

“Three years,” he said. He cursed,
and built a cigarette, and said again:
“Three years.”

Sitting so, with the brim of his sweat-
stained hat cuffed back and his long
black hair merging with the four-day
stubble of whiskers that shagged his
jaws, Jeff Tennant looked like a saddle
tramp. He wore a faded cotton shirt



Back from Yuma Prison, Homesteader Jeff Tennant Barges into a

which had once been blue; his riding
pants showed bachelor patches in both
knees, and his brush-scabbed boots had
run-over heels. But his gun-belt and
holster were new, the tooled leather
store yellow and store stiff.

When his horse finished drinking,
Tennant rode on across the ford. He
was topping the north bank when a girl
rode out of the brush so near that he
recognized her at once. She was Leona
Bell, whose father owned one of the
two large ranches in Bunchgrass Basin.

Tennant discarded his cigarette. He
showed her a frugal courtesy by nudg-
ing his hat brim. “Howdy, ma’am,” he
said.

Leona Bell nodded acknowledgment.
She halted her horse and sat with both
gloved hands on saddle-horn in the con-
templative fashion of a cattle buyer
calculating the weight of a steer. Sun-
light gave her brown eyes an amber
shine. Her jet-black hair, showing be-
neath the brim of a gray Stetson, ac-
centuated the pallor of a composed,
cameo-smooth face that now had an up-
chinned tilt, so that she seemed to be
looking down at him.

Tennant thought, “She always was
prouder than seven peacocks,” and re-
called that she had attended a fashion-
able Eastern school. Now, he guessed,
she was showing him how folks in
Bunchgrass Basin treated an ex-convict.

A DEVIL-MAY-CARE grin creased

Tennant’'s stubbled cheeks. “Take
a good look,” he said brashly, and, de-
liberately regarding her curves, added,
“While 1 do the same.”

He thought that would end her si-
lence. And her appraisal. But it didn't.
She glanced at his new gun gear, at the
sack of provisions tied behind his sad-
dle, and at the brand on his bronc’s left
shoulder.

“Just riding through?” she finally
asked.

Tennant understood now that she
hadn’t recognized him. Which seemed
peculiar, until he remembered how few
times they had met and how casual
those meetings had been, for the Bells
had never been overly sociable with
folks who lived in the Tailholt Hills.

“Well?” she asked, with cool arro-
gance.

“Make any difference to you, one way
or the other?” Tennant inquired.

“Perhaps.”

She considered him for a moment
longer and asked, “Are you as tough as
you look?”

“Yeah,” Tennant told her, not smil-
ing nor changing the brash tone of his
voice. “I'm so tough | scare myself, al-
most.”

She still sat with her gloved hands on
the saddle-horn and with the same up-
chinned tilt to her head. But now there
was a reflective expression in her eyes
that made them seem less arrogant.

“l could use a tough man,” she an-
nounced.

“S0?” Tennant prompted, more cur-
ious than he cared to reveal.

“Ever hear of the Bar Bell outfit?”
she asked, and when he nodded, she
said, “I'm boss of Bar Bell. I'm looking
for a ramrod.”

What, Tennant wondered, had hap-
pened to her father, and to Jules Huff-
meyer, the crusty old ramrod who had
threatened to shoot any Tailholt Hills
cowman caught slow-elking Bar Bell
beef?

“Are you interested?” Leona asked.

Tennant shook his head.

“I'll pay your price,” she offered.

“You haven't got my price,” Ten-
nant said flatly, and saw her swift
anger.

She leaned forward in the saddle, her
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right hand reaching out as if to grasp
his sleeve.

“Why?” she demanded. “Why won't
you work for me?”

All her cool aloofness vanished. Some
inward heat warmed her eyes and
stained her cheeks, giving her face an
intense, glowing beauty that astonished
Jeff Tennant. It lasted for only a mo-
ment, the warmth fading from her eyes
as swiftly as it had come, but in that
brief interval Tennant saw that be-

JEFF TENNANT

neath the thin shield of her aloofness
was this capacity for passion.

He was tempted to tell her his name.
She would know then why he wouldn’t
work for the Bar Bell, or for any other
outfit in Bunchgrass Basin.

But all he sdid was, “lI've got reasons
a-plenty.”

Then he rode past her, quartering
toward the Tailholt Hills, and not stop-
ping until he reached a bluff at the
northern edge of Tonto Flats. Here he
halted, contemplating the familiar run
of country ahead of him.

The lower hills looked exactly as he

remembered them—like dusty elephants
asleep in the sun. Above them the
timbered slopes rose in rough-and-
tumble disorder, and beyond, veiled in
autumn haze, was the high wall of
Dragoon Divide.

All the contours of this land suited
Tennant, and pleased him, in the way a
man is pleased by the build of a race
horse, or a well-made woman. And be-
cause he knew every nook and cranny
of the Tailholts, Tennant saw more than
his eyes beheld—grassy, tree-bordered
meadows and bald benches and long,
shaded corridors in the pines. But
clearer than any of these was the pic-
ture of his homestead cabin with a
Roman Four burned on its door.

“Wonder if it's still there,” Tennant
mused. “Pine logs burn easy.”

A tolerable amount of toil had gone
into the building of that cabin; tedious,
painstaking toil which had turned hand-
hewed logs and timbers into the best
constructed home in the Tailholt Hills.
He had hauled adobe dirt all the way
from Bent Elbow Canyon, had mixed it
with straw and tramped it into chinking
mud with his bare feet. He had built a
stout, tight cabin, and his best girl had
called it his “Shack of Dreams.”

The need for revenge was.like a
malignant growth inside Jeff Tennant.
It had shaped all his thoughts for three
awful years in Yuma Prison. But now
the idea of eating supper at his own
table and sleeping under his own roof
whetted a new eagerness in him.

He thought: “I can be home before
dark—if I've still got a home.”

PICTURES in his mind kept Tennant
* company as he rode, and some of
them were like laughing companions.
There was the picture of a poker game
the night he had won twelve hundred
dollars from Big Sid Stromberg. He'd



had less than twenty dollars in his
pocket when he had gone into the Pal-
ace Saloon and Stromberg invited him
to try his luck at head-to-head stud.
Old Dame Fortune had been with him
all the way that night. He had won the
first five pots, and after that there had
been no stopping him. Next morning
he had paid off a thousand-dollar loan
note with interest at Morgan's Mer-
cantile.

Then there was the picture of Jane
Medwick, a tall and supple girl whose
eyes were the blue-gray color of camp-

fire smoke. He had endeavored to dis-
card that picture at Yuma, many times,
but it was with him now, making him
remember the slow sweetness of her
smile, the yielding cushion of her lips,
the way she closed her eyes when he
kissed her.

For a time, Jeff Tennant's thoughts
ran full and free and he was glad to be
riding home with the good smell of
dust and leather and horse sweat in his
nostrils. But when he came close to
the hills, Tennant scanned the cattle
he passed with mounting wonderment.
This had always been Bar Bell range,
yet most of the cow brutes he saw
were slat-ribbed Sonora steers wearing
Tate Usher’'s TU above a vented “bug”
brand.

14

“So that’s it,” he reflected. “That's
why Leona Bell is looking for a tough
ramrod.”

Recalling that her pompous, peace-
loving father had been a member of the
jury which had convicted him of brand-
blotting three years ago, Tennant took
a cynical satisfaction in the knowledge
that Usher was now crowding Bar Bell.

The trail dipped occasionally, cross-
ing dry washes and winding through
rock-studded canyons, but always it
gained altitude and by midaftemoon
Tennant rode into a stand of high-

branched timber. Pine needles muffled
the tramp of his horse here, and the
rarefied air carried the fine odors of
pitch and pine and moist, tree-shaded
earth.

When he crossed a grassy meadow,
Tennant counted upward of twenty
grazing steers, over half of which wore
TU brands. He tallied five Lazy P’s,
belonging to Ben Petty whose bachelor
camp was beyond the next ridge. Pres-
ently he passed an old brindle cow with
a brindle calf, both wearing his Roman
Four brand.

“Someone’s been good enough to rep
for me!” Tennant thought instantly.

The knowledge both pleased and sur-
prised him, for he had expected his
calves would go unbranded and become



mavericks—fair game for any man with
a rope and running iron.

As Tennant topped the ridge above
Petty’'s place, the sound of gunfire
drifted up to him. He quickly crossed
the crest and, halting on the north rim,
listened to another burst of shooting.
Six reports in rapid succession. He
waited out an interval of silence. When
the gun blasts came again he reckoned
their origin as being near the base of
this ridge.

Counting six shots, he said: “Sounds
like target practise.”

He rode down the slope and soon
glimpsed Ben Petty walking away from
a flour sack target tied to a tree. The
lanky homesteader stepped off ten
paces, whirled and fired at the target.
Then he peered at the untouched circle
in the flour sack and cursed dejectedly.

“Practise makes perfect,” Tennant
called, announcing his presence.

Petty flinched. His homely, high-
beaked face reddened. “So they finally
turned you loose,” he said. He came
over to the trail, not offering to shake
hands, and added, “All the danged prac-
tise in the world wouldn't make me
perfect.”

“Takes time,” Tennant said. He drew
his gun and snapped two shots at the
flour sack, and when Petty stared at

the twin holes near the circle’s center,
Tennant explained, “l couldn’'t do that
a couple months ago, Ben. I've practised
every day since | got out of jail.”

Petty eyed him sharply. “So you're
planning to kill Tate Usher,” he said,
in the slow way of a man thinking
aloud.

“At the right time, and in the right
place,” Tennant said.

“But how about Idaho Cleek?” Petty
asked. “He’s always close by his boss.
How you goin’ to fight Usher without
fightin’ Cleek too?”

Tennant shrugged, having found no
answer to that problem.

Presently he said, “Saw a fresh
branded brindle calf back yonder. Who's
been repping for Roman Four?”

“Me,” Petty muttered. He put his
rope-calloused fingers to building a
cigarette and added, “Might of missed
more’'n | branded.”

THE thought came to Tennant that
' Ben hadn’'t changed. He'd never of-
fered more than a grudging civility,
which was all he offered now. But Ben
had taken the trouble to brand Roman
Four calves.

“I'm much obliged to you” Tennant
said, “and I'll return the favor, first
chance | get.” Then he asked, “What
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happened to Claude Bell?”

“Died,” Petty reported. “Guess he
worried hisself to death. Two dry years
burned up the graze. Commissary Creek
shrunk to a trickle and things got awful
tough. When it finally came up a few
rains Tate Usher imported a big herd
of Mexican steers and crowded the
whole danged range. There's TU stuff
strung out all the way from Tonto
Flats to the Rio Pago, and them starved
steers is gobblin’ three bites to every
one our critters take. They'll have it
ate smooth as the palm of a tinhorn’s
hand in another couple months. Then
we'll have two choices—we can sell
out to Usher at his price, or borrow
money to buy feed, and go busted.
Either way we lose and Usher wins.”
Then he asked, “You remember what
a nice outfit Joe Barlow had?”

Tennant nodded.

“Well, Joe quit the cow business. He
sold out to Usher and bought the Senate
Hotel in Quadrille. Now his wife works
in the Kkitchen, Rose waits on table,
young Billy is swamper and Joe drinks
up the profits at Big Sid Stromberg’s
bar.”

“A fine way to make a living,” Ten-
nant muttered, and remembered that
Petty had been Rose Barlow’s bashful
admirer three years ago. “Why did Joe
sell out?”

“On account of what happened to
Mac Menafee, | guess. You knew Mac
was on Usher’s payroll, didn't you?
Well, he was supposed to homestead
that section betwixt the Pot Holes and
Bandoleer Breaks for Usher. But he got
hisself married to a schoolteacher and
when the time came to turn the place
over to TU, Mac decided he wanted to
keep it—his wife havin’ a baby on the
way, and all. He borrowed money to
pay Usher back the wages he'd drawed
whilst he was provin’ up on the section,
but Usher wouldn’'t take it. He said a
deal was a deal.

“Six months Idaho

later Cleek

crowded Menafee into a fight on Main
Street and killed him deader'n a mack-
erel. Mac’s widow went back to Texas
and when the county put the place up at
tax sale, Usher bid it in, Joe Barlow
saw Cleek Kkill Menafee. He told me

Mac had his gun half raised before
Cleek made his grab. He said Cleek’s
draw was faster’'n the flick of a toad’s
tongue. | guess Joe was thinkin’ about
that when he sold his ranch.”

“Shouldn’t wonder,” Tennant said.
“Is Jules Huffmeyer still strawboss at
the Bar Bell?”

“Yeah, but a bronc fell on him a
month ago and Jules ain’'t doin’ so good.
Leona stopped by today. Said she was
goin’ after Doc Medwick because Jules’
busted ribs ain't mendin’ like they
should.”

Tennant thought, “No wonder she’s
looking for a ramrod.” He was riding
away when Petty said:

“Usher is usin’ your place as a line
camp now. Ed Peebles is there, and I
hope you have to blast him out with a
bullet.” Ben took off his hat, revealing
a bandage where the hair had been
shaved from his scalp. “The drunken
son got fresh with Rose Saturday night.
When | took a poke at him he pistol-
whipped me. That's why I'm learnin’
how to shoot straight. I'm goin’ to fight
Peebles with his own tools one of these
days.”

“Maybe you won’'t have to,” Tennant
suggested. “Maybe I'll kick him off my
place so hard there won’'t be anything
left for you to shoot at.”

W HEN Leona Bell crossed Commis-
sary Creek and saw where fresh hoof
prints entered the road from the west,
she murmured thoughtfully:

“So Mr. Tall and Tough didn't come
through Quadrille.”

She was wondering about that, and
about his “reasons a-plenty” when she
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rode into Quadrille and put up her horse
at McGonigle’s Livery. There was, she
decided, only one reason a trail tramp
would detour around town—he didn't
want to be seen. So thinking, she crossed
Main Street and spoke to Sheriff Sam
Lambert who sat in the stippled shade
of a pepper tree on the jail side of the
courthouse.

“l want to look at your Rogues’
Gallery,” she informed him, and went
into the office.

Lambert rose from his chair with an
old man’s reluctance. “They ain’'t much
to look at,” he said, and propelled his
saddle-warped boots to the doorway.

Leona peered at the half dozen fly-
specked posters on the bulletin board,
seeing at once that none of them closely
resembled the man she had met at Com-
missary Creek. Then she glanced at
Lambert’s disordered desk.

“Any new circulars you haven't post-
ed?” she asked.

“No,” Sheriff Sam said, eyeing her in
speculative fashion. “What you done—
hired a drifter you think is on the
dodge?”

“l tried to, but he wouldn't hire,”
Leona reported.

Lambert followed her outside.

“It's none of my business, Miss
Leona,” he said hesitantly, “but | don’t
like to see you start a ruckus with Tate
Usher. The'Bar Bell won't win nothin’
in a fight against the TU. It'd be better
to meet Tate halfway, and settle things
peaceable.”

“That’s what my father did,” Leona
scoffed. “And so has everyone else.
We've met Usher halfway so many
times his TU steers are crowding us out
of business.”

“Every move Tate made was legal,”
Lambert argued. “You can’t blame a
man for wanting more grass and water.
It’s a real old-timey habit that nothin’
ever changes.”

“It’s time someone tried changing it
then,” Leona declared. “I'm going to

try, along with Ben Petty who has de-
cided to join me. And there’ll be others.”

“Petty!” Lambert snorted. “Why,
your own foreman claims Petty has
been eatin’ Bar Bell beef for years!”

Leona shrugged. “I'd welcome the
devil if he knew how to shoot a gun,”
she said cynically.

She went on toward Morgan’s Mer-
cantile then.

“She’s got a go-to-blazes streak in
her, by grab,” Sheriff Lambert mut-
tered. “She has for a fact!”

Ten minutes later Clark Morgan ex-
pressed approximately the same opin-
ion. He sat at his desk on the rear bal-
cony of the Mercantile, a fashionably
garbed, pursy-mouthed man who had
built up a profitable banking and
freighting business after inheriting this
store from his father.

“You've got a rebel’s temper,” he said
to Leona censuringly. “It may cost you
Bar Bell one of these days.”

Leona left her chair and moved
around the desk, and when Morgan rose
with habitual courtesy, she noticed how
his narrow shoulders exaggerated a
slightly bulging midriff. In a land of
tanned, slim-hipped horsemen, he
seemed pudgy and pale, yet—and she
consciously tallied this in his favor—
Clark Morgan could buy and sell most
of the men in Bunchgrass Basin.

“So now I'm a rebel,” she murmured
with mock concern. She cuffed him
lightly with her gloves. “That’s for call-
ing me names. Can’t you see that I've
no choice, Clark. There's upwards of
three hundred TU steers on Tonto Flats
right now, with more drifting through
the Tailholts every day. | need that
graze for winter feed. My mother stuff
won't pull through without it, and if |
lose them, where's my calf crop? I've
got to have that graze, and there’s only
one way to save it.”

“But you have neither the men nor
the money for a fight against TU,” Mor-
gan objected.
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Leona eyed him with frank specula-
tion, remembering that this modest
merchant had once asked her to marry
him. It had been an almost formal pro-
posal, without passion or eagerness. Yet
he had seemed genuinely disappointed
when she refused him.

“l can hire the men,” she said, “if
you'll lend me the money.”

Morgan frowned. He asked: “Do you
realize what you’'d be up against, Lee?
A range war is a messy business. You
won't be dealing with Tate Usher when
the shooting starts. You’'ll be bucking
men like Idaho Cleek and Red Naviska
and Dude Finn.”

“With a good-sized loan | could hire
men like them,” Leona said stubbornly.

“It would be a foolish transaction for
both of us,” Morgan counseled, speak-
ing with unemotional preciseness. “Bar
Bell was in poor shape when your father
died. It is no better off now. The thing
for you to do is sit tight, and wait.”

“Wait for what?” Leona demanded.

SECRETIVE smile eased Morgan’s
lips.

“l happen to know that Usher
strained his credit when he brought in
that big bunch of Mexican-run steers,”
he said. “He gambled on a rise in beef
prices which didn't materialize. Now he
is borrowing money and dickering with
the Indian Agency to make contract de-
livery of those steers the first of the
year.”

“By that time my winter graze would
be gone,” Leona said. “l’'ve got to save
it now, while there’s something to save.”

Morgan sighed. “I don’'t see how it
can be accomplished, Lee. Honestly I
don’t.”

“Then you won't lend me the money?”

Morgan shook his head. “Running a
ranch is no job for a woman, much less
running a range war. Why don’t you
sell out at a fair price and move into
town?”

“Never!” Leona exclaimed.

She picked up her gloves and stood
for a moment, angrily whipping them
against the palm of her left hand.

“I'll never let Bar Bell go, no matter
what happens!” Then she asked,
“Would you also refuse to lend your
wife money, if you had a wife?”

y ORGAN reached out and patted her
arm with a tallow-white hand.

“My wife would automatically own
half of what | possess,” he said. “She
could spend it as she chose.” His fingers
tightened on her arm and a warmth
came into his eyes. “But she would live
with me, here in town,” he said sternly.

“Why, Clark!” Leona said, and
laughed at him.

She crossed the balcony, eyeing him
over her shoulder and smiling back at
him. Just before she started down the
rear stairway she said:

“A wife usually lives with her hus-
band, Clark.”

She went downstairs and narrowly
avoided collision with Tate Usher in the
doorway. The big, bland-faced rancher
stepped aside and bowed.

“Beg pardon,” he said, and chuckled
as if enjoying some secret joke. “How’s
your foreman, Miss Leona?” he asked.
“Still bedfast?”

“Yes,” she said curtly, “which is why
your Mexican steers haven't been fun
off Tonto Flats.”

“My, my,” Usher said, the words
merging into sly laughter.

Leona went on out to the street and
presently, as she passed the courthouse
on her way to Doc Medwick’s home, she
noticed that “ldaho” Cleek was sitting
on the jail stoop conversing with Sheriff
Lambert. The significance of that,
added to Clark Morgan’'s refusal to
make a loan, increased the sense of frus-
tration which the stranger had spawned
at Commissary Creek.

“The devil with them!” she whispered.
“With them all!”
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jT WAS coming sundown when Jeff
* Tennant rode into his unfenced yard.
Everything looked about the same as
when he had left it three years ago. The
cabin’s pinewood logs had weathered a
trifle; the Roman Four brand on the
door didn't show quite as plain, and the
corral gate sagged badly.

“Hinges need resetting,” Tennant
thought, and saw a roan horse trot
across the corral.

Peebles’ double-rigged saddle hung
on the kak pole, yet no smoke came
from the cabin’s stovepipe and Tennant
wondered why the TU rider wasn't
cooking supper. And why the door was
closed.

When the roan nickered a greeting,
Tennant kept a strict watch on the cab-
in’s two front windows, his right hand
close to holster. But there was no sign
of life.

“Hello the house!” he called.

He waited, puzzled. Unless Peebles
kept two horses and two saddles, he was
here. A man wouldn’t go far afoot. It
occurred to Tennant that the TU
puncher might be forted up in the cabin,
waiting for a fight.

“Let him,” Tennant muttered and,
keeping a wary watch, rode to the cabin.

Still no sign nor sound of movement.
Tennant peered at a cobwebbed window,
but the glass was too dirty to see
through.

“Anybody home?” he called, and
waited another long moment before dis-
mounting.

If trouble was coming it should come
now. He nudged his gun so that it rested
loose in the holster, stood at one side of
the door and opened it.

Smoke billowed out with a wave of
room-trapped odors the like of which
Jeff Tennant had never smelled at one
time—an acrid stench that was like a
rubbish fire, a branding corral, and a
Saturday night saloon combined. Pres-
ently, as the smoke thinned, he saw Ed

Peebles sprawled on the smoldering tick
of a brass bed.

THE fire, which hadn’'t touched Peeb-
* les’ slack-jawed face, had burned the
tick down to the bed’s sagging slats all
along the front edge. It smoldered be-
neath Peebles’ fully clad body, and the
cardboard tag of a Durham sack in his
shirt pocket was burning now.

Tennant grabbed a bucket of water
from the wash bench beside the door.
He doused the tick and, hurriedly toting
another bucketful from the windmill
water trough, doused the tick again for
good measure.

Then Tennant considered the smoke-
fogged, disordered room. On a shelf
above the bed was a dust-covered copy
of “Blackstone’s Commentary,” symbol
of an old Texan’'s desire that his son
should be a lawyer, and two tally books,
one of which contained layout plans for
the house, blacksmith shop, sheds and
corrals Tennant had dreamed of build-
ing here.

There was a quart whisky bottle, less
than half full, on a chair near the bed
and two empty bottles on a table which
was littered with dirty dishes.

Tennant thought, “Ed staged a spree,
went to bed with a lit cigarette, and
when the tick caught fire, the smoke
smothered him.”

He felt no pity for the dead rider.
But the smell in this smoke-fouled,
filthy room sickened him. He went out-
side, watered his horse, filled his can-
teen and opened the corral gate so Peeb-
les’ bronc could shift for itself. Then
he rode up the triple-toed slope south of
his cabin and, making camp, had a
frugal supper cooked at dusk.

# # # # #

Dr. John Medwick sat relaxed on the
well-padded seat of his red-wheeled
buggy and allowed his bay pacer to
shuffle slowly up the road. This was five
miles north of Commissary Creek, near
the fork which led to the Bar Bell.
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Doc lit up his second cigar since sup-
per, feeling a trifle guilty and recalling
an old scene out of the past—a time
long ago when his wife had been alive
and when a dollar had been hard to
come by. He had been strictly rationed
to one cigar a day, but occasionally,
when a customer paid a bill or some
other unexpected good fortune befell
them, he had celebrated with a second
cigar, whereupon six-year-old daughter
Jane would exclaim censuringly, “Look,
Mommy—two at a day!”

Doc chuckled, remembering all the
fun they’d had in those days when
Quadrille had been a hurly-burly min-
ing camp and cowtown combined. He
had brought his bride to the Senate
Hotel, intending to lavish the luxury of
hotel living on her indefinitely. But
within one week’s time she had prodded
him into starting construction on a
home of their own, choosing a site near
the Big Arroyo bridge. “So | can hear
you coming home when you’ve been to
some ranch late at night,” she had said.

A long time ago. Now Jane was as
her mother had been. She looked the
same and cooked the same, and was
ready for marriage. But Jane was wait-
ing for a man who might never return,
and who might be unworthy of her if he
came back. Doc was thinking about
that when he heard horses behind him.
Turning, he saw Tate Usher and Idaho
Cleek come jogging along the road.

They drew abreast of the rig.

“Nice night for a drive, eh Doc?”
Usher said good-naturedly.

“Fine evening,” Medwick agreed, and
glanced at Cleek.

The hatchet-faced foreman barely
nodded. He had a secretive, sardonic
way which was in direct contrast to
Usher’s loud, loose-tongued talk.

“Going to the Bar Bell?” Usher in-
quired, keeping his horse alongside the
rig.

Medwick nodded, whereupon Usher
said amusedly:

“Better not cure Huffmeyer too soon,
Doc. Leona says them broken ribs is
the only thing that keeps Bar Bell from
starting a ruckus with TU. And she
told Sheriff Lambert she’s fixing for a
fight.”

He laughed, adding slyly,
would be odd—her fighting me.”

They rode on ahead then and Doc
muttered to himself: “Not half as odd
as you fighting her.”

Watching them fade into the dust-
hazed twilight, Medwick noticed how
ill-matched a pair they made, with
Usher’s flabby bulk accentuating the
reed-thin shape of his foreman. They
were as unalike as two men could be,
yet they seemed to work in perfect har-
mony and were seldom separated.

When Medwick turned into the Bar
Bell road he got to thinking about the
night Leona’s mother died. Tate Usher
had come for him at suppertime, and
on the way to TU had explained how
Mrs. Bell had been thrown as she was
mounting a spirited horse that was un-
accustomed to side saddle and women'’s
riding skirts.

Tate hadn’'t bothered to explain why
Claude Bell's wife had been visiting at
TU, which then had been a ramshackle,
one-man outfit. But Doc had guessed
the reason was partly due to the fact
that Bell was twice the age of his pretty,
vivacious wife, and partly due to Tate
Usher’s good looks. For Tate had been
a handsome scamp with the women be-
fore prosperity and soft living had
turned him flabby fat.

Medwick bit off the soggy end of his
cigar and spat it out. But he couldn’t
banish the distasteful memory of Mrs.
Bell and Usher. And now Leona Bell
was threatening to fight Tate Usher,
and Tate was saying how odd that
would be. . ..

“That

WHILE the ruddy embers of his fire
turned to ash, Jeff Tennant re-
viewed the monstrous fraud which had
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banished him from this country three
years ago.

He had driven his little bunch of
steers to town slowly, wanting to retain
every pound of tallow, and so it had
been almost dark when he choused them
into a pen at the Quadrille stockyards.
He had taken Jane Medwick to a dance
that night, celebrating an occasion
which had seemed vastly more impor-
tant than the money involved simply
because it had taken two years of te-
dious effort.

He had felt high as a three-story
house that night. But next morning,
with a cattle buyer tallying the twenty
steers and Sheriff Lambert acting as
brand inspector, all the fine glow had
gone with Lambert’s challenge of three
animals whose TU brands had been
worked over into Roman Fours.

“Crude,” the old lawman had an-
nounced. “Tol'able crude.”

And so they had been. Three botched
brands contrived by lengthening the
T's so they ran across the tops of the
U’s which were reburned to resemble
V's: then another line burned across the
bottom to form the base of a Roman
Four.

Tennant had known he would have
noticed them yesterday if the steers had
been in the bunch he had driven to town,
yet the altered brands had been old
enough to be well scabbed. Almost at
once he had guessed the answer—had
known beyond shadow of doubt that
Tate Usher had rigged this deal before-
hand and framed him during the night.
But there had been no telltale tracks to
prove the TU steers had been substi-
tuted for three of his own. All he had
found had been a couple of boot prints
in the deep dust at one side of the pen
gate, and they hadn't matched, one
being a full inch shorter than the other.

Tennant remembered that Sheriff
Lambert had seemed sorry to arrest
him, that old Doc Medwick had offered
to import a lawyer from Tucson, and

that Jane had brought a chocolate cake
to the courthouse jail. But because they
had all believed him guilty he had told
them all to go to thunder.

The hoof pound of a running horse
interrupted Tennant’s sober reflections.
Quickly stamping out the last remnants
of his campfire he listened as a horse
crossed the ridge, heading south. When
the remote rumor of travel finally faded
he thought:

“Someone heading for Ben’s place,”
and wondered who would be visiting
Petty at this time of night.

He was thinking about that when he
pulled off his boots. It.occurred to him
that the rider might have stopped by
the cabin, in which case he was prob-
ably taking word of Peebles’ death to
Ben, and to Sheriff Lambert.

“Ben can quit his target practise
now,” Tennant reflected, and presently
went to sleep. ...

Some time later he awoke to find him-
self sitting up, gun in hand. For a mo-
ment he didn’'t know what had aroused
him and, mistaking moonrise for day-
break, thought he’d had his sleep out.
Then a fast-traveling horse passed so
close he heard its gusty, labored breath-
ing. Tennant hurried around a windfall
that barred his view. He saw a horse
and rider go down the north slope, dis-
appearing into the lower shadows where
moonlight hadn’t reached.

The hoofbeats died out and Tennant
went back to his blanket, stepping now
with barefooted caution.

“One rode south and another rode
north and they were in an almighty
hurry,” he thought.

It occurred to him that both trips
might have been made by the same rid-
er. But why? Whether one man or
two, why all this nighthawking?

Shrugging off the riddle of that, Ten-
nant shaped up a cigarette and smoked
it. This country was full of riddles,
none of which greatly concerned him.
Or so he thought.
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His plans were simple, and complete.
Tomorrow he would ride to Quadrille
and wait for a chance to force Tate
Usher into drawing a gun against him.
It might take a little time, and a bit of

town, so there would be reliable wit-
nesses. And it had to be at a time when
Idaho Cleek wasn't beside his boss. For
even though Tennant considered him-
self a better than average gunhand, he
had no illusions about his skill as com-
pared to Cleek’s. The TU foreman was
a wizard with a gun.

As if in echo of that thought, the
sound of shooting drifted up to Tennant
—two spaced shots that ran raggedly
back through the hills. Tennant dis-
carded his cigarette, taking care to toss
it into the campfire’s ashes. He put on
his socks and boots, listening for fur-
ther sound, but hearing none.

Presently, as he saddled his horse, the

smell of wood smoke came faintly to
him. When he rode out to the rim of
the ridge he saw a flare of flames above
his cabin. “The dirty sons!” he ex-
claimed. “The dirty, blasted sons!”

PETTY was pouring his breakfast cof-
fee when Tennant rode into the Lazy
P yard. Ben came to the door, shading
his sleep-swollen eyes against morning’s
first sunlight.

“Come on in,” he said glumly, and
filled another cup.

Tennant seated himself at the table
and blew steam from his coffee.

“You have a visitor last night?”

Petty shook his head.

“Well, somebody rode from my cabin
to your corral, and back again,” Ten-
nant reported.

This news didn’'t interest Ben Petty
at all. He went on with his eating for
a full moment before he asked:
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“What would anyone rim around here
in the dark for?”

“That depends,” Tennant said. He
reached for a hot biscuit before asking:
“Did you tell folks in town that you
were gunning for Peebles?”

Petty nodded. “Told everybody with-
in earshot, whilst Doc Medwick was
bandaging my head.”

“So that’s it,” Tennant mused.

“That's what?” Petty asked irritably.

“It explains the things | saw at first
daylight this morning,” Tennant said.
“Except for me being camped on Trinity
Ridge last night you'd be good as in
Yuma Prison right now, Ben—or dan-
gling from a scaffold.”

Ben Petty gulped and put down his
coffee cup. All the drowsiness went out
of his eyes.

“What the devil you talkin’ about?”
he demanded.

Tennant told him of finding Peebles
dead, of seeing a rider cross the ridge,
and hearing shots.

“1 couldn’t figure it out until I saw
my cabin on fire. Then | guessed it had
something to do with you. At daylight
| took a close look at what was left of
Ed Peebles. Somebody put a slug
through his head, and probably another
through his back. Then they doused
the shack with coal oil and set fire to
it, figuring a coroner would discover
where bullets had *busted through bone,
and that Ed’s body would be too badly
burned to show that he’d been dead be-
fore the shots were fired.”

For a long moment Ben Petty sat in
shocked silence. Finally he said, “And
those tracks from your cabin to here
would make it look like I done it.”

Tennant nodded. “It’'s my guess that
Tate Usher and ldaho Cleek must've
stopped by to see Ed on their way home
from town. When they found him dead
of suffocation they saw a good chance
of framing you off your place— like they
framed me off mine.” He added, “I saw
something else at Roman Four. Some-

thing that might prove Usher was pres-
ent at that other frameup three years
ago.”

Ben Petty poured himself another cup
of coffee.

“] guess a jury would of convicted me
on circumstantial evidence,” he said.
“1'd be a gone goose sure enough, except
for you.”

“It makes an airtight case,” Tennant
agreed. “You publicly threatened to
kill Peebles. He's found dead, and
there’'s a set of tracks running from
your place to Roman Four, and back
again.” He added slowly, “I'm an ex-
convict, Ben. A jury might not accept
my testimony about finding Peebles
dead from suffocation.”

The impact of that showed in Petty's
eyes. And in his voice.

“But it's the truth!” he exclaimed.
“They got to believe the truth, no mat-
ter who tells it!”

A cynical smile touched Tennant's
lips. He regarded Ben scornfully.

“Did they believe me three years
ago?” he asked. “Did you?”

Ben slowly shook his head.

“The truth is too blame simple,” Ten-
nant scoffed. “Folks want something
fancy and complicated, something a
smart lawyer can build up with words,
like a painted picture.”

“You studied to be a lawyer for a
spell, didn’'t you ?” Ben asked.

“Less than a year,” Tennant said.
“Then 1 decided I'd rather associate
with horses.”

“You figger I'd have a chance in

court, if they didn't believe your
story?”

Tennant shook his head.

“1t'd be Kkillin’,” Petty muttered.

“The charge would be cold-blooded
killin'.”

He got up, walked across the room,
and took his gun gear from a peg beside
the door.

“They ain’'t goin’ to railroad me like
they did you,” he said nervously. “I’ll
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leave the country first.”

“Which is exactly what Usher wants
you to do,” Tennant reminded him.
“Tate Usher don't give a hang where
you go, just so you leave. He wants this
range, Ben—all of it.”

OETTY strapped on his gun-belt, his
* fingers fumbling the buckle. It wasn't
overly warm in the shack but perspira-
tion greased his frowning face, and he
kept glancing furtively at the front
window, kept canting his head to listen.

“I'm goin’ to hide out in the hills for
a spell,” he muttered. “I'm goin’ to
wait and see if Sheriff Sam believes
your story. You reckon he will?”

“No telling about that,” Tennant said.
“But there’s one way we might make it
stand up in court. If we could get Doc
Medwick to the Roman Four ahead of
anyone else there might be a good
chance to prove what really happened.”

“Then what in tarnation you waitin’'
on?” Petty demanded. “Why ain’t you
hightailin’ for town to get Doc?”

“Because | don't believe he’s home,”
Tennant said, smiling a little at the
swift change in Petty. A few minutes
ago Ben had been sleepy and dull-eyed,
interested only in eating breakfast. Now
he was eager and impatient, like a tight
strung wire, twanging at the slightest
contact. “You said Leona went to get
Doc yesterday. Well, | started for town
this morning and saw one set of wheel
tracks in the road. Medwick must've
driven to the Bar Bell last night and
stayed over.”

“Then I'll go fetch him right now!”
Ben declared. “I'll tell him the whole
story, just like you told me.”

“No,” Tennant objected. “Not the
whole story. Just tell Doc the part
about me finding Peebles smothered.
Also one thing more, Ben, and this is
important. There’s a set of boot prints
in the mud near the watering trough.
Tell Doc | want him to measure them
exactly, and write the figures down. Tell

him to be sure he gets those measure-
ments correct to the fraction of an
inch.”

“Won’'t you be at the Roman Four
when Doc gets there?”

Tennant shook his head. “I'm going
to Quadrille and make my report to
Lambert. I'll tell him | found Peebles
smothered, and save the rest of my
story until it’s needed.”

Petty looked worried again. “How
about them boot prints?” he asked.
“Supposin’ they was made by the same
size boots | wear?”

“What size you wear?”
asked casually.

“Eight and a half?”

“On both feet?”

“Of course,” Petty said.

“Then both those prints won't be the
same as yours,” Tennant told him.

“But who ever saw a man wear differ-
ent size boots?” Petty demanded.

“l have,” Tennant said, “and I'll be
seeing him again, real soon, | hope.”

“What's his name?”

“That,” Tennant admitted, “is what
I've got to find out.”

Petty eyed him wonderingly. “It
sounds as loco as a drunkard’s dream,”
he complained. “But mebbe you know
what you’'re doin’.”

Then he hurried out to the horse
corral. . ..

At about this same time, Idaho Cleek
stook in the office doorway at the TU'’s
headquarters on the Rio Pago, giving
out the day’s riding instructions to five
men assembled before him. His three
gold teeth glinted in the early sunlight,
bright mementos of a fist fight ten years
ago. He had lost three front teeth in
that fight and had never lifted a hand
against a man since, unless that hand
held a gun.

“You,” Cleek said, indicating young
Johnny Peebles, “ride up and help your
brother push the rest of them Sonora
steers down to Tonto Flats. There'3
upwards of two hundred head between

Tennant
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Menafee Camp and the Bar Bell road.”

Johnny, whose cheeks still bore a
boyish fuzz in lieu of beard, asked hope-
fully:

“You want | should stay with Ed un-
til the job is done?”

“Yes,” Cleek said. A thoughtful
squint came to his milky blue eyes and
he added, “Stay away from Ben Petty’s
place. That maverick hates Ed’s in-
sides.”

Lee Pardee chuckled. “Rose Barlow
sure struck Ed’'s fancy,” he said re-
flectively with a sly wink.

“She’s liable to make a Gentle An-
nie out of Ed—a regular Romeo,” “Red”
Naviska said.

“Romeo, your grandmother!” Johnny
blurted, bristling like a ruffled pup. “Ed
ain't—"

“Go on, go on,” Cleek ordered gruffly.
“This ain’'t no time for funnin’. There’s
work to do.”

IOHNNY went over to the corral and
~  stepped to saddle, his narrow, buck-
toothed face showing the other mem-
bers of the crew a scowl as he rode past
them.

“Ed ain't no calico chaser and he
never was,” Johnny insisted, and tried
to shut his ears to their laughter.

Riding easy and enjoying the sun’s
increasing warmth on his shoulders,
Johnny Peebles reached Menafee Camp
around nine o'clock. “Dude” Finn was
in the corral doctoring a gored bronc.

“Howdy, Kid,” Dude called. “You
come to take my place a spell ?”

“No," Johnny said, not liking to be
called “Kid” and showing his resent-
ment by riding on.

“What's your rush?” Finn demanded.
“A feller don’t git to see nobody on
these one-man jobs. Worse'n bein’ a
sheepherder.”

“1 got work to do,” Johnny said, with-
out looking back.

He had never cottoned to Finn any-
way. Dude was always running off at

the mouth about girls. According to his
say, Dude had honey-fussed with every
good looking girl in Bunchgrass Basin
at one time or another.

“They all like their sweetenin’,” Dude
had told Johnny. “It's just a question
of how you go about it. Some likes to
be teased and some likes to be toughed.
But they’ll come to a man if he handles
‘em right.”

Ed wasn't like Dude at all—scarcely
ever looked at a girl, unless he was
drinking. And he hadn’'t boozed much
until he took over the Roman Four job.
It wasn’'t seemly to stick a man in a line
camp by himself, but Idaho Cleek
claimed Usher couldn’t afford two-man
camps on account of paying the same as
fighting wages the year around.

TU paid good wages, all right, but
being by himself so much had made a
lone drinker out of Ed. That was why
he had acted so sweet on Rose Barlow.
Ed didn't give a hoot for her, nor any
other female.

Johnny grinned, recalling the fine
plans he and Ed had for the future; how
they were saving up a stake to buy a
ranch of their own in Texas. Just think-
ing about it made Johnny feel good.

“We'll have our own brand, the EJ
Connected,” he mused. “Which is
more’'n Pardee or Naviska'll ever have.”

There'd be no more bunkhouse jokes
about honey-fussin’ females then, of be-
ing called “Kid” all the time. No more
lonely line camp jobs for Ed. They
would live in their own house and brand
their own cattle and maybe have the
fastest quarter-horses in seven counties.

Johnny saw a dozen head of TU steers
in the timber beyond Menafee Camp, but
he didn't bother to chouse them out.
Time enough for that after he hooked
up with Ed. A feller got lonesome for
his kinfolks when he didn’t see them for
a longish spell.

Johnny put his horse to a lope and,
leaving the trail, took a shortcut
through the roughs southwest of the
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Pot Holes. This, he thought, was devil-
ish country to work cattle in—all up
and down and yonderly. Texas was the
place. A man could ride all day on the
plains and never see a hill. These Ari-
zona cowpokes could have this forsaken
country and welcome to it.

When he crossed the last ridge above
Roman Four Johnny glimpsed the
burned cabin, and smelled it.

“What the devil!” he blurted.

Johnny rushed his bronc down the
ridge, remembering what Cleek had said
about Ben Petty hating Ed. If that
blasted homesteader had hurt Ed, or
run him off—

He was thinking about that, and half
afraid he might find Ed wounded or
something, when he galloped up to the
great gray mound of ashes and saw
what remained of his brother, sprawled
between the charred uprights of the
doorway.

The words Johnny whispered were
not blasphemy—but a prayer. . . .

Jeff Tennant reached Quadrille short-
ly before noon, the tramp of his horse
setting up a measured beat of bonging
sound as he trotted across the plank
bridge at the west end of town.

Remembering how difficult a time he'd
had chousing his twenty steers across
here three years ago, Tennant grinned.
He had cussed them in the dust-hazed
twilight, never guessing that he had an
audience. He had called their heifer
mothers and their sires whiteface hel-
lions of uncertain ancestry.

When he finally had them all across
the bridge, there had been Jane Med-
wick standing at her front gate, inviting
him to supper.

And now, as Tennant glanced at Doc
Medwick’s little white house, he loosed
a gusty grunt of pleasure. For Jane was
coming down the veranda steps. She
came toward him, holding out her hand
as she came up to him.

“Jeff!” she exclaimed.
nant!”

“Jeff Ten-

THE thought came to him that this
was exactly as he had pictured it—
Jane running to meet him with a glow
in her eyes and a smile making twin
dimples in her cheeks. He dismounted
and took her hand and there was a mo-
ment when the impulse to take her in
his arms was like the tantalizing itch of
a half-healed wound. But he resisted
the impulse. He rocked back on his
heels, regarding her soberly.

“The man hadn’'t seen the girl for a
long time,” he said, “so he looked at her
real close, not meaning any harm.”

This was an old game they had played
the first time he had taken her to a
dance, using it as a mutual bridge be-
tween strangers.

So now she asked with mock concern:

“What did the man think of the girl?”

"Well,” Tennant said, eyeing her crit-
ically from face to feet and back again,
“he saw mighty little change. Hair
still the same off-shade sorrel, eyes the
color of wood smoke on a windless
morning, face a bit on the thin side,
except when she smiles—to show off her
dimples.” Then he grinned and an-
nounced heartily, “No improvement at
all. Just the prettiest girl east or west
of the Pecos!”

“The man still has his blarney ways
with  women,” Jane said, frankly
pleased. “He knows how to get himself
invited to supper.” She retrieved her
hand, eyed the slim fingers he had
squeezed, and said, “If they aren't
broken I'll bake you a chocolate cake.”

“Chocolate cake!” Tennant exclaimed,
and smacked his lips. “l knew there
was some reason I'd ought to pay you a
visit, but I'd forgotten there was such a
thing as chocolate cake.”

“That's one thing you and Dad agree
on,” Jane said smilingly. She glanced
down the road. “Dad went to the Bar
Bell last night and should be home any
time. I've been watching for him.”

“He'll be a little late,” Tennant re-
ported. “Ed Peebles went on a one-man
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spree, set fire to my shack and smoth-
ered to death. | sent word to Doc.”

“How horrible!” Jane exclaimed.

“l don’'t care about his dying,” Ten-
nant, “but | wish he'd picked some
other place to do it in.”

“The Shack of Dreams,” Jane mur-
mured. She plucked at his sleeve and
said softly, “You can make all those fine
dreams come true, Jeff.”

“Still got faith in your favorite brand
blotter?” Tennant asked self-mockingly.

Jane’s smile faded, taking the dim-
ples Vith it. “l never believed that,”
she said. “You took it for granted.”
She met his gaze fully, as if willing to
have him see all there was to see, and to
know how it was with her. “Didn’t you
get my letter?” she asked finally.

Tennant nodded. “Never was much
good at writing letters in jail,” he ex-
plained.

“It must've been awful,” Jane said,
and studied his face as if reckoning
what damage the prison years had done.
“Dad tried to get you pardoned, Jeff.
But nothing ever came of it.”

For a long moment they stood in
silence, having no easy way of saying
the words that needed to be said.

“l was a fool to ignore her letter,”
Tennant thought. But he couldn’t quite
say it, nor explain what the jury’s ver-
dict had done to his pride.

“I'm going to notify Lambert about
Peebles,” he said. “Then I'll get a shear-
ing at Biddle’s barber shop and be back
in time for supper.”

He stepped into saddle.

“Don’t do anything foolish, Jeff,”
Jane said, almost pleadingly.

It was, he supposed, her way of ask-
ing him to forget the past, to forget
what Sheriff Lambert and those other
fools had done to him. He smiled down
at her, not knowing the smile didn’t
reach his eyes.

“Nothing foolish,” he said.

Then he gave her a comradely salute
and rode on along Main Street. Jane,

he guessed, was wondering what he in-
tended to do about Tate Usher. And
everyone else in this town would be
wondering the same thing. Especially
Sheriff Lambert. The mealy-mouthed
old lawdog would probably try to talk
him out of doing anything, which was a
specialty with Lambert. He had made
a career of doing nothing. In a country
gripped by one man’'s greed, Sheriff
Lambert preached a policy of peace at
any price.

Tennant passed Swanson’s Feed Store
and turned in at McGonigle's Livery,
peering down at the ape-featured man
in the doorway.

“A mean-looking Irishman if ever |
saw one,” he proclaimed solemnly.

“Jeff—ye spalpeen!” Tay McGonigle
shouted. - “ 'Tis glad | am to see ye
back!”

A S McGONIGLE led his horse down
~  the long runway to a rear stall,
Tennant gave Main Street a leisurely
appraisal. Quadrille, he reflected, hadn’t
changed at all. The same old adobe and
false-fronted frame buildings lined both
sides of this street, and half of them
were vacant—disintegrating reminders
of a long gone era when Quadrille had
been the toughest town between Lords-
burg and Tucson.

There was the old Bonanza Bazaar
where Lily Langtry’s voice had roused
rafter-shaking applause; the Gilded
Cage Dancehall with its cobwebbed win-
dows and sagging gallery; the Silver
Stud Saloon, the Belladonna, the Rose-
bud and Ace High—roofless, weather-
warped monuments to free-spending
miners who once had swarmed the Cal-
ico Queen diggings five miles east of
Quadrille.

North of Main Street and running
parallel with it, was Fremont Street
where the merchants of this town had
their comfortable homes. One short
block south of Main, perched along the
bank of Big Arroyo, was Sashay Alley
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«which ran crookedly east to the stock-
yards.

Here were the crumbling, blanket-
windowed huts, the countless barking
dogs and the lively, pungent odors of
Old Mexico.

Here also was the parlor house of
Mayme Shay, handy by the stockyards
where trail crews camped.

Tennant sauntered along the plank
walk and thought, “It even smells the
same.” There was the horsy reek of
McGonigle's stable, the acrid taint of
Phil Burleson’s blacksmith forge, and
presently, as he passed Morgan’'s Mer-
cantile, the tangy, aromatic mixture of
fresh-ground coffee and vinegar and
coal oil.

But because three years in Yuma
Prison had changed him, the town didn’t
feel the same.

Clark Morgan stepped from the post
office doorway and peered at Tennant.
“Hello,” he said civilly. “Going back to
your homestead, | presume.”

Tennant nodded, seeing no change in
Morgan. The merchant-banker, he
guessed, wasn't more than thirty-five
years old, yet he had the precise and
dignified ways of an old man.

“I might be in to see you about a loan,
later on,” Tennant said. “Reckon you
can spare a couple hundred dollars in
cash ?”

“No,” Morgan said promptly.

Tennant waited for an explanation,
and when none was offered by the bank-
er, he said:

“I've been told your father made a
fortune by using that word at the right
time.”

If Morgan resented this sarcasm he
showed no sign of it.

“Refusing to make loans is a banker’s
privilege,” he said and walked away.

Tennant shrugged. “No credit for
ex-convicts,” he muttered.

That meant he would have to take
time to gather a little jag of steers and
sell them, before he could build a cabin.

Tennant wasn't surprised when he came upon
the abandoned chuckwagon (Chap. XIII)

29
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M AYME SHAY came out of the Bon
Ton Millinery, a tall, buxom women
whose fashionable clothes and breezy
good humor had become a Quadrille
tradition, along with her parlor house.
She smiled at Tennant and when he
tipped his hat she stopped beside him.

“l saw Clark Morgan walk off like he
was afraid you'd pick his pockets,” she
said. “You need a grubstake, Jeff?”

Tennant shook his head. “Thanks
just the same. Did Hobo Bill Wimple
locate that Spanish treasure chest while
I've been gone?”

“Not unless he's keeping it a secret,”
Mayme said, and her lusty laughter was
good to hear. “Sometimes | think Bill
doesn’'t care whether he finds the gold
or not. It's the looking that he likes.
Gives him something to dream about.”

Tennant was considering that as he
walked toward the courthouse. “Some-
thing to dream about.” He'd had dreams
a-plenty before he went to Yuma. Big
dreams.

He entered Lambert’s office and found
it deserted, whereupon he quartered
across Main Street to the Palace Saloon.

“Big Sid” Stromberg stood behind the
bar, absently polishing its rosewood sur-
face, while Joe Barlow downed his first
drink of the day. Stromberg nodded a
wordless greeting,-his chalky face show-
ing neither surprise nor pleasure. His
down-swirling black mustache seemed
thicker and fuller than it had been three
years ago, but the sparse hair draped
sideways across his big head was thin-
ner, showing more scalp.

Joe Barlow swung around at once.

“They said you'd never come back,
leff,” he exclaimed, “but | knowed
blamed well you would!”

He came to meet Tennant, walking in
the strict fashion of a man seldom so-
ber. He shook hands limply and eyed
Tennant's face as if seeking some im-
portant sign.

“You've come to stay, ain't you,
Jeff?” he asked. “You ain’t just ridin’
through ?”

Tennant grinned.
said.

Looking into Barlow’s watery, waver-
ing eyes, he felt a quick sense of pity for
this wilted old cowman. Joe had never
been a big man, nor a bold one, but he'd
had his pride and his plans for the
future. Now he had neither.

“Have a drink,” Tennant invited.

“Don’'t mind if 1 do,” Barlow said in a
casual, disinterested way. But Tennant
noticed that Joe licked his lips like a
man burning with fever.

Sid Stromberg dropped Tennant's sil-
ver dollar into the till and placed change
on the bar. He glanced at the doorway
as if expecting visitors.

“1 get considerable trade from the TU
crew,” he said flatly, “and | don't like
trouble in my place.”

“S0?” Tennant said, remembering
that Big Sid had served on the jury
which had convicted him. “That
wouldn’t be a left-handed way of saying
I'm not welcome at your bar, would
it, Sid?”

Stromberg took a cigar from his vest
pocket. He bit off its end, then changed
his mind and put the cigar back in the
same pocket.

“You heard what | said,” he muttered
crankily.

He walked down to the end of the bar
and picked up a copy of the Tombstone
Epitaph.

“Don’t mind Sid,” Joe Barlow urged.
“He ain't got no sense of humor.”

“Maybe he needs a drink,” Tennant
reflected, a tough grin slanting his
cheeks. “Or maybe he needs a punch
on the nose.”

That suggestion seemed to startle Joe
Barlow. But it had no visible effect on
Stromberg. The big saloonman con-
tinued his reading for a full moment
before he said:

“Any time you think you're man

“I'm staying,” he
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enough, just step up and say so0.”

This, Tennant realized, was a foolish
thing to do. Sid Stromberg outweighed
him by thirty pounds or more and had a
reputation for rough-and-tumble fight-
ing. It was the sort of thing Jane had
asked him not to do. But Tennant's
rebellious streak had always been
stronger than his caution, and it was
now. He unbuckled his gun-belt, hand-
ed the gear to Barlow.

“I'm man enough, Stromberg,” he
announced.

Big Sid put down the paper. He took
three cigars from his vest pocket and
laid them on the bar. Then he saun-
tered out into the room, rubbing the
knuckles of his right hand with his left
palm and smiling in a thoroughly satis-
fied way.

“Let’s see if your fighting is any bet-
ter than your brand blotting,” he sug-
gested.

He was still smiling when Tennant
pitched forward and hit him in the face.

The impact of knuckles against
Stromberg’s nose made a meaty sound
above the scuffing of Tennant's boots
and it was echoed by a snarled curse as
Big Sid dodged sideward, narrowly
evading Tennant's second swing. Strom-
berg wheeled around. He shook his
head, and blood’s redness appeared be-
low his flattened nostrils.

BUT Tennant thought instantly, “He’s
not really hurt,” and knew how poor
his chances were now. He had gambled
on gaining a quick advantage by hitting
Stromberg hard enough to put him on
the defensive. Instead he had merely
stung the saloonman into swift and
savage action.

“I'll stomp your insides into the
floor!” Big Sid bellowed, and came at
Tennant in the fist-cocked fashion of an
accomplished slugger.

Tennant stood toe to toe with him,
throwing punches and taking them
against his guarding arms, until Strom-

berg broke this up with a sudden shift
that appeared to be retreat. Tennant
charged forward. He took a glancing
blow that scraped a raw track high on
his left cheek. He hit Stromberg in the
paunch with an up-cutting right that
made the big man squall a curse.

Tennant grinned, and tried to target
Sid’s rage-rutted face. But Stromberg
blocked the blow. He caught Tennant
a trifle off balance and battered him
with both fists. Tennant tripped over a
chair, fell to his hands and knees.

Stromberg leaned forward and aimed
a long-looping right to Tennant’'s head.
Tennant ducked, and was on his way up
when Stromberg kicked him, the boot
striking Tennant's shoulder hard
enough to turn him completely around.
Stromberg laughed, tried another kick,
and missed as Tennant jumped clear.

“Stand still and fight,” Big Sid
growled.

He lunged into a slugging attack that
forced Tennant steadily back.

The upper muscles of Tennant's right
arm were completely numb now. He
tried to circle, wanting time for the
shock to wear off, but Stromberg kept
boring in, kept forcing Tennant back
until he was trapped between the bar’s
elbow and a front window, with the wall
behind him.

Tennant slashed with his left, and hit
Stromberg’s nose again. He heard Sid
snarl a curse, and saw the red smear
his knuckles made as they glanced
along Stromberg’s cheek. He swung,
and missed, and took a blow in the chest
that staggered him.

He was remotely aware of people at
the window—glimpsed young Billy Bar-
low’s tense, wide-eyed face pressed
against the glass. He dodged a looping
left and saw Sid’s fist smash into the
wall and heard the sharp crack of a
bone breaking.

When Big Sid yelped and shook his
bloody knuckles, Tennant thought,
“Now we're both single-fisted!” He
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endeavored to slip past Stromberg,
wanting room enough for the fast foot-
work which would neutralize Big Sid's
longer reach and heavier weight. But
Stromberg clubbed him back with his
right fist.

Tennant fell against the bar, used it
to propel himself forward into a clinch.
He tied up Stromberg’s good arm with
his own good arm and tried for a body
blow with his right, but there was no
strength in it and the punch was useless.

Stromberg stamped on Tennant's in-
step. When the pain of that punishment
failed to loosen Tennant's grip. Big Sid
tried a vicious trick with his knee. But
Tennant squirmed sideward, taking the
smash on his hip. Then Stromberg put
all his weight on Tennant and barged
ahead, carrying Tennant along and ram-
ming him hard against the wall.

There was ajnoment then, while Ten-
nant gasped for air and Big Sid tore
loose, that the fight seemed finished.
Tennant's part of it, at least. Strom-
berg used his left elbow to pin Tennant
against the wall.

“Now you get your needings,” he
bragged pantingly, and was pounding
him unmercifully when Tennant drove
a knee into Stromberg’s midriff.

Big Sid groaned. He bent over, grab-
bing himself, and he was like that when
Tennant hit him hard just below the
right ear.

Stromberg tipped
whooshing sigh.

“You whupped him, by godfreys!” Joe
Barlow exclaimed in an unbelieving
voice. “You whupped him cold. . . .

over with a

W INDY BIDDLE was gingerly shav-
ing Tennant's scarred face and ex-
pressing his enthusiastic opinion of the
fist fight so recently ended, when Sheriff
Sam Lambert strode into the barber-
shop. The old lawman came over to
the chair, peered at Tennant's lathered
face.
“So you're back,” he said.

Tennant waited until Biddle lifted the
razor, then he said:

“Yeah.”

Lambert squirted tobacco juice into a
cuspidor, and wiped his drooping mus-
tache on the back of an age-mottled
hand,

“Word reached me at the cattle pens
that a fight was goin’ on,” he reported.

Tennant looked up at Biddle who
stood over him with razor poised.

“You hear anything about a fight?”
he asked.

The bald-headed barber blinked. He
swallowed, shook his head, and said
nothing, which was a miracle of re-
straint, considering Windy’s reputation
for free and fancy talking.

“Must’'ve been a false rumor,” Ten-
nant suggested soberly.

“Sid Stromberg don't look like he was
hit by no false rumor,” Lambert said in
a mildly complaining voice. “He looks
like he got tromped by a bronc.”

That was enough for Windy Biddle.

“What a fight!” he exclaimed. “Blood
all over the place—Sid pounding Jeff
back and back, step by step, knocking
him against the bar!”

Windy’'s eyes popped, seeing it all
again. He waved his arms, narrowly
missing the brim of Lambert’s hat with
the razor.

“It seemed as if Jeff was licked, as if
he didn’t have a prayer! But you should
of saw the way he finished Sid off—with
one terrific blow that flattened Big Sid
like a busted bag!”

Lambert had stepped beyond range of
the waving razor. “That's a poor way
to make a fresh start, son,” he said to
Tennant. “A tol’able poor way.”

“Fresh start your grandma!” Ten-
nant scoffed. Then he said, “It might
interest you to know | found Ed Peebles
smothered to death in my cabin about
sundown yesterday.”

“Good glory!” Windy Biddle ex-
claimed.

“Smothered!” Lambert said, and re-
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peated it, as if the word was strange to
him. “Smothered?”

Tennant nodded. “By all the signs Ed
went to bed drunk with a lit cigarette.”

Lambert shifted his tobacco cud from
one jaw to the other.

“You sure he smothered? You sure
about that?”

“Yes,” Tennant said, guessing what
was in Lambert’s mind. “I'm positive.”

Johnny Peebles came into the barber
shop. His face was pale and there was a
sick look in his eyes.

“Ben Petty murdered my brother!”
he announced.

Sheriff Lambert’s glance shifted from
Peebles to Tennant and back again.

“What makes you so sure Ed was
murdered?” he demanded.

“l got eyes,” Johnny said. “I ain't
blind.” He hitched up his belt and
looked at his boots. “There’s a bullet-
hole in the back of Ed’'s head. 1 found
horse tracks leading from Petty’s corral
to the burned cabin and back again.
Everybody knows Petty was gunnin’ for
Ed.”

Lambert looked at Tennant. “I
thought you said—"

But Tennant broke in, asking Johnny,
“How come you rode to Roman Four
this morning?”

“Cleek sent me up there to help Ed,”
Johnny said.

Tennant thought: “The dirty dog,
sending a kid to see a thing like that!”

“Petty is hidin’ out in the hills,”

Johnny said to Lambert. “It’ll take a
posse to corral him.”

Lambert nodded, and Windy Biddle
exclaimed:

“I'll get a horse from the livery and
go with yon!”

“Not until you finish shaving me. you
won't,” Tennant told him. “This is one
time you’'re going to take care of busi-
ness before pleasure.”

“Time’'s a-wastin’,” Johnny com-
plained impatiently. “We'd best be
ridin’, Sheriff.”

Lambert went to the doorway, stop-
ping there in the hesitant fashion of a
man not sure of himself. There was a
harassed expression in his eyes; inde-
cision plainly nagged him. Lambert,
Tennant thought, had made many mis-
takes and learned little from them. Some
of those mistakes had turned him timid
in the face of trouble, so that now he
was like an old team horse a-straddle of
a trace chain and not knowing which
way to jump.

“You stay in town till | git back,
Tennant,” Lambert said. “1'll want some
more talk from you.”

“Sure,” Tennant agreed. “All the talk
you want.” And as Lambert departed
with Johnny Peebles, Tennant added,
“Maybe more talk than you’ll want to
hear.”

“What you mean by that?” Biddle
asked inquisitively.

Tennant ignored the question. He
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glanced through the side window at
the clock atop the courthouse belfry,
noting the time.

“1 don't like to hurry a man,” he said
solemnly, and drew his gun. “But if
I'm not shut of these whiskers in ten
minutes I'm going to make a target of
every mirror, shaving mug and tonic
bottle in this place.”

Windy muttered something, and plied
his razor with such diligence that Ten-
nant was crossing the Senate Hotel
veranda eight minutes later.

HILLY BARLOW, who was fourteen
~ years old and tall for his age, greet-
ed Tennant with a grin.

“That was a dandy fight you won,” he
declared.

Tennant eyed him appraisingly. “You
sure put on some height since | saw
you,” he said. “Reckon you must be
around sixteen or seventeen by now7”

Billy blushed with pleasure, not cor-
recting that estimate.

“You goin’ to need any help out to
your place, Jeff?” he asked. And while
Tennant considered that question, Billy
added, “I still got my saddle and rope,
and | can ride better'n the last time you
seen me work cattle.”

“How about your job here at the
hotel?” Tennant inquired.

Billy puckered his lips and spat over
the veranda railing.

“This piddlin’ outfit ain’t no fit place
for a ranch-raised feller,” he announced
disgustedly. “Town life is a sorry way
to live, Jeff.”

“Shouldn’t wonder,” Tennant agreed,
remembering how he had rebelled at
spending his life in a law office for sim-
ilar reasons.

He had tried to make his father un-
derstand those reasons, telling him
about the hungers no amount of food
could dispel, the nostalgia that nagged
a rangebred man every time he passed
a saddle shop, or saw a cowboy tote his
warbag into a hotel, or heard steers

bawling in a stockyard pen. He had told
about the remembered feel of a good
horse bracing against the rope jolt of a
caught cow—all the sights and sounds
and smells a man experienced working
cattle, and in no other way.

But his father, who had spent forty
years a-saddle and envied any man who
earned his living on foot, had glumly
predicted:

“You’'ll be just another fiddle-footed
fool makin’ horse tracks in the dust.”

“Reckon you could use a hand?” Billy
asked hopefully.

“l might, later on,” Tennant ad-
mitted, “when things get straightened
out a trifle.”

Billy smiled knowingly. “Guess I
know what you got in mind,” he said,
eyeing Tennant's gun. “Ma spooked
Dad into quittin’ the cow business, but
there ain't nobody goin’ to spook you
off’'n your ranch, are they, Jeff?”

Tennant shook his head. “You reckon
it's too late for me to get some dinner?”
he asked.

“Just pick yourself a table,” Billy
said and started for the kitchen. “I'll
send Rose right in to take your order.”

Tennant went into the dining room
and sat down. Doc Medwick, he guessed,
had left Roman Four by now. The old
medico might meet Lambert and Johnny
Peebles on his way home, but he might
not, depending on the time element. The
sheriff and Johnny Peebles would cut
cross-country once they got into the
Tailholts, and so might miss Medwick.
Which would simplify things all around.

Rose Barlow came into the dining
room and looked at Tennant with a
frank, almost brazen, interest. Her
black hair, fashioned high on her head,
made her look taller than she was. Her
red checked gingham dress fitted snugly
at the waist, accentuating her curves.
She had pouty lips—Kkissing lips—Ten-
nant reflected—and dark eyes that in-
vited a man’s attention.

“I'm awfuly glad you're back, Jeff,”
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she said in a thoroughly pleased voice.

Tennant thought, “Showing me she’s
a town girl now,” and understood why
Ed Peebles had got fresh with her. And
why Ben Petty had taken up target
practise. A girl like Rose would keep a
man busy defending her honor.

“Three years prettier than the last
time | saw you,” Tennant said.

He had remained seated, but as Mrs.
Barlow came in wiping flour-dusted
hands on her apron, Tennant stood up
and bowed in gallant fashion.

“Do you still bake the best corn bread
in Arizona Territory, maam?” he
asked.

“l see you haven't lost your glib
tongue for the girls, young or old,”
Effie Barlow said disdainfully. But
she couldn’'t quite hide her apprecia-
tion, revealing it in the way she com-
pressed her lips against smiling. She
glanced critically at Rose and asked:
“Why in heaven’s name don’t you bring
the man some food instead of standing
there gawking at him? He looks like
he’'d been drug through a knot hole.”

The thought came to Tennant that
there was scarcely any resemblance be-
tween this faded woman and her sultry-
eyed daughter. It seemed downright odd
that such a careworn woman should
have mothered a girl like Rose, or that
so wilted a man as Joe Barlow should
have been her father.

“I'm no mind reader, Mother,” Rose
said with a sullen pout. “Jeff hasn't
ordered yet.”

“Good gracious, girl, bring the man
what we've got—beef and potatoes and
a cup of coffee.”

pOSE took time to primp a curl into
I ' place behind an ear. Then she asked:

“Is that what you'd like, Jeff?”

“Suits me fine,” Tennant said and sat
down, expecting that Mrs. Barlow would
follow Rose to the kitchen. But instead
she took a chair at the table, and when
young Billy came into the room, she

said sharply, “You go on about your
business, son.”

“But | got some things to talk over
with Jeff,” Billy protested.

“So have |,” Effie Barlow announced.
“Now go along with you.”

Billy sulked like a balky horse, de-
parting with deliberate slowness, and
Tennant thought, “That kid will run off
one of these days to see what's over
the hill.”

“My Joe is talking big about helping
you drive the TU out of the Tailholt
Hills,” Mrs. Barlow said.

Tennant showed his surprise. “What
would give Joe an idea like that?” he
demanded.

She shrugged. “I don’t know what
your plans are, and | don’t care—just so
Joe don’t get mixed up in them. He's
too old a man to sashay around with a
hot-blooded young hellion like you.”

“An ex-convict to boot,” Tennant sug-
gested.

“1 don’t care about that, one way or
the other,” Mrs. Barlow said. “Some
folks say you was guilty, and some say
you was framed. | don’t know. And I
guess the jury wouldn’t of been so sure
if it hadn’'t been TU brands that was
altered. But I know that Joe has a wild
streak in him. He Kkilled a man in Texas
once, before he was married. It might
of meant jail for him, except that my
old pappy was sheriff.”

Rose came in carrying a tray.

“Would you do me a favor, Jeff—a big
favor?” Mrs. Barlow asked, twisting
her hands nervously.

“Sure,” Tennant agreed.

“Promise you won't let Joe side you,
no matter what happens.”

Tennant smiled, amused at the
thought of her booze-fogged husband
helping anyone in a tight.

“It's a promise,” he said.

“Thank you!” Effie Barlow exclaimed,
and when she reached the kitchen door
she called back, “There’ll be hot apple
pie by the time you're ready for it.”
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D oCTOR Medwick drove up in front
of the Senate Hotel and motioned to
Billy Barlow who sat on the veranda
steps. The boy came over to Doc’s
buggy.

“Want to earn two bits, son?”

Billy considered this for a moment,
not wanting to appear eager. Tay Mc-
Gonigle, he had observed, never accept-
ed an offer in a hurry when he was
making a horse trade, no matter how
good the bargain.

“Well,” Doc asked impatiently, “do
you, or don’t you?”

“Sure,” Billy said.

Medwick got down and handed Billy
a quarter.

“Tay is on his way to the Tailholts
with a wagon, and | haven't got time to
stable Prince. Give him a fork of hay,
but don’t let him have any water. He’'s
a trifle hot.” Then he asked, “lIs Jeff
Tennant inside ?”

“Eatin’,” Billy reported. He had a
boy’s profound faith in Doc’s opinions,
so he asked, “You reckon Jeff could out-
shoot Idaho Cleek ?”

Medwick took off his glasses and blew
dust from the lenses. Ben Petty had
asked the same question at the Bar Bell
this morning. Ben had seemed sure
Tennant would try to kill Tate Usher,
and that he would have to fight Cleek
first.

“They say no one can beat Cleek,”
Doc said, and went up the veranda
steps.

“l bet Jeff can,” Billy declared. “I
bet he can do anything he puts his
mind to.”

Which was a reasonable supposition,
Doc reflected, considering Jeff Ten-
nant’s past performances in a variety of
endeavors. The tall Texan had a habit
of getting things done.

Recalling how easily and quickly Ten-
nant had displaced Clark Morgan as
Jane’s suitor when he had first come to

Quadrille, Doc felt an urgent regret.
Clark had a dependable, steady-going
way. He would have made Jane a good
husband.

The old medico sighed, went to the
dining room doorway, and stood there
for a moment, watching Rose Barlow
serve Tennant his dessert. There was
a coquettish smile on the girl’s flushed
face, and Doc noticed that she leaned
close to Tennant when she placed his
pie before him. Jeff, Doc reflected,
seemed to attract women, all Kinds of
women.

Presently, as Medwick shook hands
with Tennant, he understood what Jane
had told him when he had stopped by
the house on his way into town.

“Jeff looks just the same, except for
his eyes,” Jane had said. “They’re hard
as rock, even when he smiles.” And so
they were.

Rose went back to the kitchen and
Doc asked quietly:

“What do you know about those bul-
let-holes in Ed Peebles’ corpse?”

“l1 know Peebles smothered to death
several hours before the shots were
fired,” Tennant said, and told Medwick
the whole story. Then he asked, “Did
you get the measurements of those two
boot prints near the watering trough ?”

Medwick nodded. “But they don’t
match, Jeff. What good are they?”

“That’s what | thought, three years
ago,” Tennant muttered. *“l saw the
same off-sized prints at the stockyard
gate where a brand blotting deal was
framed on me. And they were fresh
made. But | thought they were the
tracks of different men. Now | know
they belonged to one man.”

“Who?”

Tennant shrugged. “They might be-
long to most anybody,” he said, “but
you can mighty soon find out.”

“How?” Medwick demanded.

Tennant finished off the generous
wedge of apple pie, and presently Doc
asked:
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“You aren't planning to Kkill Tate
Usher, are you?”

“Yes,” Tennant said in the most mat-
ter-of-fact voice a man could use. “I
intended to do it the first time | came to
town, but now I'll have to wait until we
clear Ben Petty. There’s a certain ques-
tion Usher should be asked at Ben’s
trial, and he couldn’t answer it if he
was dead.”

“Killing Usher wouldn't give you
back those three years at Yuma,” Doc
said, “Itwould just mean more trouble,
all around.”

A cynical smile slanted Tennant's
lean face. “The world is full of trou-
ble,” he said musingly. “Especially
Bunchgrass Basin.”

“How about identifying the boot
prints?” Medwick asked. “How we go-
ing to do that?”

“Dutch Vedder makes boots for most
of the men in this country,” Tennant
explained. “He keeps a foot book with
the exact outlines of his customer’s feet,
right and left. As coroner you've got a
legal right to examine that book, and
compare the measurements.”

KJEDWICK peered thoughtfully at
IVI Tennant. “Usher and Cleek passed
me on the road at dusk yesterday,” he
said. “They might've taken the side
trail to the Roman Four afterward. If

either one of them made those prints'

you’d have something definite to offer as
evidence that your story is true.”

“Yeah,” Tennant agreed, “something
a thick-headed jury might understand,
in case Ben Petty is arrested for Killing.
But keep it quiet, Doc. Don’t let Lam-
bert know about it, or anyone else.”

Doc nodded, and was leaving the
room when a new thought struck him.

“Say,” he exclaimed, “if we prove
Usher framed Petty we'd know he also
framed you!”

“And how surprised we’'d all be,” Ten-
nant said mockingly.

When Medwick went into the lobby a

moment later, Tennant heard Big Sid
Stromberg say:

“1 been looking for you, Doc. My hand
is all swelled up and feels like there’s a
broken bone. My nose feels the same
way.”

They went outside then and Tennant
wondered worriedly how long Big Sid
had been in the lobby. If the saloon-
man had overhead that conversation, it
could mean trouble.

When Tennant stepped into the lobby
he found Joe Barlow lounging there.

“How long was Stromberg in here be-
fore Doc came out?” Tennant asked.

“Sid had just come in,” Joe said.
“He'd been to Doc’s house lookin’ for
him.”

Tennant loosed a sigh of relief. The
mismatched boot angle wouldn’t be
worth much if Usher heard about it. It
was the only shred of evidence that
could be offered to show that the TU
boss had stopped at the Roman Four
last night, and it would be effective only
if Usher denied stopping there.

“I'm staying in town for a few days,”
Tennant said. “How about fixing me up
with a front room?”

“Sure, sure—anything you want,” Joe
declared, and when he handed Tennant
a key, he asked softly, “When you goin’
to start puttin’ the run on that TU
bunch, Jeff?”

“What gave you that idea?” Tennant
asked.

Barlow winked grinningly. “Just
puttin’ two and two together and makin’
‘'em equal Roman Four. | heard that
Leona Bell is goin’ to drive the TU off
Tonto Flats, and that Ben Petty is goin’
to help her. That means fightin’ in the
Tailholts, which means you’ll be in on
it.” He lowered his voice. “That's my
country, too, Jeff. | shouldn’t of ever
left it. I'm throwin’ in with you and
Ben and Leona Bell when the shootin’
starts.”

So that’'s why Effie had wanted a
promise, Tennant reflected. He chuckled,
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thinking how ridiculous a setup Joe was
suggesting—a girl-bossed crew, a fugi-
tive homesteader, and a boozy old cow-
man stacked up against the TU’s tough
gunhawk bunch.

“l guess you got your reports mixed
up,” Tennant told him. “I don't think
Ben Petty will be helping the Bar Bell,
and neither will I. We’'ll be too busy
helping ourselves.”

Then, because the bruised knuckles of
his hands were sore and commencing
to swell, he went out to the kitchen and
announced:

“l could use a pitcher of real hot
water.”

Ten minutes later, as he stood at the
washstand soaking his hands in steam-
ing water, Leona Bell came to the door-
way of his room.

“Without your whiskers you look ex-
actly like Jeff Tennant,” she said in
friendly fashion.

Her smile was good to see, and when
he said, “Without your scowl you look
exactly like Leona Bell,” her tinkling
laughter was good to hear.

It was a surprising thing. She was
wearing the same clothes she had worn
yesterday, but she seemed to be a differ-
ent person—a cheerful, gracious sister
of the haughty girl he had met at Com-
missary Creek.

Leona came into the room and glanced
at his hands.

“They say you gave Big Sid a proper
licking,” she said. “lI hope you didn't
cripple yourself doing it.”

Tennant shook his head.
trifle sore is all.”

He was reaching for a towel when she
asked: “How would you like to own one
hundred head of Bar Bell cows and five
blooded bulls?”

Tennant's hand didn't reach the
towel. He turned slowly and stared at
her.

“Say that again.”

“How would you like to own one hun-

“Just a

dred head of young heifers and your
pick of five Bar Bell bulls?”

TENNANT wiped his wet hands. He
= took out his Durham sack and shaped

up a cigarette. “She means it,” he
thought. “She means it sure as I'm
alive.”

“That,” Leona said quietly, “is the
price I'm willing to pay if you’'ll ramrod
my fight against the TU.”

When Tennant lit his cigarette and
took a long drag without speaking, she
added:

“Not only willing, but glad to pay,”
And she was smiling when she said it.

For a moment then, as all his discard-
ed dreams came trooping back, Jeff Ten-
nant was tempted to say yes, to accept
the offer without telling her he had al-
ready decided to kill Tate Usher. One
hundred cows would give him a calf
crop of around seventy-five calves the
first year. That much breeder stock
would put him far ahead of where he
would have been if he hadn't gone to
Yuma. It would help pay off for Claude
Bell's part in sending him to prison.

But finally Tennant said, “I guess you
haven’t heard that | intend to kill Tate
Usher.”

“I've heard you intend to try it. But
I'm offering you a much better proposi-
tion. Unless you plan to dryguleh Usher
you wouldn’t have a chance. You'd be
up against Idaho Cleek, and he’s too fast
for you. Even if by some miracle you
managed to kill Usher and live, you'd
still have nothing to show for it except
some satisfaction. And you can't get
far on that. Satisfaction is all right for
a trail tramp whose highest ambition is
to own a silver-mounted saddle. But
you're no trail tramp.”

Tennant grinned. “How would you
know that?” he inquired.

“Ben Petty told me all about your
plans to buy blooded bulls and have the
best small herd in Arizona Territory.
According to Ben you used to have more
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fancy plans for the future than any ten
men in the Tailholt Hills.”

“So,” Tennant said, admiring her
frankness, and her bargaining ability.

She had picked the one inducement
that would surely tempt him to change
his plans. She was like a high-stake
gambler pushing in a stack of blue chips.

“l have ambition also,” Leona said.

She wasn’'t smiling now. Yet—and
Tennant couldn’t understand why this
was so—she was close to being beauti-
ful when she said angrily:

“1 want to see the TU shrunk back to
its original size, to the sorry, shirt-tail
outfit it was fifteen years ago!”

It occurred to Tennant that he had
never considered anger in women an aid
to beauty. It usually worked the other
way. But this girl’'s anger was like a
flame, so elemental that it warmed her
thoroughly, as a woman in love might
be warmed. Color came swiftly into her
face; her eyes took on a tawny, gold-
flecked glow. Even her lips seemed
redder and fuller. Recalling how con-
sistently peaceable a man her father
had been, Tennant marveled that Claude
Bell's daughter should be so hot-tem-
pered.

“What makes you think | could ac-
complish the chore?” he asked.

“Because you're tough,” Leona told
him. “I saw it in your eyes yesterday.
You've shaved off your whiskers since
then, and put on a clean shirt. But
you haven't changed your eyes.” Then

she said, “There’s another reason why |
want you to ramrod the fight. It's be-
cause you despise Tate Usher almost as
much as | do.”

“Almost as much?”

She nodded. “No one else has so
much reason to despise him. You and |
have kindred ambitions, Jeff, and we
may both realize them—if you'll take
the job.”

“1 still don't see why you're so sure,”
Tennant countered. “Even if | was an
expert I'd be just one more gun on your
side.”

“But that one gun would be to my
crew what Idaho Cleek’s gun is to Ush-
er's crew. Don't you see, Jeff? Itisn’t
just a case of being willing to defend a
ranch. That's been the trouble with
Jules Huffmeyer all along. He insisted
on playing the game according to the
rules. But Usher doesn’t play that way.
He uses every trick he can think of—
dirty, underhanded tricks that scare
folks into letting the TU hog the grass.
We've got to fight him the same way,
and you're the man to do it.”

She watched Tennant's slow,
mocking smile, and liked it.

“You see,” she added, “1 know much
more about you than | did yesterday.”

“Maybe more than | knew myself,
yesterday,” Tennant said reflectively.
“1 didn’'t know | was still ambitious.”

“Then you’ll take the job?” Leona
asked eagerly.

self-
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IEFF TENNANT walked over to the
~ window, tossed his dead cigarette in-
to the street and began fashioning a
fresh one.

“Seems like you're offering a high
price,” he muttered. “Especially when
you know | planned to go gunning for
Usher on my own.”

Leona shook her head. “The price
isn’t high, considering that the Bar Bell
will be crowded out of business unless |
stop the TU. In fact | stand to lose a
lot of cattle this winter without that
graze on Tonto Flats. And as for your
personal fight with Usher, well, you'd
have to catch him away from Cleek,
which is next to impossible. Even if
you should, I doubt if Usher would fight
you, man to man. Did you ever hear of
him doing his own gun work?”

“No,” Tennant admitted,

“Then it adds up to this,” Leona went
on in the matter-of-fact tone of a mer-
chant itemizing a bill of goods. “If you
go after Usher your way you risk being
killed by Cleek without a chance of win-
ning a thing. If you do it my way you'll
be helping me save the Bar Bell from
sure ruin, and you’ll have a chance to
turn the Roman Four into a well-
stocked ranch. Either way you risk
your hide, I'll admit—but as my ramrod
you'd get paid for taking the risk.”

“1f the Bar Bell won,” Tennant point-
ed out. “Otherwise ho.”

Leona nodded. She studied him for a
long moment, as if attempting to tally
the results of her argument. Then she
said:

“1f you ask my crew what our chances
are they’ll ask you who Usher’s bunch
ever beat. Even Ben Petty thinks we've
got a chance to win.”

Tennant smiled. "So does Joe Bar-

low,” he said. And presently, as if
thinking aloud, he muttered, “They
might be right, at that. They just

barely might be.”
“There’'s a way you can find out for
sure,” Leona suggested.

“Yeah.”

She waited out an interval of silence.
Then she asked, softly: “Will you take
the job?”

“Yes,” Tennant said.

Which was when Doc Medwick came
to the doorway and announced:

“You certainly did a job on Big Sid.
He'll be tending bar one-handed a month
or more.”

“Too bad for the Saturday night
trade,” Tennant said. “Service will be
slow.” Then he asked, “What’s the ver-
dict, Doc?” And when Medwick glanced
guestioningly at Leona, Tennant said,
“It's all right for her to hear. She’s
just hired me to ramrod the Bar Bell's
fight against the TU.”

Medwick stared at them in frank as-
tonishment. “She has?” he demanded.
Then he said wearily, “God help us all.”

“Doc, you sound awfully pessimistic,”
Leona protested.

“What can you expect from a man
who has to clean up the messes other
men make?” Tennant asked.

He watched Medwick take off his
glasses and clean them. Doc, he re-
flected, had never been happy about
having him court Jane. Now the old
medico would be even less enthusiastic.

“Well, what did you find out?” Ten-
nant finally asked.

“The prints were made by Usher,”
Medwick said. “He’s got mismatched
feet. ... "

Fall haze lay powder-blue all across
the Tailholt Hills. At sundown a chill
breeze came off Dragoon Divide, bring-
ing a hint of winter to Ben Petty who
was scouting the timber above his home-
stead. He hadn’t eaten since breakfast
and was hungry, but because he had
seen two riders near here an hour ago,
Petty disliked the risk of obtaining food
at his shack. The whole TU crew would
be cruising these hills by now.

Dusk came and a stronger breeze
stirred the pines to restless sighing.
The day’'s worry and waiting had
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rubbed Petty’s nerves raw. He glanced
frequently over his shoulder, and when
he began a cautious circle of the clear-
ing he drew his gun, holding it ready
for the rush of riders he half expected.
And wholly feared.

He made a complete turn of the clear-
ing and halted again, not quite satisfied.
Those two riders he had glimpsed from
a distance had headed toward the Bar
Bell. But they might have doubled
back. They might be in the shack now,
waiting for him to show himself.

The gun’s hickory handle felt slippery
in his fingers, he sheathed the weapon,
wiped his perspiring palm against his
pants, and peered across the clearing.
The thought came to him that he had
lived alone in that cheerless shack for
a long time and never known real lone-
liness. But he knew it now, the lone-
liest feeling a man could have—the feel-
ing of being hunted.

rOR a time then, as Ben Petty waited
-for his courage to equal his hunger,
fragmentary impressions of the day’s
occurrences came back to him. Jeff Ten-
nant's scoffing declaration that the
truth was too simple. Leona Bell’s sur-
prise at learning of Jeff's return, and
the pleased way she had said, “So that'’s
who | met yesterday!” And Doc Med-
wick’s worried voice as he drove off
toward Roman Four saying, “There’ll
be the devil to pay.”

Recalling how he had been tempted
to tell the old medico about the bullet-
holes, Petty wondered if he had done
right by following Jeff Tennant's pecu-
liar instructions. Jeff had a tough and
cocksure way. He had always been a
high-riding galoot. Going to jail, Ben
guessed, hadn’'t changed him much, ex-
cept to make him tougher. Perhaps it
would have been better to tell Doc the
whole story, straight out.

Petty was worrying about that when
he heard horses come down the slope
north of his shack. A breeze was blow-

ing directly toward him and so the
sound of travel was plain even though
the horses were some distance away.

His first impulse was to ride in swift
retreat. He was whirling his bronc
when he heard another rider off to the
west. That halted him at once. It
meant they were spread out and he
might run into more riders coming in
from the east and south.

Petty shivered, and drew his gun.

“That you, ldaho?” he heard Tate
Usher call.

Cleek’s muttered reply came from a
point close to the shack, and another
man—Petty thought it sounded like
Red Naviska—declared:

“He wouldn’t dillydally around here.
The Bar Bell is the place to watch, and
them homesteads in the Bandoleers.”

“We split up and watch ’'em all,”
Ildaho Cleek announced, “after we have
us a bait of food.”

Ben Petty listened for sound of travel
behind him. Presently he heard Dude
Finn inquire:

“You plannin’ to catch Petty, or kill
him?”

Ben waited, wanting to hear the
answer, and shivering a little.

“Shoot him down on sight, just like
he shot poor Ed!” he heard Tate Usher

proclaim.

“That’'s all 1 need to know,” Finn
said happily. “I never liked that jigger
nohow.”

Ben Petty cursed softly. Dude was
another one who had acted fresh with
Rose; another smart alecky son too big
for his britches.

There was more talk, but Ben didn't
wait to hear it. He eased his horse
deeper into the pines. When he looked
back there was lamplight at the shack,
and later, as he rimmed the ridge, the
light still showed.

Those men would soon be eating sup-
per, filling themselves at his table and
with his food. The hunger grind in
Petty’s stomach got worse. He won-
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dered where Sheriff Lambert and the
other TU riders were. They might be
anywhere, watching any trail, waiting
for him to make a move. »

He held his gun ready, and rode
toward Quadrille. A man had to eat.

\2

« UPPER was over, the dishes washed
and put away, and Doc Medwick
had departed, saying something about
a friendly poker game. Tennant sat
with Jane on the front porch, watching
the way the window lamplight revealed
the contours of her face each time she
turned her head to look directly at him.

She was, he decided, lovelier than
she had been three years ago; more
womanly, and therefore more desirable.
He felt for her hand and found it.

“It's good to be back,” he said.

“Good to have you back,” Jane mur-
mured. During supper she had listened
without comment to her father’s pessi-
mistic predictions regarding the Bar
Bell's chances against the TU. Now she
said, “So you're to be Leona’s fighting
foreman.”

There was no censure in her voice.
But there was no pleasure in it either.

“Any objections, ma'am?” Tennant
asked.

Jane shook her head.
to object.”

It was, he knew, her way of remind-
ing him that there had been no definite
understanding between them.

“It's a chance to settle my score with
Usher,” he said. “I'd planned to do it
in a more direct and quicker way, but
Ben Petty’s mixup changed that. Ben
branded calves for me and so I'm trying
to return the favor. There's only one
way to clear him of Peebles’ murder if
he’s arrested—by having Tate Usher
testify that he wasn't at the Roman
Four last night, and then proving he
was.”

“1 can understand all that,” Jane said.

“I've no right

“But | can’t understand how Leona Bell
could talk you into becoming a hired
gunslinger, even for a hundred head of
cattle.”

Tennant shrugged. He didn’t entirely
understand it himself. It was, he sup-
posed, a combination of things—the
fact he'd had to alter his original plans
because of Ben Petty, and the realiza-
tion that Usher probably couldn’t be
goaded into a gun duel. But the real
reason was the bait Leona Bell had used,
the bargain that had renewed his dis-
carded dreams.

“I'm gambling my time for a bunch
of cattle,” he said, knowing how flimsy
an explanation this made to Jane.

“You're gambling your reputation,”
she reminded him, “and perhaps your
life.”

Tennant chuckled. “Do you think
being the Bar Bell’'s ramrod would hurt
a brand blotter's reputation? Don't
forget that I'm an ex-convict, Jane, a
culprit who's paid his debt to society.”

“1 know, Jeff, and | don't blame you
for being bitter. It's—well, | can’t
understand your being willing to fight
for pay.”

“According to Doc’s predictions I'm
not,” Tennant said. “If the Bar Bell
loses there won't be any pay.”

For a time then, while Jane sat with
her face half-shadowed and half-
lighted, Tennant studied the profile of
her lips, deliberately tantalizing him-
self with their remembered sweetness
and what they could do to him. They
weren't shaped in a cupid’'s bow like
Rose Barlow’s lips. They had a longer,
softer curve that was more pleasantly
expressive.

Idly comparing her with Rose, Ten-
nant understood another thing about
this girl who sat so quietly beside him.
There was a quality in Jane that made
a man remember his manners, a sort of
obscure dignity, so that she could look
a man in the eye and understand what
he was thinking and not blush. And not
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seem brazen.

Jane turned her head and said, "A
penny for your thoughts.”

“l1 was thinking,” Tennant told her,
“how nice it would be to kiss you.”

“So0?”

While he held her in his arms and
felt the lessening pressure her breath-
ing made against his chest, Tennant
knew again what he had known the
first time he had kissed her. Jane had
an outward calm that was like the
smooth flow of deep-running water, un-
ruffled by all the turbulence below its
surface. But there were strong cur-
rents of emotion in her, a flood tide of
affection waiting for the man she mar-
ried.

“Another penny for your thoughts,”
Jane offered.

“The man was thinking how much
he'd like to ask the girl to marry him,”
Tennant said. “The man was telling
himself it would be the first thing he'd
do when he owns a fitting home for so
beautiful a bride.”

He watched the way her slow smile
gently curved her lips. He heard the
remote rumor of a horse somewhere
west of the Big Arroyo bridge, and was
wondering about its rider when Jane
said softly:

“The girl isn't particular about the
house. It's the man she’d be marrying,
and there’'s no reason for him to be
overly proud about wordly goods, one
way or the other.”

TENNANT Kissed her again, long and
| hard. He breathed in the feminine
scent of her hair, knowing it was the
most delicious perfume he* had ever
smelled; the most intimate. He kissed
the tip of her nose, and her ear and the
soft hollow below it.

As horse hoofs bonged on the bridge
planks, he said:

“I've seen what happens to beautiful
brides on hardscrabble homesteads,
honey. I'm going to have a real ranch

when | ask a girl to marry me—or I'll
not be asking.”

Then Ben Petty halted his horse in
the long shaft of lamplight.

“Is Jeff Tennant there?”
nervously.

“What you doing here, Ben?” he de-
manded.

“They got me shut off from my shack
and from the Bar Bell,” Petty reported.
“I'm going to get some grub at the
Senate. Sheriff Sam ain't come back,
has he?”

“Haven't seen him,” Tennant said.

“1 passed Tay McGonigle up the road
a piece. He says Kid Peebles swore out
a warrant for my arrest and that Sam
seems to think | killed Ed. Reckon
your story will clear me, when you tell
the whole of it.”

Tennant nodded.

Petty smiled and said, “Then mebbe
I'd best give myself up—if you're sure.”

“I'm not sure at all,” Tennant said
quickly, wanting to emphasize this.
“Usher might be smart enough to spoil
our ace in the hole, and there’'s no
telling what a jury will do. Look what
they did to me. No, Ben, I'm not sure
at all.”

Petty thought about this, looking
worried, and rubbing a thumb up and
down his bristled chin. “Cussed if I
know what to do,” he muttered. “If I
give myself up they might convict me
of killin". If I don’t, one of them TU
slug-slammers is liable to shoot me
down like a dog.”

The sound of a wagon came from the
quilted darkness west of Big Arroyo.

he called

“That's McGonigle,” Petty said,
bringin’ in Peebles’ remains.” He but-
toned his denim jacket. “Nights are

gittin’ cold.” He listened to the wagon
as it rumbled across the bridge, then
asked, “What would you do, Jeff?”
Tennant frowned, not liking this.
“'d make them hunt me down, and
maybe I'd do some hunting myself,” he
thought. “It'd be fight and run and
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fight some more.”

But Ben Petty wasn't much of a
fighter. The lanky, loose-jointed home-
steader had lost his urge for conflict the
moment he learned of Ed Peebles’ death.
Lacking a motive for revenge or for
protecting Rose Barlow’s honor, he had
no strong prop against the increasing
pressure of apprehension and discom-
fort.

“I'd probably make ’'em catch me,”
Tennant said.

The wagon came closer, its wheels
rolling quietly through the road’s deep
dust.

“If I could make it to Hobo Bill Wim-
ple’'s place up under the rim they'd
never get me,” Petty said. “Guess
that's where I'll head for, first thing
tomorrow morning. I'm tireder'n six
Sonora steers and twice as hungry.”

“I'll fix you some supper in a jiffy,”
Jane called from the veranda.

Petty shook his head. “Thanks just
the same, ma'am, but—well, | sort of
wanted to see Rose.”

Tennant grinned. Ben w'ould never
be too tired nor too worried to visit Rose
Barlow.

“You'd better ride down Sashay
Alley,” he suggested, “and go into the
hotel by the kitchen door.”

“Sure,” Ben agreed, and was climbing
into saddle when McGonigle's team
came into the shaft of lamplight.

“Howdy, Tay,” Tennant called and at
this same instant Sheriff Lambert
jumped from the wagon, spooking Ben’s
bronc against the fence.

“Ride off, Ben—ride off!” Tennant
said.

But Petty took a moment to think
about this, and then Lambert rushed up.

“You're under arrest!” he announced.

Petty went altogether slack in saddle.

“l didn't have a thing to do with
Peebles’ death,” he said. “Honest |
didn't.”

“That's the jury’s chore,” Lambert
muttered. “Climb down, Ben. ,I'm tak-

ing you to jail.”

Tennant had stepped back along the
fence so that he was out of the lamp-
light.

“You might be wrong about that,
Sam,” he said.

“Wrong how?” Lambert demanded,
peering into the darkness where Ten-
nant stood.

“All  wrong,” Tennant said. He
glanced at Petty, seeing how dejectedly
Ben slumped, and said, “You don’t have
to go with him.”

COR a moment then the breathing of
‘ McGonigle's team was a plain sound.
Jane, standing on the veranda steps,
heard the slight creak of leather as Ben
Petty straightened in saddle. Then
Sheriff Lambert shouted:

“Oh, yes he does!”

And the loudness of- the lawman’s
voice told Jane that Lambert was
afraid.

She looked at Jeff, seeing his high,
indistinct shape in the shadows by the
fence. “He has no right to interfere,”
she thought, and heard Jeff say, “Not

unless you want to, Ben. Not unless
you want to.”
It was a strange thing. Lambert

ignored Ben completely. He kept peer-
ing at Jeff, his head canted to one side
and his right hand close to holster.

“You try interferin’ and I'll take you
to jail with him,” Lambert warned.

“1 guess not,” Tennant said in a quiet,
almost casual tone. “l guess you'll
never take me in for anything.”

Jane held her breath, expecting Lam-
bert to draw his gun, and fearing that
Jeff would shoot him if he did. It didn’'t
occur to her that Jeff might be hurt if
this came to a showdown. There was
just one thought in her mind now, and
one fear—the awful fear of seeing Jeff
shoot Sheriff Lambert.

She tried to tell herself that Jeff was
bluffing, that he wouldn’t kill a blunder-
ing old man who was merely doing his
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duty. But she kept remembering how
the hardness stayed in Jeff’'s eyes, even
when he smiled.

“Ben—why don't you go along
with Sheriff Sam?” she called urgently,
and loosed a sigh as Ben dismounted,
saying meekly, “I'll go, Sam—but I'd
like to stop by the hotel for supper.”

“Sure, sure,” Lambert agreed, plainly
pleased to turn away from Tennant.
“Just tie your bronc behind Tay's
wagon with mine, and we’ll go eat.”

Presently, when Lambert and Petty
walked down Main Street and Mc-
Gonigle’s wagon followed them, Ten-
nant came back to the veranda.

“Ben is probably better off in jail,”
he muttered. He won't have to decide
anything there. They’'ll do it for him.”
Then he added, “Blast a man who won't
grab a good chance when he gets it.”

Jane watched him shape up a cigar-
ette and light it, his face showing a
deep frown in the match flare.

“But why should Ben run if he’s inno-
cent?” she asked. “Why should he live
like a hunted thing and risk being
shot?”

“Because that’s better than being in
prison, or tromping thin air with a rope
around your neck,” Tennant said.

Jane thought about that, wanting to
see his side of it, wanting to believe he
was right. But she recalled how Lam-
bert had looked, standing there with his
splayed fingers close to holster. The
old lawman had been trapped between
fear and pride, and there had been no
doubt in his mind about Jeff bluffing.
Lambert had been afraid. Afraid of
dying.

“Did Judge Maffit beat Luke Randall
again in the last election?” Tennant
asked.

Jane nodded, watching his lamplit
face ease into a smile.

“Why does that please you, Jeff?”

“Because Ben needs a lawyer who has
reason to dislike Tate Usher,” Tennant
said cheerfully. He took her arm and

escorted her toward the gate. “I'd bet-
ter line up Randall right now,” he said.
“I'll be leaving town early in the morn-
ing.”

“Going to your new job so soon?”
Jane asked, showing her disappoint-
ment in the way her fingers tightened
on his arm.

Tennant nodded. They were at the
gate now, and Jane said, “You really
think there’'s a chance for you to win
those cattle, don't you Jeff?”

“Sure,” Tennant agreed, and be-
cause he didn’'t want her to worry about
him, he used Leona’s argument to prove
his point. “Usher’s toughs have never
licked anyone. They've bluffed their
way through every deal, without a fight.
We're going to ram that bluff right
down their gullets and make 'em eat it.”

A wistful smile dimpled Jane’s lamp-
lit cheeks. “You remind me of a poem
I once read, Jeff. It goes something
like this, ‘Rebels ride proudly in the
sun, counting the battle already won.’”

“Nice,” Tennant praised. He traced
the sweet, full curve of her lips with a
forefinger. “Nice enough to Kiss. . . .”

r\OC MEDWICK came home shortly
after ten o’'clock and found Jane
alone on the veranda.

“1 thought Jeff would be here,” Doc
said, disappointed.

“He went to see Lawyer Randall
about defending Ben Petty,” Jane re-
ported. “Jeffis leaving for the Bar Bell
first thing in the morning. Was there
something special you wanted to tell
him, Dad?”

“Yes. | want to warn him he’s got
off on the wrong foot around here.
Lambert is all spooked up. He's saying
Jeff threatened to draw a gun on him.
Did Jeff do that?”

“Well, | suppose it amounted to a
threat,” Jane admitted reluctantly, and
told what had transpired out there by
the fence. Then she asked in a thor-
oughly subdued voice, “Do you think
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Jeff was bluffing?”

Instead of answering, Doe asked, “Do
you?”

Jane was silent for a long moment.
“l don’t know, Dad,” she finally said.
“l just don’t know.”

And something in her voice prompted
Doc Medwick to place an arm around
her.

“l guess there always was a wild
streak in Jeff,” he muttered. “Three
years in prison brought it to the sur-
face, and heaven only knows what will
cure it.”

They went into the lamplit parlor and
Doc saw his daughter's eyes. “He
isn’t worth the salt in one of your tears,
baby,” he said. “Not one.”

Jeff Tennant was also the topic of
conversation at the Bar Bell, where
Jules Huffmeyer and his five-man crew
listened to Leona’s announcement of
Tennant's hiring.

“He’ll be here tomorrow,” she said,
“to take complete charge of things until
the TU is pushed back where it be-
longs.”

Huffmeyer, sat rigidly straight be-
eause of his tight-bound ribs.

“Tennant never struck me as bein’
overly tough,” he said sourly. “It’ll take
more’'n a smart alecky galoot with a
gun to run this ruckus, once it starts.”

And “Bravo” Shatter, who had been
acting as straw boss since Jules’ acci-
dent, muttered:

“Seems odd for us to be takin’ orders
from a Tailholt Hills homesteader,
ma'am. Tol'able odd.”

“But you'll take them, regardless,”
Leona said confidently. “And you’ll find
out soon enough that he’'s the man to
give them.” A reflective smile brought
its brief change to her face and she
added, “Jeff Tennant is tough, through
and through. . . .”

Well fortified with one of Effie Bar-
low’s bounteous breakfasts and by Tay
McGonigle’s generous application of
horse linament to his bruised shoulder,

Jeff Tennant saddled his sorrel gelding
before sunup.

“ 'Tis the one regret of me life that |
missed seein’ ye rock Big Sid to shleep
yesterday,” McGonigle complained. And
presently, as Tennant led his horse out
to the street, Tay warned, “Keep an
eye peeled for them TU toughs, Jeff.
They’ll gang up on ye, first chance they
git.”

Tennant grinned. “I could whip Ush-
er's bunch with a broom handle this
morning,” he declared. “Will you do
me a little favor, Tay?”

“And why the divil wouldn't 1?”

“Then stop by the jail soon as they
open the front door, and tell Ben to keep
his lip buttoned tight until Lawyer
Randall comes in to see him.”

“Consider it done,” Tay said.

Tennant rode west on Main Street,
sitting tall in the saddle and feeling
better than he had felt for many a day.
Part of this exuberance, he knew, was
the result of his talk with Luke Ran-
dall last night. The lawyer, who had
been defeated in three successive elec-
tions by the narrow margin of TU's
votes going to Judge Maffit, had dis-
played a frank eagerness to take Ben's
case. And he had seemed highly op-
timistic about the evidence.

When Tennant passed Doc Medwick’s
white house he gave it a lingering re-
gard, savoring the pleasant memories
this place held for him. Jane, he be-
lieved, wouldn’'t be greatly influenced
by her father’s pessimistic predictions.
She had a mind of her own. She had
showed that four years ago when she
had gone against her father’s choice of
Clark Morgan as a prospective son-in-
law.

Tennant grinned, recalling how
meekly the mercantile proprietor had
stepped aside. Morgan might know all
there was to know about making money,
but he sure had a lot to learn when it
came to winning a wife.

The sorrel bronc settled down to the
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leisurely, established pace of a long trail
traveler. Early sunlight spilled over
the eastern rim of the basin. Dew made
a tinseled sparkle on the grass and a
gentle breeze brought the thin-spiced
scent of pine from timbered hills.

For the first time in three years Ten-
nant whistled a cheery tune. This, he
reflected, was the way it used to be. He
had always felt high as a windmill when
he rode out in the morning. If it was
chilly and a bronc pitched with him he
would whoop and holler for the sheer
joy of being where he wanted to be and
doing what he wanted to do. No ride
had been too long, nor work too hard, in
those days. He had dreamed big
dreams and worked to make them ma-
terialize—until a range hog’s scheme
had stopped him.

Tennant ceased his whistling.

“Tate Usher,” he said, in the whisper-
ing way of a man uttering a curse.

The mere mention of Usher’s name
curdled his thoughts. It dimmed the
morning sunlight and spoiled the air he
breathed.

VIl

T HE sorrel held steadily to his running
walk, hoofs scuffing the road’s pow-
dery dust. He had a habit of traveling
with his ears back, as if perpetually
resenting the burden he carried, and be-
cause of this characteristic, Tennant
had named him Sulky.

Now Tennant noticed that Sulky’s
ears were tipped forward. Halting at
once, Tennant listened, and heard noth-
ing. But the sorrel kept his ears
pricked and so Tennant waited, keening
the crisp morning air. The thought
came to him that Usher's riders
wouldn’t know that Ben was in jail and
so would continue to search for him.

Tennant scanned the country ahead
without finding sign of riders, but he
waited, relying entirely on the sorrel’s
continuing alertness. This was some
six miles west of town, in a rock-jum-
bled stretch of desert where saguaro
cactus grew tall above patches of
prickly pear and greasewood.

He shaped up a cigarette and had it
half-smoked when he caught the sharp
flash of sunlight slanting off metal.
Presently he glimpsed three hats above
the brush. Watching them come toward
him he saw that one hat band was
decorated with silver conchas, and re-
called that Tate Usher invariably wore
such an ornamented band.

Tennant backed his horse against a
rock outcrop at the roadside. He
watched the three riders come into full
view, identifying Tate Usher, Idaho
Cleek and Red Naviska.

It occurred to him that this was not
the way he had hoped to meet Usher.
And in the brief interval between the
time they saw him and then recognized
him, Tennant realized how correct
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Leona Bell's prediction had been. There
probably would never be a time when
that fat, flabby, hog-jowled man would
ride alone, or walk alone, or fight alone.

“So you're back!” Usher exclaimed.

His eyes, deeply recessed in pouchy
folds of flesh, were like bright blue mar-
bles in a slot. There was no sign of
embarrassment at this meeting with the
man he had tricked into prison, nor any
regret.

Anger poured its scalding heat into
Tennant’'s veins while he considered
this, and for a moment he just sat there,
peering at the living image of his long-
nourished hatred.

“l came back to kill a hog, Usher, a
hog just about your size and shape,”
he said then.

The TU boss put up a thick-palmed
hand in a defensive gesture that was
pure mockery. A derisive smile rutted
his heavy cheeks.

“Was that a threat, or just an in-
sult?” he asked blandly.

And then he laughed.

Tennant’'s hatred now was a physical
thing. It was like a hunger grind in his
stomach; like a thirst in his throat, so
that when he spoke his voice had a
harsh, raw-toned rasp.

“A warning,” he said.

Usher turned to Cleek. “You hear,
Idaho? He’'s warning me. Fresh out
of the calaboose and warning a respect-
able, law-abiding citizen. It ain't fair,
Idaho. It ain’t right.”

Tennant paid Cleek strict attention,
knowing how this would start—if it
started. Cleek’s eyes continued their
unblinking appraisal. He was shrewd
and he was cautious, and there was no
pride in him, Tennant thought; no van-
ity. Yet Cleek showed a deliberate and
thorough arrogance in the way he ig-
nored Usher. If Cleek took orders from
Tate there was no sign of it. A stranger,
Tennant reflected, would have difficulty
guessing which was owner and which
was foreman. And a stranger would

probably guess wrong.

“We've got no time for talk,” Cleek
said flatly.

There was nothing especially formid-
able in the brief glance he gave Naviska,
nor in the way he eased his horse a step
to the left. But Tennant thought in-
stantly, “Cleek knows the odds will
never be better than they are right
now,” and wondered if Cleek’'s milky
eyes had held that same blank, unblink-
ing stare when they had peered at Mac
Menafee over a blasting gun. They
were the eyes of a man who could Kkill
without anger.

“So you came back for some more
trouble,” Cleek said, speaking with such
deliberate slowness that sunlight made
a steady glint on his gold teeth. “Well,
you've found it, Tennant.”

“Trouble a-plenty,” Red Naviska
bragged.
%A/ICKED anticipation burned in

* ' Naviska's green-gray eyes. It
flushed his wedge-shaped face and com-
pressed his lips so that twin trickles of
tobacco juice dribbled from the corners
of his mouth. He was, Tennant thought,
more dangerous in some ways than
Cleek, for he had a bully’s false pride
and a bully’s need for conflict.

“All the gol-blasted trouble you'll
ever want,” Naviska added insolently.

“All Usher will ever want, also,” Ten-
nant said.

“How’s that?” Usher demanded.
“What you mean by that, Tennant?”

Tennant ignored him. He said to
Cleek, “I might not match your draw,
but I'll have time for one shot at Usher,
regardless. And he’s too big a target
for me to miss.”

Cleek thought about that.
lids tightened perceptibly.

“Maybe,” he said. “Maybe not.” Then,
without shifting his glance from Ten-
nant, he said, “Somebody coming east,
Red. Go see who it is.”

Tennant hadn’'t heard a sound. He

His eye-
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was wondering how Cleek could have
heard anything when he noticed that
the horses’ heads were turned, ears
pricked forward. Cleek had observed
that instantly. AIll his senses were
honed to the fine edge of an animal’s
alertness and he was as sharp as a man
could be.

Red Naviska gigged his horse up the
road.

“l don't like to have unfriendly
neighbors, Tennant,” Usher said. “I'll
make you a price on what's left of your
burned-out place.”

“Here’'s a better proposition,” Ten-
nant offered, and kept Cleek on the
fringe of his vision. “Just beat my
draw right now, and the Roman Four
is yours.”

Usher didn’t like this at all.

“You're loco,” he said, frowning, and
glanced at Cleek as if to assure himself
that Cleek was fully alert.

The TU foreman sat easy in saddle,
his contemplative eyes showing no
change. But the position of his right
hand had changed, so that now his
thumb was hooked on the belt fold of
his holster.

“You talk real tough, jailbird,” he
said flatly.

Tennant's right hand was within four
inches of his gun, and that margin of
separation seemed hugely important.
He had an almost overwhelming urge
to move his hand closer, but he fought
it down, sensing that his slightest move
now would be the signal for Cleek’s
draw, and guessing how slim a chance
he stood of matching it.

“Somebody coming,”
nervously.

Tennant heard the soft tinkle of a
bell. He was making his own estimate
of that sound when Naviska came back
and reported:

“Hobo Bill with his pack outfit.”

“Let’s get on into town,” Usher sug-
gested at once. “We're way late for
breakfast.”

Usher said

The plain note of apprehension in
Usher’s voice stirred secret amusement
in Tennant. Tate wasn’'t liking that
talk about being a big target. The man
was yellow to the core.

“All right,” Cleek said, and motioned
for Usher and Naviska to go on ahead
of him. Then he rode slowly past Ten-
nant, saying, “Some other time.”

“Sure,” Tennant agreed.

“Hobo Bill” Wimple came up, riding a
roan mule and driving four burros
ahead of him. The lead burro wore a
small, sweet-toned bell that tinkled mer-
rily to each mincing step.

“Sure surprisin’ who a man’ll meet on
a stage road,” Bill greeted, and stuck
out a callused hand. “How be you,
Jeff?”

“Fine,” Tennant said. He eyed Hobo
Bill in friendly fashion. “You don't
look an hour older than that day you
showed me where to find a five-prong
buck, five years ago,” he declared.

Bill's leathery face showed a reflec-
tive smile. “Was it that long ago?” he
asked, as if genuinely surprised. “Time
sure flits by a feller.”

Tennant smiled, knowing that time
didn’t mean much to Wimple who spent
his summers searching for a fabulous
cache of Spanish treasure supposedly
hidden high on Dragoon Divide, and
loafed out his winters at Mayme Shay’s
parlor house. It was generally under-
stood that Mayme had grubstaked him
for years, and that their romance dated
back to the hurly-burly days when
Mayme had been a star performer at
the Bonanza Bazaar.

This was earlier than Hobo Bill
usually quit his camp on the rim, so
Tennant asked:

“Did you run short of grub, or just
get lonesome for the sound of Mayme’s
girlish laughter?”

“Neither one,” Bill said, “although
it'll pleasure me considerable to see
Mayme again. There’'s a grand and
glorious woman, Jeff—the finest female
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from here to who hid the broom!”

“Shouldn’t wonder,” Jeff said, observ-
ing the bright shine that came into
Bill's eyes.

\A/IMPLE would never be really old,

' Tennant guessed. He would go on
praising Mayme and hunting for hid-
den treasure until he died.

“l had a real good reason for leavin’
the rim early,” Bill explained. “It's my
guess there’ll be snow clean down to
Tonto Flats this year. Plenty snow. All
the signs point to it. Look at the coat
my mule is makin’, and her usually slick
as a shewahwah pup at this time of
year. I'm bettin’ it'll be a rip-roarin’
winter.” He added cheerfully, “But I'll
be toastin’ my shins at Mayme's kitchen
stove, warm as a bug in a rug.”

He kicked the mule into motion and
followed his burros down the road.

Tennant sat for a moment watching
Hobo Bill's departure. No one in Bunch-
grass Basin had ever accused Wimple
of doing a mean or dishonest thing, yet
most men judged him harshly. Count-
ing him a shiftless, shameless loafer,
they scoffed at his treasure hunting
and considered his association with
Mayme Shay a fit subject for ribald
jokes.

Even so, Tennant thought, some of
them probably envied Bill his footloose
freedom when he started out each
spring, packing provisions to his camp
on the rim. And although it didn't
occur to them that Bill cherished
Mayme more than most men cherished
their wives, they begrudged him his
grubstake and the generous affection
that went with it.

Life, Tennant reflected, was an end-
less riddle. By every rule in the book
Bill was a pauper, yet he possessed the
highest and most elusive prize of all—
genuine happiness. It was enough to
make a man look twice at his hole card.

Tennant shrugged, and was turning
the sorrel when he noticed a raveled-

out plume of dust that looked to be
about a mile north of him. Someone
was traveling westward in a hurry.
Acting on pure impulse Tennant dis-
mounted, climbed the rock outcrop and
from this vantage point, had his look
at the stage road.

There were only two riders ahead of
Bill's burros now. Tennant couldn’t
identify them at this distance, but he
was reasonably sure that Cleek wouldn’t
leave Usher.

“So it's Naviska,” Tennant muttered
and, guessing what the redhead was up
to, cursed morosely.

There was no adequate defense
against ambush in this broken, brush-
tangled country; no way a man could
protect himself from a drygulch sneak.

Tennant climbed into saddle, rode
westward, and wondered where Naviska
would set his ambush trap. There were
several likely places. The nearest, Ten-
nant thought, was the ford at Commis-
sary Creek. The north bank was high,
and a drygulcher could leave his horse
well back in the mesquite thickets so
there would be no risk of a whinny re-
vealing his presence.

Tennant considered the advisability
of riding south of the road and cross-
ing the creek west of the ford. If he
rode at a walk there wouldn’t be enough
dust for Naviska to tally his change
of route. But the redhead might not be
waiting at the ford; he might choose
any one of a dozen places. A man
couldn’t ride around them all, and there
was no way of guessing which place to
avoid.

Abruptly then it occurred to Tennant
that there was one way of knowing
exactly where Naviska's ambush would
be; one sure, simple way. “Red won't
be looking for me behind him,” he
thought. “He’ll be watching the stage
road all the time.”

Tennant grinned, liking this, and rode
north until he came to Naviska'’s trail,
then followed it westward without diffi-
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culty. The sign was plain, allowing him
to reckon the changing speed of Red’s
travel by the depth and spacing of the
hoofprints.

Presently glimpsing a discarded cig-
arette butt and a burned match, Ten-
nant knew Naviska had halted here long
enough to smoke a cigarette. Red, he
supposed, had endeavored to tally some
sign of travel on the road. The TU
rider was probably wondering why no
dust plume showed down there.

Tennant rode slowly, stopping at fre-
guent intervals to scan the brush-
covered country ahead. There was no
sign of dust now, which might mean
that Naviska was riding at a walk, or
that he had already reached an ambush
site that suited him. According to the
direction of these tracks, Red was aim-
ing for the ford at Commissary Creek.

It occurred to Tennant now that he
had two choices. He could angle north
of the ford and continue his journey to
the Bar Bell without risk. Or he might,
with a little luck, ambush an ambusher.

A T NOON Jeff Tennant found Navis-

ka’'s bay brone tied to a mesquite
tree near the ford at Commissary Creek.
The animal stood in the droopy, down-
headed way of a foundered horse, its
sweat-crusted flanks indicating that it
had stood here long enough to dry out.
At least half an hour, Tennant reck-
oned, and noticed that the scabbard on
the bay’s saddle was empty.

Tennant gave the roundabout brush a
guesting consideration. Naviska, he
guessed, was waiting with a Winchester.
If the redhead had discovered he was
being trailed this would be a poor place
to be caught afoot.

There was only one way to find out
for sure. But a man had to take his
chances on a deal like this. He had to
play his hunches™ and hope they were
right.

Tennant dismounted. He tied the sor-
rel to a clump of catclaw, took off his

spurs and hung them on the saddle-
horn. Then he found Naviska's boot
tracks and warily followed them.

The land here was broken by a series
of shallow washes running between
low, rocky ridges. Tennant calculated
the distance to the stage road as being
not more than an eighth of a mile,
which meant that Naviska was not far
off. Tennant drew his gun, crossed a
stone-studded wash, and climbed the
steep bank beyond it. Here he halted,
crouching low and scanning the mes-
quite thickets ahead. The thought
came to him that this was the first time
he had stalked a man with a gun since
the Lincoln County War. He smiled,
recalling how haphazardly he had got
mixed up in that affair. He had been
green and gun shy when the fighting
started, but mostly he had been afraid
of being afraid.

Warily, with a patient stealth that
guarded against stepping on a dead
branch or scuffing a stone, Tennant fol-
lowed Naviska's tracks into a brush-
tangled arroyo and along its crooked
course for several yards before climbing
out. Again he halted, and narrowly re-
garded the Ilow, greaswood-fringed
ridge above him. That would be the
logical place for Naviska to wait. The
road probably cut across its southern
slope.

“Now for a little luck,” Tennant
thought, and moved slowly up the ridge.

When he was within a few feet of the
crest Tennant went to his hands and
knees. He crept behind a rock outcrop,
peered over it, and saw Naviska hun-
kered behind another outcrop directly
ahead of him. Red was watching the
road, and probably wondering why he’d
had no target. A slow grin touched
Tennant's lips.

But presently, as Naviska got up and
sunlight glanced off the Winchester
cradled in his arms, Tennant ceased
grinning. There, except for luck, stood
the man who would have shot him from
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ambush as mercilessly as a skuling
Apache.

For the second time this day anger
ran its swift, hot course through Jeff
Tennant. He held his gun on Naviska
and considered crippling him. It would
be an easy thing to break Red’s right
arm. At this distance he could target a
shirt sleeve between elbow and shoulder.

“I'll teach him to play Indian,” Ten-
nant thought. He was taking deliberate
aim when Naviska put down his gun and
began building a cigarette. Red’s right
arm still made a plain target. But now,
because his hands held paper and to-
bacco instead of a Winchester, Tennant
didn’t fire. There was no real difference
in ethics here. The TU gunhawk was as
viciously destructive as a snake at skin-
shedding time. He deserved shooting
on sight, without warning or mercy,
yet Tennant waited for him to pick up
the gun.

As if sensing surveillance, Naviska
turned abruptly. His green-gray eyes
bugged wide, his tobacco-stained mouth
opened, and for one long moment he
stared at Tennant's leveled revolver as
if fascinated beyond the power of speech
or movement. Then he demanded:

“How’d you get up here?”

“Followed snake sign,” Tennant said.

Naviska still held the. half-made cig-
arette. He brought the paper to his
lips, licked its edge, tapered the brown
paper cylinder and lit it. Then he took
a deep drag of smoke.

“What in thunderation you figgerin’
to do?” he asked with insolent bravado.

A moment ago Tennant couldn’t have
told him. But now, observing Red’s
attempt to play the bully role, Tennant
understood that pride was the prop
which supported this man’s monumental
viciousness. There was no cure for a
drygulcher, save killing, but there was a
way to eliminate the prop, and punish
him.

“Unbuckle that gun-belt, before | do
it with a bullet,” Tennant ordered, and

when Naviska complied, Tennant said,
“Now take off your clothes.”

Naviska peered at him in plain puzzle-
ment.

“What for?” he demanded.

“So you can play Apache the way it
should be played,” Tennant said.

He motioned Naviska back, and gath-
ered up Red’s gun gear, strapping the
holstered Colt so it hung on his left hip.
Then he waggled his gun and said flatly.

“Shuck those clothes.”

“No,” Naviska said sullenly.
can’'t make me do that!”

“Maybe not,” Tennant muttered, and
stepped close. “But | can do it for you.”

He raised his gun, and held it as a
man would hold a quirt poised for strik-
ing.

“You'll strip easy, asleep,” he said,
and slashed at Naviska’'s head.

“You

VIH

N aviska dodged, evading the
down-swung gun barrel, but Tennant
stuck out a boot and tripped him. Red
fell on his back and Tennant stepped
astride him at once. When Naviska
tried to get up, Tennant booted him
back, hard enough to knock the wind
out of him.

Red’s face turned pale and wildness
burned in his round, hot eyes. Ife in-
haled deeply, his pulled-in cheeks giving
his narrow face a wolfish ferocity. But
he made no further move. .

“Which one of us takes off your
clothes, Red?” Tennant asked.

“Me,” Naviska muttered,

“Then get at it,” Tennant ordered,
and stepped aside.

Naviska took off his shirt. He watched
Tennant pick up the rifle.

“l was just keepin’ watch for Ben
Petty, was all,” he said.

“Expecting him to come from town,”
Tennant scoffed. “Like fun you were.”

Naviska shrugged. He stepped out
of his pants and stood in sweat-stained
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underwear, until Tennant said impa-
tiently :

“All of it, Red.”

“You mean bare naked?” Red de-
manded.

“Every stitch,” Tennant said, and
watched Naviska shed his underwear.

The thought came to Tennant that
Naviska didn’t look tough at all without
his clothes. From the neck down his
skin was suet pale, except for skimpy
patches of reddish hair. He looked
gawky, now; looked almost timid. Ten-
ant grinned, knowing it was unlikely
that Red would reach the TU without
running into some of the riders who
were searching for Ben Petty. In which
case Red would never live this down.

Tennant picked up Naviska's clothes
and rolled them into a bundle.

“Now you can sneak around like a
real Apache,” he said, and walked back
across the crest.

“I'll pay you for this!” Naviska called
in a rage-clotted voice. “I'll pay you
double!”

Tennant rummaged in the bundle of
clothes, took a knife from Naviska’s
pants, and tossed it to him.

“Cut yourself a bow and arrow, Red!”
he called.

Naviska picked up the knife. He
opened it and absently tested the sharp-
ness of its blade with his thumb. Pres-
ently he walked to the north rim of the
ridge and watched Tennant tie the bun-
dle of clothes behind the bay bronc’s
saddle. Then, as Tennant rode off lead-
ing the TU bronc, Naviska cursed him
in the toneless, repeating way of a man
talking to himself.

When Tennant reached the Bar Bell
road he dismounted, took the bundle of
clothes from Naviska's saddle and
tossed it into the brush. Then he un-
buckled Red’s gun gear, sent it after
the bundle, and turned the bay loose,
reasonably sure that the animal would
head for home. There was a chance that
some TU rider would intercept the bay,

take him in tow and subsequently find
Naviska. But even so, Red would have
to ride in the raw.

Tennant chuckled, and jogged on to-
ward the Bar Bell. It seemed odd that
he should be traveling this road. Three
days ago it would have seemed fan-
tastic. All he had hoped for was re-
venge. Now, if his luck held good, he
had a chance to make a dream come true
—to win a well-stocked ranch of his
own, with Jane to share it. And there
would be vengeance, too, for even
though Tate Usher survived the im-
pending fight, he would be ruined if the
Bar Bell won.

Riding with his hat brim tilted
against the sun’s slanting rays, Tennant
contemplated his present situation and
found it good. If Ben's lawyer succeed-
ed in revealing Usher for the scallywag
he was, the fight against the TU might
be made less difficult in many ways. For
one thing, the Bar Bell would have an
extra rider once Ben was freed. And
there should be no interference from
Sheriff Lambert after the TU had been
exposed as an outlaw spread.

Until now Tate Usher had managed
to make a show of respecting the law.
His most nefarious schemes had worn
a threadbare cloak of legality, and there
had been no proof that he was viciously
unscrupulous.

But there would be proof in plenty if
Lawyer Randall maneuvered Usher into
swearing he hadn’t been at the Roman
Four the night Ed Peebles’ body was
burned. Once that fact was established,
and accepted by a jury, Tate Usher
would be tumbled from his false throne
of respectability.

A string of horses, traveling single
file, crossed the road ahead of Tennant,
a proud-stepping stallion leading seven
mares and four colts toward Commis-
sary Creek for their evening drink. This
was the Bar Bell's home range, rolling
grassland sprawled between the Tailholt
Hills on the east and Apache Peak on
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the west, with the towering ramparts of
Dragoon Divide for a northern border.
Good range, this, stocked with a better
than average grade of cattle. If a man
had his pick of all the breeder stuff in
Bunchgrass Basin he would come here
for his cows.

TENNANT was thinking about that,
I and of his chances to own a share of
such stock, when he rode into the Bar
Bell yard at sundown.

The main building was a long adobe
structure with a gallery across its entire
front. An ell at the north end housed
the kitchen. Beyond this, across the
dusty yard, was a bunkhouse, black-
smith shop and huge wagon shed.

“A real cow outfit,” Tennant thought,
and understood why Leona Bell was
willing to fight for its survival.

Two punchers were washing at the
basin outside the kitchen door. Tennant
didn’t recognize this pair, but he knew
the three men who sat on a bench in
front of the bunkhouse—Bravo Shatter,
Pete Lunsford and Jack Ramsay.

“Howdy,” he said, and rode past them
to the horse corral, not liking their
wordless, unsmiling appraisal.

It hadn't occurred to him that Leona’s
riders would resent his coming here.
The knowledge that they did whipped
up a kindred resentment.

Tennant unsaddled, turned his sorrel
into the corral and hung his gear on the
kak-pole. Then he sauntered over to the
bunkhouse.

“Who's been repping for Huff-
meyer?” he asked quietly.
Bravo Shatter stood up. “Me,” he

said, and his truculent tone matched the
scowl on his blocky, big-nosed face.

“Then you're the one I've got to lick,”
Tennant said, and hit him.

It wasn't a hard blow. More like a
shove, with Tennant's right fist striking
soundlessly against Shafter’'s midriff.
Not nearly as hard swung as the fist
Bravo slammed at Tennant and which

Tennant barely dodged. But Tennant's
second—a left that landed just below
Shafter’s right ear—was fully loaded; a
paralyzing blow that produced results
at once.

Bravo’s lower jaw sagged until his
mouth was wide open. His big hands
dropped and hung loose at his sides, so
that he was as open a target as a man
could be.

“Lordy,
groaned.

And Leona, watching this from the
kitchen doorway with a queerly urgent
anticipation, waited wide-eyed for the
finishing blow.

But Tennant didn't hit Shatter again.
He ignored him, and walked toward the
wash bench, not looking back as Bravo
slumped in the slow, knee-bending fash-
ion of a horse lying down.

The pair at the wash bench peered at
Tennant in shocked silence. He picked
up the bucket, then saw Leona in the
doorway. “Hello, boss-ma’am,” he said.

Leona smiled.

“] see you've taken charge,” she said
with frank admiration, and watched as
he toted the bucket across the yard and
doused Shafter’'s blank-eyed face with
water.

“Shakespeare” Smith, the bald and
bearded cook who once had trod the
boards of variety theatres, said iplyly:

“Methinks the lady was not jesting
when she said yon lancer was tough.
Like Cassius, he hath a lean and hungry
look.”

And at the bunkhouse old Pete Luns-
ford muttered, “I never seen the beat of
it, him crumplin’ Bravo with one blow.”

“He didn't learn that in no law
school,” Jack Ramsay said. “A man
would be daft to fight that feller with
his fists.”

Lordy,” Pete Lunsford

”

# * # # *

Johnny Peebles, Dude Finn, Lee Par-
dee and “Goldie” Rimbaugh ate supper
at Menafee Camp. Afterward they
lounged on the front stoop.
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“Wonder what in time became of
Red,” Dude Finn said.

“He was ridin’ towards town with
Tate and Idaho, last | saw of him,” Par-
dee reported. “Them three has prob-
ably spent the day takin’ their ease at
Stromberg’s bar.”

Johnny Peebles got up and went over
to the corral.

“That kid gives me the crawlin’
creeps,” Goldie Rimbaugh complained.
“He’s so spooky he’ll be shootin’ at his
own shadder when the moon comes up.
It ain’'t safe to ride within a mile of
him.”

They watched Johnny catch a horse.

“Funny thing we ain’'t seen Sheriff
Sam all day,” Dude said. “He must of
stayed in town, figgerin’ we’'d ride our
pants off a-chasin’ Petty for him.”

“Reminds me of Lincoln County,”
Pardee reflected. “Chisum and Murphy
was supposed to be fightin’ each other,
but they sat on their fat rumps while
jiggers like me and Bill Bonney and Doc
Skurlock rampaged around from Hades
to breakfast.”

“Wasn't Jeff Tennant in that fracas?”
Finn asked.

Pardee nodded, and glanced at Johnny
Peebles.

“Tennant wasn’'t much older'n the
kid, and just about as spooky. He was
a reg’lar Fancy Dan at the start, but he
toughed up fast after he got shot at a
few times.”

“Ain’'t you fellers goin’ to saddle up?”
Johnny Peebles called from the corral.

“1t’'ll be dark in half an hour,” Finn
said. “No use rimmin’ around when
you can’t see.”

“Ain’'t no rush, Kid,” Pardee coun-
seled. “If Petty stayed in Bunchgrass
Basin we'll find him tomorrow, or next
day. But it's my guess he’s hightailed
for the tules.”

“1 don’t think so,” Johnny muttered.
“He'd of took his town suit and Sunday
hat and warbag with him if he was goin’
yonderly.” He got into saddle and sat

there undecided for a moment. Then
he asked, “Ain’'t none of you goin’ to
ride?”

“Not me,” Dude Finn declared. “I'm
not missin’ my shut-eye two nights run-
nin’ for nobody.”

OHNNY shrugged and rode out of

the yard. Ed’s death didn't mean
much to Dude and the others, he
guessed. Yesterday they had acted like
they were all broke up over Ed being
killed. They had talked big about catch-
ing Ben Petty and what would happen
when they got hold of him.

But now it didn't seem to make no
never mind to them, one way or the
other. All they thought about was fill-
ing their gizzards and getting some
shut-eye. He wondered how they could
feel like eating or sleeping until Ben
Petty was caught. Just thinking about
the dirty, back-shooting sneak spoiled
the taste of a man’s vittles.

It was full dark when Johnny eased
his horse down the slope north of Ben
Petty’'s shack and saw yellow light
bloom in the doorway. Someone had
just lit a lamp. It might not mean any-
thing, though. Cleek and the others
were probably using the place to cook
supper, or perhaps Sheriff Sam was tak-
ing a look-see around. But it just might
be Petty, come back for some getaway
provisions.

Johnny held his horse to a walk.
There was no smell of smoke, nor sound
of talk. No broncs at the hitch-rack.

Anticipation grew stronger and
stronger in him. By grab, it might be
Petty, and if it was, he could square Ed’s
death all by himself, without any help!

The thought of it made Johnny sweat,
and shiver at the same time. When he
came to the yard he dismounted, drew
his gun, and catfooted toward the shack.
Someone was in there, all right, someone
who cast a long shadow when he walked
between the lamp and the window.
Johnny approached the shack from the
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west side and stepped up to the window.
If only it was Ben Petty!

Johnny peered through the dust-pep-
pered pane. He couldn’'t see the man’s
face, but he recognized Petty’'s pink-
striped Sunday shirt and the blue serge
pants he was pulling up. A whimpering
curse slipped from Johnny’s lips. He
fired, and saw Petty’s pants slide down.
He slammed two more slugs into that
tilting back.

“Just like you did it to Ed!” Johnny

yelled.
He climbed into saddle, and said in a
surprised way, “l done it, by grab—I

done it easy!”

He was riding away from the shack
when Tate Usher and Idaho Cleek came
galloping up.

“What's going on?” Usher asked.

“Petty came back for his Sunday
suit,” Johnny said. He felt proud about
this. “Just like I figgered he would.”

Cleek got off his horse and went into
the shack.

“What you talking about?” Usher de-
manded.

“l just killed Ben Petty,”
said.

Usher was halfway to the door. He
whirled and stared at Johnny.

“The devil you did!” he exclaimed.

Johnny

“Petty is in jail!”
Then ldaho Cleek came to the door-
way.

“It's Red Naviska, deader'n a bar-
becued beef,” he announced.

“Red!” Johnny croaked.

“Why, you slobberin’ lunatic!” Tate
Usher bellowed. “You've lost me a good
man!”

But Johnny wasn't listening. He ran
to the doorway, peered at Red’s loose-
jawed face, and got sick.

“Red was worth ten like Johnny and
his boozy brother,” Usher said to Cleek.

“Mebbe Red is still worth something
to us,” Cleek said musingly.

He stepped over to Johnny.
you do it_kid?” he asked.

“Why'd

“1 thought it was Ben Petty. He was
puttin’ on Ben’s clothes. What would
Red be doin’ a thing like that for?”

“Can't figger it out,” Cleek admitted.

“That don’'t change things one iota!”
Usher declared. “Naviska is dead and
this young squirt killed him—shot him
in the back! They’'ll hang him for that,
and it'll serve him right.

“Shut up, Tate,” Cleek broke in. Then
he said to Johnny, “Shooting an un-
armed man in the back is a serious
offense, Kid. You can’'t claim self-de-
fense or anything.”

“But | thought it was Petty!” Johnny
insisted.

“That wouldn't make any difference
to the law,” Tate Usher scoffed. “They’'d
say you had no right to throw three
slugs into Petty’s back either.”

“That's how he shot Ed,” Johnny
muttered. “I figgered he deserved the
same.”

“Bad figgerin’,” Cleek said quietly.
“1t’'ll put a rope around your neck one of
these days. Now listen close, Kid—and
do like I tell you. . . .”

THE Bar Bell's spacious, beam-ceil-
minged parlor was furnished with a
mahogany-and-plush elegance seldom
seen so far from town. A huge fireplace
rose rafter high against the south wall.
In front of it a red leather lounge, and
two upholstered chairs were arranged
to form a cozy bay beneath a crystal
chandelier.

Comparing this with the barrel-chair
frugality of ranehhouses he had known,
Tennant remembered his father’'s pet
phrase for such luxury: “Eatin’ high on
the hog.”

An oil painting in a heavy gilt frame
—the life-size portrait of a strikingly
beautiful woman—attracted Tennant’'s
attention as he followed Leona across
the room. The picture held a fiesh-and-
blood aliveness; a pulsing vitality so
compelling that the dark eyes seemed to
be sparkling and the lips ready to part
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for frank smiling.

There was something familiar about
the picture, as if he had seen it at some
other time and place. He thought,
“Leona resembles her,” yet when he
looked at Leona there seemed to be only
a slight resemblance. She had the same
coloring, and somewhat similar fea-
tures, but so did Rose Barlow and un-
numbered other brunettes.

“l know,” Leona murmured, “I suffer
by contrast.”

“Your mother?” Tennant asked.

She nodded, and Jules Huffmeyer,
who had followed them from the kitch-
en, said braggingly:

“Mr. Bell brought a famous artist all
the way from Kansas City to paint that
picture.”

Leona motioned them to the lounge
and seated herself in a chair so that she
was directly facing Tennant.

“Why did you pick the fight with
Bravo?” she asked with imperious as-
surance.

Tennant considered the question, and
the reason it was asked. She had shown
no displeasure immediately after the
fight, nor during supper. In fact she
had seemed to take a secret satisfaction
in it when she introduced him to Fred
Eggleston and “Tex” Taylor, the two
men he hadn’t known, referring to him
as the “toughest ramrod in Arizona
Territory.” Yet now she demanded an
explanation.

“Mebbeso that knockdown did Bravo
good,” Huffmeyer suggested.

“1 didn't ask you,” Leona said sharp-
ly, and waited for Tennant's answer.

The thought came to Tennant that
there was a fiercely possessive instinct
in this girl. 1t showed in her voice when
she spoke of the Bar Bell; it had been
there, too, when he had told Jules Huff-
meyer that he would do no riding until
his ribs were properly knitted. She had,
he guessed, taken possession of Huff-
meyer’s loyalty and transformed it into
obedience. He wondered if she was ex-

pecting to reshape her new ramrod to
the same pattern and by the same proc-
ess, first gaining his loyalty, then using
it as club to force obedience.

“Am | supposed to explain my actions
every time | do something around
here?” Tennant asked.

Swift resentment brightened Leona’s
eyes and deepened the color of her
cheeks. Tennant watched its warming
effect. He looked at the picture again
and understood why it had seemed fa-
miliar. Leona closely resembled her
mother now.

“Is there any good reason why you
shouldn’t tell me?” she demanded.

“None at all,” Tennant admitted. He
glanced at Huffmeyer, and caught an
expression of puzzlement in the old
man’s faded eyes. Then he said to
Leona, “My reason for hitting Bravo
was pretty obvious. You know why I
did it, but you want to hear me offer an
excuse. Well, I'm not in the habit of
giving excuses for what | do.”

For a dozen seconds, while Huffmeyer
sat straight as a buggy whip and
watched with hushed expectancy, these
two strong-willed people eyed each other
in unwavering appraisal—until Leona
shrugged and said:

“No, | guess you don’t.” She smiled
thinly, and added, “Perhaps that’'s one
of the reasons why | wanted to hire
you.”

The clatter of Shakespeare Smith’s
dishwashing came from the Kkitchen.
Presently the plaintive twang of a banjo
drifted across from the bunkhouse. Ten-
nant put his fingers to shaping a cig-
arette.

“What are you planning to do about
those steers on Tonto Flats?” he in-
quired casually.

“1 want them rounded up and driven
to the Rio Pago. I'd like to see them
pushed right into Usher’s front yard.”

“And supposin’ the TU starts shootin’
while it’s bein’ done?” Jules asked.

“We'll shoot back at them, and shoot
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to Kkill,” Leona declared. “Every TU
rider knocked out of saddle is one less
we'll have to fight!”

X

J eFF TENNANT marveled at this
girl's seeming eagerness to plunge
her crew into a shooting war. He won-
dered if she had ever seen a rider
knocked from saddle by a bullet, or
heard a wounded man moan out his
agony, or seen broncs drift home at
dawn with blood-smeared saddles.

“l1 happen to know that Usher is in
no shape to hire more gunslingers,” she
said. “He’'s going to be real short of
cash until he delivers those steers to
the Indian Agency. | wish there was
some way to drive them so far Usher
couldn’t gather them in time to fill his
contract next January. That would save
my winter feed and put Usher over a
barrel to boot. In fact it would break
him, but | don’'t suppose it's possible.”

“With a little luck,” Tennant said,
“anything is possible.”

He got up and selected a chunk from
the stacked wood beside the fireplace
and put it across the andirons.

“It'd take luck a-plenty to hide three
or four hundred steers where the TU
couldn’t find 'em,” Huffmeyer muttered.

“l know a place they'd be lost for
months,” Tennant said, “if we could fig-
ure away to get one night’s head start.”

“One night?” Leona asked. “Only
one night's start?”

Tennant nodded. “Usher probably
won'’t bother us much while we round up
and cut out the Bar Bell stuff. It's my
guess he’ll wait for us to drive his steers
past Menafee Camp before he makes a
move. That way he can claim he was
within his legal rights and didn't jump
us until we trespassed on his range.”

“More’'n likely,” Huffmeyer agreed.
“He’s slicker’n cow slobbers.”

“Well,” Tennant said, “suppose in-
stead of driving those steers toward the

Rio Pago, we hustle them across Bar
Bell range to the Slot. If we could get
them halfway to Spanish Pass before
Usher knew what we were up to, nothing
could stop us. There’'s no way a horse
can climb the divide except by the
Slot trail. Once Usher's steers are
strung out and climbing, a rearguard of
two men could hold off an army.”

Leona had been frowningly attentive.
Now she smiled and eyed Tennant with
frank admiration.

“If the steers were pushed through
Spanish Pass and down the other side,
they’'d scatter in that Crazy Canyon
country!” she said excitedly. “It would
take Usher’s crew a couple of months to
gather them again.”

Even Jules Huffmeyer seemed im-
pressed, for he said, “By that time
there’d be ten-foot drifts in Spanish
Pass.”

“Yeah,” Tennant said. “l met Hobo
Bill Wimple today and he says we're
going to have an early winter.”

Leona got up and smacked the palm
of her left hand with a tight-clenched
fist.

“Jeff, you've hit it!” she exclaimed.
She paced back and forth in front of the
fireplace. “We’'ve got to figure a way to
do it,” she insisted. “We've got to!”

“A decoy herd might do it,” Tennant
suggested. “Drive Bar Bell stuff toward
the Rio Pago while the TU steers start
west. |If we did it at night Usher’d have
no way of knowing the Bar Bell herd
was a decoy.”

Leona clapped her hands. “That will
do it!” she cried happily." “And it will
break Tate Usher!”

“It's not foolproof,” Tennant cau-
tioned. “But it's worth a try.” He
turned to Huffmeyer and asked, “How
long will it take to gather a remuda?”

“There’s upwards of twenty broncs in
the horse trap right now,” Jules re-
ported. “All broke and ready to work.
Tex Taylor could haze 'em into the cor-
ral before breakfast.”
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“Then | see no reason why we
shouldn’'t get started tomorrow morn-
ing,” Tennant said. “It's going to take
a lot of riding to chouse those steers out
of the brush.” He glanced at Leona.
“I'll need your cook, which means you
and Jules will have to rustle your own
grub for a spell.”

Without waiting for acceptance of
this decision, Tennant went to the kitch-
en.

“How are you fixed for supplies,
Shakespeare?” he inquired.

“We possess an abundance of plain
but nourishing food,” the cook assured
with a theatrical flourish of his hands.
“1 would hesitate to call this kitchen a
cornucopia due to a slight deficiency of
fresh fruit, but otherwise it is a ver-
itable horn of plenty.”

Tennant grinned. “Good,” he said,
and went on to the doorway. “You'll be
taking the chuckwagon to Tonto Flats
in the morning. . . .”

HERIFF Sam Lambert was playing

cribbage with Doc Medwick when
Johnny Peebles stepped into the jail
office.

“l got more bad news, Sheriff,” he
announced.

“What now?” Lambert asked disgust-
edly and threw down his cards. “Some-
body been shot?”

Johnny nodded.

“Who?” Lambert demanded.

“Red Naviska. He was shot in the
back and killed.”

“Who done it?” Lambert asked, al-
most shouting in his excitement.

“Jeff Tennant,” Johnny said. He
cuffed trail dust from his shirt and
glanced at the dim-lit corridor which
led to the cells. “I didn't exactly see
it happen, though.”

“Then how do you know Jeff did it?”
Doc Medwick inquired.

“Well, I was rimmin’ around near
Petty’'s place this afternoon. | heard
three shots and saw Tennant whirl away

59
from a window and ride off, fast as he
could travel. Then I went to the shack
and found Red layin’ face down on the
floor. He was dead.”

Lambert scowled at Doc Medwick.

“So Tennant is just a tough talkin’
galoot, eh?” he exclaimed accusingly.
“He’s been back three days and two men
are killed. By the eternal, I wouldn’t
be surprised if it was him that killed
Ed Peebles!”

Doc Medwick shrugged as he got up.

“l suppose we've got to go out there
tonight,” he said wearily. “This coroner
job is getting to be a tedious chore.”
Then he asked Johnny, “Are you sure it
was Tennant you saw?”

“Positive,” Johnny insisted.
good look at his face.”

“Then why in thunderation didn’t you
take a shot at him?” Lambert asked.

“l didn’t know what had happened,
till 1 looked into the shack. Then it
was too late.”

Lambert took his hat from the wall
peg.

“Usher has lost two men in three
days’ time,” he muttered. “Tate'll
be downright pestilential about this.”

“You want to ride with me in the
buggy?” Doc Medwick asked.

“Might as well. No tellin’ where Ten-
nant is by now. He might be camped
somewhere near his burnt-out shack,
but | ain’t relishin’ the chore of lookin’
for him at night. You know what, Doc
—1 think them years at Yuma turned
him loco. 1 think he’s gone kill-crazy!”

“Might be,” Doc admitted. But even
so he didn’'t mention the fact that Ten-
nant could probably be found at the
Bar Bell.

“You stay in town, son,” Lambert
said to Johnny, “I'll want a signed state-
ment from you in the mornin’.”

“Yes sir,” Johnny agreed, and loosed
a secret sigh as he left and walked to
the Palace Saloon. He ordered a drink.

“What you sweating about?” Sid
Stromberg asked.

“l got a
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Instead of answering, Johnny stared
at Stromberg’s swollen nose and band-
aged hand.

“Who did that to you, Sid?”

“None of your cussed business,”
Stromberg said crankily.

There wasn’t anyone else in the saloon
and presently Stromberg said:

“Don't dawdle all night with that
drink. 1'm closing up.”

“You sure ain’t very sociable,” Johnny
complained.

He downed the whisky, ordered an-
other, and grimaced when he drank it
He had never taken two drinks in such
rapid succession. He wondered if they
would make him drunk, and hoped they
would.

“Is that all?” Stromberg asked im-
patiently.

Johnny nodded and went out to the
stoop.

Except for the livery’s high-hung lan-
tern and a bloom of lamplight at the
hotel doorway, Main Street was dark. A
cold breeze came out of the north, bring-
ing a smell of winter. Johnny shivered,
watched Doc’s rig leave the livery, and
wondered if Jeff Tennant’s gun used the
same size bullets as his. Those forty-
five caliber slugs sure messed a man up
at close range. Johnny shivered at the
thought of it.

Idaho had said not to worry about it.
But a man couldn’t help thinking, es-
pecially when he was alone. Maybe if
he had somebody to talk to it would be
different.

Stromberg barred the saloon door
from the inside and put out the lamps.
Johnny felt more alone than ever, stand-
ing on the dark stoop. He walked slowly
down a side street to Sashay Alley and
followed it to Mayme Shay’s house.
When he opened the front door a bell
jangled somewhere back in the house
and a blond girl in a blue silk kimona
came downstairs.

“Hello, handsome,” she said smiling-

ly—

A THIN mantle of frost silvered the
ground when Jeff Tennant helped
Tex Taylor and Fred Eggleston haze
twenty broncs out of the Bar Bell yard.
There was a brief mixup at the front
gate, sharp Rebel yells and a flurry of
fast riding to turn a trio of bunch-
quitters. Then, as the saddle band set-
tled into an orderly procession along
the road, Tennant jogged back to the
chuckwagon where Bravo Shatter and
Jack Ramsay were loading tarp-covered
bedrolls.

Dismounting beside Bravo, Tennant
asked, “How far east will we find TU
steers ?”

Shatter had maintained a sullen si-
lence at the breakfast table and seemed
reluctant to talk now. He heaved the
last bedroll up to Ramsay, not glancing
at Tennant.

“Ain’t seen none east of Smoke Ar-
royo,” he said finally. “The graze sort
of peters out down that way.”

Tennant stood silent for a moment,
considering the tone of Shafter’s voice,
not quite sure that it was civil. Ac-
cording to Leona, who stood now in the
kitchen doorway with Jules Huffmeyer,
Bravo was the best all-around man on
the crew, and Tennant disliked the idea
of firing him. The Bar Bell was short
handed as it was, yet Bravo might well
become a trouble-maker.

“Smoke Arroyo,” Tennant repeated,
recalling the location of that landmark
and its surroundings.

Then he went over to the barn where
Shakespeare Smith was untangling a
snarled harness.

“Here,” the cook proclaimed dis-
mally,” is irrefutable proof that careless
haste makes shameful waste.”

“There’s no rush, just so you get to
Soldier Spring in time to cook supper,”
Tennant told him, and stepped aside as
Pete Lunsford came up leading four
mules.

It was a full hour after daylight, yet
it was cold enough so that the mules’



REBELS RIDE PROUDLY 61

breath made smoky puffs and Lunsford
had turned up the collar of his mack-
inaw. When Tennant walked to his
ground-hitched horse he peered
thoughtfully at the massed clouds above
Dragoon Divide and remembered Hobo
Bill's prediction. The early snow part
of it, he guessed, was going to be ful-
filled. There was a plain smell of winter
in the air this sunless morning.

Shafter and Ramsay were already
mounted. Tennant stepped into saddle
and waited until Lunsford joined them.

“Let’s ride,” he said.

They were passing the house when
Leona ran out and handed old Pete a
blue bottle of pills.

“1 think you forgot them on purpose,”
she said censuringly.

Then she turned to Tennant, smiling
up at him.

“Good luck, Jeff,” she said.

Her voice was soft, almost intimate.
There was a hint of emotion in it, and
in the warm brightness of her eyes. She
was, Tennant reflected, a complex and
thoroughly unpredictable girl.

“Thank you, ma’am,” he said, and was
wondering about the look in her eyes
when he led the crew out of the yard.

Presently, as he overtook the remuda,
Tennant fell in beside Shafter.

“Shakespeare will make camp at Sol-
dier Spring,” he said. “We'll use the
flats there for a holding ground until
we've worked the east end clean of
cattle.”

“Good idea,” Bravo said civilly. He
dug a Durham sack from inside his
mackinaw and offered it to Tennant.
“Smoke?”

Tennant nodded, showing no sign of
the satisfaction that rose swiftly in him.
Until this moment there had been some
doubt in his mind about the wisdom of
keeping Bravo on the pay roll. One re-
sentful rider could spoil the unity of a
crew, and unity was the prime essential
in time of trouble. But there was no
doubt now.

Jack Ramsay dropped back beside
Tennant.

“You reckon Usher’s bunch will give
us any trouble while we're ma.kin’ our
gather?” he asked.

“No,” Tennant said, liking the friend-
ly tone of this lanky rider's voice.
“Don’t believe they’ll bother us for the
first few days.”

Pete Lunsford grunted agreement.
“Not until we git up into the Tailholts,”
he prophesied. “Then it'll be Katey bar
the door.”

Tennant hadn't revealed his full plan
to the crew and saw no reason to do so
now. They believed the impending
drive of TU steers was to be toward the
Rio Pago, which was the logical destina-
tion, and so they would make no unin-
tentional slips if TU riders engaged
them in conversation.

UNLIGHT broke through a rift in

the overcast, gilding the steepled
crests of Twin Sombreros and slanting
across the weather carved castles of
Dragoon Divide.

“El Sol,” Lunsford drawled and
turned down his collar. “An old man’s
best friend.”

They came to the Bar Bell fork in the
road and the crew was about to follow
the remuda cross country when Tennant
heard the hoof-pound of a running
horse. He halted at once, and during
the brief interval of waiting, wondered
who the oncoming rider might be. Some-
one from town, and in a big hurry.

The idea that it might be Ben Petty
occurred to Tennant, but he thought,
“That jigger wouldn’'t break jail if they
left the door wide open.”

“It sounds like bad news traveling
fast,” Bravo suggested.

Then Joe Barlow galloped up on a
sweat-stained livery horse.

“Jeff—they’re cornin’ after you!” he
announced excitedly.

“Who?” Tennant asked, eyeing Bar-
low sharply and wondering if he was
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drunk this early in the morning.

“The whole TU bunch is in town and
Sheriff Sam has sworn ’em in as dep-
uties. You was seen at Petty’s cabin
yesterday afternoon.”

That didn’'t make sense to Tennant.
“What of it?” he asked.

Joe nudged back his battered Stetson.
His glance shifted to the three Bar Bell
riders behind Tennant.

“You want them to hear it?”

Tennant nodded.

“Well,” Joe said, “Red Naviska was
killed at Petty’s place— shot three times
in the back. They brung his body in
late last night. He was wearin’ Ben’'s
shirt and pants.”

“So0,” Tennant said softly.

He thought about this in frowning
silence for a moment, knowing why Na-
viska had gone to Petty’s cabin for
clothes, and guessing how he had hap-
pened to get shot. Someone had mis-
taken Red for Ben.

“Who saw me at Petty’s shack?” he
asked.

“Johnny Peebles. He says he was
lookin’ in a window just after he heard
some shots. He says you Kkilled
Naviska.”

“The kid shot Red by mistake, and
I'm to be the goat!” Tennant thought
instantly.

This, he understood, was another
slick trick like the brand-blotting, and
the burning of Ed Peebles’ body. It was
a way to frame him into jail, or force
him to leave the country. A few mo-
ments ago he had been free to ride as he
chose; now, by the simple process of
hearing Barlow’s warning, he was a
fugitive from justice. Without firing
a shot he had acquired the hideout role
so willingly relinquished by Ben Petty.

“Did you hear Lambert say anything
about me being at the Bar Bell?” he
asked.

“Nope,” Barlow said. “Sam seemed to
think you’'d be camped at the Roman
Four, where | was headin’ to.”

Tennant grinned. “Thanks for get-
ting the word to me so fast,” he said.

“Wasn’t no bother,” Joe said. “Any-
thin’ else | can give you a hand with,
Jeff?”

Tennant shook his head. “Reckon
you’'d better ride north of the road on
your way back to town, so you won't
run into the posse.”

Then, noticing that Barlow’s horse
had left plain tracks in the road’s deep
dust, another idea came to Tennant.
Sheriff Lambert would be sure to see
that sign and wonder who had preceded
him. The old lawman might detail a
rider to follow Joe’s tracks back to
town. But if Joe rode east now with the
crew and there was a set of tracks con-
tinuing north—

“l wish you'd go along with these
boys for a ways, Joe,” Tennant said, “so
you won't leave a trail for the posse to
follow.”

“Suits me fine,” Joe agreed, and eased
his horse over to where Pete Lunsford
waited. “Long time no see, Pete. You
ain’'t been to town for a month or more.”

“Been feelin’ poorly,” Lunsford re-
ported. “Mebbe I'm gittin’ old.”

Tennant peered eastward, watching
for sign of travel. The dust was too
damp to raise much of a banner this
morning. He turned to Bravo.

“You take charge of the work while |
do a little posse dodging,” he said.
“Lambert may not know | went to work
for the Bar Bell. It'll make things sim-
pler all around if no one tells him.”

“Sure,” Shatter agreed. “We ain’t
even seen you.”

“We’'ll tell old Shakespeare to keep
your vittles warm in case you should
need some supper after dark tonight,
Jack Ramsay drawled.

THEY rode off then, Barlow with them,
mand Tennant heard Bravo say:

“Naviska was always looking for gun
trouble. I'm pleasured he found it with
Jeff instead of me.”
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A cynical smile quirked Tennant’s
lips as he put his horse over the place
where the crew had crossed. Six riders
and twenty loose broncs had come down
the Bar Bell road. If Lambert took time
to sort the tracks he would discover that
the same number had gone on through
the brush.

Tennant lifted his horse into a lope.
No telling how soon the posse would be
coming along, and there were a couple
of chores that needed doing.

When he came to Menafee Camp he
hurriedly unsaddled the Bar Bell horse
he was riding and turned it loose. There
were two horses in the corral. He roped
a gray, and then, discovering that it had
been badly gored, saddled a short-
coupled grulla.

When he angled into the brush ten
minutes later, Tennant hazed the gray
ahead of him for upwards of a mile.

It was well after noon when he ap-
proached Usher’s headquarters ranch—
a square log house surrounded by
shacks, sheds and corrals. A single
tendril of smoke rose from a stovepipe
atop the long, low-roofed cook shack.
Except for that, and several ponies in
the corral, there was no sign of life.

“Nobody home but the cook,” Ten-
nant thought, and turned in saddle to
peer at his backtrail.

The sun, which had alternately shone
and hidden behind shifting cloud banks
was out now, but there was no warmth
in it. And no sign of travel on the flats,
nor on the near slopes of the Tailholts.

The posse, Tennant reckoned, was too
far back to interrupt this play, in which
case his plan should be foolproof. The
grulla bronc he was riding wore Usher’s
brand, and the cook wouldn’t be expect-
ing Jeff Tennant to pay a visit here.

X
R iding into the yard, Tennant no-

ticed numerous small skeletons
among the scatteration of tin cans and

rubbish. At first he guessed the bleached
bones were those of coyotes, but when
he saw others between the house and
corrals it occurred to him that coyotes
wouldn’t make targets of themselves by
coming into the yard.

“Must be dogs,” Tennant decided, and
presently, as he neared the cookshack,
was greeted by barking, penned-up dogs.

He saw an assortment ranging from
suckling pups to full-grown dogs of var-
ious breeds. Why, he wondered, would
Tate Usher keep so many dogs? And
why were they penned ?

A bald-headed oldster wearing a flour
sack apron stood in the doorway.

“Howdy stranger,” he called. “Light
down and rest your saddle.”
“Gracias” Tennant said, and dis-

mounted. Nodding at the dog pens, he
asked, “Why all the canines?”

“Cleek uses 'em for target practise,”
the cook explained, and seemed genu-
inely pleased to have company. *“ldaho
turns a few loose at a time and shoots
at 'em afoot and horseback, so’s to keep
his hand in. Won't let nobody else
shoot 'em—not even Usher.”

“So0,” Tennant murmured, under-
standing how Cleek maintained his
speed and accuracy with a gun. “Does
he hold target practise often?”

“Almost every day, except when he
runs short of males, like now. It's sure
a sight to see him work on them dogs.
He'll come out of his office and mebbe
be talkin’ to somebody, or saddlin’ his
horse, when a dog trots past. Then he'll
draw so danged fast you can’t see it, and
slam two-three slugs into that dog.”

The cook glanced at the grulla’s

brand. “You hired out with Usher?”
he inquired.

Tennant nodded. “Last night, in
town.”

“They call me Baldy Walsh,” the cook
announced expectantly.

But Tennant ignored this invitation
to tell his name.

“Cleek and the others are helping the
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sheriff look for a galoot they say needs
hanging,” he explained. “I'm supposed
to load a pack-horse with provisions for
them, so they won't have to waste time
coming in for grub and ammunition.”
He added casually, “Cleek said you’'d
know which horse to pack.”

“Sure,” Baldy agreed. “That jug-
headed old bay with the blazed face and
black points. You’'ll find a pack-saddle
hangin’ in the wagon shed.”

Tennant took down his catch rope and
walked over to the corral. This, he re-
flected, was going even better than he
had hoped. Bachelor camp cooks were
cranky and unsociable as a rule, but
Baldy seemed eager to cooperate, for
he crossed the yard and unlocked the
door of a building which Tennant
guessed was the commissary.

The bay was easy to catch. Tennant
led him from the corral and purposely
left the gate open. If the cook didn't
notice this there would be no fresh
mounts awaiting Usher’s crew. Tennant
cinched up the pack-saddle and went
over to the commissary stoop where
canned goods, bacon, flour, coffee and
boxed cartridges awaited him.

“Better give me a skillet or two,”
Tennant suggested. “Also a few pota-
toes, so we won't get scurvy.”

It was a matter of minutes then until
the provisions were securely packed
aboard the bay an'd Tennant gave Baldy
a farewell salute.

“He’ll hate me for this as long as he
lives,” Tennant thought, and regretted
the necessity of tricking so cheerful a
man.

But bounteous provisions removed
the need of calling at the Bar Bell or the
roundup camp for food. A man could
hide indefinitely this way. He could
choose his camping places and change
them often enough to confuse a posse.

That had been Tennant's plan, but
now a new strategy came to him. Cleek,
he supposed, would put the Bar Bell and
the roundup camp and the road to town

under strict surveillance, believing them
logical traps to lure a hungry fugitive.
But when Usher’s ramrod learned about
this raid on the TU’s commissary he
might change his tactics.

“Once Cleek knows I'm supplied with
food he’ll pull his whole crew into the
hills to hunt my hideout,” Tennant
thought.

He considered this new angle, liking
it more and more. If Cleek quit watch-
ing the roundup camp there would be a
chance to give the Bar Bell's crew a
hand with the gather, and to keep in
touch with town.

A gray barricade of clouds converg-
ing from the north and west had blotted
out the sun when Tennant reached the
Rio Pago. Glancing back at the TU he
saw the cook rush toward the corral as
horses galloped across the yard. Thor-
oughly satisfied, Tennant rode into shal-
low water and splashed westward for a
mile before leaving the river. . . .

IDAHO CLEEK and Tate Usher
* reached Menafee Camp at two o’clock.
They had followed a single set of hoof-
prints and now, as Cleek read sign, he
said:

“Somebody changed horses, and
turned the others loose.”
“Who would do that?” Usher de-

manded. “It couldn’'t be Tennant, be-
cause we followed these tracks all the
way from town.”

“Is there any reason why Tennant
couldn’'t of spent the night in town?”
Cleek asked sarcastically.

“No, there ain’'t,” Usher admitted. He
peered about the clearing as if fearful
of attack. “You think it's Tennant we're
trailing, Idaho?”

Cleek nodded. He followed the tracks
into the brush and presently, noticing
how far back Usher lagged, he called:

“No need to be afraid of jumping him
around here. This sign is a couple hours
old.”

“Don’t be so cussed sharp with your
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tongue,” Usher complained. “I don't
like it.”

Cleek loosed a derisive cackle. “May-
be you’'d like to fire me,” he suggested,
“on account of my tongue being so
sharp.”

Impotent rage flared in Usher's
pouched eyes. “Why do you always get
so blasted mean when there’s trouble?”
he muttered. “You're like a lobo smell-
in’ raw meat.”

Later, the trail turned toward the TU.

“It's Tennant,” Cleek said, “and | got
a hunch what the smart alecky son is
up to.”

“What?” Usher asked, puzzled.

But Cleek ignored the question.

It was almost dark when they rode in-
to the ranch yard and listened to
Baldy’s report of a visitor.

“Didn’t give his name. Just said he'd
been sent to get provisions so’s—"

“Why you old halfwit!” Usher ex-
claimed. “You've grubstaked Jeff
Tennant!” He shook his fist at Baldy
and bellowed: “You're fired!”

“Leave him be,” Cleek ordered, “un-
less you want to do the cooking around
here.”

Usher tromped off toward the corral.

“Fix us up a bait of grub, Baldy,”
Cleek said, “while we saddle fresh
horses.”

“Sure,” the cook agreed, and turned
toward the stove.' Then he said deject-
edly, “There ain’t no fresh horses. Ten-
nant left the corral gate open and they
all run off.”

Cleek cursed. His right hand slid to
holster and his eyes took on the squint
Baldy had seen so many times when
Idaho shot at dogs. But Cleek didn't
draw, and so the cook put his trembling
hands to preparing supper. . . .

Ten miles northwest of the TU Jeff
Tennant was also preparing supper. A
cold wind came off the Dragoons. It
whipped up swirls of dust in the arroyo
where Tennant had camped, and it
brought a plain smell of moisture.

“Raining up on the rim right now,”
Tennant reflected. “Or maybe snowing.”

Either rain or snow would make this
posse-dodging deal a dismal proposition.
But now the fine smell of sizzling bacon
combined with coffee coming to a boil
whetted his appetite. He flipped a skil-
let of fried potatoes with practiced
ease and his flame-lit face held a cheer-
ful grin as he thought, “This meal is on
Tate Usher.”

After eating his fill, Tennant busied
himself gathering firewood.

“Going to be a long cold night,” he
predicted. “And maybe a wet one.”

When he had a good supply of mes-
guite gathered, Tennant climbed part
way up the rocky arroyo with a gunny
sack of provisions and made a cache by
dropping it between two huge boulders
and covering it with stones. Then,
backing down the bank, he brushed out
his boot tracks with a mesquite branch.

Making plans for the morrow, Ten-
nant chose a place for another cache in
Bent Elbow Canyon near the foot of the
Slot trail. After that he would turn
the pack-horse loose and head for the
Bar Bell if the sign was right.

Hunkered close to the small fire, Ten-
nant listened to the methodical munch-
ing of his hobbled horses, browsing
nearby. This, he reflected, was the way
it had been during the Lincoln County
War—Ilonely campfires and dismal
dawns. He wondered about Jane’s reac-
tion to the charge that he had Killed
Red Naviska. Would she believe Kid
Peebles’ story of cold-blooded murder?

Joe Barlow had seemed to believe it.
So had the Bar Bell crew. It wouldn’'t
make any difference to them, nor to
Leona, who had said the fight could be
won by using the underhanded tricks
Usher used.

But killing would make a difference to
Jane, if she believed Peebles’ story.
There was no doubt in Tennant’s mind
on that score. Jane would overlook im-
pulsive violence in a man, and could bal-
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ance his bitterness against what she
called becoming a hired gunslinger. But
she would never countenance Killing, nor
associate with a man she thought was
capable of it.

“She’d shrink every time | came near

her,” Tennant muttered, and the cer-
tainty of it was like a cold wind
blowing.

# * # # #

T SEVEN o’clock Dude Finn dis-
mounted on a low hill directly
north of the Bar Bell yard and stamped
his feet to get the chill out of them. He
had replaced Goldie Rimbaugh here at
six, with orders to remain until relieved
at midnight.

“Not a sign of Tennant,” Rimbaugh
had reported. “Just old Jules and the
girl, near as | can make out.”

Now, instead of riding circle around
the Bar Bell, Dude walked, leading his
horse. A man could get tolerable cold
riding slow, especially when he was in
sight of cheerful, lamplit windows.

“Cussed hard way to earn a livin',”
Dude muttered.

As he trudged around the big yard,

Dude got to thinking how he would like '

to be spending the night in town. It
would be nice and warm in the hotel
dining room, with Rose Barlow’ smiling
at him as she served supper. Just think-
ing about Rose warmed Dude’s blood.
She was a teaser if ever he had seen
one.

Dude was on the kitchen side of the
house now, near enough to catch a
glimpse of Leona Bell when she passed
a window'. There, he thought, was an-
other girl who could keep a man warm
on a chilly night. She looked a lot like
Rose Barlow, only she had more class
to her—more style and uppity pride.
But underneath she was no different
than Rose, or any other girl.

He made another circle of the yard,
and presently, when wind-driven rain
came slanting out of the north, Dude
cursed himself for failing to tie a slicker

behind his saddle. Again he came to the
kitchen side of the house. But instead
of standing at a distance, he moved in
until the building partially shielded him
from wind and rain.

Standing close to the wall he peered
through the window and watched Leona
tote dishes from table to sink. She wore
a red blouse, and a skirt that fitted
snugly across her trim hips.

“She even walks proud,”
thought.

He built a cigarette, taking care to
cup his hands so the match flare
wouldn’'t show. He smoked the cig-
arette down and watched the window,
wanting another glimpse of Leona. He
remembered a schoolteacher in Texas
who'd seemed so uppity she would
scream if a man so much as laid a hand
on her, and recalled how willingly she
had let him kiss her. Maybe this Leona
girl was the same way, Dude reflected,
and tantalized himself imagining how it
would be to have her in his arms.

He tied his horse to a stoop post and
was turning toward the window when
Leona opened the kitchen door. “What
do you want?” she asked.

The abruptness of it startled Dude
Finn. He guessed she must have seen
his cigarette.

“Why, | was wanting to get out of the
rain, ma'am,” he said. “It's tol’able
wet and cold out here.”

“Then you'd better come into the
kitchen,” she invited. “I suppose you're
watching for Jeff Tennant.”

Dude nodded, so surprised by her in-
vitation that he was momentarily
speechless. He followed her into the
kitchen and took up a position in front
of the stove, holding his palms to its
welcome warmth and watching Leona
pour a cup of coffee.

“Have you had supper?” she asked.
When he nodded she said, “Here's a cup
of coffee to thaw you out,” and placed
it on the table.

Dude
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Remembering his manners, Dude took
off his hat.

“Thank you, ma’am,” he said.

This, he told himself, was like that
time in Texas when he had called on
the schoolteacher. Only it was better,
for that one hadn’t been half so good
looking. Covertly watching Leona as
she washed dishes, Dude decided she
was the prettiest girl he had ever
known. And the classiest.

“What makes you think Jeff Tennant
would come here?” Leona inquired.

Dude grinned and said apologetically,
“It ain't my idea, ma’am. Idaho Cleek
seems to figger Tennant will git hungry
and either come here or to the roundup
camp for vittles. Idaho has got men
watching both places, also them home-
steaders east of the Pot Holes and the
road to town. In fact there’'s guards
everywhere, except at the TU.”

“Then that's probably where Tennant
will go to eat,” Leona suggested. She
smiled at Finn and asked slyly, “Do
you think Jeff Tennant would take a
job if 1 offered him one?”

Dude shook his head. “Your dad
helped send him to jail. They say Ten-
nant came back to square up with
everybody who was on the jury that con-
victed him. He half killed Sid Strom-
berg with his fists, and tried to talk
Usher into a shoot-out. He's got a
loco streak in him, ma’am. Look how
he killed Red Naviska—not givin’ Red
a chance.”

“Then,” Leona said thoughtfully,
“perhaps it’s a good thing you are here.
I'd hate to have Tennant take out his
spite on me.”

P\UDE nodded agreement, hugely
pleased that this girl considered
him as a protector even though there
was bad feeling between the Bar Bell
and the TU. It might make it easier to
get around her pride.
He gulped down the last of his coffee
and joined her at the sink.

“Let me wipe 'em for you, ma'am,”
he said.

Leona smiled. “That's real nice of
you,” she said softly and handed him a
towel in such manner that their hands
made brief contact.

She met his gaze directly, seeing a
swift rise of boldness to his eyes. A
knowing smile creased his nearly hand-
some, cleft-chinned face and all his mas-
culine vanity was in that smile.

Jules Huffmeyer came in from the
living room. He stared at Finn.

“What the devil you doin’ here?” he
exclaimed.

“He’s helping me with the dishes,”
Leona explained, “and he may help me
in another way, later on.”

“Such as what?” Huffmeyer
manded, thoroughly baffled.

Leona looked at Finn, forcing an in-
timacy into the smile she showed him
before shifting her gaze to Huffmeyer.

“Dude may decide to be on the win-
ning side. He may let us know the
exact time Usher plans to jump my
crew when we drive those TU steers
toward the Rio Pago.”

“But | thought—" Huffmeyer began
impulsively, then shook his head. “It—
well, I reckon mebbe you're right,” he
finished lamely and turned back into the
living room.

Finn eyed Leona wonderingly. “You
reckon there’s a chance of the Bar Bell
winnin’ out against the TU?”

“Of course we'll win,” Leona assured
him. “I've arranged to hire more men,
in Tucson and El Paso.” Then she
lifted a hand quickly to her mouth and
exclaimed, “I shouldn’'t have told you
that, Dude. | forgot you're still on
Usher’s pay roll.”

The use of his first name stirred a
further boldness in Finn. He put down
the towel and took Leona by the shoul-
ders.

“I'll be on your pay roll too, if you
like, honey,” he said eagerly. “And it
won't take much to pay me.”

de-
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He took his Kiss then, ignoring the
pressure of her resisting hands.

X1

F OR two days and nights, while snow
silvered the high Dragoons, Jeff Ten-
nant played a crafty game of hide and
seek with the TU posse. Making no
effort to break through toward town,
he drew Usher’s riders deep into the
roughs around Bent Elbow Canyon and
made life miserable for them.

By day he circled until he cut fresh
tracks, then followed a pair of riders
who were also tracking him—hour after
hour. At night he built false campfires,
remaining only long enough to get one
well started before riding off to build
another. And on two successive nights
he interrupted the posse’s supper by
crashing through brush near their
campfire and attracting them to futile
pursuit.

Then, with a cold rain drenching the
Tailholt Hills on the third day, Ten-
nant changed his tactics. Deliberately
allowing himself to be seen, he started
up the Slot trail so late in the after-
noon that it was dark by the time he
reached the first switchback turn. Here
he halted, and listened for sound of
pursuit, and heard none.

“Afraid of ambush,” he thought.
“They’ll guard the Slot and wait for
daylight.”

Water rushing down the deep-
grooved trail was already washing out
his tracks. He wondered if the posse
would ride up to Hobo Bill’'s camp on
the rim tomorrow, and hoped they
would.

He angled along the boulder-strewn
slope for another mile, then made a
cautious descent and rode toward the
Bar Bell. This, he reflected, marked
the end of his fun. Usher's bunch
might scout the rim, or even take a
look-see into the Crazy Canyon coun-
try, believing him to be there.

That meant two or three days of
grace at the most. And because snow
was already falling in Spanish Pass, the
roundup had to be completed within a
week, or the drifts might be too deep for
travel across the divide.

He was endeavoring to calculate the
time it would take to finish the gather,
when he rode into the Bar Bell yard.
Leona came to the kitchen door at once,
calling:

“Come have a cup of coffee,” and add-
ing a name that sounded like Dude.

Tennant wondered about that. “It'll
take more than coffee,” he said, and
grinned as Leona exclaimed, “Jeff—I
didn’t recognize you!”

When he had cleaned a plate that
had been piled high with warmed-up
beef and potatoes, and Huffmeyer had
gone to bed, Tennant asked:

“How’s the roundup coming?”

“They moved camp yesterday,” Leona
reported. “They're working the north
flats.”

“Making better time than | expected,”
Tennant said, and rolled a cigarette.
“1 didn’t figure five riders could clean
out the east end in so short a time.”

Leona smiled. “The crew has grown
since you left. Joe Barlow and young
Billy are on the payroll.” When Ten-
nant frowned she asked, “What's the
matter, Jeff?”

“1 promised Joe’s wife | wouldn't let
him side me.”

“But he’s not,” Leona insisted. “He’s
simply working for wages and I'm pay-
ing them. Not you.” Then she said,
“I've got more news. Be# Petty is out
of jail. Not only that, but he left
Bunchgrass Basin and took Rose Bar-
low with him.”

That news astonished Tennant.
“How?” he asked. “How’d Ben get out
of jail?”

“A way you'd never guess,” she told
him. “A way so slick that only Tate
Usher would think of it.”

Tennant waited, aware now that she
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was purposely toying with his curiosity,
A mischievous smile dimpled her cheeks.
That, and the curve of her half-parted
lips reminded him of Rose Barlow.

“Give up?” she asked.

Tennant nodded.

“Well, it seems that Usher visited Ben
and offered to put up a thousand dollars
bail if Ben would leave the country. |
suppose Ben was half-crazy with being
penned in a cell, and afraid a jury
might convict him. Anyway, Usher put
up the bail and Ben caught the next
stage east—with the Barlow girl. Who
do you suppose told me all this?”

Tennant shrugged, not caring. “So
Usher gets Petty’s homestead for one
thousand dollars and spoils my ace in
the hole,” he said. “The ace that
would’'ve proved he framed me three
years ago.”

But that didn't seem to impress Leona
at all.

“You'd never guess who told me,
Jeff,” she said again.

TENNANT grinned, and shook his
m head. Leona, he thought, was in high
spirits tonight. There was a glow to
her eyes and a plain note of triumphant
satisfaction in her voice when she said:

“Dude Finn gave me the news, and
he’ll be giving me more, from time to
time. Important news!”

She told him then about Dude’s first
visit and how the TU rider had snapped
at her bait.

“The plan came to me the moment |
saw him out there,” she said. “He
thinks he’s irresistible to women.”

“So you made him sure of it by let-
ting him kiss you,” Tennant said.

Leona blushed. “I didn't have much
choice in the matter,” she admitted.
“Jules doesn’t like my scheme at all.
He thinks I'm acting like a brazen
hussy.”

“Aren’t you?” Tennant asked.

She resented that, and showed it in
the arrogant tone of her voice.

“I'm doing what | think necessary
to save this ranch. If being brazen will
help us win I'll be brazen.” Presently
she added, “I come by it honestly, Jeff.
I'm Tate Usher’s daughter.”

Tennant stared at her.
what?” he demanded.

Leona smiled, as if enjoying his as-
tonishment.

“l found it out the night Daddy Bell
died,” she said. “He was delirious, and
he kept pleading with Tate Usher not to
tell about me, not to let anyone know
I was Usher's daughter. Afterward,
when | took over the ranch records |
found several entries in a cash book
marked loans to Tate Usher. They to-
taled eighteen thousand dollars, Jeff,
which explains why the TU got bigger
while the Bar Bell went downhill.”

Tennant considered her startling
revelation in shocked silence for a long
moment.

“So that's why you said no one else
had so much reason as you for hating
Tate Usher,” he said then, slowly.

“Yes,” Leona agreed, “and it's why
I want to see TU shrunk back to a shirt-

“You're

tail outfit. If being brazen will help do
it I'll be as brazen as one of Mayme
Shay’s girls.” Then, with a frankness

that pleased Tennant, she added,
“Dude’s kisses aren’'t much of a price
to pay, Jeff. Infact | rather like them.”

Tennant chuckled. Here was a girl
false enough to lure a man into becom-
ing a spy, yet honest enough to admit
she enjoyed his Kkisses. Considering
this, Tennant understood that Dude
Finn’s brash courting was a new thing
to Leona; that compared with Clark
Morgan’s disciplined correctness, Dude’s
bull boldness would have a certain
appeal.

“So Finn is now a spy, along with
being a ladies’ man,” Tennant reflected,
shaping up a cigarette.

“Speaking of ladies’ men,” Leona
said, “reminds me I've got more news
for you, Jeff. Clark is courting Jane
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Medwick again.”

The wheatstraw paper broke between
Tennant’s fingers. He peered at Leona
while flakes of tobacco sifted to the
floor. “How do you know that?” he
asked.

“Doc came out to check on Jules yes-
terday. We got to talking about you,
and | said it looked as if you'd left the
country. Doc said he hoped you had,
now that Clark was keeping company
with Jane again.”

Tennant discarded the torn cigarette.
He rubbed a thumb along his whisker-
bristled chin and muttered:

“So she thinks | shot Naviska in the
back.”

“Sure,” Leona said.
one else.”

“Do you ?” Tennant asked.

Leona nodded. “Doc should be able to
tell whether a man was shot in the back
or not. But it makes no difference to
me, one way or the other.”

A mirthless smile twisted Tennant's
lips. Leona thought he was questioning
the fact Red was shot in the back, not
who had shot him. There was no doubt
in her mind about his having shot Na-
viska, nor was there in anyone else’s
mind. He stood convicted without trial,
even by Jane. That was the part he
couldn’t comprehend—that Jane, who
had always had faith in him, would be-
lieve it. And that she would quit him
without hearing his side.

“l guess you had quite a case on
Jane,” Leona sympathized. She crossed
the kitchen and brought a bottle and
glass from the cupboard. “Drown your
sorrow with a jolt of Colonel’'s Mono-
gram, Jeff,” she suggested.

Tennant took the generous portion
at a gulp.

“Gracias,” he said.

When she filled the glass again he
gazed at the amber whisky in silence for
a brief interval, seeking a way to ex-
cuse Jane’s lack of faith, wanting to
save the precious image she had made

“So does every-

for him. But he couldn't contrive it, nor
hold back the resentment that came,
wave on wave, to wash the image away.

I IE DOWNED the second drink in
* mmoody silence. Leona refilled the
glass, took a sip herself, and handed it
to him with a self-mocking smile.
“We're a couple of renegades,” she
said cheerfully. “Let’'s be happy rene-

gades.”

Tennant grinned, emptied the glass,
and got up.

“Guess I'll head for the bunkhouse.

Haven't had much sleep lately.”

Leona walked to the door with him.
When he opened it she placed a hand
on his arm and said softly:

“Jane wasn't your kind of woman,
Jeff.”

It occurred to Tennant now that
Leona had lost Clark Morgan.

“Was Morgan your kind of man?” he
asked.

“l guess not,” Leona said. Her hands
came up to his shoulders and she whis-
pered, “I guess you're my kind, Jeff.”

And there was a smile on her half-
parted lips when Tennant kissed her.

In saddle before daylight, Tennant
reached the roundup came in time to
joint the Bar Bell's crew at breakfast.

“We been expectin’ you every night,”
Bravo Shatter announced smilingly.
“We knowed you’'d give them galoots
the dodge sooner or later.”

Tennant poured himself some coffee.
“It took a little time,” he admitted, and
glanced at Joe Barlow. “So you're back
in the cow business again, Joe.”

“Yeah, and I'm stayin’ in it, Jeff.
That town life don't agree with me at
all.””

Joe looked more like his old self, Ten-
nant thought. He looked proud, and
so did young Billy who said:

“Town life is for wimmin-folk.”

Tennant wondered what Effie Barlow
thought about this deal. The poor
woman probably felt deserted, with
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Rose and her menfolk gone. The
thought came to Tennant that he should
send Joe and Billy back to her, that
even though he hadn’t hired them, he
was morally responsible for their re-
maining here. But something he saw
in Joe Barlow’s eyes kept Tennant from
interfering. Joe didn't look like a boozy
old loafer now. He looked like a man.

When the crew saddled up, Tennant
asked:

“How many more days to get the
job done, Bravo?”

“Seven or eight,” Shatter predicted.

Tennant peered across the scattered
bedrolls to where the herd was being
held by a slow-circling rider. It was full
daylight now, the air raw with night’'s
dampness and with the wind-toted chill
of snowclad mountains.

"1 figure five more days is all we can
spare,” Tennant announced. “Then we
drive what we've got gathered.”

Shatter shrugged. “You're the boss,”
he agreed.

Presently Tennant led his seven-man
crew out for the day’s circle.

“l may have to leave you boys on
short notice,” he said, “so 1'd better
tell you how this deal is to be handled.
We finish the roundup Friday, and camp
at Big Meadow. Friday night we drive
the Bar Bell stuff toward the TU—"

“Ain't you got your rope twisted?”
Pete Lunsford asked.

Tennant shook his head. “That's our
decoy herd,” he explained. “While
thrfee or four men are driving it slow
and easy, the rest of us will be pushing
Usher’s steers up the Slot, through the
pass and over into the Crazy Canyon
country.”

For a long moment, as the men con-
sidered this news, they rode in silence.

“Why, that’s a peach of a scheme, Jeff
—a jimdandy!” Joe Barlow exclaimed.

“Usher wouldn’'t have a chance to
bring back them steers in time to fill
his reservation contract!” Shatter said.

“That's the way | figure it,” Tennant

agreed. “But we've got to make our
drive through the pass before snow gets
drifted too deep.”

“We'll do her,” Billy Barlow de-
clared. “Ain’'t nothin’ can stop us, by
grab!”

And so it seemed. For even though
a drenching rain set in before noon, the
day’s gather was a good one. So good
in fact that Tennant decided to move
camp a day ahead of schedule. After
supper he saddled a fresh horse.

“I've got to make a trip to town,” he
said, and rode off at a mud-splashing
lope.

Leona, he believed, had told the truth
about Jane. But he had to hear Jane’s
explanation for quitting without giving
him a chance to clear himself. Even if
she didn’t believe what he was going to
tell her, she owed him the chance to
tell it.

HEN PETTY'S departure, he under-

stood bitterly, had ruined all hope
of proving that Usher had rigged the
brand-blotting deal. There would be
no trial now, no chance to use those
boot prints as evidence. By leaving
Bunchgrass Basin, Petty had as good as
admitted, himself guilty of Ed Peebles’
killing.

“And the spooky fool has spoiled my
chance to prove Usher framed me,” Ten-
nant muttered.

As he neared Quadrille, Tennant re-
called the romantic interlude he had
shared with Leona last night. Her eager
embrace and her talk about him being
her kind of man had surprised and
pleased him. But now he dismissed it
for what he considered it to be—merely
a brief and meaningless display of pent-
up emaotions.

Leona had lived a lonely life. She
liked attention, and wasn’'t particular
who furnished it. If Dude Finn had
happened by the Bar Bell last night
Leona would probably have ewelcomed
him as warmly.
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There was, he reflected, plenty of
reason for her being as she was. She
had inherited Tate Usher’s lack of prin-
ciple and his selfishness. Even as Usher
would use any trick to ruin the Bar
Bell, Leona would do the same to save
itt. Romance had been secondary to
Tate, despite his hot-blooded ways.

It was the same with Leona. No man
would ever come ahead of the Bar Bell.
The ranch was what she lived for, that
and her hatred of the man who was her
father.

It was still raining when Tennant tied
his horse to the picket fence in front
of Doc Medwick’s house. The lamplit
windows sent out a cheerful glow, and
the tinkling notes of a piano reminded
Tennant of the many evenings he had
spent in the parlor, listening to the soft,
sweet music Jane loved to play. He
wondered about Doc, and hoped the
medico was playing poker with his
cronies at the Palace.

A familiar eagerness prodded Ten-
nant as he knocked on the front door.
Anticipation, and a sudden warming
sense of confidence came to him while he
waited. Jane had believed him that
other time, in spite of the jury’s de-
cision. She would believe him now. All
he had to do was tell her the truth. It
seemed as simple as that to him now,
and he was grinning cheerfully when
Jane opened the door.

“Jeff!” she exclaimed.

Tennant took off his rain-soaked hat.
He stepped inside and closed the door.
“Glad to see me, honey?” he asked.

Then he saw Clark Morgan standing
in the parlor doorway. For the first
time in his life Jeff Tennant was jealous.
Really, rampantly jealous. The swift
burst of it was like a flame inside of
him.

Jane took his hat and said, “Take off
your slicker, Jeff,” and stood waiting
for it.

But Tennant ignored her.
at Morgan.

He looked

“What are you doing here?” he de-
manded.

“l was about to ask you the same
guestion,” Morgan said in his precise,
orderly voice. “I thought you were
dodging a posse back in the hills.”

“Your mistake,” Tennant muttered.
He stepped away from the door. “And
your time to leave.”

Morgan’s glance shifted to Jane.
“Would you prefer that | leave?” he
asked.

Tennant gave Jane no chance to
answer that. Stepping close to Morgan
he said ehallengingly, “Let’s decide that
with our fists, Morgan.”

“1 don’t choose to fight in this house,”
the merchant declined with the patience
of a thoroughly disciplined man—a
patience that hugely aggravated Jeff
Tennant.

“Maybe this will change your mind,"”
Tennant said, and slapped Morgan’s
face.

“Why, Jeff!”
nantly.

But Clark Morgan possessed an es-
tablished composure that nothing
seemed to shake.

“Not in this house,” he said again.

He took his hat and coat from the
halltree.

“Good night, Jane,” he said, and went
outside, closing the door gently behind
him.

“Yellow,” Tennant reflected.

But he understood that Morgan had
outplayed him here and that the mer-
chant’s ironclad control had made his
undisciplined display seem like cheap
bravado.

Jane objected indig-

JANE said nothing. She watched him
as she might watch a stranger, not
knowing what he would do next.
“Sorry | lost my temper,” Tennant
apologized, “but I'm not sorry Morgan
left.”
“Aren’t you afraid the posse will find
you here?” Jane asked coolly.
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Tennant shook his head. “Is Lam-
bert in town?” he asked.

“He was this morning,” Jane said.

She watched him go to the door and
peer out, and leave it slightly ajar when
he turned back to her.

“l haven't much time,” he said, “but
I want you to know | didn't shoot Na-
viska—in the back or otherwise.”

Jane met his unwavering gaze with
eyes equally unwavering.

“You wouldn’'t lie to me, would you,
Jeff?” she asked.

A slow grin creased Tennant's whis-
ker-shagged cheeks.

“1 might, some time,” he said. “But I
never have. Naviska was shot by mis-
take. | think Johnny Peebles mistook
Red for Ben Petty. But however it hap-
pened, | didn't do it.”

Then, as hoofs sounded in the street,
Tennant turned quickly to the doorway,
his right hand hovering close to holster.
Watching him, Jane saw how much he
had changed in the past few days. He
had a wary way, an alertness and a
vigilance, as if this were a game he
thoroughly understood. And thoroughly
enjoyed. That was the part she couldn’t
comprehend—that he should take pleas-
ure in so grisly a game.

A galloping horse splashed along the
dark, rain-drenched road. When the
muffled beat of its passage across the
bridge came back, Tennant said: “ Some-
one in a hurry.” He stood in thoughtful
silence for a moment, wondering who
that rider might be.

“It's Morgan,” he said then, “going to
tell Usher where I am.”

The idea of Morgan riding into the
hills on a night like this amused him.
The merchant was in for a considerable
wetting before he found the posse. Ten-
nant smiled.

“You wouldn’t marry an informer,
would you, honey?” he asked.

Jane shrugged. “I don’t blame Clark
for resenting your actions, Jeff,” she
said. “I resent them, too.” Then she

asked, “Do you know that Joe Barlow
and his boy are with the Bar Bell
roundup crew?” When he nodded, she
asked, “Do you think that'’s right, after
what you promised Effie?”

“So she’s been complaining,” Tennant
muttered. “Well, | didn’t hire them,
Jane. But in my opinion Joe is better
off riding roundup than guzzling booze
at Stromberg’s bar. And young Billy
is doing what he's wanted to do for a
long, long time.”

“Suppose they get shot?” she asked.
“Will that be better for them, also?”

X1l

It WAS the same thing all over again.
Tennant frowned. Jane disliked vio-
lence so thoroughly that she considered
no price too great to pay for peace.

“It’'s a chance Joe and Billy have to
take,” he explained, “unless they want
to spend their lives tied to Effie’s apron
strings. A man can't always play it
safe and secure. Even Morgan is risk-
ing his neck hightailing up that slippery
road tonight.”

But this didn’t convince Jane at all.
Tennant could tell by the way she
looked at him, with her eyes so coolly
calculating. He had never seen that ex-
pression in her eyes. It wasn't like
Jane to be calculating. Nor aloof.
Even on the few occasions when she
had been angry at him, she had never
been like this.

“You believe me, about Naviska?” he
asked.

Jane nodded. “But that doesn’'t
change the rest of it, Jeff. It doesn’t
change the fact that you're willing to
risk Joe Barlow’s life and young Billy’s
to win yourself a bunch of cows.”

The unfairness of that roused swift
resentment in Tennant.

“I'm not fighting just for a bunch of
cattle,” he said impatiently. “There’s
more to it than that.”

“Revenge?” Jane asked, and con-
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trived to make the question an accusa-
tion as well. Then her voice turned
soft and warm and almost pleading.
“Won't anything stop you, Jeff—before
it's too late?”

Tennant was considering that, and
taking hope from it, when he heard foot-
steps in the yard. Going quickly to the
door he saw Doc Medwick, and under-
stood that this visit was almost over.

He went quickly to Jane and took her
by the elbows.

“A quick kiss before 1 go?” he
asked.
Jane shook her head. “No quick

kisses, Jeff. That's all there'd ever be,
the way you're going. That, and wait-
ing to learn if you're dead or alive. It's
no use, Jeff. I'm through waiting.”

Doc Medwick came in. He said
sternly, “Unless you need medical at-
tention go out and get on your horse.”

Tennant ignored Doc. “You sure
about it, Jane?” he asked.

“Of course she’s sure!” Medwick ex-
claimed. “You've had your chance and
you've chosen the gunsmoke game. Why
should any sensible girl wait for a
posse-dodging renegade to get caught—
or killed?”

The measured ticking of the hall
clock’s polished pendulum sounded loud
to Jeff Tennant. Tick, took, while he
looked at the only girl he had ever
wanted for a wife. Tick, tock, while he
waited for his answer, and read it in
the appraising coolness of her eyes.
Tick, tock.

“Get out,” Doc ordered.

There was no anger in his voice. Just
impatience, and a little disgust. The
tone of voice one would use on a grub-
line rider who had overstayed his
welcome.

A mocking smile quirked Tennant's
lips. This was the way a man lost a
beautiful girl. With a clock ticking and
an old man telling him to get out. No
chance to fight for her with fists, or
with a gun.

He took his hat from Jane. “I could
wish you luck with Morgan,” he said,
“but I'd be lying.”

Then he strode outside, slamming the
door behind him. . . .

Bravo Shatter couldn’t understand it.
Each day the gather increased and the
roundup was ahead of schedule, yet Jeff
Tennant’s morose mood continued. He
seldom spoke, except to give an order.
Even when Leona visited camp on the
third day and talked to Jeff he didn't
seem to say much.

Billy Barlow noticed it too.

“You reckon Jeff has a stomachache,
or somethin’?” he asked his father.

But if Tennant was sick he didn't re-
veal it in his actions. First to saddle
up in the morning he was last to fill his
plate at Shakespeare Smith's supper
fire, and he rode the slippery hills with
a reckless speed that made old Pete
Lunsford remark:

“A ridge runnin’ rannihan. Puts me
in mind of my younger days in Texas.”

On Thursday afternoon Tennant took
a tally of the herd. And because this
was the first time the overcast had
lifted, he also took a long look at the
Divide’s white mantle. There was snow
down to the Slot. Even if it wasn't deep
it would make for treacherous footing
and slow progress up the steep trail.

This was at Big Meadow. The last
circles were being made, with small
bunches of cattle drifting in from the
roundabout hills as riders choused them
through brush and pine timber.

“Hi-ya, cattle! Hi-ya, hi-ya!”

Weary men riding weary horses,
cursing the bunch-quitter steers, curs-
ing the mud that spattered their
bearded faces.

“Git along, cattle—git along!”

THE cutting was started while riders
' were still out on circle. Slow, tedious,
temper-ragging work that churned the
meadow into a hock-deep sludge of mud
and manure where pivoting ponies went
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down and swearing men kicked free of
stirrups.

Within an hour one horse was so
badly gored it had to be shot, and soon
after that young Billy Barlow limped
up to the wagon with a horn-slashed
leg for Shakespeare Smith to bandage.
But the work went on, TU steers to the
west side of the meadow, Bar Bell stuff
to the east. Hour after hour of it, while
Jack Ramsay brought in eleven head
and Bravo Shatter showed up just be-
fore dark with six more.

“Had nine to start with,” Bravo ad-
mitted wearily, “but three of 'em turned
back on me.” He added, “Saw a rider
headin’ towards the Bar Bell. Looked
like Dude Finn.”

Tennant thought about that for a
moment, slumped in saddle. If Shatter
had seen Finn it must mean the posse
had returned, and Dude might be mak-
ing a report of Usher’s plans to Leona.

“Take over till 1 get back, Bravo,”
he said. “Eat supper soon as the cut
is finished, and start the two herds
moving. You, the Barlows and Fred
Eggleston handle the TU steers. [I'll
catch up with the other boys, and we'll
try to join you some time before day-
light. But no matter what happens,
push those steers through the Pass.”

Not waiting for Shaffer’'s acceptance
of this, Tennant turned his pony toward
the Bar Bell. Bravo, he thought, might
guestion his being sent with the steers
instead of the Bar Bell herd, which was
where the fighting would be—if there
was a fight. But Tennant wanted him
to ramrod the drive up the Slot trail.
That was the important part of this
deal, the part that meant survival or
ruin for the Bar Bell. And for himself.

It was dark when Tennant topped the
first ridge west of the roundup camp.
Cow smell came off the meadow,
strongly pungent in this damp air.

Smith’s supper fire made a meager
shine against the dark and there was
no cheer in the sight of it; no sense

of warmth or fellowship for Jeff Ten-
nant. It occurred to him now that there
had been none of that since the night
Jane had refused to wait for him.

He had known then that he had lost
her. But there had been a flimsy strand
of hope in him until Leona visited camp
and reported that a wedding day had
been set.

“Jane is wearing Clark’s diamond,”
she told him. “They're to be married
on the fifteenth, and Doc is bragging
that it'll be the biggest wedding ever
put on in Bunchgrass Basin.”

“And the best, to Doc’s way of
thinking,” Tennant thought dejectedly.

There had never been a time when
the old medico had wanted him for a
son-in-law. Doc was a town man and
wanted his daughter to marry a man
who would live in town. A peaceable,
prominent citizen who could give Jane
the comforts and security she was ac-
customed to having.

“That's what Jane wants also,” Ten-
nant muttered.

A three-quarter moon was shining
through wind-raveled clouds when he
rode into the Bar Bell yard. There was
a saddled horse tied to the back stoop.
He passed close enough to see its TU
brand, and thought, “Bravo was right!”

Leona, he supposed, would be enter-
taining Dude in the kitchen while Jules
Huffmeyer remained in the parlor, ‘for
there were lamps going in both rooms.
He tied his horse to the corral fence
and was walking across the moonlit
yard when he heard Leona cry: “No,
Dude—no!”

The sheer surprise of it held him
motionless for a moment, and in this
brief interval Leona screamed.

Tennant rushed to the kitchen door.
He flung it open, saw Leona struggling
with Finn and glimpsed Jules Huff-
meyer sprawled near the parlor door-
way with blood on his forehead.

“Jeffl” Leona cried, and that single
word repulsed Dude Finn at once, so
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that she was free of his embrace.

Finn drew as he whirled, and fired
one frantic, half-aimed shot before Ten-
nant’'s gun exploded. Then Dude’s gun
slipped from his fingers and both hands
clutched spasmodically at his chest.
He took three queerly graceful steps
backward. Then he bent at the middle,
as if taking a bow, and fell so abruptly
that his face thudded against the floor.

WHILE Leona doctored Huffmeyer
whom Finn had pistol-whipped,
Tennant toted Dude’s body outside and
coaxed the TU bronc to stand while he
tied the limp shape to saddle, face-down.
Handling the body made Tennant sick.
He gagged, and cursed himself for this
squeamishness. He had shot two men
during the Lincoln County War, hadn't
he? It wasn't as if this was his first
gunfight. But those other shootings
had been during an impersonal battle
between strangers. This seemed worse,
somehow. Even though he had fired in
self-defense it seemed worse.

Tennant turned the horse loose and
hazed it from the yard. Usher would
accuse him of this killing as a matter
of course, and Jane would soon hear
the news. If there had been any last
doubt in her mind about marrying Mor-
gan, this would clinch it, he supposed.
She might even wonder if he had lied
to her about Red Naviska.

When Tennant returned to the stoop
Leona stood there waiting for him. She
wore a coat cape-fashion around her
shoulders but it didn’t conceal the tom
bodice of her dress.

“You killed him to save me, didn't
you, Jeff?” she said softly, and smiled.

It seemed odd that a girl should smile
at a time like this, that she should seem
pleased and wholly self-contained so
soon after seeing a man killed. A man
whose kisses she had enjoyed.

“No,” Tennant muttered. “lI Kkilled
him to save myself— Did Finn know
when Usher plans to jump the herd?”

“Yes, but Dude wanted to—to be paid,
before he told me.”

Tennant laughed cynically. “So all
your scheming got you was a tom
dress.”

Leona wasn't smiling now. She was
peering at him with wide, startled eyes.
“But | did it for both of us, Jeff.”

“Us?”

Leona reached out and grasped his
arms.

“Of course,” she said, and smiled
again. “You're going to share the Bar
Bell with me, aren’'t you?”

Until this moment it hadn’t occurred
to Jeff Tennant that she would marry
him. Even though she had called him
her kind of man he had considered that
their brief emotional interlude had
been sparked by mutual disappoint-
ment, and by more whisky than he was
used to drinking. Certainly there had
been no mention of love, nor matri-
monial intent. Even now, with the
knowledge that she was offering him
a full partnership, he thought, “She’s
lost Morgan and wants me as second
best.”

Her fingers tightened so that their
nails bit into his arms.

“Aren’'t you, Jeff?” she insisted.

And her eyes, so warmly glowing, told
him that she was offering more than
half of the Bar Bell.

Tennant took time to place an ac-
curate reckoning on his future, know-
ing how forlorn a place the Roman Four
would be without Jane to share it
Here was a woman wanting a mate;
wanting a partner too. If they won the
fight against Usher, the Bar Bell would
be bigger than ever—a vast cattle
kingdom. And he had nothing to lose
in such an alliance, except what tat-
tered remnants of pride Jane had left
him.

Yet, for a reason he couldn’t under-
stand, Tennant said finally:

“Our bargain was one hundred heif-
ers and five bulls. | see no need for
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changing it.”

Leona’'s hands dropped instantly.
She stepped back and stared at him.

“You mean—you don’'t want me?”
she demanded.

Tennant shrugged.
one girl | ever really wanted.
will change that.”

“Not even her marriage to Clark
Morgan?” Leona asked, incredulous.

“Nothing will change my wanting
her,” Tennant said.

When he turned toward his horse
Leona said throatily, “Curse you, Jeff!
Curse you!”

She remained on the stoop as he rode
past, and because she was thoroughly
angry her lamplit face held a graphic,
passionate beauty. She was the living
image of a desirable woman now. She
roused a rash urge in Jeff Tennant,
an itching impulse to turn back and
take her in his arms. But he didn't.

“There’s only
Nothing

p OLDIE RIMBAUGH rode into Men-
afee Camp shortly after eight
o'clock.

“They cut the herd this afternoon,”
he said to Cleek, “and they’re driving
a bunch this way.”

“How far back?” Cleek asked, pick-
ing at his gold teeth with a match stick.

“Five-six miles. It was dark when
they lined out right after supper. But
| seen Jeff Tennant workin’ the cuts this
afternoon.”

“So that's where he’s been while we
was freezing up there on the Divide!”
Usher exclaimed, eyeing Cleek accus-
ingly. “I told you he'd throw in with
the Bar Bell first chance he got.”

“He's a smart one, that Tennant,”
Lee Pardee said. “lI remember a foxy
trick he turned whilst ridin’ in that
Murphy-Chisum ruckus. He was—"

“Forget that,” Cleek interrupted, irri-
tated. “I'm sick of hearing how blasted
smart that jigger is.” He turned to
Rimbaugh and asked, “Where’s Dude?”

“Can’'t Agger it out,” Rimbaugh said.

“Dude told me to wait while he made
a circle south of Big Meadow. He never
came back.”

“You hear any shots?” Cleek asked.

Rimbaugh shook his head. “When
Dude didn't show back | thought mebbe
he went on into town for a drink. Dude
likes his likker.”

“Also his wimmin,” Lee Pardee
offered with a chuckle. “If you opened
up Dude’s head all you'd find would be
a woman.”

Kid Peebles stood in the doorway with
an oil-soaked rag and a revolver in his
hands.

“Dude,” he suggested, “might be at
Mayme Shay’s place right now, havin’
hisself a time.”

“I'll fire that proddy bum, traipsin’
off when we need him,” Usher threat-
ened.

A horse sloshed through mud puddles

nearby.

“Look what’'s coming!” Cleek said
sharply.

“That’s Dude’s horse!” Rimbaugh
exclaimed.

“And Dude’s body on it,” Cleek pre-
dicted.

The pony came on, stepping high
through the yard’s deep mud.

Kid Peebles cursed, staring at the
limp head and mud-spattered hands
that dangled loosely.

The pony stopped at the corral gate.
Idaho Cleek walked over, grasped
Dude’s hair, and tilted up the face for
a brief look.

“Is it Dude?” Usher called.

“Who'd you think it was— General
Grant?” Cleek snapped. Then he peered
at the doorway group and called im-
patiently, “Come on, come on. Cut the
corpse loose and tote it into the shack.”

Rimbaugh and Pardee went about the
chore with plain reluctance.

“We play it legal much longer and
we'll need a new crew,” Usher said
angrily, when Cleek came up.

“Play it any other way and you won’t
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need a crew,” Cleek retorted. “We've
got Lambert with us, haven't we? How
long would you've lasted in this country
if the sheriff had been against you ?”

Usher sighed. “I know, | know. But
we ain't gittin’ what we’re after, Idaho.
We ain’t no nearer takin’ over the Bar
Bell than we was a year ago.”

“Oh, yes we are,” Cleek corrected.
“We've got Petty’'s place, haven't we?
Once we run Tennant off we’ll have his,
which means we control the Tailholt
Hills and Tonto Flats. | don't cotton
to the idea of fighting a woman-bossed
outfit but we’ll get it, in time.”

“We got to get Tennant first!” Usher
exclaimed. “If he's thrown in with
Leona it'll take some doin’!”

Cleek smiled. ' He rolled a cigarette
and watched Finn’'s body being carried
into the cabin. Kid Peebles also
watched. He had never liked Dude, but
the way Dude’s head wabbled with the
mouth wide open made Johnny feel bad.

“1 wonder who'll be next,” he said

sickishly.

“What'll we do about that drive,
Idaho?” Usher asked.

“Bust it,” Cleek said. “Bust it good
and proper.”

“How about Lambert? What'll he

think about that?”

“You heard Goldie say Tennant is
working with the-Bar Bell crew, didn’'t
you?” Cleek asked impatiently. “That
makes the Bar Bell an outlaw outfit.”

Usher peered thoughtfully at his
dark-faced foreman. “Sure,” he agreed.
“Sure it does.”

“And we're all sworn in as deputies,
to take Tennant—dead or alive,” Cleek
said, as if explaining an intricate prob-
lem to a child.

Usher smacked his chap-clad leg.
“Then we can bust 'em legal!” he ex-
claimed.

Cleek smiled thinly, and glanced at
the cloud-mottled sky. “If it don’t
storm for a couple hours we’ll have
good targets, Tate. They'll be targets

that nobody could miss.”

They walked to the corral to saddle
up.

“We'll be outnumbered
Idaho,” Usher said worriedly.

“Not after the first couple minutes,
we won't be,” Cleek promised. “We're
going to make them first shots count,
and | don't want anybody firing till 1
give the word.”

As they rode from the yard, Cleek
looked at the sky again.

“1 hope the moonlight lasts one more
hour,” he said.

a trifle,

X1

B oth herds had left Big Meadow
when Tennant rode up to the chuck-
wagon where Shakespeare Smith
crouched close to a glowing bed of
embers.

“The north herd started out right
after supper,” Smith reported grouchily.
“Shatter got moving about an hour ago.
He said I'm supposed to be at Bent EI-
bow and have breakfast ready at sunup.
Is that official?”

Tennant nodded.

The old cook slumped closer to the
fire, holding his bearded face in both
hands.

“It's ghastly,” he complained. “Fif-
teen years on the stage entertaining
multitudes of ardent admirers—ten
years of culinary triumph cooking in
cow camps, and my reward is an all-
night drive in shivering solitude.” He
lifted tragic eyes to consider shifting
cloudbanks. “A big storm brewing,
which means I'll probably be wheeling
through a blizzard by the time | reach
Bent Elbow.”

Tennant rode on, feeling a kindred
moroseness and not wanting to share it.
There was a storm brewing, all right.
Two storms, in fact, and one of them
might break before midnight.

The moon shone intermittently, its
periods of illumination less frequent as



REBELS RIPE PROUDLY 79

Tennant splashed along the road which
had been churned into a quagmire by
the herd’s recent passage. A stronger
wind came out of the north, raw and
damp with a smell of snow in it.

Pine timber made a windbreak here
and a sort of barrier on both sides of
the road. Lunsford, Ramsay and Tay-
lor should have had little trouble
driving cattle through this, Tennant
thought, and they had been told to take
it easy.

When he overtook Pete Lunsford
dawdling along behind the slow-plod-
ding drags, the old man asked:

“Find out,anything at the ranch?”

Tennant shook his head and rode on.

“1 found out how it feels to kill at
close range,” he thought. He had
learned also how unpredictable his re-
actions could be. Recalling the con-
trasting emotions Leona had aroused in
him, Tennant felt a nagging sense of
bewilderment. A man could never be
sure of himself around a woman. He
could reject her with half his mind and
want her with the other half.

He rode alongside Jack Ramsay.

“How they acting?” he asked.

“Just like they’'d been drove all their
life,” Ramsay bragged. “How far you
reckon we'll git before the TU tackles
us?”

“Quien sabe?” Tennant said, and
made the shrugging gesture which is
part of this Spanish declaration of
doubt. “We're on Usher’s range right
now. He might let us get beyond
Menafee Camp, or he might jump us in
the next ten minutes.”

It occurred to him that there were
three or four likely places for ambush.
Making a mental tally of the trail's
crooked course through the hills he
wondered which of those places Usher
would choose. The cut bank pass on
the ridge near Menafee Camp, perhaps;
or the timber-fringed gully beyond it.
Then he remembered Nugget Wash.
That, too, would be a natural trap. And

it wasn't far off.

“Don’'t forget how the plan goes,
Jack,” he said. “Soon as the shooting
starts we drop back and make a slow
fight. The longer it lasts the better.
Only thing we're trying to win is time.”

He rode ahead then, intending to
guard against cattle turning down Nug-
get Wash instead of crossing it.

“Keep your eyes peeled,” Ramsay ad-
vised. “I got a hunch that wash might
be the place.”

The moon was half hidden by clouds
now, so that the herd was little more
than a blur of moving shadows. Ten-
nant passed the leaders and glimpsed
Tex Taylor moving up through the
trees across the trail. Tex, he supposed,
was wondering about Nugget Wash
also. It was directly ahead, not more
than a hundred yards away. Even in
this poor light the sandy bottom made
a wide chalky strip between the dark
banks above it.

Tennant scanned those brush-fringed
banks, the sense of impending attack
so strong now that he expected to see
movement up there. But he detected no
sign of ambush as he rode into the wash
and turned his horse down it far enough
to allow the herd to cross without in-
terference.

The leaders came on, sniffed at the
wet sand and plodded methodically
across it. When three cows turned up
the wash Taylor yelled, “Hi-ya—hi-ya!”
and quickly sent them back into the
herd.

“Go on, cattle—go on,” Tennant
chanted again and again, slapping his
saddle with a rope end.

k iOST of the herd was across and
moving up the steep trail beyond.
Lunsford urged the last stragglers into
the wash. “This isn’t the place,” Ten-
nant thought.
Tension left him. It would take an-
other hour to reach the cut bank pass;
perhaps longer. And as he had told
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his companions, time was all they had
to win.

He took out his Durham sack and
began shaping a cigarette with cold-
numbed fingers. Jack Ramsay was
helping old Pete with the drags, cursing
the cattle in a singsong voice.

Tennant lit the cigarette and at this
exact instant heard ldaho Cleek call
sharply from the high bank:

“Grab your gun, Tennant!”

That challenge astonished Tennant.
He had anticipated gunfire without
warning, had expected that the shrill
whine of a bullet would signal attack.
But even so, with surprise hurtling
through him, Tennant had his horse in
motion when guns began to blast above
him.

As the first bullet whanged past
Tennant's face he thought fleetingly,
“Cleek had me lined in his sights,” and
wondered why the TU foreman had
taken the trouble to challenge him.

Tennant drew his gun and was firing
at the bright beacons of muzzle flare
above him when a bullet burned into
his left thigh. He pressed the wound
instinctively with his rein hand and
cursed the splinters of pain that spiraled
up his leg. Then a slug gouged a hank
of hide from his horse’s flank. The ani-
mal squealed, bogged its head, and
crossed the wash in a wild tantrum of
bucking.

They wefe into timber when Tennant
got the horse under control. There was
a lull in the firing now.

“Back here, Tex—back here!”
nant heard Pete Lunsford yell.

Another burst of shooting, then Tex
Taylor’'s shrill, high-pitched scream
came from up the wash.

Tennant thought, “He’s shot!” and
winced as Taylor screamed again.

The moonlight faded out completely.
Tennant heard cattle stampede back
across the wash as he eased his horse
through the timber. He wondered about
Tex. There had been no more yelling,

Ten-

and no more shooting. Windblown rain
spattered against his face. When he
turned into the road his horse lunged
sideward abruptly, narrowly missing
collision with a cow brute that went
splashing past.

“Pete—where are you?”
called.

“Over here,” Lunsford said.

Tennant couldn’t see him, but the
tone of the old man’s voice made him
suspicious at once.

“You hurt?” he asked.

“Some,” Lunsford admitted.
arm is no good.”

Tennant rode up beside Lunsford who
made a vague, saddle-slumped shape in
the rainswept darkness.

“I'll fix you a tourniquet,” he said
and cut a saddle string for that purpose.

“Tex is gone,” the old man muttered.
“He stayed out there in the wash in-
stead of droppin’ back like he was sup-
posed to.”

“Maybe he’s just wounded,” Tennant
said. “I'll go take a look soon as I fix
your arm.”

When he tied the tourniquet, Pete
said, “Usher sure played it smart,
lettin’ us all git into the wash before the
shootin’ started.”

“Yeah,” Tennant agreed, “but | can't
figure out why Cleek yelled at me like
he did.”

"Mebbe he can’t kill a man cold tur-
key,” Lunsford suggested.

That explanation had occurred to
Tennant but he had rejected it as ridicu-
lous. Cleek, he believed, was as cold-
blooded as a man could be. It wasn't
reasonable that so accomplished a killer
would adhere to a code of fair play.
Yet what possible purpose could have
motivated Cleek’s warning?

The tramp of a nearby horse brought
Tennant instantly alert. He had his
gun drawn when Jack Ramsay rode up
and announced:

“Tex is dead.”

“You sure?” Tennant asked.

Tennant

“Right
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“Yeah. He got shot off his horse. |
seen him and was goin’ out to help, but
a bunch of cattle tromped Tex all to
pieces.”

Ramsay gagged. “Never saw such a
awful sight,” he said whimperingly.

Tennant shivered, and noticed that
the rain had turned to snow.

“What do we do now?”
asked.

Tennant didn't answer for a long
moment. He forced his thinking away
from Tex Taylor. He listened to the
wind prowling through timber, and
wondered if Usher's men had left their
perch. He squinted his eyes against the
increasing flurry of snow flakes, half-
expecting to see riders loom against the
yonder darkness.

“Jack will ride to the ranch with you,
Pete,” he finally said. “Then he'll go
get Doc Medwick to fix your arm.”

“How about you?” Ramsay asked.

“I'll watch here for a spell,” Tennant
said. “If the TU doesn't show up I'll
go give the boys a hand with the
steers.”

“We goin’ to leave Tex’'s body there
all night?” Ramsay asked.

“Nothing else we can do,” Tennant
muttered.

Lunsford

HEY sat in silence for a moment.

Then Ramsay muttered, “Cuss it all
to perdition!” and rode off with Pete
Lunsford.

Tennant took out his knife, intending
to cut a saddle string for a tourniquet,
but the knife slipped from his cold-
clumsy fingers. He cursed and dis-
mounted into puddled mud that was fet-
lock deep. He tried to light a match but
the wind and snow frustrated three at-
tempts, so he blindly explored the muck
without success.

Climbing back into saddle, he won-
dered if the wound was still bleeding,
and guessed it was. But the pain had
dulled to an ache that sheathed his leg
from knee to hip.

A hard gust of wind set up a high
wail in the pines. It reminded him of
Tex Taylor's scream. He waited and
listened, sure that Usher’s bunch had
left their perch. If they didn't show
soon he would know they had called it
a night. In which case the decoy herd
had served its purpose, for those TU
steers should be well up the Slot trail
by midmoming.

Tennant shrugged deeper into his
mackinaw collar and waited out another
ten minutes while his horse kept turn-
ing its rump to the wind. Then, as he
was on the point of leaving, Tennant
caught the wind-borne rumor of nearby
voices.

Not waiting for a target, Tennant
fired. He gigged his horse across the
road and back, firing at swift intervals
to give the impression that two or three
riders were in action. When his gun
was empty he eased into the timber
and reloaded while TU riders opened
up with a round of random firing.

Presently, as the shooting ceased,
Tennant fired a single shot and trotted
his horse deeper into the pines, smiling
a little at the outburst of firing behind
him. If Usher's bunch kept this up
there would be little chance of them
bothering the steer herd tonight. And
tomorrow would be too late.

For a time, as he rode a slow circle
through the snow-pelted darkness, Ten-
nant considered the changes this night’s
work might bring to Bunchgrass Basin.
Usher would be ruined financially by
failure to fill his Indian Agency con-
tract. A bankrupt ranch couldn’'t pay
gun wages, which meant the end of his
hardcase crew.

“Just a matter of time,” Tennant
thought and, considering all this, briefly
forgot the throbbing ache in his thigh.

With the TU shrunk to a one-man
outfit, the Bar Bell would be the
big spread, and the Roman Four the
second in size. There would be a chance
for men like Joe Barlow to run cattle
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in the Tailholts again. Ben Petty might
come back to stand trial and then Usher
could be exposed as the scoundrel who
had framed a homesteader into Yuma
Prison.

But because Jane was marrying Clark
Morgan on the fifteenth, Tennant sav-
ored the satisfaction of tonight’'s suc-
cess without sense of jubilation. The
Roman Four, without Jane to share it,
would be a sorry place, no matter how
big an outfit it became.

Tennant halted his horse behind a
windfall and waited for sound of pur-
suit. Usher, he guessed, was out for
blood tonight. His blood.

“That's why Tate is making his crew
buck this storm,” Tennant mused, and
took satisfaction in that knowledge.

Hearing no sound of riders, Tennant
quartered toward Big Meadow. The
wind whined shrilly through the tree-
tops. When he crossed a clearing he
noticed that snowflakes were pelting the
right side of his face.

“It's getting worse,” he thought, and
wondered how Bravo Shatter was mak-
ing out with the steer herd.

The wind had been coming out of the
north, but it seemed to be shifting. He
skirted Big Meadow and headed west-
ward, and now the wind was full in
his face.

Within one hour’s.time his horse was
lunging through frequent drifts and
Tennant realized that Shakespeare
Smith might not be able to reach Bent
Elbow with the wagon. That would
mean there would be no hot coffee for
cold, saddle-beat riders tomorrow morn-
ing; no sizzling, Dutch-oven breakfast
to renew their ebbing vitality. But it
wouldn’t be the first time men had been
forced to drive cattle on empty
stomachs.

When Tennant came to the aban-
doned chuckwagon stalled in a hub-deep
drift he wasn't surprised. But later
when he met three snow-draped steers
drifting eastward he thought urgently,

“Bravo is having trouble.”

A nagging sense of apprehension
caused him to urge his horse to a faster
gait. The wind came in thrusting gusts
that blinded him for minutes at a time,
and his tired horse invariably swerved
southward during these wild squalls of
snow-shrouded blankness.

EFF TENNANT used the wind-

driven snow as a compass to keep
him on course. When it pelted his right
cheek he understood that his horse had
drifted to a southwesterly direction and
forced the animal to the right until
snow came squarely against his face.

“Bravo is needing help right now,”
he thought, and spurred his tired horse
into a floundering gallop. Then, dur-
ing a brief lull in the wind, he saw more
steers—a whole bunch of ghostly gray
shapes plodding methodically through
the snow’s slanting curtain.

Tennant knew then that he had lost.
And knew why. A shift in the wind
had defeated him. The steers had
balked at facing the storm and Shatter
had failed to hold them, once they
turned tail to it.

Tennant cursed, and rode on, meet-
ing more steers. The herd, he supposed,
had fanned out across a wide area. But
they would all head east, and the Bar
Bell riders would go south. Leona
would have the news by daylight. He
grimaced, thinking how forlorn a fail-
ure this would be for her. And he knew
there was only one way now to beat
Tate Usher—the way he had originally
planned to do it. Man to man.

Yet even so, sensing the bleak futility
of further riding, Tennant had to be
sure, had to know positively that the
crew had quit. He thought, “They
might've held part of the herd,” and
clung to that fragile strand of hope
as he rode westward.

At first daylight, with the windswept
whiteness of Bent Elbow Canyon ahead
of him, Jeff Tennant knew. There
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was not a steer, nor a rider in sight.

It was easier, riding with the wind.
Even though Tennant's horse was too
leg-weary for anything faster than a
plodding walk, the trip back seemed
faster. Perhaps it was because there
was no hurry now; no need beyond the
need for sleep and a bandage and a
long drink of whisky.

“I'll get drunk,” he thought, and was
eager to reach Quadrille.

But when he came to Ben Petty’s
place he put his horse in the lean-to
and built a fire in the cabin. The stove’s
heat melted snow that had sifted in be-
neath the door, and the warmth made
Tennant so drowsy that he could
scarcely keep awake long enough to
wash and bandage his leg. The puck-
ered wound was raw and inflamed; the
flesh around it discolored.

“Needs Doc Medwick’s attention,”
Tennant muttered.

By the looks of his pant leg the wound
had bled a pint or more. That, he sup-
posed, was the reason he felt so washed
out. And so sleepy.

He wondered if Medwick was at the
Bar Bell, or had returned to town. Doc
might have stayed at the ranch all
night, because of the storm. As coroner
he would have to take a look at what
was left of Tex Taylor. And if any of
Usher's crew had been hit in last
night's shooting, the old medico might
be at the TU.

Tennant eased back on the bunk to
think about this, and was asleep almost
instantly. . . .

It had been a long night for Leona
Bell. A tedious night. Fearful that
Jules’ skull might be fractured she had
ridden to town for Doc Medwick. One
hour after their return to the Bar Bell
Pete Lunsford had ridden in with a
bullet-smashed arm and the news of
Tex Taylor’s death. Then Bravo Shatter
had brought his frost-bitten crew home
to tell her how completely the storm
had ruined the steer drive.

“We couldn’t hold 'em,” he muttered
dully. “We just couldn’t hold 'em.”

The crew had ridden out at daylight
in search of Shakespeare Smith, and
Doc Medwick had gone to bed. But
there was no sleeping for Leona, no
escape from the constant, sickening
realization that her fight against Tate
Usher had failed.

“Curse him!” she sobbed, and fin-
ished off a cup of black coffee spiked
with whisky, her third since breakfast.

A howling wind blew sleety snow
against the Kkitchen's west window.
That wind, she thought bitterly, would
drive all those TU steers back to Tonto
Flats. There would be no chance of
saving her winter graze, now. No
chance to save anything.

Methodically, with the need for mo-
tion prodding her, Leona cleared the
table of dirty dishes. Where, she won-
dered, was Jeff Tennant? It occurred
to her that he might have been Killed,
but that possibility scarcely registered
against the thrusting fear that she
would lose the Bar Bell, that she
couldn’t prevent the ruin Clark Morgan
had predicted.

QHE was washing dishes at the sink
~ when she saw Idaho Cleek ride
across the snow-swept yard. He peered
at the bunkhouse, keeping a wary watch
on its door as he rode around toward
the kitchen stoop.

Leona dried her hands on a dish
towel. This, she knew instinctively,
was an emergency call for Doc Medwick,
but she thought with a rising excite-
ment, “He might be like Dude Finn,”
and hastily arranged her hair.

When the knock came at the door she
called, “Come in,” and leaned indolently
against the sink shoulders back and
hands on hips.

Cleek stepped inside, not removing
his hat.

“Johnny Peebles is bad hurt,” he said.
“Is Doc Medwick here?”
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Leona nodded, “Doc was up most of
the night. He's sleeping.”

“Somebody get hurt?”
quired slyly.

When Leona nodded again, he asked,
“Tennant?”

“No. Jeff hasn’'t been seen since you
ambushed him at Nugget Wash.”

“Too bad,” Cleek said, without sar-
casm. He walked over to the stove and
stood there as Dude Finn had done that
first night, holding his palms to the
heat. But there was none of Dude’s
eagerness in this man’s pale blue eyes.

“He looks cold, inside and out.”
Leona thought.

“That trick with the decoy herd
fooled us,” Cleek said. “We didn’t find
out about it until after daylight.”

All the futile, frustrating anger of
the past few hours rose in Leona now.
It flamed in her cheeks and put a harsh-
ness in her voice.

“It took an accursed blizzard to beat
me!” she exclaimed.

Cleek eyed her with an increased in-
terest.

“So you're smart enough to know
you're licked,” he said. “l wondered
about that.”

“No,” Leona objected. “If Jeff Ten-
nant is alive there’s still a chance of
stopping Tate Usher.”

“How?” Cleek a8ked.

“With a bullet.”

Cleek shrugged. “Could be,” he ad-
mitted and smiled thinly. “Will you go
tell Doc he’s needed at the TU?”

Leona was halfway across the kitchen
when she stopped and faced Cleek.

“Would you be interested in owning
half of the Bar Bell?” she asked ab-
ruptly.

Cleek blinked in frank astonishment.
Then he glanced at the whisky bottle.

“There never was a woman could
honeyfuss me for a fool, drunk or so-
ber,” he said with sly derision. “Go
get Doc Medwick.”

Cleek in-

X1V

H obo BILL WIMPLE sat at the
oilcloth - covered table in Mayme
Shay'’s kitchen and studied the wrinkled,
dirt-smudged map before him—a cryp-
tic derrotero purporting to be a chart to
the fabulous Conquistador Cache. Crude
drawings of mountains, trees, wagon
wheels and crosses were among the
myriad symbols, many of which now
bore penciled circles.

“Look, Mayme,” Wimple said, point-
ing proudly to the circles. “Look what
I've accomplished in ten years time—
explored moren’ half the places where
the treasure chest could be buried. You
know what that means?”

Mayme Shay smiled and shook her
head.

“What, Bill?” she asked.

“Why it means I'll find that hidden
treasure in six or seven more years at
the outside. Then I'm goyi’ to build
you the biggest opr'y house betwixt
Kansas City and San Francisco, so’s it'll
hold the crowds of people that'll flock
to see the prettiest gal who ever danced
on a stage!”

Mayme patted his shoulder. “I'm
some older than | was when the Bazaar
closed, Bill. Fifteen years older.”

“And prettier,” Hobo Bill insisted.
He pulled her onto his lap and kissed
her. “By grab, Mayme, you git prettier
every year. | never saw the beat of it.”

When he Kkissed her again Mayme
closed her eyes and hugged him tight.

“You're sweet as cane sugar,” she
said softly. “You make me feel like a
scatterheels girl getting her first kiss
in the moonlight.”

They remained like that for a little
time while the tea kettle sang merrily
on the stove and a gusty wind rattled
the kitchen door. Then a bell, attached
to the front door by a rope and pully
arrangement, jangled briefly.

“Business,” Mayme said. She went
out to the hallway and called, “Com-
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pany, girls!” as she passed the stairs.

Then she saw Jeff Tennant limp
across the parlor.

“Good glory, kid—you been shot!”
she exclaimed.

A whimsical smile creased Tennant’s
haggard cheeks as Mayme and Hobo
Bill helped him upstairs. “There's a
deputy on Doc Medwick’s veranda,” he
explained, “and Lambert is watching
McGonigle’s Livery, so | came here.”

Three kimona-clad girls stood in the
upstairs hallway watching, their painted
faces tense with interest. “That's him
—the one they’'re looking for,” the big
blond girl said.

When Tennant was in Mayme’s room
and sitting on the edge of her bed, she
looked at his blood-stained pantleg.

“How bad is it, Jeff?” she asked.

“Needs cauterizing, | guess.” Then
a sheepish grin eased his chapped lips
and he said, “l could sure use a drink,
if you've got a bottle hid away.”

“I'll go git it,” Hobo Bill declared.
“Colonel’'s Monogram, guaranteed to
cure snake bite, frost bite and romantic
fever.”

“I'll have one of the girls heat some
water while I go fetch Doc Medwick,”
Mayme said.

“How about that deputy?” Tennant
asked. “l wouldn’'t want Usher’s crew
coming in here after me. Might mess
up your place.”

Mayme smiled. “Don’'t you worry
about it, kid. I'll make out like one of
my girls has been took sick.”

She went out into the hall and an-
nounced, “He's a personal friend of
mine, and | don't want anyone to know
he’'s here. One of you put on a big pan
of water to heat, and make him some
coffee, while I go get Doc. . . . ”

Clark Morgan ate a leisurely supper
in the Palace dining room and presently,
as he paid his bill at the lobby desk, he
asked Effie Barlow:

“Where’s your men folks? | heard
they came home this afternoon.”

“Billy is in bed with a hurt leg and
a cold that's likely to be a bad case of
grippe by morning,” Mrs. Barlow re-
ported. “Joe headed straight for Strom-
berg’s bar, said he hadn’'t had a drink
since he left.”

“They’'re lucky to be alive, from what
| hear,” Morgan said. “Tex Taylor and
Dude Finn were Killed outright, and
they say Johnny Peebles is dying.”

Effie sighed. “It's a terrible thing
what trouble one man can cause. And
there’ll be no peace until he's caught—
or killed.”

Morgan nodded agreement and went
out on the street. When he passed the
livery he saw Sheriff Lambert standing
in the doorway, talking to Tay Mc-
Gonigle.

“Any news of Tennant?”
called.

“They tracked him from Petty's

Morgan

shack, until the snow petered out,”
Lambert said. “He was headed this
way.”

k i ORGAN went on to Doc Medwick’s

house and nodded a wordless
greeting to Goldie Rimbaugh who sat
well back in the veranda shadows smok-
ing a cigarette.

“Miss Medwick ain't home,” Rim-
baugh reported. “Mayme Shay came
after Doc for one of her girls that's
awful sick. Doc not bein’ home, Miss
Medwick went instead.”

“So0,” Morgan said, and turned back
down the steps.

As he neared McGonigle's Livery, he
stopped abruptly and said, “I wonder,”
and saw that Tay was alone now.

Crossing the street to the stable,
Morgan asked, “Where's Sam?”

“Went over to the hotel for a cup of
coffee,” the liveryman said, and when
Morgan turned away, asked, “Somethin’
up?”

“I'm not sure,” Morgan said, precise
as always. “But | have a suspicion that
Jeff Tennant may be hiding at Mayme
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Shay’s house.”

Tay McGonigle watched Morgan walk
toward the hotel.

“A plague on ye,” he whispered, and
crossed Main Street without hurry.

But once in Sashay Alley the little
Irishman ran as fast as the mud would
allow. He was so out of breath that he
could scarcely speak when he barged
into Mayme Shay’s parlor and found
Hobo Bill coming from the kitchen with
a pitcher of hot water.

“Is Jeff here?” Tay demanded wheez-
ingly.

Hobo Bill,eyed him with obvious sur-
prise.

“Jeff who?” he asked.

“Jeff Tennant.”

Bill Wimple chuckled good-naturedly.
“What makes you think Tennant would
be here?” he inquired.

“Ye witless ape—is he, or ain't he?”
McGonigle demanded. Then, seeing
Mayme Shay on the upstairs landing,
Tay called, “If Jeff is up there go tell
him they’'re on their way here to get
him!”

Jeff Tennant heard that. He watched
Jane as she placed a compress on his
wound, knowing that she had heard it
also. But he saw no change in her face.
It had held a strictly impersonal ex-
pression since the moment she had en-
tered this room and said, “Dad is away,
Jeff. I'll do what | can.”

Now, as Mayme came in, closely fol-
lowed by Hobo Bill, Tennant said, “I'll
have to get out of here.”

“But where will you go?” Mayme de-
manded.

Tennant had no answer for that.
figure it out after | leave,” he said.

“You're in no shape to ride,” Jane
counseled, bandaging the wound as she
talked and keeping her eyes strictly to
the task. “Even if you were, they're
watching the Bar Bell.”

She finished tying the bandage and
turned away, not looking as he reached
for his pants.

“I'll

Hobo Bill helped him into them.

“1 know a place you could hide, Jeff,”
Hobo Bill said, “and it wouldn’t be far
to walk.”

“Where?” Tennant asked, buckling
on his gunbelt.

“The Bonanza Bazaar. Most of the
roof has caved in, but Mayme’'s old
dressing-room is still in good shape. |
was there the other day, sort of re-
memberin’ old times.”

“That's just the place!” Mayme de-
clared. “It's at the southwest corner
of the building, Jeff. You can go in
the back way from the alley.”

Tennant stood up, balancing against
the wobbly weakness of his knees and
an odd empty feeling that made him
teeter on his high heels. He glanced at
Jane and found her gaze fully on him,
and couldn’'t identify her expression.
Gravity still masked her mouth so that
her lips were straight and inexpressive.

But there was a change in the way
she looked at him. Her lamplit eyes
were not coolly impersonal now. Nor
calculating. There was an expression
in them he had never seen before.

“Thanks for saving my leg,” he said,
and hoped she would smile, wanting
that much to remember.

But she didn’t smile. She said whis-
peringly, “I'd do as much for—" Her
voice seemed to fail.

“For a dog,” Tennant said, and made
his own bitter reckoning on the expres-
sion in her eyes—disgust. He thought,
“She despises me,” and wondered how
this could be so.

She stood by the doorway with her
face averted as he went out, passing so
close that her hair made a distinct and
familiar fragrance for hjm. He had a
gueerly thrusting impulse to take her
head in his hands, to bury his face in
the fluffy softness of her sorrel hair.

I 1QBO BILL followed Tennant from
* * the room.
“I'll bring you a blanket and a bait
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of grub,” he promised, “soon’s the coast
is clear.”

Tennant limped to the stairway, keep-
ing his eyes on the front door. Perspira-
tion dripped from his armpits as he
descended the stairs, step at a time.

“Ruth,” he heard Mayme say, “you’ll
be the sick one that Miss Medwick is
doctoring,” and Hobo Bill said urgently,
“If Sheriff Lambert comes snoopin’ you
be sure to act like you're ailin’, Ruth.
Ailin’ real bad.”

Tennant limped through the kitchen
where the tantalizing odor of fresh-
boiled coffee reminded him how long it
had been since he had eaten. When he
went out the back door the crisp night
air was like a cold wave breaking
against him. He had felt hot and fev-
erish in the house but now, as he moved
cautiously across the dark yard, he
clenched his teeth to keep them from
chattering. There had been no snow
south of Commissary Creek this after-
noon, but the west wind was so bitter
cold that Tennant turned up his
mackinaw collar to profect his ears.

Turning into Sashay Alley, Tennant
probed the dark thoroughfare for sign
of traffic. All the lamplit windows were
on the south side of the alley, its north
side consisting of backyards behind
Main Street’'s business establishments.
He stood close to an abode wall and
watched a Mexican plod past with his
blanket-wrapped shoulders hunched
against the wind. Then Tennant crossed
the alley and had reached the Bonanza
Bazaar’'s rubble-littered rear doorway
as three men came hurriedly along the
dirt sidewalk.

“Lambert and two helpers,” Tennant
thought instantly.

He stepped to one side of the door-
way. He stood there while the three
men passed.

“I'll watch the back door, Sam,” he
distinctly heard Clark Morgan say.

Sardonic amusement twisted Ten-
nant’s lips. Jane's husband-to-be didn’t

want her to see him. Morgan, he
guessed, would be embarrassed to meet
Jane in such a place. He would resent
her going there even on a mission of
mercy.

Tennant felt his way through the
Bazaar's wreckage of fallen beams,
wincing as his wounded leg bumped
against a section of capsized roofing.
And at this moment, with his leg hurt-
ing at each step, he remembered the
poem Jane had quoted: “Rebels ride
proudly in the sun, counting the victory
already won.”

Well, he wasn't riding proudly now.
He was limping through dark places
like a chased coyote. And Jane de-
spised him. That, he thought grimly,
was the worst defeat of all. And the
most astonishing. It had never occurred
to him that Jane could despise him, that
she would look at him as though the
sight of him sickened her.

Tennant collided with a crumbling
partition. He cursed, and lit a match
and saw a sagging door with a faded
star painted on it.

“The star’'s dressing-room,” he re-
flected, absently holding the match un-
til it burned his fingers. “Well, I'm the
star.”

Cobwebs clung to his face as he went
inside and sat on a dusty couch that
creaked wearily at his weight.. The
musty odor of mildew and mold and
rain-soaked rubbish was trapped in this
ancient room. He wondered how it had
been in the old days when Mayme Shay
had changed gowns here and Hobo Bill
Wimple had called to pay his respects.

The smells had been different then.
There had been perfume, and powder,
and the fine feminine scent of awoman’s
hair. But now there was mildew and
the mournful wail of wind prowling an
abandoned place.

“ ‘Rebels ride proudly,”” Tennant
muttered, and laughed, and sat there in
the dark with his head in his hands. . . .

Clark Morgan was waiting at the
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back door of Mayme Shay’s place when
Sheriff Lambert came out.

“Tennant ain’t in there,” the lawman
said. “We searched every room and he
ain't there.”

‘What about Jane?” Morgan asked.
“Is she taking care of a sick girl?”

Goldie Rimbaugh had come around
through the yard in time to hear this.

“She didn't look sick to me,” he said.
“She looked fitter'n a fiddle, layin’ there
in that nice soft bed.”

“How did she look to you, Sam?”
Morgan asked.

“Healthy as a heifer,” Lambert said.
“She kept her eyes shut but she sure
didn't look sick. And when | asked
what was wrong with her Miss Jane just
shrugged and said she wasn't sure.”

Rimbaugh glanced up at the shed
roof, which ran along the rear of the
house.

“If you'll give me a boost I'll go up
there and take a look-see,” he sug-
gested.

“Good idea,” Morgan said.

He helped Rimbaugh reach the roof
and watched the TU rider negotiate its
slanting, shingled surface on hands and
knees.

piMBAUGH crept up to a window
I\ where lamplight showed beneath a
curtain that wasn't entirely lowered.
He remained there for fully five minutes
before coming back and dropping to the
ground.

« “What did you see?” Morgan asked.

Rimbaugh chuckled. “She’s no more
sick than | be,” he declared. “She’s sit-
tin’ up on the bed with her legs crossed,
readin’ a book.”

“Is Miss Medwick with her?” Morgan
asked.

Rimbaugh shook his head. “The
blonde is all alone, and she’s wearin’ the
fanciest red rosebud garters | ever
saw.”

“That means just one thing, Sam,
Morgan said impatiently. “Tennant was

here. That's why Mayme Shay came
after Doc. But Tennant was warned—
and got out just ahead of us.”

“Who'd of warned him?”
asked.

“Tay McGonigle.
my suspicion.”

Goldie Rimbaugh glanced up at the
window. “How about me stayin’ here,
in case Tennant should come back?” he
asked.

“No,” Morgan decided with a tone of
authority. “You go with Sheriff Sam
and take a look at McGonigle's Livery.
Tennant could have made it there while
we’ve been here. I'll wait for Jane.”

Lambert started off with Rimbaugh.
Then he stopped.

“You ought to have a gun, Clark—
just in case,” he said.

“Couldn’t hit anything if I had one,”
Morgan muttered. He walked around
the house and stood near the front
veranda where the wind couldn’t get at
him. When Jane came out he tipped his
hat and said censuringly:

“Never thought I'd have to wait out-
side this place for you, dear.”

Jane showed no surprise, taking his
arm and walking with her head tipped
against the wind.

“How’s the sick girl?” Morgan asked
casually.

“Not very sick,” Jane admitted.
“Let’s hurry, Clark. It's so cold.”

“A bad night to be out,” Morgan said.
Then he asked, “Is Tennant badly
wounded?” and watched her face.

Jane glanced at him, showing a brief
disappointment.

“He’s shot in the leg,” she said.

“So Tennant had you come to a parlor
house to doctor him!” Morgan ex-
claimed with more passion than Jane
had ever heard in his voice. “What a
disgraceful, degrading thing—to in-
volve my future wife in such a place!”

“Are you ashamed of your future
wife, Clark?” Jane asked quietly.

“Of course not. But I resent Tennant

Lambert

I told Tay about
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dragging you to a parlor house.”

“He sent for Dad,” Jane explained.
“He was quite surprised to see me, and
not very pleased.”

“Where did he go?” Morgan asked.

Jane didn’'t answer for a moment.
They were passing the Bonanza Ba-
zaar’s roofless walls when she asked:

“You hate him, don't you, Clark?”
Then, not waiting for an answer, she
said, “Jeff didn't say where he was go-
ing. He just limped outside, with his
hand close to his gun. | felt sorry for
him, Clark. He looked so—so beaten.
I think he realizes now that there’s no
chance of the Bar Bell winning.”

“He doesn’t deserve sympathy,” Mor-
gan muttered. “No decent person would
do the things he’s done.”

“That’s not why you hate him,” Jane
said. “Tate Usher has done things that
weren't decent, and so has Idaho Cleek.
But you don't hate them, do you,
Clark?”

He made no reply.

“It’'s because Jeff slapped you,” Jane
said presently.

Morgan nodded. He halted and pulled
her against him.

“1 should have hit him back,” he said
urgently. “But | knew he could whip
me, and | couldn’t bear the thought of
you seeing him do it. I'll never forgive
him for that,slap. [I've lain awake
nights, thinking about it, and despising
myself for not fighting back.”

“You couldn’t help it,” Jane mur-
mured. “You couldn’t fight any more
than Jeff could keep from fighting.
Don’'t you see, Clark?”

“No,” Morgan said, calmness return-
ing to his voice. “All I see is that Jeff
Tennant tried to force me into a fight |
couldn’t win, for no other purpose than
to belittle me in front of you.”

“Poor Clark,” Jane said, walking close
to him.

“Why do you say that?”
asked suspiciously.

“Because you need revenge so ter-

Morgan

ribly, and there’s no way for you to
get it.”

“There’d be a way, if I could find
Tennant tonight,” Morgan announced.
“1'd slap him back, Jane—and keep on
slapping him.”

That surprised Jane so that she
turned to peer at his face.

“Because he’'s wounded, Clark?” she
asked.

“Because | hate him,” Morgan mut-
tered.

They were at Jane’s front gate now.
Tate Usher and Idaho Cleek rode up
from the bridge.

“Any sign of Tennant?” Usher asked.

“He’s in town,” Morgan said, positive
about this. “It's just a matter of
smoking him out.”

“Good night, Clark,” Jane said, and
walked to the veranda.

“Then we’'ll find him, by glory, if it
takes all night!” she heard Usher ex-
claim.

XV

~ T SOME time during the night
Jeff Tennant awoke to find a lighted
candle burning in a tin can beside the
couch. For a moment he couldn’t orient
himself, then he saw the bottle of
whisky on the floor and became aware
of the patchwork quilt that covered
him.

“Hobo Bill kept his promise,
nant thought.

When he reached for the bottle he
lost his balance and fell off the couch,
taking the quilt with him. He loosed a
groaning curse and laid there for a
time with his lips tight pressed while
successive splinters of pain clawed his
wounded leg. The floor was damp, its
coldness soaking into him.

“lI've got to get up,” he thought,
dreaded to move his leg, and decided
to take a drink first. When he picked
up the quart bottle it seemed heavy but
he saw that it was less than half full.

”

Ten-
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“I'm weak as a rabbit,” he muttered,
and took a drink.

The whisky was cold to his mouth,
but it felt warm in his stomach. Pres-
ently he drank again and he was sweat-
ing when he got back onto the couch.
Afterward he noticed the paper-
wrapped sandwich on the floor. Brac-
ing himself against the dizziness that
came each time he moved, Tennant
picked up the sandwich—thick beef—
which he ate with relish. Then he took
another long pull at the bottle and blew
out the candle.

A whimpering wind prowled through
the Bazaar. The sound of it made Ten-
nant shiver. He pulled the quilt up
around his ears and wondered what
time it was. Must be close to daylight,
he reckoned, and decided to stay awake.
But he was sound asleep when Jane
Medwick came in and said: “Wake up,
Jeff.”

IT WAS daylight now and Tennant
* blinked his eyes, scarcely believing
what he saw. For Jane was offering
him a sack of doughnuts and a fruit jar
filled with hot coffee.

“How do you feel?” she inquired.

“Good, now,” Tennant announced.
He took the coffee and doughnuts.
“Would the girl also do this for a dog ?”

“The girl didn't say that,” Jane in-
sisted, and watched'him eat for a mo-

ment. “I meant I'd do as much for you
any time.”

“You mean that?” Tennant de-
manded.

Jane nodded. “I felt so bad I couldn’t
quite finish saying it.”

“Then you don’t despise me,” Ten-
nant said, and let the pleasure of that
knowledge show in his voice and in his
slow-forming grin.

“Where did you get that notion?”
Jane demanded.

“At Mayme Shay’'s. At first you
scarcely glanced at me, then you looked
as if the sight of me made you sick.”

“It did, Jeff, to think how high a price
you'd paid for—for nothing,” Jane said
gently. “You were wounded and had no
place to go. You couldn’'t even stay at
Mayme Shay’s. | thought about that
after | went to bed. Every time the
wind howled | thought of you with a
wounded leg in this cold place.”

“Then it was pity | saw in your eyes,”
Tennant said. He glanced at the dia-
mond ring on her left hand. “So you're
going to marry Morgan.”

“On the fifteenth,” Jane murmured.
“You’ll be gone by then.”

“Gone where?” he asked.

“You’'ll leave Bunchgrass Basin,
won't you—soon as you're able to ride?”
And when Tennant shook his head, Jane
asked urgently, “But how can you stay
in a country where there’'s a reward for
your capture, dead or alive?”

“How much reward?” Tennant asked,
curious about this.

“One hundred dollars, put up by the
county.”

A mocking smile slanted Tennant's
darkly bearded cheeks.

“They don’t place a very high value
on my hide,” he reflected and was drink-
ing the last of his coffee when Clark
Morgan stepped into the room.

“Clark!” Jane cried.

Morgan didn’t look at her.
directly to the couch.

“Curse you!” he said in a quee'rly
breathless voice, and struck Tennant
in the face.

Surprise and a sense of utter disbe-
lief ran through Jeff Tennant. He
dropped the fruit jar and tried to kick
free of the cumbersome quilt but Mor-
gan pounced on him instantly, pounding
at his face with both fists. One of Mor-
gan’s knees made an intolerable, grind-
ing pressure against Tennant's wounded
leg. He grunted a curse and put all his
strength into a desperate attempt to
push Morgan back, but the merchant
clubbed him with a hard right to the
temple.

He came
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TENNANT fell back, He tried to tar-
m get Morgan’s fiercely scowling face.
His eyes didn't focus properly and he
missed.

“Here’s where | take a licking,” he
thought, then something seemed to ex-
plode against his face. A tremendous
burst of dazzling light blinded him and
there was a queer, rythmic throbbing
in his ears. After that, for a time, there
was nothing at all............

When Tennant opened his eyes he saw
Jane’s tear-stained face and wondered
why she had been crying. He got up on
his elbows, groggily shaking his head.
He wiped his bleeding lips on an up-
hunched shoulder, peered about the
room.

“When did Morgan leave?” he asked.

“Just now,” Jane said in an emotion-
choked voice.

Tennant considered her for a long
moment, sensing the change in her.
She seemed hysterical and bewildered.
There was a startled expression in her
tear-misted eyes as she came over to
the couch and explored his bruised face
with gentle fingers.

"Do you feel all right?” she asked.

Tennant nodded, and was aware of
the pungent odor of whisky. Then he
noticed that her right sleeve was wet to
the elbow. The thought that came to
him now seemed so ridiculous that he
rejected it at once. But even as he re-
fused to accept such a fantastic ex-
planation, Jane said worriedly:

“I can’'t understand why | hit him.”

Tennant grasped her by the shoul-
ders.

“You mean you hit Morgan with the
whisky bottle?” he demanded.

Jane nodded. “l don't remember
picking it up,” she said soberly. “Clark
was pounding you, and you weren't
fighting back. Then | hit him on the
head with the bottle. It was awful,
Jeff. He fell down and groaned and |
thought I'd killed him.”

A spasmodic hoot of gusty laughter

burst from Tennant.

“You hit Morgan with a bottle!” he
exclaimed.

Then he tilted back on the couch and
laughed until tears coursed down his
fist-scarred face.

“It’'s not funny,” Jane objected.

“You hit Morgan!” Tennant gasped
gleefully, and let laughter claim him
again.

“Stop laughing at me!”
tested.

But now she was laughing too, so
Tennant said, “I'm not laughing at you,
honey—I'm laughing with you!”

* * * * *

Jane pro-

Tay McGonigle was watering horses
at the livery trough when Doc Medwick
drove up shortly after eight o’clock.

“How’s things at the Bar Bell ?” Tay
inquired, taking charge of Doc’s horse.

Medwick got down and stamped his
feet.

“Terrible,” he muttered. “Huffmeyer
has a concussion, Lunsford’s arm is
broken and Shakespeare Smith froze
both his feet.”

“How about Kid Peebles?”
asked.

“He died at four o’clock this morn-
ing,” Doc said wearily, and walked over
to the sheriff's office.

“You look like | feel,” he greeted
Lambert.

“Up all night huntin’ Tennant,” Lam-
bert said sourly,

“Then you wasted your time,” Doc

Tay

said, and slumped into a chair. “Ten-
nant didn't kill Red Naviska.”
“Who says he didn't?” Lambert de-

manded.

“The same one who said he did—
Johnny Peebles. Johnny knew he was
dying. He got scared toward the last,
like a kid afraid of the dark. Just be-
fore he died Johnny told me how he
shot Naviska, mistaking him for Ben
Petty. He said Cleek and Usher put
him up to saying it was Tennant. They
told him he’'d hang, otherwise.”
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Lambert loosed a long sigh. He said
smilingly, “So now I've got no legal
reason for arresting Tennant.”

“None at all,” Medwick muttered.
He eyed Lambert thoughtfully for a
moment. “You've kept Tate Usher on
your blind side all along, Sam. He’s
the one who needed arresting.”

Lambert bristled at once. “What has
Usher done that | could arrest him
for?” he demanded. “Tate ain't killed
nobody!”

“No, Sam, but I'm convinced he
framed Jeff Tennant into prison. He
tried a similar trick on Ben Petty, mak-
ing it look as if Petty had killed Ed
Peebles. And now we know the Naviska
deal against Jeff was a frame-up.”

“But | still ain't got legal cause to
arrest Usher,” Lambert insisted.

“Perhaps not,” Doc admitted. “But
you've got to release your TU deputies,
and do it quick. Is Usher in town?”

Lambert nodded. He frowned,
liking this at all.

“That means tellin’ Tate about Kid
Peebles’ confession. And Tate'll deny

LRl

it, sure as shootin’.

not

k JEDWICK got up, walked to the
*' ' door, and turned,

“You'll have no moral right to inter-
fere with Jeff, when the showdown
comes,” he said.

“What showdown?”

“The day he goes after Usher with
agun.”

Lambert grimaced. “Bein’ a sheriff
durin’ a range war is a poor way to
earn a livin',” he complained.

“l1 know of a worse way,”
without sympathy.

“What?”

“Being adoctor, during a range war,”
Medwick muttered and was facing the
door when Clark Morgan opened it.

The merchant was pale, and excited.
He took off his hat and showed Doc a
bruise.

“Does it need your attention?” he

Doc said,

asked in a quavering voice.

Doc fingered it, finally shook his head.
“How’d you get it, Clark?”

“You would never guess,”
said.

“Jeff Tennant?” Medwick asked.

“Well, yes, in a way of speaking,”
Morgan admitted, and turned to Lam-
bert. “You can go get Tennant at the
Bonanza Bazaar. He won't give you any
trouble. 1 knocked him out.”

“You knocked Jeff Tennant out?”
Lambert blurted.

“Yes,” Morgan said and contrived a
bragging tone that was convincing.

Lambert put on his coat and walked
with Medwick into Sashay Alley. When
they reached the Bazaar's rear door-
way the sound of laughter led them to
the dressing-room.

Doc Medwick sniffed the whisky-
laden air. He peered suspiciously at
Jane.

“What's the joke?” he demanded.

Tennant pushed Jane away from him.

“You're not arresting me, Lambert,”
he said sharply, and had his gun half
drawn when Doc announced:

“There’s no charge against you, Jeff.
Kid Peebles confessed to Naviska's
killing!”

“So0,” Tennant said. He looked at
Medwick as if still not thoroughly con-
vinced. “Then what's Lambert doing
here?”

“Sam'is going to see that you reach
my house without being troubled by his
TU deputies,” Doc said.

Lambert glanced at the whisky bottle
on the floor.

“Is that what Morgan knocked you
out with?” he asked.

“Why, no,” Tennant said. “Morgan
is too much of a gentleman to use any-
thing but his fists.”

Jane laughed. She took Tennant's
arm.

“Let’'s go home, Jeff,” she said. “Your
bandage needs changing.”

Which was when Doc Medwick no-

Morgan
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ticed that the diamond ring was missing
from his daughter’s left hand............

For five days, while Tennant loafed
on the parlor lounge, Jane spent most
of her time in the kitchen, preparing
such bounteous meals that Doc said
teasingly:

“Anyone would think you were try-
ing to get him fat enough to Kill off.”

And Jane, who had never been more
cheerful, said evenly: “Perhaps that's
what it amounts to.”

On the third day, Bravo Shatter had
called to ask about Tennant's condition
and to say that Leona, who was nursing
three injured men, couldn't leave the
Bar Bell but that she would like to see
him as soon as he could ride.

“Tell her I won't be coming back to
the Bar Bell,” Tennant said. “The ram-
rod job is all yours, Bravo.”

Then, while they were eating their
noon-day meal on the fifth day, Ten-
nant said casually:

“Guess it's about time | moved to
the hotel.”
“What's the rush?” Doc asked.

“Doesn’t Jane’s cooking suit you?”

“The best meals I've ever eaten,”
Tennant declared, smiling at Jane.
“It’s just that—well, I've always made
it a practise not to ride grubline at one
place too long. Wears out your wel-
come.”

But Jane wasn’t fooled at all.

“You want to be where you can watch
Usher when he comes to town,” she said
quietly.

“Usher and Cleek are in town now,”
Doc said. Seeing the swift frown on
Jane’s face, he asked, “Did you see them
ride past, Jeff?”

“Yeah,” Tennant said. “I saw them.”

Then, without looking at Jane, Ten-
nant got up from the table. He went
into the hall, put on his hat and mack-
inaw and went quickly outside.

HE sunless air was damp cold but
there was no wind. Tennant limped

to the gate and opened it, the hinges
creaking loudly. When he closed the
gate he saw Jane’s face at the kitchen
window. He waved, and carried the pic-
ture of her wistful smile with him as
he tramped the road’s frozen mud.

When Tennant came to Biddle’s bar-
ber shop he peered through the front
window, to see Windy comfortably en-
throned on the barber-chair. A thin
smile edged Tennant's lips.

“Windy Will like this,” he thought,
and stepped inside, saying, “Go tell Tate
Usher to come out on the street so | can
get a shot at him.”

Biddle's eyes bugged wide.
you mean it?” he demanded.

Tennant nodded, and when the barber
made no move to go, Tennant said
sharply:

“Go tell him.”

“Sure,” Biddle agreed excitedly. He
started out the door, then came back
for his derby. “Jumpin’ hoptoads!” he
exclaimed and ran out and said again,
“Jumpin’ hoptoads!”

Tennant stood in the doorway. When
Biddle hurried into the Palace Saloon
there was no movement on Main Street
until Tay McGonigle came out of the
hotel and walked toward the livery.
Recalling how disappointed the little
Irishman had been at missing out on
the Stromberg fight, Tennant -was
tempted to tell him what was coming.
But it occurred to Tennant that if Idaho
Cleek made this a two-to-one showdown,
Tay might get no pleasure from it.

Tennant watched the Palace.

“Maybe Usher won’'t come out,”
he thought. “Maybe I'll have to go in
after him.”

Doc Medwick came along the plank
walk, carrying his black satchel.

“Good luck, Jeff,” he said gravely,
and went on toward the Senate Hotel
without stopping.

Perspiration greased the palm of
Tennant's right hand. He wiped it on
his pants and swore morosely, know-

“You—
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ing what a long wait would do to his
nerves. A man’s imagination always
got the best of him at a time like this.
It made him go through a fight a dozen
times before the fight started.

Tennant wiped his palm again. He
said, “The devil with waiting,” and
limped across the street’s frozen clods.

He was within twenty feet of the
Palace when Tate Usher stepped
through the batwings and stopped on
the stoop’s front edge.

“You looking for me?” Usher called,
a plain note of suppressed excitement
in his voice.

Tennant halted at once.

“Yes,” he said, and eyed Usher with
rising wonderment. Tate was alone and
yet he seemed wholly confident, almost
careless, in the way he stood there
blandly smiling.

“Well, here I am,” Usher announced,
the words sliding into sly laughter.

The effect of that laugh on Tennant
was like a match flame igniting powder.
All the contempt and all the hatred of
three long years fused into an urge to
kill. Anticipation now was a gnhawing
hunger and a raw wild eagerness rasped
his voice.

“Draw, cuss you—draw!” he shouted.

Then, as Usher glanced at Idaho Cleek
who stood at the saloon’s west comer,
Tennant understood instantly why
Usher appeared so confident. This was
going to be as it had always been—two
to one. Usher and Cleek. Mostly Cleek.
It would never be otherwise. Even here
on Main Street, with spectators to wit-
ness his yellow-cored cowardice, Tate
Usher wouldn’t fight alone.

A sighing curse slid from Tennant's
lips. The thought came to him that he
had a choice here, that he could hon-
orably withdraw from so unfair a fight.
But there would never be a better deal;
never be a time when the deck wouldn’t
be stacked against him.

“Well?” Usher taunted.

As if impatient of delay, he reached

for his gun with such deliberate slow-
ness that Tennant thought fleetingly,
“He’s forcing me to draw but Cleek
will do the shooting!”

Tennant snatched his gun from
holster. Ignoring Cleek, he fired at
Usher while the big man’s clumsy draw
was being completed, slamming three
bullets into that broad target and see-
ing it flounder sideward across the
stoop. Then he looked at Cleek.

For a hushed interval astonishment
had its way with Jeff Tennant. The TU
ramrod leaned indolently against the
saloon wall, thumbs hooked into gun-
belt. He hadn’'t drawn and he showed
no intention of drawing now. Tennant
waited, not quite sure, and wanting to
be sure, wanting to know why Cleek had
doublecrossed his boss.

Tate Usher had expected Cleek to do
the shooting. The TU boss had been so
sure of it that he had forced a show-
down deliberately. And Cleek had let
Usher die without lifting a hand in his
defense!

XVI

CAUICKLY Doc Medwick hurried over
to the Palace stoop and knelt beside
Usher’s sprawled body. Big Sid Strom-
berg came out and stared at Idaho Cleek
as if seeing him for the first time.

“What in thunderation happened?”
Stromberg asked.

Cleek nodded at Tennant, said dryly,
“He was too fast for Tate.”

Lee Pardee and Goldie Rimbaugh
stood in front of Vedder's shop, Pardee
supporting a relined saddle on one
shoulder. “Usher got it hisself!” he ex-
claimed. “He finally got it!”

Tennant holstered his gun. He had
not taken his eyes from Cleek and now
he called:

“You're all through in Bunchgrass
Basin, and you're leaving.”

“No,” Cleek said. “I ain't through
and | ain’'t leaving.” A mirthless smile
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briefly altered the composed set of his
dark features. “Tate and | owned the
TU together, Tennant. Now | own it
alone.”

That astonished Jeff Tennant. “You'll
need proof,” he declared. “Legal proof.”

“I've got it,” Cleek declared, a brag-
ging insolence in his voice. “The part-
nership paper was signed and witnessed
by Judge Maffit last week. It's in a
sealed envelope at the courthouse.”

“So that’s why you didn’t side Usher,”
Tennant accused.

Cleek shrugged, not bothering to
deny this, and Tennant recalled another
incident that had puzzled him and that
was now easily explained—Idaho’s
warning at Nugget Wash. Cleek had
refrained from drygulching him so that
he might live to do what he had done
today—Kill Tate Usher.

“The partnership paper mdoesn’t
change things,” Tennant said stub-
bornly. “I'm giving you one day'’s time
to get out.”

Cleek peered at Tennant a long mo-
ment, as if teetering on the thin edge
of a showdown here and now.

“l own the TU and it'll take a good
gun to drive me off it,” he finally said.

Then he walked to his horse at the
hitch-rack, climbed into saddle and rode
down Main Street. When he passed
Jane Medwick at the edge of town he
said:

“No use to hurry, ma’am. Shootin’s
all over.”

“Who won?”
lessly.

Cleek halted his horse. “Tennant,”
he said, and seeing her relief, added a
cryptic warning, “Tennant won't be so
lucky, next time.”

He rode on then and Jane hurried
into town, wanting to see Jeff, wanting
to touch him and to know that he was
all right. There was a crowd in front
of the Palace. She saw Jeff standing
off to one side with Dude Rimbaugh
and Lee Pardee. When she came close

Jane asked breath-

she heard Jeff say:

“You boys been lucky up to now.
Get out before your luck changes.”

“Sure,” Rimbaugh agreed.

They moved off and Jane hurried to
Tennant, her flushed face smiling and
here eyes brightly shining. But all she
said was:

“Jeffl”

The news of Tate Usher’'s death ran
the length and breadth of Quadrille
within an hour. By suppertime it was
the topic of conversation in Fremont
Street homes and the adobe huts of
Sashay Alley. If anyone regretted
Usher’s sudden demise there was no
mention of it publicly. Jeff Tennant was
the town’s hero, not so much for win-
ning a gun duel with Usher as for his
ultimatum to ldaho Cleek.

“1 always knowed Jeff could beat
Cleek,” Billy Barlow bragged. “Cleek
knows it too, or he'd of drawed against
Jeff.”

This was in the hotel dining room
within sound of Clark Morgan who was
eating supper with Sheriff Lambert.

“Gun talk,” Morgan complained.
“That's all you hear. But | say Ten-
nant has no right to force Cleek off the
ranch he now owns. Gun might doesn’t
make legal right.”

“Well,” Lambert said, “gun might
made the TU. All Usher’s land grabs
was within the law but it was gun might
that put 'em over.”

Even Eflie Barlow felt differently
about Tennant, for now, as she served
Sheriff Lambert she said:

“Jeff certainly changed things all
around, killing Usher like he did. It'll
be all right for Ben Petty to come back,
won't it, Sam?”

“Any time,” Lambert assured her.

Effie smiled. “I'll write to Rose to-
night,” she exclaimed. “It’'ll be so nice
to have her home.”

“She won't be back here,” Joe Bar-
low predicted. “She’ll be in the Tailholt
Hills with her husband. And we’ll be
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up there too, soon’s we sell this danged
hotel.”

“But suppose ldaho Cleek stays at
the TU,” Effie argued.

“He won’'t,” young Billy declared.
“I'll bet he’s on his way out right now,
just like Jeff told him. Look how Par-
dee and Rimbaugh left, not even waitin’
to git their warbags.”

“1 know,” Effie said, “but there’s
nothing to stop Cleek from hiring more
men.”

\A/HICH was approximately what
"' Jeff Tennant was trying to tell
Doc at the Medwick supper table while
Jane listened attentively.

“1 fought Usher because he framed
me into prison,” Tennant explained.
“But I've got a better reason for fight-
ing Cleek.”

“What?” Medwick asked.

Tennant looked at Jane, a mute ques-
tion in his eyes.

Jane nodded. “It’s because Cleek was
Usher’s club over the small outfits,” she
said thoughtfully, “and there’ll be no
chance for men like Joe Barlow and Ben
Petty while Cleek remains at the TU.
That’s your reason, isn't it, Jeff?”

“Yes,” Tennant said, smiled at her
and thought, “She’s lovelier right now
than she’s ever been.”

When Doc had gone off for his poker
game and the dishes were put away,
Tennant sat on the parlor lounge with
Jane close beside him.

“The man,” he said, “has a confession
to make. But first he wants to kiss the
girl.”

“S0?” Jane prompted.

Tennant took her in his arms. He
supported her head, tilting it so that the
lamp on the piano lighted her eyes.

“The exact color of campfire smoke,”
he whispered, and Kkissed them in turn.
Then he kissed her ears, and her chin
and the soft white hollow of her throat.

He lifted his head, smiling, and looked
at her lips. But he made no move to

kiss them.

“Haven’t you forgotten one important
place?” Jane asked.

Tennant shook his head. “I'm saving
it till last,” he said with a boyish grin.
“Until after the confession.” Then, re-
verting to the sober tone he had used
to introduce this subject, he said, “The
man did wrong, signing up to fight
Usher for a hundred cows and five
bulls. He had no right allowing the
Barlows to risk their lives helping him
win such a prize. So he lost the prize
and won a girl—a girl who hits her
prospective husbands with whisky bot-
tles.”

And then, while her lips were sweetly
curved with smiling, he kissed them in
the fashion of a man relishing a deli-
cacy long delayed. . . .

Jeff Tennant awoke to find sunlight
streaming in the window of his hotel
room. He got up at once, liking this
first sight of the sun in a week. He was
pulling on his boots when he remem-
bered what he had told Idaho Cleek.

“One day’s time.”

And remembered telling Jane that he
would start for the TU about noon.
“Cleek,” he had said, “will probably be
gone before | get there.”

“You don’'t believe that,” Jane had
said, and when he left she had promised
gravely, “I shall pray for you, Jeff.”

Billy Barlow came in with a pitcher
of hot water.

“Ma says she's got a presentment
that Cleek will be waitin’ for you to run
him off the TU,” the boy announced.
“You reckon she’s right, Jeff?”

“She might be,” Tennant admitted.
“Women seem to know about such
things.”

He went to the wash stand, limping
a trifle.

“Is your leg healed enough so’s you
can ride?” Billy asked.

Tennant nodded, knowing what was
in Billy’s mind. He washed his face
and combed his hair while Billy
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watched. When he buckled on his gun-
belt the boy asked: “You goin’ to ride
out there this afternoon?”

“Yeah,” Tennant said.

They went down to breakfast, Billy
sharing Tennant's table and not speak-
ing until the meal was over. Then, as
Tennant took out his Durham sack,
Billy inquired secretively:

“Do you ever git seairt before a gun
fight, Jeff?”

Tennant nodded. That seemed to
surprise Billy. He peered at Tennant's
steady fingers rolling the cigarette.

“You don’t act the least bit nervous,”
he said. “You didn’t look seairt when
you faced Usher and Cleek yesterday.”

“It doesn’t show on the outside,” Ten-
nant explained. “It's a feeling inside
you, deep down.”

Billy thought about this for a mo-
ment in squint-eyed silence.

“Like the way | always feel just be-
fore |1 git onto a bronc that's sure to
pitch?” he asked. “A sort of all-gone
feelin’?”

“Yeah,”
that.”

“Gosh,” Billy said, and grinned. “I
didn’t think anybody else ever got that
kind of scary feelin’ but me!”

“Everyone gets it,” Tennant assured
him. “They don’t talk about it, is all.”

Tennant said. “Just like

ENNANT went over to the livery and

asked Tay McGonigle if he could buy
a team of horses on credit.

“Ye can,” the little Irishman said,
“and a good wagon to go with thim.
Ye figgerin’ to build a new cabin at the
Roman Four?”

Tennant nodded. “Did that Bar Bell
horse come here after | turned him loose
at Mayme’s the other night?”

“Nope—must've gone back to the
ranch.”

“Then I'll need to borrow a horse and
saddle for this afternoon,” Tennant
said.

“Consider it done, although 1 think

ye'll be a-wastin’ of your time ridin’
out there, Jeff. It's in me mind that
Cleek has hightailed for the tules, after
the way he acted yesterday. Ye would've
thought he was a North-of-lreland dude
runnin’ from a banshee.”

This seemed to be the consensus
among Quadrille’s menfolk. But when
Tennant called on Mayme Shay to thank
her and Hobo Bill for their fine favors,
Mayme insisted on fixing him a steak
so rare that blood oozed from it.

“You'll need strength and courage
when you face ldaho Cleek,” she de-
clared. “The dirty devil will fight like
a cornered rat.”

And that, although he tried not to
think about it, was how Tennant ex-
pected it would be. Cleek had side-
stepped yesterday believing there was
a chance to wait it out. Considering
this, Tennant guessed there might be
another reason. Idaho had a reputation
for fast and accurate shooting, but in
all the time he had been in Bunchgrass
Basin, Cleek hadn’'t drawn against a
man who was also fast and accurate.

“Maybe | looked good against Usher
yesterday,” Tennant thought, and felt
a rising confidence. Cleek might not be
guite as nerveless as he appeared to be.

At one o’clock Tennant rode slowly
past Doc Medwick’s house. Jane didn’t
come out, nor show herself at. a window,
which seemed odd. He glanced back
once, half-expecting to see Jane come
running out the gate. But there was
no sign of her.

Disappointment seeped coldly through
him, yet presently he thought, “It’s bet-
ter this way,” and felt a sense of relief.
Jane had been close to tears when they
parted last night. Perhaps that was
why she hadn’t come out to wish him
luck.

Recalling the fine evening they’d had
together, Tennant smiled reflectively.
Jane was wearing his ring now. An en-
gagement ring. But there was no dia-
mond in it, for it was fashioned from
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a horseshoe nail. They'd made new
plans together, deciding to build their
house a section at a time. First would
come a one-room cabin, which would
later be the kitchen. Afterward they
would add a large parlor and a bedroom.

“Poco-a-poco,” Jane had said smil-
ingly, which was the Mexican way of
saying, “Little by little.”

Tennant grinned, remembering how
he’'d once refused to consider marriage
until he had a fitting home for his bride,
and how easily Jane had talked him
out of that idea last night.

“We’'ll share a shack of dreams,”
she’'d said, “and build it into a home.”

But mostly she had talked him out
of it with her eyes, and the frank, sweet
pressure of her lips.

There wasn’t enough warmth in the
sunlight to thaw the frozen mud. Ice
rimmed the edges of Commissary Creek
at the crossing and a thin coating of
snow covered Tonto Flats. Tennant
saw several TU steers, some of them
pawing at snow-shrouded grass and all
of them ribby gaunt.

He got to thinking about the ill-fated
drive, and what a huge difference that
failure had brought. If the steer drive
had succeeded he would still be the Bar
Bell ramrod, Jane wouldn't have broken
her engagement to Clark Morgan, and
Tate Usher would be alive. It seemed
ironical that a shift in the wind could
have caused such radical change in the
lives of so many people.

Leaving the road, Tennant quartered
into the Tailholt Hills, passing Ben
Petty’s shack and later pausing to con-
sider the forlorn emptiness of the
Roman Four. He thought, “It'll look
different a month from now—if I'm
lucky this afternoon.” It occurred to
him how much he had to lose in the
shootout with Idaho Cleek, how in-
finitely much more than he'd ever had
to lose.

Tennant was past Menafee Camp
when he saw the rig ahead of him and

recognized its occupants almost at once
—Jane and Doc Medwick. Surprise ran
its brief course while they heard him
and looked back, their faces partly hid-
den by upturned coat collars. Why, he
wondered, were they driving toward
TU? He had guessed the answer before
Doc explained:

“This was Jane's idea. She wanted
me handy, in case you need some medi-
cal attention afterward.”

“Then it's to be a duel with all the
fixings,” Tennant said jovially, wanting
to dispel the gravity that was like a
dark veil on Jane’s face.

She smiled up at him then. “I know
you'll win,” she said with quiet confi-
dence. “It's just that | want you
patched up quick in case you're
wounded, so you can start work on our
cabin tomorrow.”

“No rest for the wicked,” Tennant
complained.

“No chance to talk you out of it, is
there Jeff!” Doc asked presently.

Tennant shook his head.

“Think you can beat Cleek’s draw?”
Doc asked nervously.

Tennant nodded. “We'll know for
sure in a few minutes,” he said, and
rode on at any easy lope, sitting tall
and straight in the saddle. . . .

IDAHO CLEEK came out of the office
I and peered at Baldy Walsh who stoood
in the bunkhouse doorway.

“See anybody coming?”
irritably.

“Not a sign,” the cook said.

“Then go turn some dogs loose,”
Cleek ordered. “I ain’t had any target
practise for a week.”

Baldy went to the pens, opened a gate
and chased four male dogs into the
yard. Then he stood close to a pro-
tecting corner of the cookshack while
Cleek drew and fired. Idaho missed the
first dog, over-shooting by a foot or
more. He cursed, holstered his gun and
tried again. The dog yelped and col-

he called
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lapsed, briefly threshing.

Cleek killed the next two with swift,
sure precision, missed the fourth which
ran across the yard with its tail be-
tween its legs until Cleek knocked it
over without seeming to take aim.

“Chouse out some more,” Cleek or-
dered, reloading his gun.

“There ain't no more males,” Baldy
reported.

“The devil with males!” Cleek ex-
claimed. “Turn loose some dogs and be
blasted quick about it!”

“Sure,” Baldy said, not liking the
queer, crazy look in Cleek’s eyes.

He hurried over to the pens, let out
three females, and noticed that one of
them had a litter of pups. He tried to
turn the mother back, but she got away
and so did two of her wabbling puppies.

Baldy was closing the gate when he
saw a rider cross the Rio Pago. “Here
comes Tennant!” he said at once.

But Cleek, already firing at the dogs,
didn't hear him. A bullet struck the
pup’'s mother. She fell, and got up,
dragging one hind leg.

“Don’t shoot her!”
“She’s got pups!”

Cleek laughed and fired again, killing
the dog as she crawled toward her fat,
fluffy pups.

Baldy watched the puppies sniff at
their dead mother.

“You shouldn’t of killed her,” he said,
and swore dejectedly as Cleek killed the
pups with two shots.

“You're just a chicken hearted old
has-been,” Cleek jeered and reloaded his
gun.

“Them pups was real cute,” Baldy
muttered.

He saw Tennant ride up behind the
house—and saw the gun Tennant aimed
at him.

“Don’t stand there like a sniveling old
woman,” Cleek shouted impatiently.

Baldy protested.

“Turn loose another batch of targets.”

Baldy hurried to the pens and won-
dered if Tennant was going to shoot
Cleek in the back.

“Serve him right,” the cook mum-
bled. He was opening the pen gate
when he heard Tennant call sharply:

“Make your play, Cleek!”

Baldy looked around, saw Cleek go
stiff as a fence post. Idaho had his
gun out. But Tennant was behind him
and ldaho didn’t move. He scowled at
Baldy and shouted:

“You cussed doublecrosser!”

Baldy shivered, and saw a rig out at
the edge of the yard and was wondering
about that when Tennant said:

“Holster your gun and I'll do the
same, Cleek. Then turn around and
draw.”

“Sure,” Idaho agreed.

He started to holster his gun and
Baldy saw Tennant do likewise. But
then, with just the snout in leather,
Cleek whirled.

The rest of it was almost too fast for
Baldy to watch. At the exact instant
Cleek whirled and fired, Tennant
dropped flat on the ground. Then Ten-
nant’'s gun exploded twice and Cleek’s
shoulders jerked each time. Cleek
tripped over a dead dog. He fired one
more shot as he went down, the bullet
splashing mud a yard behind Tennant.

Tennant got up and contemplated
Cleek’s motionless shape for a long mo-
ment.

“Was it a fair fight, Baldy?” he asked
presently.

“Awful fair,” the cook announced
gustily. “Too danged fair, in fact!”

Then Baldy watched Tennant limp
across the yard to meet a sorrel-haired
girl who came running toward him.
There were tears in the girl’'s eyes. But
she was smiling.

“Jeff!” she cried. “Oh Jeff!”
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There’'s a Gal In

SANTA FE

by Kenneth L. Sinclair

Neither the outlaws nor the posse could
stop Nat Barker on his road to freedom!

ered bronc, there where the trail
dipped sharply down toward the
shore of Mustang River. He wanted to
catch his breath before he started the
steep, zig-zag descent. But the main
reason was that he wanted to send a
wary glance raking back toward Cibola
town.
The dust of the rider pounding his
trail hung ominously in the heat-shim-
mering air. The young ranny figured

THE young ranny slowed his lath-

Lafe Durkee was
coming down the slope,
afoot, with a smoking
gun in his hand and a
cruel grin on his face

that his pursuer was about a mile back.

His mouth pulled tight. He kneed
the bronc downward, rearing his thin,
lithe body back in the saddle for bal-
ance. He was thinking that he'd have
mighty little time to argue with the
old ferryman.

On the way down, swinging back and
forth among the big boulders that
studded the slope, he unbuttoned his
shirt and dug out the old single-action
.44 that he had found near Yard Ash-

100
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ley’s badlands hangout, and had kept
carefully hidden against this day. Sat-
isfied that the weapon was as ready as
it would ever be, he stuck it under his
belt.

“Hey!” he called, as he neared the

shack in which the ferryman lived.
“Hey, Bill Stewart!”

The old man came out, squinting
against the midday glare. His face,

where it wasn’'t covered by his wiry
stand of white whiskers, had been
burned by sun and wind to a leathery
hue.

“I'm Nat Barker,” the young ranny
said, sliding from his saddle. “Jim
Ashley’s cleanin’ out Cibola! Him an’
his bunch, they’re cleanin’ out the town,
then they’re burnin’ it! When they're
finished they’ll come this way, and after
yuh take 'em across, they aim to fix yuh
so yuh can’'t take the law across! |
heard 'em.”

TEWART shook his head in slow dis-

approval.

“Pro’bly yuh did,” he said dourly.
“One of the bunch, ain't yuh? 1 recol-
lect yuh was with 'em when they crossed
over.”

“l1 was with ’em,” Barker admitted
tensely. “But I ain’t one of the bunch—
I never was! Ashley alius said they
found me out on the desert, after my
folks had been killed by raiders. I'm
pretty sure, now, it was Ashley and his
bunch that killed my folks. But I've
lived in the badlands since | can re-
member, peelin’ spuds and takin’ care
of the few head of cows Ashley kept
where there was some grass, so him and
his gunslicks could eat. Mr. Stewart,
yuh got to get that ferr$* over to the
other side, and get out of sight!”

“How am | to know this ain't some
trick of Ashley’s? Why should I believe
some uncurried kid from the badlands ?”

“Yuh got tuh believe me! If yuh don’t
do like I say, they'll likely kill yuh!”
Nat Barker was trembling. He hadn't

looked for this kind of reception, on his
first try at breaking away from the
badlands bunch. He groped for words
that would make the old ferryman un-
derstand. “I'm tryin’ to help yuh. I'm
cuttin’ loose from the wild bunch for-
ever.”

“Reformin’ kind of young,
Stewart said dryly.

“1 never did ride with 'em, till they
brung me along on this raid. Only time
I ever was out of the badlands, Ashley
took me with him once to Santa Fe,
when he was tryin’ to sell some of the
stuff he'd stole. 1—" Nat faltered. He
couldn’'t tell this wary-eyed oldster
about the nights he'd laid awake, there
in the lean-to where he slept, staring up
into the dark and listening to the out-
laws’ raw voices.

He couldn’t tell about the beatings,
nor about the way he’d stolen shells for

eh?”

his gun. But he could tell him about
the girl. He'd understand that—any-
body would.

“lI—I1 seen a gal in Santa Fe,” Nat
said, feeling color flood into his freckled
face. “A purty little gal, with eyes blue
like them stones the Injuns put in jew-
elry. She—she waited on us, in a place
where we ate. She sort of smiled at me.
And | made up my mind right then, to
bust loose from the Bunch.”

The hard, gun-steel blue of the old-
ster’'s eyes softened, then. “lI don’'t
know ary reason why | sh’'d believe yuh,
younker. But—yuh want I sh’d run the
ferry across? What are yuh aimin’ to
do, stay on this side till yore friends
get here?” Suspicion died hard, in the
oldster.

“Not any!” Nat said promptly.
“When them hombres get here, likely
with the law right behind 'em, and find
they got no way to get across the river,
I aim to be nowhere in sight. Lead my
horse onto the raft, will yuh, while I
go fetch that ax from yore choppin’
block.”

“What yuh want that for?” Stewart
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demanded, when Nat came running to
the ferry with the ax in his hand.

“Got to cut yore main cable, the one
the pulleys run on, after we get across.
Else Ashley might have time to swim
a man across and fetch the ferry back!”

Stewart protested. The river was
nearly a mile wide here, yet the current
was fast. A man could swim it, maybe,
but he’d come out far downstream, per-
haps in Black Canyon where he couldn’t
climb the wall. This ferry was the old-
timer's only way of making a living,
and he didn't want to put it out of
commission.

Nat argued, keeping his head tilted
to listen for the sound of his pursuer’s
horse on the zig-zag trail.

UT he didn't hear the horse. He had

no warning whatever. There was
just the ugly impact of the bullet strik-
ing Stewart's body, followed by the roar
of the gun that had fired it, somewhere
behind Nat.

Stewart's head jerked far back, his
hat sailing over the rail and into the
water. The oldster’s knees buckled and
he weEnt down, with Nat instinctively
seizing him to give him support.

The ferryman’s inert body was too
heavy, though. Nat sprawled on the
planks, sickened by the sight of the red-
welling gash along the side of the old
man'’s head.

He rolled over, yanking the .44 from
his waistband. His terrified horse was
prancing wildly, his nostrils distended
at the smell of blood and his ears
pricked toward the shore.

Lafe Durkee was coming down the
slope, afoot, with a smoking gun in his
hand and a cruel grin on his face.
Durkee carried more weight than he
needed, with a paunch that overhung his
cartridge-laden gunbelt, but he was
slick lightning with a gun.

“Stand up and take it, yuh double-
crossin’ whelp!” Durkee called. “I'd of
drilled yuh first, only | figgered the old

galoot might have a gun. Now stand
up! We seen yuh sneak out of town
and head this way. | snuck down among
these boulders so’'s | could hear what
yuh was sayin’ to Stewart. Now Il
shoot yuh!”

Nat had been scared, a time or two
in his seventeen years, but nothing like
this. He had some protection from the
ferry’s rail, but not much. For a mo-
ment he considered making a wild
scramble to get behind his horse, but
it wasn't fair to a bronc, to use him
for a shield.

Even the Bunch frowned on a man
who'd do that, though their reason was
that a man might need his horse later
for a fast getaway.

Nat lifted his gun, gritting his teeth
as he strove to control the wavering of
the barrel. He had done some shooting
at tin cans and cactus, there in the
badlands, when the Bunch was gone on
raids and the lookout who blocked the
outlet trail was several miles away.
But trying to line the sights on a man
was something else again.

“Get back, Lafe!” Nat warned. “I
got a gun, and I'll shoot!”

Durkee halted, crouching and weav-
ing his gun this way and that as he
tried to get a shot through the gaps
between the heavy timbers of the ferry
rail. “Why, yuh dirty little rat!’

Nat's gun bucked violently in his
hand—seemingly it had gone off of its
own accord. With his ears ringing from
the report, and his face stinging from
the burning powder-grains that had
erupted from the bad fit between cylin-
der and barrel, he peered through the
smoke.

He saw Dftrkee go down. And as the
echoes rolled away he drew a great
shuddering breath and climbed to his
feet, watching Durkee until he was sure
that the gunman was finished.

Then he knelt anxiously beside Stew-
art. The old ferryman appeared to be
dead, but his wound still was bleeding,
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and Nat had heard that a dead man
didn’t bleed. Besides, the wound was
just a deep gash—shooting past Nat, it
had been the best Durkee had been able
to accomplish.

Nat used his hat to scoop some water
from the river, sopping it gently on the
old man’s whiskered face. Stewart
didn't stir.

OBBING a little, the kid tried to de-
cide what to do. For all he knew,
Stewart might be dying. If he took him
to the far side of the river he'd be that

He had mighty little time now. If he
tried to take the ferry across, he'd likely
be caught just a few yards from shore,
a helpless target for Ashley’s guns. If
he cut the main cable the ferry would
drift downstream and go into Black
Canyon, and Stewart would never get it
back.

The only thing left to do was pile onto
his horse and run for it, heading up-
stream along the shore. He led the
trembling bronc from the raft and put
a foot into the stirrup.

But he stopped, stung by the thought

“The Whole Territory Will Be Ablaze If We
Don’t Stop That Shipment of Rifles!”

HAT was the prediction of Lieutenant Rowan of the U. S.
Cavalry, who knew he had only forty-eight hours in which

to stop a bloody massacre! Follow Lieutenant Rowan as he
battles Apaches and Border gunmen in a struggle to keep
weapons out of the hands of Indians—in RIFLES FOR THE
APACHES, the stirring complete novelet by Malcolm
Wheeler-Nicholson coming in our next issue!

RIFLES FOR THE APACHES is an epic of the Frontier
whhich pulses with excitement from start to finish! It brings
back vividly one of the most colorful and dangerous eras of
the Old West—in a yarn that fairly bristles with action!
Look forward to it.

much farther away from a doctor. And
if Nat cut the cable, there’'d be no get-
ting the wounded man back, for a long
time at least.

He made his decision. After two
tries, he managed to pick Stewart up
and get the old man’s weight balanced
in his arms. Staggering under the bur-
den he went ashore, and kicked open the
door of the shack.

He laid Stewart on the bunk. He
darted back outside—but his ears,
sharply tuned to danger now, caught the
sound of distant gunfire, coming from
the direction of Cibola.

Dropping to hands and knees, he laid
one ear tight to the ground. The hoof-
beats of many horses came to him
clearly.

that he had failed, after all, to prevent
Ashley’s escape.

Then he saw the big coil of old cable
that lay, half hidden by the grass; a few
yards upstream from the ferry. His
brow furrowed, then cleared.

He led his horse behind the shack, left
him ground-hitched, and ran to the
cable. Grabbing the end of it, he floun-
dered into the water, wading to the
ferry and looping the cable over one of
the logs.

The cable was rusty, and frayed wires
cut his hands. But he got it secured.
Then he scrambled onto the ferry to re-
cover the ax.

He had time for nothing more. The
dust of Ashley’s wild bunch was rising
above the top of the slope, when he
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dodged into the shelter of one of the big
boulders and crouched there, panting
from his exertions.

Ashley came down the zig-zag trail at
a gallop. He did everything that way,
With dash and recklessness. He claimed
that his luck would never desert him as
long as he kept it busy by crowding it.

Tall, darkly handsome, erect in his
saddle, Ashley had been a cavalry officer
once. But he'd been cashiered, and tried
for robbery and murder. A spectacular
escape had put him on the trail that
brought him here, to the shore of the
Mustang River.

“The ferry’'s waiting,
called. ‘“Make it pronto!”

Nat clenched his teeth and forced
himself to wait. Ashley had settled his
score with Cibola town, for the hanging
of a member of the Bunch. Now he was
getting out of the country. Nat wanted
to step into the open and shoot it out
with them, but he wasn’t foolish enough
to put himself, a lone kid, up against a
dozen armed men.

One of the bunch noticed the body of
Lafe Durkee.

“Hey, Vard!” he shouted to Ashley.

“Here’s Lafe—shot! And where’s that
ringy younker?”
* Ashley lifted himself in the stirrups,
peering around. But the rumble of ap-
proaching hoofbeats,. the sound of the
Cibola posse, was sweeping nearer.

“Forget the younker,” Ashley said
sharply. “He doesn’t count now. Get
on this ferry!”

boys!” he

HEY crowded onto it, dismounting at
the shore and leading their horses
aboard. At Ashley’s order, one of them
cranked the ratchet, shortening one of
the cables that led to the big pulleys.
There were two of those lead-cables,
one at either end of the ferry. By short-
ening one or the other, the craft could
be angled against the current so that
the force of the river shoved it across.
The pulleys squealed now, starting
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their run along the main cable which
stretched across the river, its middle
portion sagging below the surface. The
heavily laden ferry moved out from the
shore.

Nat watched with fascinated eyes.
The discarded cable, with its end fas-
tened to the ferry’s logs, was paying
out unnoticed, coil after coil of it slip-
ping into the water.

And the angry-faced men from Cibola
were spilling down the trail. They fired
a few shots at the ferry, shots that went
wild because the range already was too
long for accurate six-gun work. The
wild bunch flung back derisive yells.

Nat deserted his hiding place. Run-
ning to the coil of cable, he got hold of
the free end of it and tugged.

Enough turns had been removed from
the pile, now, to lighten the weight that
rested upon the last coils underneath.
He was able to drag the end of it up the
slope, to the big braced timber which
served as anchor for the main cable.

He looped the end of the discarded
line about the timber, struggling
against the springy contrariness of it
as he fashioned a crude, loose knot that
would be drawn up when the strain
came.

He heard the challenging calls of the
Cibola men, but he ignored them, dart-
ing back to the boulder for the ax.

With the ax in his hand he climbed
the big timber and poised, swinging the
blade high for the first blow.

The ax bit deeply into the main cable.
Again, and again. The cable frayed,
twisting rapidly. The last wires parted
with a sharp twang, and the end of it
dropped into the grass and slid quickly
to the water and was gone.

The ferry, robbed of the power which
had thrust it across the current, floated
idly downstream.

The wild bunch seemed stunned for a
moment. Then Ashley's voice lifted a
mocking, distant shout.

“That's the way yuh want it, eh?
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Suits us fine. By the time yuh get two
miles downstream, we’ll be through
Black Canyon and gone. Can't think of
an easier way to get clear of this coun-
try than a nice, smooth boat ride!”

Two of the Cibola men strode toward
Nat Barker, their faces dark with fury.
But then the discarded cable creaked
against the timber, kicking out little
spurts of rust as it drew taut, and the
ferry, swinging like a weight at the end
of that cable, moved inexorably toward
the shore.

The Cibola men were quick to get the
idea. They raced along the slope, forted
up among the boulders at the point
where the ferry would come aground.

Ashley’s bunch milled on the raft.
Two of them tried to dislodge the looped
end of the cable but, with the heavy
drag of the current upon the ferry, the
cable was drawn too tight.

Guns roared into life, on the ferry and
among the fortlike boulders. Two of the
wild bunch dropped. A horse reared
and screamed and plunged from the
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ferry into the water. One outlaw started
to follow, but changed his mind when
he saw how the fast current laid hold
of the swimming horse.

Ashley and his remaining men real-
ized that they were helpless targets.
They lifted their hands. Nat Barker
rounded the end of the ferryman’s shack
and saw that Stewart was leaning weak-
ly against the door jamb, watching.

“Son,” the old-timer said, “l reckon
yuh saved my hide—well, most of it
anyway. And my ferry too. Tell yuh
what—when them Cibola hombres get
done stuffin’ yuh with grub and carryin’
yuh around on their shoulders, yuh
come out and make palaver with me.
For a long time I've figgered this river
bank would make good grazin' range.
Could be we’ll start us a cow outfit, eh ?”

The oldster rubbed at his whiskers,
and peered slyly toward Nat. “Take
two-three years, to get things goin’
smooth. By which time, | reckon, yuh'll
be honin’ to take yoreself a trip to
Santa Fe!”
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HE gambling room of the Turquoise
T Saloon was filled to capacity that

night, and the center of interest
was the roulette layout, where a tall,
slightly gray-haired, well-dressed man
was playing the wheel alone. Not an-
other game was in operation at that
time, and the place was hushed.

“That totals seven hundred and fifty
dollars, my friend,” the tall man said
quietly. “Are you satisfied?”

“Slim” Duarte, swarthy, white-
toothed gambler, owner of the Tur-
quoise, smiled slowly as he replied:

“Parson, | feel that I have paid well
for my seat in your little church yes-
terday. You publicly announced that |
was more than partly responsible for
poor attendance at your place of wor-

ship, and that if 1 would attend your
church, you would attend my place of
business. We are even now, my friend.”

“Thank you, Mr. Duarte. We'both
kept our word. It is my opinion that
you received nothing from my sermon,
so this will keep us even.”

The preacher tossed the money on the
layout. Slim Duarte looked curiously
at the minister.

“You can use money, can’'t yuh, Par-
son?” he said quietly.

“Not that kind of money. The church
doesn’t gamble. We both had our fun.
You smiled at me in church—1 laughed
at you here. Thank you for your chal-
lenge and your entertainment— and
goodnight.”

John Calvin, minister of the Dancing
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A criminal trap is set to kil three men at a ranchhouse
and Irish Delaney is forced into a six-gun showdown with

the evil Night Hawks of Dancing Flats! A LONG NOVELET
107
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Flats Church, turned away from the
roulette layout, and the crowd relaxed.
Standing only a few feet away from
layout was a tall, slender young
mariy his sombrero pulled low over a
pair of hard eyes. He wore a faded,
once-blue shirt, moulded to his powerful
shoulders, a scarlet handkerchief knot-
ted around his throat. Light from the
oil lamps sparkled from the silver rivets
on his gun-belt, and a black-handled
Colt swayed outward in its short holster
along his thigh.

ONE had noticed his arrival. Not

over ten minutes ago he had tied a
weary, long-legged sorrel to the hitch-
rack beside the saloon. His eyes

Irish Delaney

searched the face of the minister, who
stopped, looking straight at him. They
had never met before, but the cowboy
said quietly:

“Yuh're the preacher who buried my
uncle. | heard about it, and I'd like
to thank yuh. I'm Irish Delaney.”

Irish Delaney! It was as though
thoughts were whispered aloud, al-
though there was not a sound.

“Oh, yes,” the preacher said quietly.
“You are the nephew of Henry Farley.
I am glad to meet you, sir.”

“Yeah, I'm the nephew of OT Hank
Farley, who didn't have a chance for
his white chip. You paid for his funeral
and preached it. 1I'm much obliged to
yuh.”

Then Irish Delaney turned and the
crowd gave him room to walk out. He
paid no attention to them as he walked
slowly through the barroom and went
outside. After a few moments, the min-
ister followed him. No one mentioned
Irish Delaney.

Slim Duarte turned from the roulette
layout and his eyes met those of Jim
Corwin, the sheriff. Corwin was tall,
slightly gray, with a deep-lined face,
small eyes and a wide mouth. He had
been sheriff of Dancing Flats for twelve
years.

Irish Delaney had left Dancing Flats
seven years ago, but there were men in
the crowd who had been in Dancing
Flats the day Irish Delaney rode away.
Jim Corwin’s eyes flashed across the
faces of the crowd, before he walked
away. Duarte spoke to a gambler, and
the games were opened.

Almost seven years to the day since
Irish Delaney rode away on a long-
legged sorrel gelding. Irish was partial
to long-legged sorrels. Some said it was
the only color that nearly matched his
own hair.

Irish had been a wild-riding kid, cold-
jawed, but laughing. He had started
building up his own herd. He was nine-
teen then—an orphan—Iliving with his
uncle, Hank Farley, who owned the 74
spread east of Dancing Flats. Irish
loved Nell Shearer, daughter of Ed
Shearer, who owned the Lazy S, but Ed
Shearer did not want Irish Delaney as
a son-in-law.

Irish Delaney cared little for Ed
Shearer's likes and dislikes, and Ed
Shearer knew it, but fate stepped in to
help the cause of Ed Shearer. A dance-
hall girl, young and rather pretty, went
for a horseback ride alone and was
thrown in the desert, several miles from
Dancing Flats. Fate sent Irish Delaney
across that same stretch of country,
and Irish found her, injured and trying
to find her way home.

An hour later Irish Delaney rode into
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Dancing Flats, with the young lady in
his arms. She couldn’t sit down, be-
cause of cactus. Nell Shearer happened
to be in town—and saw them arrive.
Irish was laughing over it, and carried
the girl into the Turquoise. This inci-
dent was grist for Ed Shearer's mill,
and he made the most of it.

Two days later Irish Delaney rode
into Dancing Flats, drew out all the
money he had in the little bank and
went over to the Turquoise Saloon.
Slim Duarte had laughingly made the
remark that he expected to have to hire
a new soprano, intimating that Irish
was in love with the dance-hall girl.
Irish heard about the remark. He was
leaving Dancing Flats today. Old Hank
Farley said nothing. Advice was not
what Irish Delaney wanted—he’'d do as
he pleased.

Irish didn't like Jim Corwin, the
sheriff, either. Irish sat into a draw
poker game, where Slim Duarte was
running the play, and told the suave
gambler to kick the roof off the house.
It was a five-handed game, but quickly
slid to two-handed. Jim Corwin was in
the saloon, watching Irish Delaney,
while Irish watched Slim Duarte.

IRISH had the luck of the Irish. Pot
* after pot went to his side of the table,
and Slim Duayte realized that honesty
is not always the best policy. Then the
luck changed, and Irish’s winnings be-
gan taking wings. Suddenly there was
a lull. Duarte was dealing. Irish
picked up a card and examined a corner
carefully. He laid the card down and
looked intently at Duarte.

Jim Corwin moved quietly to a spot
behind the young Irishman.
“Look at that card,”

quietly.

He flipped the card with a forefinger
and it landed in front of Duarte, who
looked down at it. Irish was on his
feet in a flash, drawing his gun.

“Marked with a thumb-nail!” he

said Irish

rasped. “You dirty crook, yuh're dealin’
seconds!”

Jim Corwin landed on Irish’s back,
trying to block his gun, but the lithe
cowboy threw the sheriff over his head
and into Duarte, who was trying to get
out of his chair. They both went down
with a crash, when a leg broke off the
chair. Spectators dived for cover, the
bartender hit the floor behind the bar,
as the real fight started.

No shots were fired. Irish ignored
his holstered gun, after he had thrown
the sheriff's gun the length of the
saloon. They went to it with bare fists,
chairs—anything in reach. Duarte went
down from a left hook that almost re-
moved his chin.

Jim Corwin was much bigger than
Irish, and he knew the game of rough-
house fighting, but this fight-crazy
youngster was like a wild-cat. Punches
didn’t hurt him. He laughed and tore
back, until Jim Corwin went down on
his hands and knees, bleeding and too
dazed to continue.

Irish backed against the bar, bloody,
disheveled, his gun dangling from his
right hand.

“Fine people!” he choked. “Crooked
gambler, backed by a crooked sheriff,
fleecin’ a kid. Get up, Duarte! Walk
outside, both of yuh. | want the folks
to see what yuh look like. Outside, be-
fore | use a gun on yuh. Start walkin’!”

They went. It was difficult, but not
far to go. A big crowd had gathered
in front of the Turquoise. Slim Duarte
was clinging to Jim Corwin, his eyes
vacant. They were a well-whipped pair.
Behind them came Irish Delaney. Jim
Corwin grasped a porch post and tried
to shake loose from Duarte, but with-
out any success.

Irish Delaney’s mouth laughed, but
his eyes were hard.

“Damon and Pythias, folk”!” he said.
“Duarte played crooked and Corwin
backed his play. I'm pullin’ out of
Dancin’ Flats but before | go, I'd like
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to show yuh some true love. Corwin!
Duarte!”

Corwin said, “What?” But Duarte
said nothing.

“Put yore arms around Duarte and
kiss him, Corwin.”

“Yuh're—crazy.”

Irish moved in, his bleeding right fist
balled tightly. “Kiss him—or we start
all over again, Corwin.”

Corwin kissed Duarte. It was not a
pretty face to kiss. Duarte still rather
vague as to what was going on, kissed
Corwin, his foot slipped off the edge of
the board sidewalk, and they both fell
into the street, locked together.

Irish Delaney went out to the hitch-
rack, mounted his sorrel and galloped
out of Dancing Flats.

They heard rumors of Irish Delaney
occasionally. He was leading a bad
bunch in New Mexico, had been arrested
near the Border by the Texas Rangers,
but escaped. Neither Duarte nor Cor-
win ever forgot the humiliation of that
day. Jim Corwin was a good sheriff.
After explanations had been made, the
people forgave Corwin. There was no
evidence of marked cards, because
somebody, possibly the bartender, had
seen to that detail.

IRISH DELANEY was back and folks
knew that he didn't merely come back
to thank John Calvin, their minister.
Shorty Long, the deputy sheriff, with
the longest neck in the country, shook
his head.

“1 shore do pity them Night Hawks,”
he remarked in a sepulchral voice.

“You can take that remark out and
bury it,” said Jim Corwin.

“Yeah, but I can still think my own
thoughts, Jim. If he ever finds out who
killed Hank Farley—"

“Even if Hank Farley was the Ghost
Rider?”

“Even if Hank Farley was the devil

himself, Jim. Blood’s a heap thicker'n
water, and Hank-Farley loved that hard-
eyed kid.”

“Forget it, Shorty.
eye on Irish Delaney.”

Irish Delaney rode out of Dancing
Flats, heading for the one friend he used
to have in the valley, Johnny McCune
who owned a small ranch south of town.
McCune and Hank Farley had been old
cronies for years. On the little ranch
with McCune was Tucson Thomas, an
old rannahan, badly crippled in body
but strong in spirit.

Seven years had aged Johnny Mc-
Cune. He stood on the little porch of
his Flying M ranchhouse and peered
from under the brim of his battered
sombrero at Irish Delaney. Tucson
came to the doorway, his skinny waist
encircled with a flour-sack, a skillet
in his hand.

“Howdy, Mr. McCune,” Irish said.
“Tucson Thomas, how are yuh?”

“I'll be a pug-nosed pelican!” snorted
Tucson. “lrish!”

“Irish Delaney!” .gasped Johnny Mc-
Cune. “You—you darned kid!”

The two of them fairly swarmed into
Irish, whose eyes were not hard now.
Perhaps the moisture softened them up.
He didn’'t know what sort of a reception
he could expect. This was great.

They led him into the house, seated
him in the one rocker, and demanded an
explanation of his return.

“You never wrote to anybody,” ac-
cused Johnny. “Not anybody.”

“No, | don't reckon | did. | made a
fool of myself before | got out, and
maybe nobody wanted a letter from
me.”

“Hank did, Irish.”

Irish drew a deep breath, staring at
the floor. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “I
reckon Hank did. I'm sorry, Johnny.”

None of them said anything for a
while. Then Irish said:

“How have things been with you two,
Johnny McCune?”

We'll keep an
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over his head and into Duarte

“Jist fair, Irish. You heard about
Hank.”

“I heard he was killed by night riders,
but I didn't get any details. A cow-
puncher down on the Border toH me.
That is, he didn't exactly tell me—he
was just talkin’. How’d it happen?”

“Irish,” replied McCune,” about two
years ago the Ghost Rider showed up
in this country. He rode a gray, dressed
in gray and wore a gray mask. He was
a pretty bad hombre, Irish.”

“Was?” queried lIrish.

“Be that as it may,” replied the old
cowman, “he held up banks, stages,
gamblin’ houses and a couple mines.
He never missed. It was a caution the
way that hombre stretched his luck.
Everybody was lookin’ for him. He
worked alone and—

“Did he?” interrupted Tucson.

but the lithe cowboy threw the sheriff

“He was always seen alone,"” cor-
rected McCune. “He wasn’t doin’ busi-
ness all the time. Mebbe two, three
months would pass, and when every-
body thought he was through, he’d pull
a job. He must have stole a fortune.
Well, one night he stuck up the train at
Broken Fork, cut off the express car,
and got himself forty thousand. He
killed the express messenger and

“He didn’'t do no such thing,” inter-
rupted Tucson. “The evidence proved
that he didn’t, Johnny.”

It icCUNE took a deep breath, looked
at Tucson before going on.

“Well, mebbe,” McCune said. *“He
herded the engine crew back to the ex-
press car, and they swear the car was
unlocked, the messenger layin’ on the
car floor, dead as a mackerel.”
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“That’'s what | mean,” said Tucson.
“He had a pardner. When the messen-
ger opened the door, tryin’ to find out
what was the matter, this feller shot
him. The Ghost Rider couldn’'t have
done it, 'cause he was in the engine cab
all that time.”

“And then what?” asked Irish.

“Two days later,” said McCune slow-
ly,” the sheriff and deputy rode in at
Hank Farley’s ranchhouse, and they
found Hank laying on the front porch,
shot full of holes. He was dressed in
a gray suit, a gray handkerchief mask
tied around his neck. Down at the cor-
ral was a skinny gray horse, wearin’
one of Hank’s saddles. There was a
piece of cardboard tied to Hank’s shirt,
and on it was written, ‘When the law
fails, the Night Hawks do the job.’”

IRISH sat there staring at the sun-
light through the open doorway. He
muttered, “The Night Hawks, eh?”

The two old men nodded.

“When the law fails,” said Irish. “Is
this the only job done by the Night
Hawks?”

“The only job of that kind,” replied
Johnny.

Irish looked up quickly.
kinds?” he asked.

“Yeah. Only a short time ago | was
arrested for brapdin’ an unweaned
calf, belongin’ to Buck French. The
calf disappeared, but they gave me a
hearin’, anyway, and the judge excused
me, because there wasn't any evidence.

“A few days later | got a letter from
the Night Hawks. They told me they’'d
give me sixty days to sell my ranch
and git out of the country. They also
told me to pay Bucky fifty dollars dam-
ages. The letter said, ‘When the law
fails, the Night Hawks do the job."”

“And he paid Buck French the fifty,”
said Tucson. “I'd have seen 'em all
fryin’ in brimstone!”

“You'd have paid—just like | did,
Tucson.”

“Other

“What did Buck French say?” asked
Irish.

“Well, he didn't want to take the
money. Said he didn’'t have it cornin’,
and that his business didn't concern
the Night Hawks, but | told him I'd
feel safer if he took it.”

“Had his hand out all the time he
was talkin’,” said Tucson.

“Is Buck still as poor as he used to
be?” asked Irish.

“No, | think he's better off than he
used to be. Still brags about what he’s
goin’ to do next year.”

“We could use that fifty dollars,” de-
clared Tucson.

“l saw that preacher in town,” re-
marked Irish.

“Reverend John Calvin? Oh, yeah.
Fine feller, Irish. | asked him to let
me share the expenses of Hank's fu-
neral, but nope. He’s been here three
years. Awful well liked, especially by
women.”

“What happened to my uncle’'s out-
fit?” asked Irish,

“That was a queer deal, Irish. It
seems that some relatives of Buck
French died and left money to Buck. |
think it was twelve thousand. Anyway
it was more money than Buck ever seen
before. He put it in the bank. Long
about that time, Hank Farley asked the
bank for a loan, but didn't get it.. He
was pretty mad about it.

“Well, somebody said to Buck, ‘Why
don’t yuh lend Hank the money?’ They
explained about interest and all that,
and Buck made the loan. It was eight
thousand, | believe. Buck was a nui-
sance. He rode out to the ranch and
looked it over, every little while, actin’
like he owned it.

“Well, sir, when Hank was killed and
Buck realized that he owned the ranch,
he was sore as a boil. He wanted his
money, too. Yuh see, Hank didn’t have
many cows left. But Buck had to take
it. He moved out there, 'cause it was
a better house.”
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“How about a little chow?” asked
Tucson. “You ort to be hongry.”

“l am, Tucson. Thank yuh a lot.”

A FTER Tucson left, Johnny McCune
said quietly:

“Yuh're aimin’ to stay a while ain’t
yuh, Irish?”

“Yeah, a while, | reckon, Johnny.”

“Throw yore remains in that back
room, son— it's better 'n stayin’ in town.
Now, now, I'm runnin’ this place. Me
and Tucson need new blood around
here.”

Irish smiled wryly. “With me and
the Night Hawks both in the same
country, there might be blood, yuh
know.”

Johnny nodded grimly. “Step lightly,
son. They ain’'t no dingin’ vine outfit
and yuh're too young to shed hot
bullets.”

“l didn’'t come here to set
shade, Johnny.”

“Yuh didn’t come here to be planted
on the side of the hill above Dancin’
Flats, either, didja?”

“Johnny, are you sellin’ out in sixty
days?”

“No! Oh, I see what yuh mean. But
I'jn an old man and when yuh get old,
Irish, yuh don’t want to run.”

Irish rolled a cigarette, his eyes som-
ber. After it was lighted, he said
casually:

“Johnny, what became of Ed Shear-
er? Still runnin’ the Lazy S?”

“She got married, Irish.”

in the

“She?” Irish looked up at the old
cowman. “Il asked—"”

“Yeah, I know yuh did. She married
Al Briggs.”

“0Oh, is that so,” Irish said, and ex-
amined a thumb-nail.

“You knowed him, Irish. He owns
the general store, and drinks like a
fish. 'Member that girl yuh found out in
the cactus? After you left here, she
found out about you pullin’ out— and
why. She went to Nell Shearer and told

her just what happened. That little
devil was as indignant as a bee-stung
bear. She heard what Slim Duarte said,
too, and she rode him with hot spurs.

Then she quit and pulled out. They
said she was followin’ you.”

“Is that so?”

“Shore was. Mighty pretty little
thing. Smart, too. Man, she used
words that nobody, except mebbe a
mule, ever heard. 1 liked her.”

“Grub-pile!” called Tucson from the

NEXT day Irish rode over to the old
74 spread, where he had lived so long.
Seven years had made few changes in
the old ranchhouse, except that it was
not well-kept. Buck French was there,
hunched on the front steps, sewing some
rips in an old pair of bat-wing chaps.
Buck was a tall, gaunt person, as an-
gular as a Joshua-palm, and just about
as rough.

Irish dismounted near the porch, but
Buck paid no attention until Irish
walked up to him, when he held out a
big hand to the cowboy.

“Hyah, Irish,” he said quietly. “I
heard yuh was back.”

“How are yuh, Buck?” asked Irish.

“Same’s ever.” Buck laid the chaps
aside and began rolling a cigarette.
“Heard in Dancin’ Flats that you was
back. Place ain't changed very much,
huh?”

“Very little,” agreed Irish. *“I heard
what happened to my uncle, Buck.”

“Yea-a-ah,” said Buck. “They found
him right where we’re settin’. You

heard that | got the Seventy-four,
didn’'t yuh?”
“Yeah, Shorty McCune told me,

Buck.”
“Yuh don’t want to buy it, do yuh,
Irish?”
“What with?” asked Irish soberly.
“1 didn’t know. | got stuck with it.”
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“It's a good spread, Buck. Better
than yours.”
“Mebbe it's a little better. Better

water. What do yuh aim to do down
here, Irish?”

“Find the men who killed Hank
Farley, Buck.”

“Oh!” grunted Buck quietly. “Might
be quite a job, Irish. Nobody knows
who the Night Hawks are, and yuh
might not get much help at that. Yuh
know, they wanted to get rid of the
Ghost Rider.”

“If the Night Hawks knew who was
the Ghost Rider, why didn't they tell
the law, instead of Killin’ him them-
selves, Buck?”

“Nobody knows why, Irish, and the
Night Hawks don’t explain.”

“The law could have handled it,” said
Irish grimly.

“Yeah, | reckon they could have—
but that’s how it happened. Maybe it'd
be better to let sleepin’ dogs lie, Irish.”

“Dogs, yeah,” said Irish quietly.
“But they're not sleepin’.”

“Yuh mean the Night Hawks, Irish?
No, I don’'t reckon they're asleep. Did
Johnny McCune tell yuh what they done
to him?”

“Made him pay you fifty dollars,
Buck.”

“Yeah, they did. | didn't want to
take it, Irish, but Johnny said he'd feel
safer if 1 did.” Buck French looked at
Irish, a queer twinkle in his eyes, as
he said quietly: “If yuh're able to keep
yore word, Irish, maybe | can pay him
back some day.”

“Johnny could use the money, Buck.
I'd like to clear Hank Farley’s name.
And, Buck, you know as well as | do
that Hank was not the Ghost Rider.”

Buck French drew a deep breath.
“Look at it thisaway, lIrish; he was
caught with the goods. Before it hap-
pened, nobody could make me believe
that Hank had a crooked bone in his
body. ’'Course, | wasn't here, and 1
didn’t see him, but others did. Yuh got

to take the word of the law for things
like that.”

Irish nodded slowly. “Yeah, but the
law believes what they see, Buck. |
don’t believe what they say. Well, I'll
drift back.”

“You stayin’ over at the Flyin’ M?”

“For a few days, anyway,” replied
Irish.  “I'll be seein’ yuh, Buck.”

IRISH climbed onto his long-legged
e sorrel and rode to Dancing Flats,
where he tied his horse in front of
the general store. Ed Shearer stepped
out of the store and came face to face
with Irish. They looked curiously at
each other.

“1 heard you was back, Irish,” Shear-

er said. “How are yuh?”

“Pretty good, Mr. Shearer. How are
you?”

“All right. You aimin’ to stay here
now?”

“Until I finish my job.”

“Oh, | see. You have a job here? |

didn’'t hear about it.”
Irish’s lips smiled, but his eyes were

grave.
“I'm lookin’ for the Ghost Rider,”
he said.
Ed Shearer studied that reply

thoughtfully. Finally he said:

“l reckon I know what yuh mean,
Irish, but I'd forget it. Yuh see, | went
with the sheriff to the Seventy-Four
and helped bring Hank’s body to town.
Yuh can’t get away from that evidence.”

“Yuh see,” said Irish quietly, “I lived
with Hank Farley. He was sort of a
father to me.”

“Yeah, I know he was, Irish. But
I'd forget it, if I was you.”

Irish shook his head. “I'm part ele-
phant, Mr. Shearer—I| never forget.
Thank yuh for the advice. It was well-
meant.”

“You're welcome.”

Irish went into the store to buy some
tobacco, and ran face to face with Nell,
who worked there at times.
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They looked at each other silently
for several moments.

“l heard you came back,” she said.

“Yeah, | thought yuh would. How
are yuh, Nell?”

“I'm fine, Irish.”
of hair nervously.

Seven years had taken their toll. She
was eighteen, when Irish left, and at
twenty-five she had streaks of gray in
her hair, lines around her eyes. She
was still a pretty woman, but too ma-
ture at twenty-five. “You haven't
changed, Irish,” she said.

She looked the length of the store,
turned back to him and said quietly:

“l wanted to find you, Irish—to tell
you that—that girl told me—" Nell hes-
itated.

“l1 know,” Irish said. “Johnny Mc-
Cune told me. It was just a mistake.

She brushed a lock

Life is full of mistakes, Nell. You
married Al Briggs, they tell me.”

The woman nodded slowly. “Yes,
three years ago, Irish,” she said. “Did

you consider that a mistake?”

“l didn’t mean it that way, Nell. |
always liked Al, and he’s done well—a
lot better than | could have done. |
met yore dad out on the street. He
looks the same.”

“Yes, Dad is fine, Irish. Where are
you staying?”
“Qut at the Flyin’ M. Johnny Me-

Cune took me in.”

“Are you going to stay here, Irish?”

Irish smiled with his lips. “Not if my
luck holds good.”

Nell looked curiously at him. “I don’t
understand that,” she said.

“Yuh see, Nell,” he explained quietly,
“l came here to get the men who shot

Hank Farley.”

“Oh! Be careful, Irish. Don’t let
them know.”

Irish laughed quietly. “I don’t know

who they are, Nell, so I've got to let
them know. The only way | can ever
find out is to have them try to stop me—
force their hand.”

As he brought the blade up about waist level,
something knocked the ax from his hands
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Nell shook her head. “They won't
give you a chance,” she said.

The front door opened and Albert
Briggs came in. He was a colorless sort
of person, rather slovenly dressed. He
scowled at Nell.

“There must be something else you
can do,” he said. “How are you, Irish ?”

k IELL walked away. Al Briggs came

m” closer, and his breath reeked of

whisky. Irish said;
“I'm all right, Al. How are you?”
“All right. What were you and Nell

talking about?”

“That's kind of a foolish question, Al.
After all, 1 used to live here and I've
been away seven years. We just talked,
that's all.”

“Uh-huh.
Irish.”

“l expect to, Al. She’s yore wife.”

“And don’t you forget it.”

“That’s whisky talkin’, Al. Sober up
and don’'t make a fool of yourself.”

You keep away from her,

“Yea-a-ah? Why, I'll tell you some-
thin’ that—"
“You won't tell me anythin’,” inter-

rupted Irish, “ 'Cause I'm goin’ outside.
If you have anythin’ to say to me, wait
until yuh sober up, so yuh can talk
sense.”

Irish turned abruptly and walked out-
side, leaving Al Briggs impotently
swearing at himself. The Reverend
John Calvin came in, stopped and lis-

tened to Al Briggs’' tirade, and then
came on into the store.

“I'm sorry,” Briggs said. “l didn't
see you come in.”

“That’'s all right.” The minister
smiled. *“I thought for a moment you
were really quarreling with someone,
Briggs.”

“It was that blasted Irish Delaney.
He just left.”

“Oh, | see. Irish Delaney. | met

him yesterday. Quite a lad.”
“Hard-headed fool, yuh rtiean! He
came here to run down the Night

Hawks for shooting Hank Farley.”

“Well, isn't that to be commended,
Briggs?”
“Oh, sure. Let him go ahead and

they’ll plant him beside his uncle. Suits
me. | never did like him, the hard-
headed fool.”

The minister laughed and shook his
head.

“1I'm afraid you haven’t the Christian
attitude, Briggs. And after all, what
has he ever done to you?”

“Nothin’—yet, and I'll see that he
don’'t. Can | help you?”

“Just a few groceries. Here is my

Ir ISH walked down to the sheriff's
office, where he found “Shorty” Long,
the deputy, enjoying a siesta. Irish and
Shorty had always been good friends,
and Shorty was glad to see him.

“Doggone, yuh look good, Irish!
Hyah, Kid, long time no see.”
“That's right, Shorty. | didn't know

how | stood with the law, so | thought
I'd beard the lion in his den.”

“Jim Corwin is out.” Shorty grinned.
“l reckon yuh stand all right with the
law, far as I know. At least, the law
of Dancin’ Flats, Irish. Set down and
rest yore hind feet, boy. Everybody is
talkin’ about you. The preacher says
yuh're a crusader for the right, what-
ever that is.”

“Preachers have never paid much at-
tention to me, Shorty.”

“Me neither. But John Calvin is a
little different. You'll like him.”

“l didn't come here to go to church,
Shorty.”

“l know yuh didn’'t, Irish. Every-
body is talkin’ about why yuh came
here, and they’re even makin’ bets that
yuh don’t last a week. | hear that Slim
Duarte is takin’ bets on yuh.”

Irish grinned slowly. “Slim Duarte
is, en? He’'s bettin’ that | don’t last,
eh?”



LAW-STAR FOR AN OUTLAW 117

“l don't reckon Slim has forgotten
what happened the day you left here,
Irish. Neither has Jim Corwin, but he
ain't bettin'.”

“What's yore bet, Shorty?”

“Me? | don’t bet; | just hope yuh
win.”

“Yuh do, eh? Shorty, you've been
here with Corwin for a long time, and
you've got two good ears, so what about
these Night Hawks? Are people scared
of 'em?”

“Yeah, | reckon they're a little scary
of talkin’. Nobody knows who they
are, nor how many there are. They
make the sheriff’s office look awful bad,
Irish. They leave notes, yuh know,
sayin’ that the law works too slow, and
all that. Jim don't like ’em.”

Irish smiled. “Shorty, if the odds
get long enough, maybe I'll risk a few
dollars myself.”

“Yuh mean yuh're so confident on
winnin’ that you'd take a chance on
yore own money, lrish?”

“Look at it this way, Shorty. If |
come out on top, | can use the money,

but if I'm loser—well, I can't take it
with me.”

“Yea-a-a-ah!” breathed Shorty.
“That's right. Shucks, you can afford
to bet every cent you've got.”

Irish smiled. “I reckon I'll go out to

the ranch and w.ait for the odds to get
bigger. See yuh later, Shorty.”

People on the street looked curiously
at Irish as he rode his sorrel down the
main street of Dancing Flats. Some of
them shook their heads. One man said
to another;

“l knowed Irish Delaney when he
lived here, and he was a nice boy until
he lost his temper, but he's become a
rash fool, talkin’ like he has.”

“Packs his gun low,” observed the
other man pointedly.

“Yeah, and he can sling it, too. Hank
Farley learned him that. When he was
twelve years old he could pull a gun
and hit tin cans throwed in the air. But

his shootin’ ability won't save him. He's
buttin’ his sorrel head ag’'in a stone
wall.”

Irish Delaney realized it, too. One
man against an unseen and unknown
organization, an organization that
would not stop at murder, made his
chances very slim indeed. Irish be-
lieved that they had murdered Hank
Farley, and that the only way to un-
mask them was to force their hand.
All they would have to do would be to
shoot him from ambush, pin a note on
his shirt-front—and the Night Hawks
would be more powerful than ever.

M E HAD a long talk with Johnny and
' * Tucson that evening, hoping that
they might remember somebody who
hated Hank Farley enough to murder
him, but to no avail. Neither of them
had ever heard of Hank Farley having
a deadly enemy. The time element
meant nothing. There was no record
of the Night Hawks, until they found
the body of Hank Farley. It was their
first job. Every sheriff in that part of
the state had tried to find the Ghost
Rider.

Tucson insisted that the Ghost Rider
had an accomplice.

“He had to have, | tell yuh,” insisted
the old man. “Evidence proved it.”

“But he pulled every other job.alone,”
said Johnny McCune.

“Mebbe. Yuh can’t tell—mebbe the
other man hung back ready to step in
if things got tough. Everybody looks
for one man, and all the time there was
two.”

“What about descriptions?” asked
Irish. “Men must have seen the Ghost
Rider and knew what size he was.”

“Well, 1 dunno about that, Irish,” re-
plied Johnny. “When a man’'s got a
gun centered on yuh—size don’'t mean
much.”

“Uncle Hank didn't have no close
friend—nobody he’d pull a job like that
with, did he?”
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“Uncle Hank never done it!” de-
clared Tucson.

“Yo're just hard-headed and soft-
hearted, Tucson,” said Johnny.

The talk shifted to other things, and
Irish mentioned seeing Nell in town.

“She’s aged, don’t yuh think, Irish?
Who wouldn't—livin’ with Briggs.
He’s been drinkin’ a lot, and he’s awful
jealous of her. Briggs don’t get along
with Ed Shearer. Briggs spends most
of his evenin's at the Turquoise,
drinkin’ up the profits, and I reckon she
sets at home, waitin’ for him to come
home and cuss at her. Yuh know,
Irish, he hates the preacher.” Johnny
grinned widely. “He’s jealous of the
preacher. Won't let Nell go to church.”

“You're jokin’, ain't yuh, Johnny?”

“Ask anybody. The preacher knows
it.”

“Well, I dunno,” sighed Irish.
body can be as foolish as people.”

It was nearly midnight when they
went to bed that night, and none of
them had gone to sleep, when fast-
traveling hoofs beat up to the front of
the house. Johnny McCune slept on a
cot in the main room. He lighted a
lamp, picked up his gun and went to
the door, for someone was knocking.

“This is Jim Corwin, Johnny!” called
a voice, and Johnny opened the door.

It was the sheriff and Shorty Long.
Tucson came in from one doorway and
Irish Delaney from another. Irish had
a gun in his hand. The sheriff looked
them over, but spoke to Irish.

“How long ago did you come here,
Irish?” he asked sharply.

“Before supper,” replied Irish, and
the other two men nodded.

“He's been here all evenin’, talkin’
with us, Jim,” said McCune.

“Has, eh? Well, that's
him.”

“What's all this hocus-pocus about,
Corwin?” asked Irish.

“No hocus-pocus,” replied the sheriff.
“Somebody shot Al Briggs tonight, and

“No-

lucky for

somebody stuck up Slim Duarte, and
cleaned out his safe.”

None of the three men had any com-
ment to make. Irish placed his gun
on the table, picked up a cigarette-
paper and tobacco and began rolling a
cigarette.

“And you thought I done it, eh?” he
said coldly. “Thanks.”

“You had trouble with Al Briggs to-
day,” accused the sheriff.

De liberately Irish lighted his
cigarette over the chimney of the
lamp, and squinted away from the
smoke. “Trouble? 1 didn't have trouble
with Briggs. He'd been drinkin'—and
| walked out on him. What was the evi-
dence against me in the Slim Duarte
job?”

“Well, it was a masked man about
yore size, Irish,” replied the sheriff.

“] see. Sorry to disappoint yuh, Cor-
win, but | was here.”

“Is Al Briggs dead?” asked Johnny.

“Dead’s a door-knob,” said Shorty
Long. “Slim don't know how much
money he’s lost—somethin’ over four
thousand dollars.”

“Was the masked man dressed in
gray?” asked Tucson.

“No, he wasn't,” replied the sheriff
testily.

“Looks like another crime wave was
startin’,” remarked the deputy. “I
figure the Kkiller was also the robber.
Everybody was so upset over Al Briggs
that the man pried open the window of
Slim’s little office, slipped in and waited
for Slim to come. Then he made Slim
open the safe.”

“Where did he kill Briggs?” asked
Johnny.

“Right in front of my office!”
snapped the sheriff. “l was at the Tur-
guoise.”

“Made it easy for yuh to find the
body, Jim,” said Tucson, dryly.

“In front of yore office,” said Irish.
“That's kind of funny.”
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“What's the difference where he was
shot?” asked the sheriff.

“None, | reckon. Was Al Briggs
armed?”

“He had a gun in his pocket, if that's
what yuh mean.”

“1 could have meant that, | reckon.”

“Well,” said the sheriff, “we might as
well go back, Shorty.”

“Have yuh tried any of the other
ranches?” asked Tucson. “Yuh never
can tell what yore luck might be, Jim.”

Jim Corwin told Tucson where he
could go, and they walked out. Tucson
chuckled quietly. “I like to rub Jim the
wrong way,” he said.

“You were pretty lucky, Irish,” re-
marked Johnny. Irish smiled.

“Corwin wants to count coup on my
scalp, | reckon, Johnny.”

“l can't figure Al Briggs gettin’
killed,” said Tucson.

“Irish,” said Johnny. “What was yore
idea in askin’ if Briggs had a gun?”

“1 don't know, Johnny. | just won-
dered.”

“You didn't have no trouble with
Briggs, did yuh, Irish?”

“No. | was talkin’ with Nell, when
Al came in. He sent her away, and
tried to start an argument with me
about talkin’ to her, but | told him he
was drunk and walked out.”

Tucson yawned- “Well, we might as
well go back to bed.”

Jim Corwin and Shorty Long went
back to Dancing Flats. There was still
a crowd in the Turquoise. They found
Slim Duarte and told him that Irish
Delaney had an iron-clad alibi.

“McCune and Thomas would lie for
him,” said Duarte.

“All right, Slim, think what yuh like
but when two men swear he was there
with them all evenin’, yuh're stuck.
How much did he get away with?”

“About six thousand dollars,” replied
Duarte grimly. “lI was a fool to keep
that much in my safe but it's too late
now.”

\%

HEN Irish and Johnny arrived at
Dancing Flats next morning, the gen-
eral store was closed. Ed Shearer was
in town, talking with the sheriff and
the minister, when Irish and Johnny
rode in. Both Ed Shearer and the
sheriff looked rather bleakly at lIrish,
but the minister shook hands with him.
Johnny said:

“We thought we'd ride in and get
more information.”

Irish looked around on the wooden
sidewalk. Jim Corwin said:

“Right here’s where the body was
found, Irish.”

“Kinda funny—no blood-stains,” re-
marked Irish.

No one said anything, but all five men
looked at the weathered planking. Then
the sheriff said:

“That's right—1 didn’t notice.
kinda—funny, ain't it?”

“He must have bled,” said Johnny
McCune. “Usually do.”

“His shirt was all bloody,” said the
sheriff.

“Mrs. Briggs is standing it well,” said
the minister. “She is very brave.”

“Al was drinkin’ hard all day,” said
Shearer.

“That wasn't anythin’ new, re-
marked Johnny McCune. “He's been
drunk for a year. Anythin’ new on the
robbery, Jim?”

The big sheriff shook his head.
“Nothin’ new, Johnny. Duarte says the
man got six thousand dollars.”

“1 think I'll go down to the house,”
said Shearer. “Better go with me,
Parson.”

“1 shall be very glad to be of any
assistance,” replied the minister.

They walked away together. Johnny
said:

“Jim, do yuh think the killer was the
same one who robbed the saloon?”

“What's the difference? We don't
know who either one was. It's kind of

It is

”



120 GIANT WESTERN MAGAZINE

funny that Briggs was Kkilled here in
front of my office.”

“l don’t believe he was,” said Irish.
The sheriff looked quickly at the cow-
boy.

“Why do yuh say that?” he asked
sharply.

“No blood, Corwin. | believe he was
shot some place else and placed here.”

“Nonsense! We heard the shot.”

“You heard a shot, Corwin. There
was nothin’ to stop a killer from
shootin’ in the air, was there?”

“No, | don't reckon there was.
Hm-m-m-m. Could be. But why not
let us find him where he was shot?”

“And incriminate the killer?”

“Yeah, | see what yuh mean, Irish.
But that don't do us any good. No
matter where he was Kkilled, it's still
murder.”

“Could he have been shot some’ers
else and walked here?” asked Johnny.
The sheriff shook his head quickly.

“He was shot plumb through the
heart, Johnny.”

“Then he didn't do much walkin’.
Well, Irish, I think I'll walk up to the
post office and get the mail.”

“I'll go with yuh, Johnny. See yuh
later, Corwin.”

There was the usual crowd around
the little post office, arguing about the
murder and robbery. Irish knew many
of them, and they knew that Irish had
been an immediate suspect. Johnny
McCune got the mail, and they walked
outside. As they walked over to their
horses Johnny said quietly:

“There’s a letter for you, Irish, and
the handwritin’ is the same as on the
letter | got.”

“Keep it until we get out of the town,
Johnny. That gang is watehin’ us
now.”

UTSIDE of Dancing Flats, Johnny
gave the letter to Irish. It was
poorly addressed in pencil to Irish De-
laney, care of the Flying M. Inside was

a sheet of paper on which was penciled:

Delaney, fool and a
BRAGGART. THE LAW CAN'T TOUCH YOU,
BUT WE CAN. GET OUT— AND STAY OUT.

We ONLY WARN ONCE.

you are a

The Night Hawks.

Irish read it aloud. Johnny McCune
whistled softly.

“1 kind of figured on this,” said Irish.

“What are yuh doin'—Kkissin’ it?”
asked Johnny.

“No, I'm smellin’ of it, Johnny.”

“Yeah? Does it smell like the skunks
they are?”

Irish grinned and sniffed at it again,
before handing it over to Johnny, who
also sniffed.

“It has the odor of a honkatonk on
it,” said Johnny soberly.

Irish folded the letter and put it in
his pocket, his eyes very thoughtful.
Johnny squinted at the bobbing ears of
his horse, as he said quietly:

“Perfume on a death warrant.
Hm-m-m-m. Honkatonk perfume. Yuh
know, Irish, gamblers use the stuff.”

Irish nodded, and they rode the rest
of the way in silence. Tucson read the
note, his eyes grim. Irish told him to
smell of it, and Tucson sniffed audibly.

“Yuh don't suppose that the Ladies’
Aid Society have turned Killers, do
yuh?” he said soberly.

“Some men use it, Tucson,” said Irish.

“Some male critters, yuh mean. Such
as Slim—well, I've smelled other gam-
blers, too. Most of 'em use it, | reckon.
What are yuh goin’ to do about it,
Irish?”

“Well, it looks like a showdown might
be cornin’,” replied Irish seriously. “I
reckon I'd better move into town and—"

“Ye do nothin’ of the kind!” snorted
Johnny.

“I'll say yuh won’'t!” added Tucson.
“Me and Johnny’'s got a bone to pick

with ’em, too. Let 'em come. We're
here first.”

“They've got all the best of it,
Tucson.”
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“They’ll need it. | better put my
bread in the oven and stir up the mulli-
gan. I've alius said, ‘A man should
never die on an empty stummick.’
Johnny, how are we fixed for shells for
that fifty-seventy?”

“You can't hit anythin’ with that old
Sharps.”

“Oh, can’'t 1? Listen, Johnny—all 1
need is an address. I'll boil the spiders
out of the barrel tonight and use a little
axlegrease on the works. That gun’s
pretty old, but she’s a great time and
money saver. |If that bullet hit yuh—

whap! Where you was—you jist ex-
actly ain'tt No burial, no expense
a-tall.”

“Yuh're bloodthirsty, Tucson,” said
Irish soberly. “I'll bet you’ll pour
chloroform down that gun-barrel before
you boil the spiders. . . .”

They buried Albert Briggs next day.
Neither Irish nor Tucson went to the
funeral, but Johnny McCune put on his
Sunday clothes, combed his hair, put
stove-polish on his boots and went in
to pay his last respects to a man he
had no respect for.

Tucson and Irish worked around the
ranch, and just before noon Tucson
complained about a shortage of wood
for his stove. There was a pile of old
corral-posts near the kitchen door, so
Irish took the and proceeded to do
a little chopping. The poles were very
tough and the ax was very dull. Irish
stopped trying to chop, and examined
the blade of the ax. As he brought the
blade up about waist-level and felt of
the scarred edge, something struck the
head of the ax a terrific blow, knocking
it out of Irish’s hands. A fraction of a
moment later, from somewhere back in
the hills, came the spiteful crack of a
rifle.

IRISH DELANEY, his fingers numbed
* from the blow on the ax-head, fell
flat in against the pile of old poles.
Tucson yelled from the kitchen:

“What's goin’ on, Irish?”

“Keep down!” yelled Irish. “Some-
body dry-gulchin’ us!”
“I'll fix that pole-cat!” snapped

Tucson, and a moment later he came
crawling through a kitchen window,
swinging his old Sharps .50-70 ahead
of him.

Irish started to yell at him, but at
that moment another bullet smashed the
lifted window above Tucson’s head. The
old man promptly fell back into the
kitchen, leaving his rifle outside.

“Wrong winder,” he said.

Irish crawled on his stomach over to
the old gun, his eyes searching the
brush behind the stable. There was no
more shooting, nor could he see any-
body on that brushy hill.

“How’re yuh cornin’, Irish?” asked
Tucson from the kitchen.

“I'm all right. Watch the hill back
of the stable and see if yuh can see
anybody.”

“Yeah, and lose what hair I've still
got, eh.”

“Oh-oh!” snorted Irish. “I see him!”

Far up on the hill, a good three hun-
dred yards away, a man on a horse was
making very good time, going away.
Irish, flat on the ground, rested the
forearm of that ancient buffalo gun on
his palm, his elbow digging into the
dirt, as he lifted the muzzle several feet
over the fast disappearing rider, and
squeezed the trigger. The big hammer
clicked. Irish relaxed and got to his
hands and knees.

“Yuh know, Irish,” said Tucson, lean-
ing through the window, “l jist re-
membered.”

“That you forgot to load this cannon,
eh?”

“Yeah, | reckon | did. Didn't take
time to pick up some shells. Anyway, it
needs cleanin’ awful bad. Prob’ly kicked
the tar out of yuh, if there'd been a
shell in it.”

“Probably,” said Irish dryly, and
handed the gun through the window.
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“YUuf. know,” mumbled Tucson, “I re-
sent folks actin’ like that.”

“Have yuh got a file or a rasp ?” asked
Irish. “I can't cut wood with a blade
like that.”

“Yuh mean—yuh ain’t scared they'll
shoot some more?”

“That feller was pullin’ out awful
fast,” replied Irish. “Yuh don't sup-
pose they work in relays, do yuh?”

“I'll find yuh a file,” said Tucson,
“but I think yuh're crazy to stand out
there like a target. They won’t miss
all the time.”

\4

AMBOUT midafternoon Johnny Mec-
Cune came back to the ranch and lis-
tened to Tucson’s version of what hap-
pened. Tucson even showed Johnny the
ax-head with the bullet-splatter still on
it.

“Pretty fair shootin’, but yuh can't

beat the luck of the Irish, observed
Johnny.
“And,” added Tucson,” that other

bullet smashed the winder and sunk
Washin'ton’s boat, crossin’ the Dela-
ware. Caught her dead-center on the
wall.”

“Well, that old pitcher was gettin’
pretty greasy, anyway. Been up there
for twenty years and that boat never
moved a inch.”

“How was the funeral?” asked Tuc-
son. “Big crowd?”

“Everybody in the country, except
you two. It was jist like goin’ to a
funeral for somebody yuh never knew.
The preacher said so many nice things
about Al Briggs that | had my doubts
about him bein’ in that casket, until |
got me a look. Women all cried.”

“How’d Ed Shearer stand it?” asked
Tucson soberly.

“Well, | thought he was goin’ to break
down a couple times, but I reckon it was
just a tight boot. | seen him limpin’ a
little.”
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“Who wasn't there?” asked Irish.
“You two, Irish.”

“And one more, Johnny—the dry-
gulcher, yuh remember.”

“Oh, yeah!”

“Slim Duarte?” queried Tucson.

“Slim was a pall-bearer. The whole
gang from the Turquoise was there,
even the girls.”

“That's why Johnny didn't know
who was missin’,” said Tucson. “John-
ny’s. a ladies’ man, don’'t yuh know it,
Irish?”

“l never look at a woman twice!”
snorted Johnny McCune.

“Yuh can’'t. The first look is so long
that she’s out of sight, before yuh can
look the second time. | suppose Jim
Corwin was as prom’nent as a wart on
a nose,”

“Well, | seen him pattin’ Nell on the
shoulder. She’'s a widder now, and I'll
betcha there’s plenty single men who
would like to run that store. Jim Cor-
win is twicet her age, but I'll betcha
he’ll start shavin’ every couple days and
greasin’ his boots. Not to mention Slim
Duarte.”

Irish smiled slowly, and Johnny said:

“Not to mention Irish Delaney, too.”

“No, I'm afraid I'm too far out of
the runnin’, Johnny. Anyway, I'd be an
awful risk for a woman. | didn't know
that Corwin and Duarte had connubial
aspirations.”

“Whoo-ee-e-e-e!” yelped Tucson. “You
better git him a e-metic, Johnny. He's
done swallered a dictionary!”

“If what you said means they'd like
to have her—y’betcha,” said Johnny.
“Pretty women are scarce around here.”

“Handsome men ain’t no drug on the
market,” declared Tucson. “You take
Johnny, f'r instance, he’s average.”
Johnny sighed and took off his tight

boots. “lI dunno what's to be done,” he
said. “It beats me.”
“You mean—about yore looks?”

queried Tucson.
“No, you blasted fool—about the
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Night Hawks!”

“Well,” said Tucson dryly, “they’ll
keep monkeyin’ around until somebody
gets hurt, and it prob’ly won’t be them.”

“Next time, | hope you load that
gun,” said Irish.

“I'm keepin’ her loaded, Irish.”

“Aw, yuh wouldn’t have hit him, any-
way,” said Johnny. “Shootin’ that old
coal-burner at three hundred yards is
almost like shootin’ that distance with a
bow and arrow.”

“Don’t make fun of that gun, Johnny.
Three hundred yards! Why, that bullet
is iist startin’ to go at that distance.

Why, I—"
“Stop yore artillery practice and start
supper. I'm hongry.”

“Every time | beat yore argument,
yuh change the subject.”

TUCSON went into the kitchen, but
* came right out.

“Johnny, what day is this?” he asked.

“It's Saturday, of course.”

“That’s what | thought, and | don’t
cook no supper on Saturday nights. We
alius eat in town. That's the day you
alius lose yore shirt tryin’ to make
deuces beat a full-house. Remember,
Johnny?”

“Yeah. All right, I forgot. Want to
go to town, Irish?”

“Might as. well, I reckon,” nodded
Irish.

“Might save packin’ yore re-mains
into town,”’ .said Tucson.

“Worry about yore own remains,”
suggested Johnny. “Remember, he
didn’t bust that window very far above
yore head, Tucson.”

“Aw, he was jist scared of me, that's
all.””

They arrived in Dancing Flats before
supper time. The town was always
crowded on Saturday, and the games at
the Turquoise were running full-blast.
Ed Shearer had opened the general
store, following the funeral of Al
Briggs, and customers were streaming

in and out.

Irish was too restless to stay in one
place, so he left Johnny and Tucson at
the Turquoise and went up the street,
stopping at the post office, where he
asked for the Flying M mail. The
woman clerk gave him a letter, ad-
dressed to him, but it was not in the
handwriting of the Night Hawks.

Irish went outside to open it. He
recognized the writing. It was from
Nell, and said:

Can’'t you come down to my house tonight?
Better make it about nine o’clock; so the neigh-
bors won't talk. | must see you.

It was simply signed Nell. Irish
shoved the letter into his pocket and
leaned against a porch post in front of
the post office. He wondered what on
earth Nell wanted to see him for. Come
late, so the neighbors won't talk. Irish
smiled wryly.

He met Johnny and Tucson later and
they all went to a little restaurant for
supper. lIrish didn’'t tell them about the
letter, but said there was no mail for the
ranch.

“l talked with Slim Duarte a while
ago,” said Johnny. “He asked if you
was in town.”

“l1 smelled of him,” added Tucson,
“and he was awful sweet.”

“Why was he interested,
asked Irish curiously.

“l don't know.”

“Yuh do, too,” contradicted Tucson.
“He said that yore presence in the Tur-
qguoise wouldn't help his business any.”

“1 must be kind of poisonous.” Irish
smiled as he said this.

“Folks kind of feel uneasy around
yuh,” said Johnny soberly. “If them
Night Hawks kinda open up on yuh,
Irish—"

“Yeah, | know what yuh mean,
Johnny. Buckshot scatters.”

It was a warm night in Dancing Flats.
Johnny sat in a chair in front of the
hotel, his back against the wall, and

in me?”
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watched the people on the street. Out-
side the glow of lights the night was
very dark. He could hear the orchestra
in the honkatonk, the babel of voices in
the barroom and gambling parlor. The
streets of Dancing Flats were quite
narrow. Irish wondered who, in that
crowd, were Night Hawks, seeking his
scalp. It could be anybody.

At about half-past eight he wandered
over to the Turquoise, went through the
barroom and into the gambling parlor,
where all the games were going. Johnny
and Tucson were sitting in a draw-
poker game, and Irish moved over to
their table, angling around so his back
was against the wall. Several people
moved away, and one man left the poker
game.

It rather amused Irish. His sharp
eyes scanned the faces of the crowd,
half of them hazy in tobacco smoke. In
a few minutes Slim Duarte came
through the crowd, stopped to look at
the poker game, but moved over close
to Irish, who paid no attention to the
dapper gambler, until he said:

“Delaney, I'd be a lot better satisfied
if you'd leave here.”

Irish looked sharply at Duarte. “I
didn't get that straight, Duarte,” he
said. “It sounded kind of queer to me.
Would yuh mind repeatin’ it?”

“You heard what | said, Delaney. |
don’t want you in'this place.”

The poker game slowed down. The
players had heard enough to know that
something was wrong. Irish said:

“That's kind of funny. | thought this
was a public place.”

“l said—1 don’'t want yuh here, De-
laney.”

“Just supposin’ that I don’t care what
yuh want, Duarte.”

“1'd advise you to listen to reason,”
said Duarte coldly.

“l know what yuh mean. If | don't
go, you'll gang up on me with yore
bouncers and the coyotes will have a
feed Of course, Duarte, you couldn’t

do it alone. Yuh're too yellow for that.
Yeah, I'll go out. It's the first time I've
ever been bounced from a place like this,
and | don’t like it. I'll be outside, in
case you w'ant to carry this any fur-
ther.”

Irish turned and walked away, shoul-
dering his way through the crowd, until
he got outside. He was more amused
than irritated. He backed against the
wall of the Turquoise and looked at his
watch. It was nearly nine o’clock, and
he had almost forgotten that he was
supposed to see Nell at that time.

He knew where she lived. It was one
of the older houses in the town, set back
from the street, shaded by huge syca-
mores. There was a light in the living
room. He opened the gate of the white,
picket fence, turned and closed it, when
something hit him a tremendous blow
on the head. He tried hard to keep his
feet, but blackness enveloped him, and
he passed out.

Gradually he became conscious of a
terrible pain in his head, and of voices.
At first they were merely a jumble of
words, but they finally separated into
conversation.

“Yuh can’t trust him for a minute, |
tell yuh,” he heard a man say.

“You're not going to do it here,” de-
clared avoice. “We tie him on his horse
and you take both of them to the Lost
Goose. Do this job just as | planned.
They’ll both disappear, and everybody
will figure he got yellow and pulled out.”

“But if I do the other job, I won't
have time. It'll take me a couple hours
to finish up at the Lost Goose. I've got
to do that job before McCune and
Thomas go back there.”

“That's right. Well, you take him
out that way, fix up that job, and then
go to the mine.”

“Yeah, | can do that—if | hurry.”

The voices died away, as though both
men had left him, Irish had no idea
what it was all about. His head ached
too badly for concentration. He was
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tied, hand and foot, lying flat in the dirt.
Finally he heard a horse walking, and
the two men came back. They draped
Irish across the saddle and proceeded
to tie him on, yanking the ropes tight.
Irish wanted to protest, but was unable
to talk. Then the horse started away
with him, and he blacked out again.

Slim Duarte watched for Irish to
come back into the Turquoise, but Irish
did not show up again. He finally sent
one of his men outside to scout around,
but the man came back and reported
that Irish Delaney was not in evidence.
Johnny and Tucson were still at the
poker game, unworried about Irish.

Duarte moved around, until he was
near the front doorway, and went out-
side. He wanted a breath of fresh air.
Jim Corwin, the sheriff stopped and ex-
changed a few words with him, but
Duarte did not tell him of his talk with
Irish Delaney.

“You've got a big crowd tonight,
Slim,” remarked the sheriff.

“Biggest in weeks, Jim. | got so full
of smoke | had to come out and take a
deep breath.”

The sheriff went inside, and Duarte
moved on down the sidewalk. Several
men were coming into the saloon, when
a shot blasted out from near the hitch-
rack. The sound was audible in the bar-
room, and the sheriff came out with
others.

“1 saw the flash of the gun, sheriff,”
one man said. “It's near the hitch-
rack.”

They found Slim Duarte, lying flat in
the dirt, bleeding badly from a bullet
wound in the shoulder. They carried
him into the saloon, back to his little
office and placed him on a cot, while
someone went to get a doctor.

The gambler in charge of the draw-
poker table drew the sheriff aside and
told him of the argument between Slim
Duarte and Irish Delaney. He said:

“Delaney dared Slim to come out-
side.”

“He did, eh?
good for Irish.”

The sheriff saw Johnny and Tucson,
and drew them aside. They had heard
some of the argument.

“Jim, you don’t figure Irish did that,
do yuh?” Johnny said. “He ain't that
kind of a hair-pin. He'll turn up around

Well, that don’t look

here.”

“What kind of a horse did Irish ride,
Johnny?”

“That long-legged sorrel, branded

with a Three X Bar. It's out at the
saloon hitchrack, along with our two.”

“Much obliged, Johnny.”

The sheriff found Shorty Long, and
they went out to the hitchrack, but the
long-legged sorrel was gone. The space
was empty. The horse had been taken
away.

“Pulled out of the country!” snorted
the sheriff. “lI have the worst danged
luck! Prob’'ly took his horse away,
staked it out and came back to get
Slim.”

“That makes good listenin’, but bad
logic,” remarked Shorty. “lrish De-
laney don’t need to murder men. He’s
fast enough to kill 'em in self-defense.”

“Well, he’ll have a job shakin’ this one
off, I'll tell yuh that. We're headin’ for
the Flyin’ M, me and you, Shorty. No
use goin’ any other place. We'll take a
chance that he’ll go there, and I'd like
to get there before Johnny and Tucson
get back. They’'d lie their souls into
hell for Irish Delaney.”

“I'd do a little swearin’ of that kind
myself, Jim, but we’ve got to find him,
that’s a cinch.”

VII

J ohnny McCUNE and Tucson
Thomas went back to their poker game,
not knowing that Irish’s horse was also
missing. Men were talking about the
shooting. It had been noised around
that Irish and Slim had words, and that
Irish had dared Slim to come outside.
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Naturally it became worse as the con-
versation became general.

“It looks like a job for the Night
Hawks,” one man said.

The remark made Johnny McCune
mad, and he said:

“Yuh mean, it looks like a Night
Hawk job, don't yuh?”

The argument died aborning. Johnny
McCune was a tough man in any argu-
ment, and no one wanted to start trou-
ble.

Tucson lost his few remaining chips
and drew out of the game, but Johnny
was playing in luck and didn’'t want to
quit. Tucson made his way outside and
walked to the hitchrack. There was
enough illumination to enable him to
find out that Irish’s sorrel was missing.
That didn’t look good to Tucson. He
made his way back to the poker table
and whispered the information to
Johnny McCune, who cashed in and
drew out of the game.

“1 don't like the looks of things,” de-
clared Johnny, as they went out to
check up on Tucson’s findings. “Why
would Irish take his horse? Why would
he pull out. without tellin’ us? I'm
afraid somethin’ has happened to him.”

“What do yuh think we ort to do?”
asked Tucson.

“We’'ll wait here a while, and maybe
he’ll come back. If he ain’t back in an
hour or so, we’ll go home.” . . .

Jim Corwin and Shorty Long saddled
their horses and left town. No one saw
them leave. They took the road out to
the Flying M, but did not hurry.

“We’'ll just go poco-poco, Shorty,” the
sheriff said. “If Irish should be cornin’
in, we'd have a better chance to stop
him.”

It was very dark along the road, and

there was no conversation. They drew
up near the ranchhouse and dis-
mounted. There was a faint light

through the window of the main room,
but Johnny had insisted on covering the
windows so that nobody could take a

shot at them from outside.

The two officers went quietly up to
the small porch. There was not a sound
around the place. They eased up on the
porch and listened. A mocking-bird
called softly from a tree, but there was
no other sound.

Jim Corwin quietly turned the door-
knob and discovered that the door was
unlocked. That was not unusual, be-
cause few folks in the range country
ever lock their houses. He eased the
door open.

An old oil lamp burned on the rough
table near the middle of the room, but
there was not a soul in sight. They
moved in and looked around.

“Well, that’'s that, Jim — empty
house,” Shorty said.

“Yeah, | reckon yuh're right.”

Both men bolstered their guns.

“We'd better kinda look around,
Shorty,” the sheriff said. “I don't like
the looks of that lamp. Them men came
to town early, and they wouldn't leave
a lamp burnin’ at that time. Yuh see—"

“Hold it!” snarled a voice. “Don’t
move! This shotgun makes a messy
lookin’ job. Let yore hands down and
unbuckle them belts.”

Two belts and holstered guns thudded
on a worn Navajo rug.

“Back up, gents!”

“THEY backed up a few steps.’ From
*inside the Kkitchen doorway came a
masked man, covering them with a dou-
ble-barreled shotgun, its menacing twin
muzzles covering them steadily. Cau-
tiously he picked up the two gun-belts
and tossed them into the Kkichen.

“What's the big idea?” asked the
sheriff harshly.

“The idea is—you've horned into
trouble,” replied the masked man husk-
ily.

yA blue cloth, which covered his head,
had eye-holes cut in it. He wore an
old, colorless shirt, dirty overalls, old
boots, and wore gloves on his hands.
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Even his gun-belt and gun were non-
descript.

“Night Hawks?” queried Shorty.

“That's somethin’ you'll never find
out. What are you doin’ out here?”

“Lookin’ for Irish Delaney.”

The man laughed harshly.

“He’s taken care of, my friend,” he
said. “Don’t worry about it.”

“Do you know who I am?” asked the
sheriff.

“1 don’t care who yuh are, feller. 1I've
got a job to do, and I ain’'t interested in
names. Here!” He tossed a short-length
of rope to Shorty Long. “Turn yore
pardner’'s back this way and tie his
hands. And | want yuh to do a good
job of it. No cheatin’.”

“That’s ridiculous!” snorted the sher-
iff.

“So’s a
around.”

The sheriff turned around and Shorty
Long proceeded to tie his wrists to-
gether. Done under the supervision of
the masked man, it was a good job.

“Set him down on the floor and tie his
ankles!”

“You can’t get away with stuff like
this,” wailed Corwin.

“I'll do my best,” replied the masked
man. “Get down, you poor fool, before
I unhook a load of this stuff into yore
middle.”

The sheriff got down, with the help of
Shorty, and Shorty tied his ankles. Then
the man forced Shorty to lie down, while
his own ankles were tied, after which he
was rolled over on his face, his hands
yanked behind him, and the ropes ap-
plied to his wrists.

Then the masked man went over to
the door, opened it and listened for sev-
eral moments, before closing the door.
He went into the kitchen and came back
with a length of very dirty rag, which
he used to gag both men very effec-
tively.

“l can’t have yuh yelpin’, yuh know,”
he explained. “My scheme might not

load of buckshot! Turn

work, if somebody heard yuh yelpin’.
Yuh see, the Night Hawks are makin’
one big cleanup tonight, and you'll be in
it.”

He went back into the kitchen and
came out, bringing a coil of thin, copper
wire, which he twisted around the door-
knob and flung the wire out behind him.
The front door opened outward. Both
men could see what he was doing, but
they had no idea of his intentions. He
took the end of the wire into the
kitchen, and they saw the wire pull taut.

He was out there quite a while, before
they saw him again. He came back,
looked at their bonds and gags, and
went over to the lamp, picked it up and
looked down at them.

“Yuh might be interested in this little
deal,” he said. “When anybody pulls
that door open, it'll pull the trigger on
an old forty-four, pointed into a box of
blastin’ caps. Adios, you poor fools.
You stuck yore noses into one too many
deals. You'll be all right, until some-
body comes and starts in. Enjoy your-
selves.”

The light went out, and they heard

him shut the kitchen door. A few mo-
ments later they heard him ride
away. . . .

IRISH DELANEY suffered tortures
* during that enforced ride. The lash-
ropes cut into him with every movement
of the horse, and his head throbbed like
the beat of a huge drum. Finally the
man left the two horses in the brush
and went away. By this time Irish was
beginning to realize his plight. He tried
to move on the saddle, but the ropes
were too tight.

He was fully conscious when the man
came back and untied the two horses.
They started on again, climbing the
hills in the darkness, while brush
whipped against Irish’'s unprotected
head and caught at his feet. It seemed
hours before the horses stopped again.

The man grunted, as he took off the
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lashings. Then he took Irish in his arms
and lowered him to the ground. Irish
said nothing, and made himself as limp
as possible. He felt better now, with
the tight lashings removed. He discov-
ered that his hands were tied in front
of him, and the rope twisted around his
body down to his tied ankles. Just
what he would be able to do under the
circumstances was hard to determine.

The man grasped Irish under the
arms and began dragging him, cursing
about the rough ground and the uphill
pull. Finally they came to a building.
Irish remembered the conversation
about the Lost Goose mine. It was a
deserted place, where a mint of money
had been expended on a silver vein. Irish
had heard that the main shaft was
seven hundred feet deep. The old shaft-
house was merely a ruin now, only part
of the old walls still standing.

The man let Irish sag to the ground,
as he stopped to regain his breath, and
do a little more whole-hearted cursing.
After a while he said, more to himself
than to his supposedly-unconscious vic-
tim:

“I've got to have a light of some kind,
or I might fall into that blasted shaft
myself. There's a candle in here, some-
'rs along this old wall.”

Irish heard him step into the door-
way, and go stumbling along over the
debris. It was an almost hopeless
chance, but Irish took it. He just merely
turned over and started rolling down
the slope. The slope was sharp, rock-
strewn and uneven, but he managed to
keep his head up and tried to ignore
sharp rocks. Swiftly he rolled off to the
left, and it seemed as though he had
rolled a mile, before he was brought up
against some brush, aching in every
muscle and entirely out of breath.

It was so dark that he couldn’'t even
see the outline of the old shaft-house.
He heard the man come to the doorway
and saw him light the candle-stub he
had found. The next moment he heard

the man rip out a curse and the candle
went out. He had discovered the pris-
oner was gone.

He came swiftly down the hill a short
distance, stopped short and swore some
more. He couldn’t even see the ground
he was standing on, so how could he ex-
pect to find Irish Delaney? Irish, even
in his dilemma and suffering from in-
juries, grinned to himself. The man
went on down the slope, feeling his way,
taking the straight line. He never real-
ized that Irish had rolled far off to the
left.

Irish could not see the man, but he
could hear him. He crashed against a
rock, and swore bitterly. Irish tested
his ropes again. They were a bit looser
now, especially around the ankles, and
he drew his right foot out of his boot.
After a little pulling and tugging, all
the ropes loosened, and he shucked
them off.

The man was still searching as well
as he could, which was very little, in-
deed. Irish was not worried now. At
least, he could throw a rock, if the man
came too close. But the man did not
come down toward him. He finally gave
up and Irish heard him ride away.

Irish relaxed and sat there for a
while, building up some more strength,
before going any place. Also he tarried
because he feared that the man might
be waiting, trying to decoy him into
some rash move.

Every muscle in Delaney’s body was
sore and his head felt very big. It was
quite swollen, and his face was caked
with dried blood. His holster was
empty, but that was to be expected. He
finally got to his feet and limped down
the slope, where the man had mounted.
He found his sorrel there, tied to an old
snag.

VIl

~ ACK in the saddle, Irish Delaney felt
much better. He rode slowly down the
hill to a huddle of old buildings. Irish
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knew that spot very well, and even in
the darkness he was not confused. He
realized, too, that the note was not from
Nell. Someone, with a sample of her
writing, had forged the note and de-
coyed him into a trap.

“l ought to have my head fixed,” he
told himself. “Nell wouldn’t send me a
note like that. Yeah, | reckon I'll have
to have my head fixed—outside and in-
side both. But I'm still movin’ under
my own power, even if | did almost
make hash of myself. All | need now is
agun.”

There was an old road, which wound
down the slope, twisting its way to
Dancing Flats, and there was an old
trail, which led past the 74, and angled
out close to the Flying M.

“l better go back to the ranch,” he
told the sorrel. “Johnny and Tucson
might be worried about me.”

He picked up the old trail and started
out across the hills, with the long-
legged sorrel making good time. Irish
began to get thirsty, but there was no
water short of the 74. The action of the
horse aggravated his other aches, but
water was what he needed most.

He turned off the trail near the 74,
hoping to find Buck French out there,
but the house was dark. Irish dis-
mounted and limped up on the sagging,
old porch, where he knocked heavily on
the door. When there was no response
he shaved the door open and went in-
side.

He lighted a match and took the
chimney off the lamp. It was still warm.
Irish thought things over. Someone had
burned that light recently. He went into
the old kitchen and found water in a
bucket. After he had lowered the bucket
a few inches, he looked around. The
place was furnished much as Hank Far-
ley had left it. Hank usually had an
extra gun around the place, and Irish
felt the need of a gun.

There was an old, home-made table in
the main room, and there was a crude

drawer which Hank Farley had cursed
every time he tried to open. lIrish
yanked it open. There was a Colt .45
in the drawer. Irish picked it up and
looked at it, his eyes wide. It was his
gun! His face was grim as he looked
at the gun he had worn that evening.
It was fully loaded.

He snapped the gun into his holster
and walked outside, after putting out
the light.

“Things are gettin’ better, hoss,” he
told the sorrel, as he climbed stiffly into
the saddle. “Let’'s go home.” . ..

Johnny McCune got back into the
poker game again, but Tucson Kkept
watch on the street and around the
hitchrack, waiting for Irish Delaney to
come back to Dancing Flats. He could
not find the sheriff or deputy, and de-
cided that they were looking for Irish.
It was considerably over an hour before
Johnny McCune cashed in his winnings
and told Tucson he was ready to go
home. It had been reported that Slim
Duarte was painfully, but not danger-
ously injured, and had no idea who shot
him.

“That lets Irish out,” declared Johnny
McCune. “He’'d never shoot a man and
not give him a chance.”

“Explain that to a Dancin’ Flat jury,”
said Tucson. “They ain’t interested in
what's inside a man, Johnny.”

“No, that's right. | sure hope Irish
can prove a alibi. I'm jist scared that
the Night Hawks got him.”

“Yuh mean they’d take his horse, too,
Johnny?”

“Don’t ask me what they'd do.
son, you irk me at times.”

“1 don't know what that word means,
but if it's goin’ to shatter our lovely
friendship, don’t tell me,” said Tucson.

“All right, I won't. Let’'s go home.” ...

Tuc-

IRISH DELANEY finally pulled in at
' the Flying M. The house was dark,

attesting to the fact that either Johnny
and Tucson were not home yet, or had
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gone to bed. Stiff-jointed and limping,
Irish stabled his sorrel and went up to
the house. He stopped on the porch and
called to Johnny McCune. It was the
safe thing to do, announce the name and
wait for results.

But nothing happened. Irish reached
for the door-knob, when he heard a
thumping sound inside the house. He
drew back. It sounded like someone
pounding on the floor. Funny sounds.
When it was repeated Irish went around
to the kitchen door, where he stood and
tried to figure out what it was all about.

He realized the need for caution.
Drawing his gun, he carefully opened
the kitchen door, listening for any
sound. Then it came again, that dull,
thumping sound, coming from the main
room. Irish eased himself into the dark
kitchen, waited a few moments, before
moving ahead. His right toe struck
solidly against something near the en-
trance to the main room, but he quickly
caught his balance, and moved ahead,
his cocked gun braced at his thigh.
There was not a sound.

He took a match from his pocket,
reached far out and scratched it against
the wall. As the match flared up he
saw the two men on the floor, well-tied,
staring at him. Quickly he lighted the
lamp and looked down at them.

“All ready for shipment, eh?” he said.
“I've heard of the law gettin’ tied up,
but I never saw it gagged before.”

Irish dropped on his knees beside Jim
Corwin and yanked away the gag. At
the same moment he heard voices out-
side. It was Johnny McCune and Tuc-
son, talking as they came up to the

porch. Jim Corwin yelped:
“That door! Don’t let 'em open it!
That wire!”

Irish saw the wire, read the despera-
tion in the sheriff's voice, and, like a
flash, he fired a shot through the upper
part of the door. From outside came
the yelp of surprise, as the two men
dived off the porch.

“The wire—get it off the door!”
panted the sheriff.

Irish carefully snapped the wire
loose. “It’s all right, Johnny!” he yelled.
“Come on in, you two. Everythin’ is
all right now.”

He opened the door, and the two old-
timers came cautiously, wide-eyed, as
they saw the sheriff and deputy.

“What's the idea of shootin’ at us?”
demanded Tucson. “That bullet blew
splinters all over us.”

“It was the door, Johnny!” gasped
the relieved sheriff. “That masked fool
had a dynamite trap for you. If you'd
opened the door, we’'d all be dead!”

Irish cut Shorty Long loose, and
Shorty was still too frightened to talk
coherently.

“1 died seventeen times,” he declared.
“It was awful. We heard somebody
come up on the porch, and I hammered
my heels against the floor. It was all |
could do. Then I heard him come in the
back door. Man, | could have kissed
my worst enemy!”

“Here’'s the deal!” called Tucson.
“Wait a minute—I've got to pull its
teeth. There! I've gotcha!”

He came in, bringing an old, single-
action Colt .44, He laid it on the table
and drew a deep breath.

“There’s a whole danged box of high-
percentage dynamite in the kitchen,” he
said. “There’s a box of caps, too, and
this old hog-leg was wired to the box.
That wire would have shot the gun.”

HE men all looked at each other.
“Irish, what on earth happened to
you?” Johnny said. “Yore hair is all
stuck up with blood, yore face is
scratched, yore clothes torn. Where
have you been?”
“Oh,” replied Irish, rather vacantly,
“1've been pallin’ around with the Night

Hawks, | reckon. They play awful
rough.”

“Yore horse was gone,” faltered
Johnny.
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“Yeah, they took that, too. Neither
of us ever was supposed to come back,
but the luck of the Irish lasted.”

“Did you know that somebody shot
Slim Duarte tonight, Irish?” asked
Shorty Long.

Irish shook his head.

“No, I didn't know that, Shorty. Is
he dead?”

“Wasn’t when we left. We came out
here to ask you. Yore horse was gone,
and we kind of thought you pulled out.
That masked brute got the drop on us.”

“They got the drop on me, too,” said
Irish painfully. “I'm one big ache all
over, and I've just started. Blow out
that lamp, Johnny. We’'re all ridin’.”

“Wait'll we get our guns on,” said the
sheriff. “He didn’'t bother to take 'em
along.”

“1 hope there’'ll be trigger-pullin’ to
be done,” said Shorty.

They all had to ride fast to keep up
with Irish Delaney, and they came into
Dancing Flats with a rush.

“Scatter out and find Buck French,”
said Irish. “I need him.”

“What's he done?” asked the sheriff.

“Find him,” replied Irish. “Get him,
even if yuh have to down him.”

1X

UICKLY the five men separated and
made a swift search. Questioning failed
to find anyone who had seen Buck that
evening. They all met back at the hitch-
rack. If Irish was disappointed he did
not show it.

“Wait here for me,” he said.
got to find out about somethin’.”

Irish disappeared in the darkness
across the street. He went to the cor-
ner and looked down the side street.
There was a light in the Briggs house.
Irish wasn’t afraid now. He limped up
to the front door and knocked.

After a few moments Ed Shearer
opened the door. He got a good look at
Irish and stepped back.

“I've

“Irish, what happened to you?” he
asked. “Yuh're all bloody and hurt!”

Nell was sitting in a rocker, staring
at Irish.

“1 got dry-gulehed in yore yard early
tonight,” he said. “Nell, did you write
me a letter—one | got in the post office
tonight?”

“A letter, Irish?” she asked, puzzled
completely. “Why, | never wrote you a
letter, Irish.”

“Set down, boy, you've been hurt,”
said Shearer. “I don't—"

“Who's been here this evenin'?”
asked Irish sharply.

“Here?” queried Shearer. “Why, no-

body—much. Some people did drop in
some time ago, Irish. What do you
mean?”

“Who was here last?” Irish looked

from Nell to her father. “l want to
know,” he said wearily.

“The minister was here, but he left
almost a half-hour ago,” said Shearer.

“Much obliged,” said Irish, and
walked out.

Nell and her father looked at each
other curiously. There had been little
sense to Irish’s conversation.

“Dad, he has been hurt,” Nell said.
“He looks terrible!”

“Been hit on the head, Nell.
body should take care of him.”

“Irish Delaney can take care of him-
self, Dad.”

“Yeah, | reckon he can.” Shearer
walked over and looked out the window,
but it was too dark for him to see any-
thing.

“Why did he ask me about a letter?”
she wondered aloud. “I never wrote him
any letter.”

Shearer came back to the table and
looked at her.

“Nell,” he said quietly, “do you still
—well, do you still like Irish Delaney?”

“No, Dad, I'm afraid not.”

Some-

“Uh-huh. Well, I hope he won't be
too disappointed.”
“1 hope not. I'm afraid he wouldn’t
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be a dependable husband.”

Irish went back to the main street
and stopped at the hitchrack, where the
men waited. All he said was:

“We're ridin’ again.”

No one asked him anything more. He
led the way on his sorrel and turned on
the road to the 74 spread. They strung
out, only a few yards apart, riding fast.
There was some starlight now and the
road was visible for a short distance.
Irish set a fast pace, and the horses
were well-blown when they pulled up
just short of the ranchhouse. They
could see a light there.

“Take it easy now,” Irish said. “We're
goin’ in quiet.”

“Are yuh still lookin’ for Buck?”
whispered the sheriff.

“For Buck and whoever is with him,
Jim. Take it easy, boys.”

They worked in close to the old porch.
The front door was half-open. In the
light from within they could see a horse
standing close to the porch, its sides
still heaving from a fast trip. A man
was talking nervously as they stopped
near the doorway.

“l1 did come to town!” he declared.
“1 tried to find you, but you wasn’t home
so | came back.”

HE other voice asked a question, but

too low for them to get the words.

“1 tell yuh, he was here,” Buck an-
swered. “I left his gun in that drawer
in the table, and it’s gone. | don’t know
how he got loose. I've told yuh what
happened up there. | hunted all over
for him, but it was so blasted dark I
couldn’'t see a thing. Mebbe he went
back to the Flyin’ M.”

“l hope he did, Buck. As for you,
you've bungled everything. Unless Irish
Delaney walks into the house before
anybody else gets there, you've put a
rope around our necks. If he misses—
you're a goner, Buck.”

“I'm headin’ for Mexico tonight.”

“You're staying right here, my

friend, and you won't talk.”

“No, no!” screamed Buck French.
“You can't—"

A gun thundered in that small room,
and the concussion almost closed the
door, but Irish jerked ahead and blocked
it. Buck was on the floor, his head and
shoulders against a table-leg, and over
him stood a man, cocking his gun for
the next shot.

“Hold it!” yelled Irish.

The man whirled and fired from his
waist, but his bullet went wild. Irish
shot deliberately through the smoke.
The man was sent back on his heels, his
gun-hand dropping, but he was game.
He braced his feet and tried to swing
the gun up again, but Irish shot again,
and the man went down, striking a chair
and knocking it across the room. His
gun went with the chair.

Irish came slowly across the room,
followed by the others. Buck French
was badly hurt, but he wasn’'t uncon-
scious. Irish took Buck’s gun from his
holster. The sheriff and Johnny were
looking down at the other man.

“l must be dreamin’,” the sheriff said.
“This is the minister, Irish!”

“l1 was afraid of that,” said
grimly. “How are yuh, Buck?”

“That yellow coyote tried to kill me,”
complained Buck weakly. “Get me a
doctor, will yuh, Irish?”

“So you two are the Night Hawks,
eh?”

“Yeah. It was John’s idea. Bein' a
preacher, nobody’'d suspect him—he
thought. He’s murder crazy, | tell yuh.”

“Wasn’'t any preacher at all, eh?”
said Tucson.

“He studied for it,” said Buck. “His
name was Strickland. He done five years
for forgery. He was the Ghost Rider,
and when he had plenty money he killed
Hank Farley and put the clothes on him.
I worked with him, but | never killed
anybody.”

“You tried hard tonight, Buck,” said
Irish.  “Nobody pulled on that front

Irish
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door. Did this hombre kill A1 Briggs?”

“Yeah,” whispered Buck. “Al was
drinkin’. He thought the parson was
stuck on his wife, and he came to have
it out with him. Walked in on the par-
son, who had put on his workin’ clothes.
| picked Al up, put him in front of Cor-
win’s office and fired a shot in the air.
He shot Slim Duarte tonight, too. He
was murder crazy.”

“l never dreamed of anythin’ like
this,” said the sheriff. “I'm still weak
over it. Irish, how did you find all this
out?”

“1 found my six-shooter in that table;
drawer over there tonight. It put
deadwood on Buck, but | had to get the
brains of the outfit. Somebody sent me
a decoy note today and signed Nell
Briggs’ name to it. | got?knocked out
in front of her house.

“When | left you fellows at the hitch-
rack, 1 went down there. | had to be
sure she didn't write it. She didn't. |
asked them who had been there and
they said the preacher. Then | knew
who | was lookin’ for.”

“How did yuh know, Irish?”

“The Night Hawks sent me a letter
and it had perfume on it. When | went
into the Briggs house tonight, I smelled
that sam$ perfume. It had to be the
preacher,’?

rHERIFF CORWIN’'S mouth opened

N in starprise. Then he scowled.
“Shorty,” said the sheriff, “you go

get the ."doctor. No use movin’ 'em now.”
“Yuh won't have to move the preach-

er—n(bt for medical attention,” said
Tucson.

“Buick,” said Irish. “Can yuh hear
me

Bu:(k said in a whisper, “Yeah, I can
hear/ yuh.”

“What did the parson do with all the
mon;ey he stole?”

“Kt's hidden under the church,” whis-
pered Buck. “Anyway, he said it was.
He’ was murder crazy, | tell yuh. We
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had a cinch, if he'd played the game, or
if that blasted Irish Delaney had stayed
away. Do | get a doctor pretty soon?”

“1'd like to go back to the ranch and
stretch out,” said Irish. “1'm so darned
sore | can’t hardly stand up.”

“You boys go home,” said the sheriff.
“I'll wait for Shorty and the doctor.
Much obliged, Irish.”

“Yuh're welcome, Jim. See yuh later.”

They cut across the hills to the Flying
M, traveling the trail that Irish used
before that night. At the ranchhouse

eson put away the three horses, while

ih and Johnny sat down, rolled
smokes and relaxed.

“Yuh know, Irish,” remarked Shorty.
“It’'s kind of funny—you driftin’ in here
to clear Hank Farley’s name, and clean-
in’ up a killer outfit thataway. | was
thinkin’ of Nell, too. | don’'t know how
yuh feel about her, but—well, the coast
is clear, Kid.”

Irish smiled wearily over his ciga-
rette. “Johnny, you remember that girl
—the one you said you thought might
have followed me from Dancin’ Flats?”

“That pretty little dancer, Irish?”

“Yeah. She caught me a year later
in Cheyenne.”

“She did? Well!”

“She’s Mrs. Delaney. We've got a
boy, two years old now. His name is
Henry McCune Delaney, and he's a
dinger, Johnny.”

“I'm a ring-tailed son-of-a-sea-cook!

Irish!  You named him after me and
Hank! You—Irish, yuh're a blasted
fool! Riskin’ yore life to come down

here to—takin’ chances like that—and
you with a kid—Irish, yuh're a fool!”

“1 know it, Johnny. I'm also a Dep-
uty U.*S. Marshal, and | go where I'm
sent. It was my job, Johnny.”

Johnny McCune smiled thoughtfully
for several moments. Finally he said
quietly:

“I'll betcha Henry McCune Delaney is
proud of his dad. | know blamed well,
I am.”
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and the same time the distinction

and the substance of a man. A rid-
er's boots even to the casual eye told
many things about him, his standing in
the community, his industry and his
ability.

Measured by young Knox's own yard-
stick, he represented the lowest of them
all. His boots had already seen their
best days when he went to work at the
Lazy S L in the spring. Originally he

TO PHIL KNOX boots were at one

RICHARDSON

had purchased the boots from cheap
mail-order house. They were straight-
sided with flat heels. The upper.s con-
sisted of several fragments of loather
sewed together instead of being just
two pieces, and the spurious word
“Justin,” still legible on their frayed
ears, was an insult to the famous boot
makers of Texas. '

Knox had worked with the hajdng
crew the summer before and the fore-
man, taking a liking to the broad-sht >ul-

134
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dered, heavy-muscled youth, had of-
fered him a job in the spring. Because
he was of the land and wanted to be a
rider, he'd left his family on lower
Squawberry Creek, where farms were
irrigated, and turned his hand to being
a cowboy.

Of course the crew laughed at his
boots. But the boots were all he had
and, times being hard on Squawberry
Creek, he’'d sent his money home. Yet
all the while he saved out an occasional
two or three dollars.

When he had the price of the boots he
needed he would buy them, and that
would be a milestone. A day would
come, he hoped, when he'd buy new
boots, and they'd set him off as being
well advanced in his chosen profession.

The time arrived when his closely
guarded few dollars were numerous
enough to justify a casual visit to
“Whitey” Dillman’s shop in town, so he
asked the foreman for time off and
headed for Faywood Station. Before he
left the ranch one of the boys had
stopped him.

“Big Ed and Lorin Morris are feuding
again. Better stick a shootin’-iron in
your pocket!” this friend said jokingly,
and tossed him an old six-gun.

NOX tucked the old weapon securely
inside the waistband of his trou-
sers, but it hadn't done him a bit of
good. Unexpectedly when he needed the
gun to protect himself, he hadn't been
able to get at it.

Faywood Station was a small town,
but it did have a livery barn. When
he arrived there about noon, Knox took
his horse to the stable, where he dis-
mounted and brought the animal inside.
He started through the barn, blinded by
coming from the blazing sunlight into
the cool dark interior. It was then the
man in a narrow stall struck him over
the head. He got a second blow as he
fell. Though not unconscious, he was
nevertheless so near to it that he
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couldn’'t recognize his antagonist nor
the man with him who helped go
through Knox’s pockets. One of them
got his savings. The other man gave
the six-gun brief examination before
throwing it aside in disappointment.

“No apple-knocker ever carried one
worth a durn!” he sneered disgustedly.

They went out leaving Knox lying on
the ground. After awhile he came
slowly out of hjs daze. The knowledge
of what actually happened had been
with him all the time. His bitterness
drummed up so fast he almost over-
looked the faint smell of perfume in the
air. Yet it remained with him, a sweet-
ish odor such as women were wont to
wear. But neither of the sneak thief
pair had been a woman. That much
was definite.

He forgot about the aroma for the
time being. All else except his loss
blotted out. He'd saved by depriving
himself of necessities for six months
only to lose his savings to a pair of
skulking thieves. There was no use
now to go down to Whitey Dillman’s
saddle shop.

Retrieving the gun, he blew off the
dirt and stuck it slanting back inside
the waistband of his levis. A lot of
good this piece of iron had done him!
He went down toward the front of the
stable, arriving just in time to see the
bam man come in through the big front
doors carrying a package under one
arm.

Knox wasn’t the talkative kind so he
made the encounter brief, not revealing
what the loss actually meant to him.
The barn man was sympathetic but a
robbery of that kind puzzled him.

“We ain’'t had one like it in years,”
he declared. “I left here to go to the
bar, and that must've been right before
you led your horse in. There wasn't
nobody around then.”

He had a bottle in the package and
uncorked it in the corner bunk room
where Knox took a drink with him. The
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stuff didn’t relieve his depressed spirits
any. The barn man took another look
at his woe-begone expression.

“It's a shame you been robbed,” he
condoled. “Don’t worry about the bill
here. You can pay me nexttime. Here,
take a cartwheel for a drink and a meal
in town.”

Knox thanked him, but wouldn't ac-
cept the money. “They missed sixty
cents in the pocket where | carry my
knife,” he explained. “I'll get along.”

The dull feeling settled heavier in
Knox's stomach. He went out on the
street, coming to the shady porch of an
old abandoned adobe. Here was a loaf-
ers’ corner, where three oldsters al-
ready were seated on whittled benches
at one end. Knox sat down with them
and rolled himself a cigarette from a
half empty sack.

He was there a long time in gloom.
The town consisted of a huddle of build-
ings, the few business establishments
having the usual high false fronts. He
looked at them and the ground-up red
dirt of the street in sore disillusion.
Later in the afternoon two riders came
galloping in from the north.

Lorin Morris’ big shape bulked in the
saddle. Knox caught a glimpse of his
freshly shaved craggy face as the rid-
ers went by. Morris, owner of the 4X
was dressed for an evening in town.
He and his man, likely his foreman,
drew rein before the Elite Saloon. In
this the only dance hall in town, worked
a certain young woman he admired.
She was the cause of the hatred between
him and “Big Ed” Snodgrass.

THE country had been talking about
little else for months. It wasn't a
pretty story either. Quite the reverse.
This painted siren in the Elite was play-
ing them both. Some folks were unkind
enough to aver also the rest of the
country as well.

The end was going to be sordid and
bloody, an eventuality the countryside

had been waiting for. There would be
a gunfight and one or both of the big
men would die. Despite the fact he was
a wealthy cattleman, Morris had few
sincere adherents. He was a blustering,
overbearing man who paid little atten-
tion to another man’s legal title to prop-
erty. When he got a chance to run
his brand on a hairy hide, he didn’t con-
cern himself much about ownership. Ac-
cording to his code any unbranded crit-
ter belonged to the first man to find it.
Trouble was he rode across his own
range line into the grass of his neigh-
bors, looking.

No, folks wouldn't grieve much when
Morris got killed. And if it just hap-
pened to be Big Ed instead of Morris
there would be fewer tears yet. He ran
the faro game in the Christmas Night
Saloon. When the girl first showed up
in the Elite, he had tried to cut her out
for himself. Indeed, for awhile he was
successful in scaring less hardy men
away. Later Morris had come along,
taken a couple of looks and gone into
the game on his own. He told Big Ed
to get out of his way.

Big Ed didn’'t get. In fact he planted
a right fist solidly on Morris’ face while
the girl, so witnesses reported, stood by
giggling. The fight didn’t last long be-
cause Morris never got cocked after the
first lick. From then on, though, the
pair maneuvered with each other like
two huge mongrel dogs ready to pounce
the instant the other turned his back.

The loafers were talking of these
things now in sly insinuating manner
when they got to the subject of the ill-
will between the two men. Knox arose
to his feet, sauntering away from them.
He moved past the open front of the
Elite, hearing Morris’ raucous laughter
floating out. Knox didn’t halt until he
got down past the Christmas Night
Saloon.

Whitey Dillman’'s shop occupied a
one-room dilapidated adobe building,
further along the street. Knox had
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known, when tragedy overtook him in
the barn, he'd be unable to resist com-
ing down here. The shop had been lur-
ing him for months. For weeks, all
he'd been able to think about during
waking hours was that Dillman had the
boots he wanted. The boots were now
beyond his means for at least another
two months. He thought of that, then
felt his hopes revive again. Now, with
cash crops ripening, his family wouldn’t
need his financial help for some time.
The fact alone cheered him and it helped
him manage the balance of the distance
to the front of the shop.

The door stood open. He could see
the chubby bodied old saddle maker
working in the back of the room. There
was one show window in front and
through the fly specked pane of thick
glass Knox saw the boots. Two brown
pairs and two black. His eyes went fast
to one black pair. It had alligator
hide vamps, red rows of stitching and
insets of white soft leather in diamonds
and hearts. Yes, sir! That was a pair
of town going boots! For dress, for
Rodeo Day! His eyes lighted up just
from the sheer joy of being able to take
a look at them.

But these fancy boots were not for
work. Reluctantly his gaze turned to
the other black pair. They were heavy,
expertly tanned steer hide throughout,
not fancy, but double and triple stitched
with underslung heels. Those were a
working man’s boots. Hot shakes!
Those were a top rider's foot gear.
They gave a man dignity and an in-
souciant feeling of well being. These
were the boots that, months ago Knox
had made up his mind he was going
to own.

There was no customer in the shop.
Dillman moseyed up front, spitting a
brown wad of well chewed tobacco into
the dirt.

He saw Knox and hesitated.

“Come on in out of the heat,” he
drawled. “Cool off after a bit.”

I/NO X followed him through the door
m ' inside the room smelling richly of
cut leather and tannin. Dillman went
back to the tree where he resumed work
on a saddle. Why not, Knox thought,
he could look. Maybe next month for
certain he could make a buy and not be
taking up Dillman’s time after all.

“Looks as though you’ll be needin’
a pair of boots soon now,” Dillman re-
marked casually. He kept right on
stitching the saddle while he talked.

“Kind of had boot buyin’ in mind,”
Knox replied equitably, his glance dis-
interested.

“Take a look over there,” Dillman
told him. “I got the best boots for the
money anywhere.” Knox moved to-
ward the wide shelf against the wall
where a collection of boots stood ready
for inspection. From the taut thinness
of Knox’s face Dillman couldn't tell
whether this was the cowboy’s casual
approach to a trade or not.

Dillman’s gaze drifted over the worn
overalls, down at the heels of the boots
Knox wore, and up fast. This cowboy
more than needed a pair of boots.
Knox's movements were deliberately
casual. He examined the boots, but
always his mind drifted back to the
substantial, thick leather of solid com-
fortable ones in the window.

Dillman knew with certainty then
the cowboy long ago had made up'his
mind. Still he proved nonchalant about
making the deal. Dillman arose to ap-
proach the shelf.

“Them’'s my idea of what a man
ought to wear,” he offered. “A man’s
feet would be plumb shod in the rain and
the ice and snow of this winter we're
going to have after awhile.”

Knox listened respectfully, agreeing
with a slow nod of his head. But what
he thought was next month for certain
he’'d have to get them.

“I'm goin’ to be in town late,” he
offered. “Guess I'd ought to have a bite
to eat.”
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“Sure, take your time,” Dillman an-
swered good-naturedly. “I always say
a man needs to consider well two
things. Buying a pair of boots and
taking a wife!” He laughed indulgently
at his own humor as Knox went out to
the street.

Knox felt more bitter than ever. Ex-
cept for the foot-pad robbers in the
barn, he could be walking up the street
proudly right now. Knox’s chest tight-
ened with slow anger, something un-
usual for him. It galled now, ran
through him like acid. He could imagine
what he would do if he knew the iden-
tity of that pair.

Well, he thought, he might as well
get out of town. By riding at a walk
it would be very late when he got home
to the Lazy S L. The crew wouldn’t
know that he hadn’t spent his whole
time in town. He wouldn’'t have to ex-
plain about not buying the boots for he
hadn’'t disclosed to any of them he'd
been going short of tobacco and with-
out new underwear solely for the sake
of new footwear.

He came abreast of the Elite and de-
cided he might as well have a glass of
beer, after which his remaining funds
would permit a bowl of red at the chili
counter.

Morris was still present, obviously
intending to make a night of it. He
stood at the lower end of the bar in
the center of a small group of loud
talking men. Knox slid in against the
bar near the front wall. His glance
flickered to the bright faced girl on the
other side of Morris.

Knox called for a glass of beer, got
it and drank slowly while giving his
attention to the boisterous cowman. The
girl was short, but not heavy despite
full hips and well-upholstered bosom.
There was something reckless, yet
coolly calculating about her. Her pret-
tiness, for she had that, and her pout-
ing lips would appeal irresistibly to
some men, men such as Morris and Big

Ed especially. To Knox she held no
attraction at all.

He had finished his beer and turned
to leave when through the swinging
half doors came Big Ed. He walked in
fast, recognition bringing to a sudden
halt all the fun and laughter going
on at the other end of the bar. Big
Ed planted his polished fancy boots on
the floor two steps from Knox. His
face was working with emotion, but
before he could speak, his shadow, a
thin brown faced man, slithered in to
join him on the left. This scrawny
necked little card dealer had essayed
to duplicate Big Ed’s immaculate dress,
but he couldn’t quite make the grade,
lacking the looks and the build.

THE crowd fell away from Morris,
leaving him facing Big Ed. There
came a tinkle of laughter from the girl.
Her bright eyes surveyed Big Ed as
though he were a complete stranger.
It was then an odd aroma was wafted
to Knox’s nostrils. He hadn’'t quite
identified the odor when Morris spoke.

“I'm being congratulated, Ed,” he
drawled in loud tones. “Minnie is go-
ing to the ranch with me in the
mornin’!”  His words reeked with
malice and held a sort of covetous
triumph.

The surprising thing was he spoke to
Big Ed at all.

Big Ed’s lips quivered, his eyes
biased. He said, “You're even probably
silly enough to marry her some day
too!”

The insult drove the triumph off
Morris’ face. It went crimson with
wrath. Perhaps only the witnesses
caused him to answer at all.

“The marriage takes place at the
ranch by the sky pilot tomorrow
mornin’,” Morris told Big Ed. “To
which you ain’'t invited.”

“Maybe that's true,” Big Ed drawled.

“No maybe about it!”

“l mean just that. [I'll be seein’ you
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in the middle of the street at sunset,
Morris.”

He waited when he finished. The bal-
ance of the room went still as death.
Here had come the showdown at last.
The inevitable wind-up. Morris’ head
went a little higher as a cold smile
played over his thick lips.

“Of course,” Big Ed continued, “you
could fail to show up. Reckon you can
save your skin by ridin’ out of the
country.”

Morris rocked on his boot heels, his
wooden face wearing a fixed grin now.
Heat flowed between the two men. But
out of the by play Knox was suddenly
panicked. The richly dressed, smooth
skinned Big Ed riveted all his attention.
From him came the odor of that per-
fume Knox had smelled up there in
the barn. Big Ed was well known for
using pomades, face powder and a dash
of perfume on the bow of his string tie.
That was what gave the fabric there a
yellowish discoloration. Too frequent
use of it.

“l sure don’t like to cause a funeral
on my weddin’ day,” Morris said in a
voice shaking with hatred. “Well, Ed,
you asked for it!”

He had eagerly accepted the challenge
to a gun duel in the street at sundown.
Big Ed didn’'t speak again. He turned,
striding out as fast as he entered, his
partner closing in behind his back. The
room broke into a hub-bub of noise.

“Shucks, loud-mouthed cuss’ll be easy
meat for me!” Morris bragged. The
girl hung tighter to his arm, her face
turned up toward him. There wasn't
however, any trace of worry in it.

Knox felt worse as he moved out to
the street. He had a gun, yet he wasn’t
in the class with Big Ed or Morris,
He could walk up to Big Ed, stick the
gun into his middle and demand his
money. Big Ed would likely laugh and,
when he did Knox could only let go of
the hammer.

The small sum of money couldn’t

have meant anything whatever to Big
Ed who threw large amounts around.
It must have been only an amusing in-
cident to him. That had been his queer
idea of fun, to slap down a lesser man
who wasn’'t doing anyone an iota of
harm, just because he could get awmay
with it.

The idea of appealing to the sheriff
was out so far as Knox was concerned.
The sheriff wouldn’'t believe it, and Big
Ed would merely laugh it off, after-
wards telling the story with gusto as a
huge joke. Knox, feeling more help-
less and brow-beaten than before, went
on up the street to the chili joint.

The sun was an hour or so high. One
of those two tough gun-slingers would
slay the other. Already the buzz of ex-
cited talk in anticipation of the forth-
coming spectacle buzzed through town.
It entered the greasy chili hole in the
wall where Knox ate. Men close by
speculated hopefully whether two such
dangerous men might not kill each other
with a single shot apiece.

PEELING certain now that any possi-
* bility of his wearing new boots home
had gone glimmering, Knox realized he
must hang around anyway. Such a gun-
fight as this one would be discussed and
talked over the ranges for many
months. A man who actually witnessed
it would be expected to relate each de-
tail at the ranch where he worked. An
hour wouldn’t delay him much anyway.
So he took his time in the chili joint,
afterwards sauntering down past the
Elite.

Red sun dogs were banked on the
western horizon now'. Probably a bare
few minutes more of the day was left.
People stood in doorways lining the
street above and below the center of the
small business district. Knox figured
Morris would remain in the Elite, walk-
ing from there into the dirt roadway
when he met Big Ed. Where would
Big Ed show?
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It might be from any place along
this section. Each would be sure of
taking any advantage possible. Knox
doubted either man would come from
the east side of the street. That would
be a good place to watch from. He
went over through the ankle deep flour-
fine dust to the front of a feed store.

He moved up on the edge of it to
get away from a knot of men who
talked, low voiced, of the fighting abili-
ties of Big Ed and Morris. One man
said the sheriff would probably stop the
duel, though not certain such procedure
would promote public welfare.

A girl stood near the open door of
the store, her straw hatted head turned
away from Knox. She held a small dog
on a braided leash. By her clothing,
she was a town girl, and he recognized
her. She was the storekeeper’'s daugh-
ter. Here was the kind of a girl a man
had ought to marry when he got around
to it instead of one, such as Minnie from
the Elite. This girl didn’t flirt or flaunt
her good looks. All at once Knox’s
throat got choked and dry because he
was looking directly at her and she
started to turn her head.

The small brown dog suddenly darted
out of the doorway, and into the leash
strode Big Ed. He had attempted a
trick, after all, by waiting on this side
of the street. It was sundown now.
Big Ed tried to break his stride and
missing, tangled with leash and dog.
He saved himself from falling flat only
by thrusting his right arm down to the
porch floor.

He came up his face livid with anger,
his eyes sparking fire.

“Keep that cur out of people’s way!”
he cried. “If you was a man, I'd beat
your face in.”

His harshness to a woman told vol-
umes to Knox. Big Ed wasn’t so sure
of himself. The impending fight wor-
ried him.

The girl didn’t speak. Her white face
was rigid with indignation. She tried

to get the whimpering dog against the
wall of the store as Knox involuntarily
moved nearer. Big Ed shifted his eyes
to the dog.

“A dog ain't a woman!” he cried,
and kicked the little animal, driving it
against the front wall. The dog fell
back, yelping loudly.

A white hot streak of anger raced
through Knox. But it wasn’t the kind
he'd experienced in the Elite when he
discovered it had been Big Ed who
robbed him. He swung around the girl,
boring in before Big Ed could turn to
meet him. Knox had sized up Big Ed.
Behind the blow he uncorked on im-
pulse at the handsome, sleek face lay
resentment, contempt and a measure of
vengeance for what had been done to
him.

The blow landed solidly. It carried
with it all of Knox's weight and it
hurled Big Ed off his feet, turned him
part way around. He landed on hands
and knees, the long loose black coat flew
up, exposing the seat of his pants.
While the few spectators close at hand
gaped in amazement, Knox took a step
forward and landed the thin sole of his
right boot.

QIG ED rolled over the edge of the

porch into the fine dust. He came
up bellowing, dirt marking his coat, his
trousers and the once-starched white
shirt. Laughter echoed along the
street. Dozens of people waiting for
the gun fight had seen this humiliation
of Big Ed.

When he got solid on his pins, Big

Ed’'s blazing eyes fixed on Knox. One
hand went to his gun. Something of
the old panic returned to Knox. He'd

never used a gun on a man before and
didn't know what to do here. Maybe
not much. He just wouldn't run, that
was all.

But Big Ed thought of something
else. His rage calmed when he remem-
bered. He muttered that he would take
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care of Knox a little later.

“You'd better fork your horse and
get out of town,” a storekeeper told
Knox. Like everybody else, he believed
Big Ed would kill the cowboy. Other-
wise Big Ed would never regain the
prestige he had lost.

A different kind of hush flowed along
the street now. Noticing its import
Knox moved behind the porch post. A
few feet beyond him Big Ed turned to
face Morris, who had come out of the
Elite and was coming down the center
of the street.

Knox glimpsed the blur of a woman’s
dress among the men crowding the
porch of the Elite. Minnie had come
out to watch. Knox realized suddenly
there was something wrong.

Across in the dusk he saw the
scrawny necked gambler, hidden from
Morris’ view because he crouched
against the lower corner of the Christ-
mas Night saloon. With his gun out,
the gambler was waiting while the gun-
fighters approached each other. Since
all were watching the two men, *none
suspected the little man would guar-
antee Morris never walked out of this
fight.

Big Ed and Morris deliberately moved

closer. Big Ed thrust his feet apart and
stood solid. Morris halted simultane-
ously. There, was a tense pause, a

breathless moment before their right
hands struck.

Big Ed wasn't confused as he had
been a few moments ago. He was hard
like steel and he was proving the old
adage that the gunman who made cer-
tain of his first shot usually won. Mor-
ris wasn't the least scared or over con-
fident either. He just made the mistake
of hurrying his shot. Itwentwild. But
Big Ed didn’'t miss.

He stood quite motionless a few sec-
onds. Morris lost his gun in the dirt,
his left hand going up to his chest. He
pivoted slowly around on wobbly feet,
a magnificent figure of a man but mor-

tally injured, and dropped asprawl in
the dirt. The woman who screamed
then wasn’t Minnie on the porch of the
Elite.

Big Ed continued to stand there. A
low sigh went up as men hurried out.
Most of them went to see that Morris
was dead yet a few of them crowded
up to Big Ed, among them the gambler
who had come out of concealment.

Whitey Dillman stood in the door of
his shop. Knox thought he would go
over there and speak to Dillman. He'd
stepped down off the porch before real-
izing this might be a bad move.

It was.

Big Ed swung around to face him,
only a short away, among the small
knot of men. He still had his gun out,
holding it loosely against his hip.

“Stop right there, apple-knocker!” he
called. “You can come here and lick
my boots or die in yore tracks. Choose!”

THE buzz along the street lapsed into
m abrupt silence. Knox could feel the
throb of blood in his head. He fought
and stilled a sudden panic such as he'd
known in the Elite. Big Ed was ready
for trouble and he would fire in another
moment. A calmness Knox never before
experienced came to him as he faced
death here. He didn't have much of a
chance. He remembered among all the
other things that flashed through his
mind what he'd often heard from men
who had been in similar situations.
Don’'t hurry, he told himself. Maybe
you've got a chance for one shot. Maybe.

Big Ed, as he'd discovered on the
store porch, could be upset. If that
happened, if he lost his temper again,
his first shot might go astray.

“Found out I recognized you and your
snaky partner, huh?” Knox called out
evenly with a bravado he didn't feel.
“Sneak thievery, knockin’ a man cold
from hidin’ and then robbin’ him is
about yore style. | shouldn’t have been
overly surprised that you and yore
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pardner robbed me, there in the barn,”

The words stopped Big Ed. They
obviously rattled him for his quick an-
ger blazed up. Plenty of people heard
the accusation of robbery. It cheap-
ened Big Ed and he might never be able
to erase the impression, even if he did
kill this cowboy. Indeed, if he did kill
him, he might find himself in real trou-
ble for the first time in his bloody
career.

He went blind to all else, as he
shouted curses at Knox. Simultaneous-
ly he lifted his weapon and fired. The
bullet whipped past Knox’'s right ear.
Big Ed was thumbing his gun hammer
back for the second shot, when a bullet
from the old gun his partner had thrown
away as worthless, smashed into his
head, an inch above the tip of his nose.
Big Ed dropped in a heap.

The concussions of the two shots
were dying before those nearest to
danger broke from their paralyzed
stance. But they didn't rush far. Big
Ed’s astonished partner stood rooted.
He couldn’t believe it, and he hesitated
too long about taking up where Big Ed
left off.

A party of riders burst into view
from a side street. Among them was
the sheriff, who dashed up with two of
his deputies. “What goes on here?” he
demanded, looking at Knox, as he dis-
mounted slowly.

While he was being told, Knox thrust
the gun back inside his waistband and
stood alertly near Big Ed’'s body, his
eyes on the dazed gambler.

“What about this argument of yours
with Big Ed?” the sheriff asked Knox,
at last.

Knox didn't reply right away. The
little gambler was now looking about
for a hole to crawl into.

“That short feller there and Big Ed
knocked me down and robbed me in the
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barn,” Knox said, not removing his eyes
from the scrawny gambler.

“Drop that gun, you!” the sheriff
roared at the gambler, his mustache
jerking on his bronzed lip.

The little man jumped. The drawn
gun slipped out of his shaking hands.

“l didn't do it!” the gambler cried.
“It was Big Ed. He robbed the cow-
boy. We went there to see about a rig
for tomorrow. Saw this apple—this
cowboy come in and Big Ed said it'd be
plumb funny to lay him cold. He did
it!”

The gambler kept on talking, plead-
ing because he was divided between
fear Knox would gun him yet or the
law would lock him up. The sheriff
bent over Big Ed’s body, straightening
up with gold and silver coin from Big
Ed’s pockets.

“Here,” the sheriff said kindly to
Knox. “Take whatever vou got coming
from this.”

Knox edged over and picked out the
sum of money he'd lost. He turned as
the talk began to buzz loudly again.
Whitey Dillman still stood leaning in
the doorway of his shop, a lighted lamp
burning behind him inside.

“What do yuh know about that!” a
voice said as Knox approached Dillman.
“Good riddance. But the toughest man
to kill, a better fighter than either of
them rannyhans put the teerome on Big
Ed!”

Dillman backed inside the shop, his
eyes sparkling. He understood very
well why there’d been no boot sale
earlier.

“I reckon I've made up my mind about
them boots now,” Knox said casually.

He picked up the heavy pair, nice
substantial boots a working man ought
to put his feet into. They spelled ability
and industry. Knox figured he'd have
hard work this winter on the Lazy S L.

a Story by Ben Frank



THE WARRIORS OF THE PECOS

Slaughter, treachery, crime and courage— all played their
parts in that broiling, roiling saga, the Lincoln County War!

HE little town of Lincoln, New
T Mexico, lies drowsing under the pale
flanks of the El Capitan Mountains
unchanged by time, and low gray adobe
buildings are scattered along the road
which follows the windings of the canon
bed. You can see the bullet-scars in the
walls today, and men who are still hale
will tell you how they fought here when
the lead was flying thick, how the red
light of flames fell on the faces of their
comrades, dying grimly with their boots
on.
Customs change swiftly, and it is the
years that drag. There are those living

in firm friendship, calling one another
by their first names, who, in those wild
days, endured bitter hardship seeking
one another’s lives. And every one of
them still declares from his heart that
his was the just cause and that his
leader—outlaw or sheriff as the case
may be—was in the right.

In the beginning John Chisum
claimed all the Pecos Valle'y from Fort
Sumner to the Texas line and held it
by force of arms. Two hundred miles
of level grasslands lying between low
mesas which stretch away to east and
west, it offered tempting pasture to
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those Texans who were seeking new
ranges during the early seventies.

In those days there was no law be-
yond the eastern edge of the Staked
Plain and he who crossed this lonely
land, named the limits of his territory,
put his iron on every cow that he found
therein, and, in case of dispute, justified
himself with revolver or rifle. So the
Texans began drifting into Lincoln
County, and there was intermittent war.

Lincoln, the county-seat, lay up in
the mountains, fifty miles away. To

Lincoln came Murphy and Dolan and
established a general store. They grew

prosperous through hay and beef con-
tracts with the military post at Fort
Stanton, gained political power, and
John Chisum’s enemies flocked to their
support. The day came when they got
control of the county government.

Now each faction had its own leader
who arrogated unto himself the power
of the high justice, the middle and the
low. Itwas an era of a “wide loop” and
a Winchester, when you raided your
neighbor’'s herd without bothering to
alter brands.

Away back in 1873 Murphy & Dolan
started in at this Sort of thing. There
was a Texas outfit over on the Ruidoso,
three brothers by the name of Herald
with a few hundred head of longhorns,
and they were hard men. The store-
keepers held a bill against them and
made this the excuse for sending a posse
of thirty Mexicans under Juan Patron
with a writ of attachment against the
cattle. The purpose of that band was
to rid the country of the Heralds and
get possession of their stock.

DEN HERALD and Dave Warner were

sleeping in the ranchhouse when the
Mexicans knocked on the door one mid-
night. They opened to the summons,
and half a dozen rifles flamed in their
faces. Warner was quick enough on
the draw to get his man before he fell
dying, but Herald was killed while grop-

ing for his gun.

The so-called posse began to round
up the cattle, but the other two Herald
brothers came down from the hills with
a cowboy named Baker and made a
fight for their property. Gaining en-
trance to the adobe house, they stood off
the besiegers for a day and a night.
Under the cover of darkness Baker, the
following evening, hitched up a team.
The party broke through the cordon of
besiegers, made their way down to the
Pecos, where they found a Texas trail
outfit resting with their herd above the
Bosque Grande. They told their story,
and the Texans readily agreed to “throw
in with them.”

That day a dozen hard-eyed riders
traveled up the canon of the Bonita to
Lincoln, and reached the county-seat
in the evening. A big baile was in prog-
ress in one of the long adobe buildings,
and the members of that Mexican posse
were among the dancers who crowded
the earthen floor. The raiders left their
horses and slipped in silence to the
place. The guitars were strumming
blithely when someone saw a man with
drawn revolver standing in the open
door.

A woman screamed, the music wa-
vered, and the weapon flamed. A heavy
report shook the air, and panic reigned
as the Texans advanced, with their guns
spitting fire. Juan Patron leaped
through a window, leaving four of his
comrades in their death agonies. For
three days the avenging cowmen hunted
him and the other survivors until, when
they returned to the Pecos, the list of
dead had swelled to eight.

From this time on trouble continued.
And he who came into the country soon
found himself lined up with one faction
or the other. If you happened to fall
out with Murphy & Dolan you auto-
matically became a John Chisum man,
and if you were one of those who dis-
puted with the old Indian fighter you
were under the banner of the Lincoln
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merchants. This was the condition when
John S. Tunstall arrived in New Mexico
during the summer of 1877.

He was a blocky, ruddy-cheeked Eng-
lish youth on fire for the wild life of
cattle-land. He came to Santa Fe with
a lackey, a huge array of luggage, a
blooded saddle-horse, and letters of
credit from a London banking-house.
He fell in with Alex MacSwain, a young
lawyer, and the two formed a partner-
ship. They journeyed down the Pecos
to go into the cattle business, and John
Chisum advised them to find a range
in the mountains to the west. So Tun-
stall established himself over on the
Rio Feliz with four hundred head of
young stuff, and his partner “hung out
his shingle” in Lincoln, playing politics
against Murphy & Dolan.

Murphy & Dolan prepared to drive
young Tunstall and his partner from the
country. MacSwain was settling the
estate of one Fritz who owed the firm
a store bill, and they demanded pay-
ment. This the lawyer refused because
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the distribution was still in the courts
Whereupon the merchants got out an
attachment against the MacSwain-
Tunstall four hundred head of cattle
down on the Rio Feliz and placed the
matter in the hands of William Brady,
the sheriff, their adherent. How much
good faith was back of that writ one
must judge for himself.

Sheriff Brady sent George Pepin for
a posse to serve the papers. Pepin
gathered more than thirty Pecos Valley
men. Some of them were ranchers who
honestly believed the expedition was
being organized against stock-rustlers,
sent into the hills by John Chisum to
harass his enemies.

There were a few young gun-fighters
who did not care what the issue was
so long as there was a prospect of burn-
ing powder. And there was a third
element, a half-dozen fellows who had
put in their time rustling stock down
along the Mexican line, and had fallen
in under the Murphy & Dolan banner
some months since. They were Bill
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Morton, George Davis, Tom Hill, Frank
Baker, Jesse Evans and Shotgun Rob-
erts. Made up of this mixture, the posse
started up the Pecos for the Rio Feliz.

That same night a rider spurred his
jaded horse across the hills on the last
lap of a hard journey from Lincoln,
where Alex MacSvvain had heard the
news. He never pulled up until he
reached the ranchhouse by the Feliz.

WOUNG Tunstall listened to his tid-
* ings surrounded by a little group of
cowboys in the main room. He was a
green English tenderfoot, and of his
unsophistication what was to follow
gave abundant proof.

“You get the horses as soon as it's
daylight,” he told his foreman, Dick
Brewer. “We'll start for Lincoln in the
morning.”

But Brewer shook his head.

“There are more 'n thirty of 'em,”
he said, “and they must be near here
now. They'd sure catch up to us. Best
thing we can do is to stick to the house
and stand 'em off till help comes.”

“But,” young Tunstall cried, “this is
a legal matter and my lawyer will look
out for my interests. The sheriff—"

“Listen,” Brewer interrupted him.
“You don't know Lincoln County. That
outfit’'s not going to bother with serving
any papers if they, can catch us in the
open. They're coming to get us.” The
cowboys raised their voices in support
of their foreman, but young Tunstall’s
ruddy cheeks grew brighter red and his
jaw set.

“We'll ride to Lincoln and I'll accept
service from Sheriff Brady and there
won’'t be any fight.” He turned again
to Brewer. “Go get the horses.”

Dick Brewer went. At dawn they
started northward across the hills, a
half-dozen of them, riding hard. Tun-
stall was mounted on his sorrel thor-
oughbred. They traveled all day, and
that evening reached the canon of the
Ruidoso. Brewer glanced back and saw
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the members of the posse topping the
last rise.

There was but one thing to do. They
clapped spurs to their horses and raced
for the pine timber. But young Tunstall
kept his sorrel thoroughbred to the
walk. Dick Brewer reined up and called
to his employer: “Make a run for it
We'll dodge 'em yet.”

The British youth shook his head and
said something about the law. Already
the horsemen in their rear were draw-
ing near. Brewer left Tunstall and had
barely gained the timber when he heard
shots down behind him in the canon bed.

The thirty-odd posse-men surrounded
the solitary rider, and six of them rode
up to him. They were: Tom Hill, Jesse
Evans, Frank Baker, Shotgun Roberts,
Bill Morton and George Davis. They
shot Tunstall down, killed his blooded
horse, and laid his body in the trail
beside that of the animal.

There were good men in that posse,
enemies of John Chisum who had been
fighting against just this sort of thing.
Milo Pierce was one of them, and he
told Bill Morton:

“If this is what you're up to, | quit
right here!” He made good his words
by striking off for his home ranch at
once. But Pierce and his companions
stuck to their own faction through the
days that followed just as other repu-
table men stuck to theirs, in spite of
deeds which they found it hard to
countenance.

Frank Coe, near whose ranch the
murder had taken place, sent a Mexican
to Lincoln with Tunstall’'s body, and on
the night before the burial a grim com-
pany gathered at the home of Alex
MacSwain.

Dick Brewer, the dead man’s fore-
man, was there, with two or three small
farmers from over on the Ruidoso who
had liked the Englishman, and some of
Tunstall’'s cowboys. The lawyer told
them that he purposed to fight this
thing right through and bring the
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slayers to justice. There is small doubt
that he thought that there was a pos-
sibility of doing this by legal means.

Which brings us to one of that com-
pany who was to be a dark and tragic
figure in days to come.

He was a sharp-featured boy of
seventeen, a little under medium size,
who wore his brown hair to his shoul-
ders and would have been good-looking
if it had not been for two buck-teeth.
His name was William Bonney, and men
who knew him called him “the Kid,”
which was eventually lengthened to
Billy the Kid.

Born in a New York tenement dis-
trict, he had been reared at Silver City,
where he had Killed a blacksmith in a
dispute. Thence he had wandered
through the Southwest, dealing monte
in Tucson and OIld Mexico, stealing
horses from the Apaches—which was
accounted a legitimate means of mak-
ing a living—and generally conducting
himself like many another boy who fell
into bad company during the Seventies.

He had come into Lincoln County
during the previous summer with Frank
Baker, Bill Morton, and Jesse Evans,
and had shown himself an expert with
firearms. Young Tunstall had hired
him as a cowboy for twenty-five dollars
a month, and save for the Silver City
killing, he had no record as a bad man.

HIS young cowhand declared that
night that Tunstall was the first em-
ployer who had ever dealt fairly with
*him when it came to paying his wages.
He showed the company a list of names
he had written down—the ringleaders in
the murder—and said he intended to
kill them off himself.

But MacSwain, the lawyer, was too
wise to go at matters in this direct
fashion. He copied the list, and got
the local justice of the peace to appoint
Dick Brewer a special constable. He
swore out warrants on the charge of
murder, and Brewer deputized the mem-

bers of that midnight gathering. Within
two days they started out to round up
their men.

Eleven of them slipped out of Lincoln
under cover of darkness, pressed their
horses hard, got new mounts at John
Chisum’s home ranch on the South
Spring, and spurred on southward to
the Penasco River, where Bill Morton
and Frank Baker were occupying a dug-
out.

The posse came on their men in the
hills one afternoon, and there was a
hot race for the dugout. Baker and
Morton gained shelter, and what had
been a running fight settled down to a
siege.

All that night and all the next day
the posse lay behind the rocks firing
volleys at the mouth of the dugout. At
intervals a puff of smoke came from the
entrance. Toward evening the pair in-
side the dugout found their cartridges
running low and called for a parley.
Dick Brewer crept up and made terms
with them. They were to get safe-
conduct to the Lincoln jail.

There was some dissatisfaction over
this. Billy the Kid voiced a hot protest.

“We could have killed them where
we were and now you've tossed away
the chance,” he said.

The posse struck off for Lincoln and
rode hard until they reached the Chisum
ranch. From Chisum’s they went on to
the canon of the Bonita fifteen miles or
so from the valley, and made a detour
toward Blackwater Springs.

Now Morton and Baker grew sus-
picious, fearing the same thing that
they had done to young Tunstall. When
the party was strung out in the canon,
with Billy the Kid and Charley Bowdre,
a young Texan, riding in the lead, one
of the prisoners edged close to a posse-
man named McCloskey and managed to
steal his revolver.

McCloskey fell, shot through the
throat, while Morton and Baker urged
their ponies to a run. Billy the Kid
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had his Winchester out and in action
before his companions really knew what
was taking place. Two long shots at
swiftly moving targets, and the buck-
toothed youth had begun to make his
deadly reputation in Lincoln County.

There are those who maintain to this
day that the killing was the result of a
prearranged plan. But one fact remains
undisputed: Bill Morton and Frank
Baker died with more chances for
escape than they had ever given young
Tunstall. A sheepherder buried their
bodies a few days later.

Thereafter the posse struck off into
the mountains on the trail of Shotgun
Roberts, who was known to be some-
where about the Mescalero Indian
reservation near the summit of the
range. Frank Coe and his cousin,
George, joined the expedition, and the
band of thirteen reached the agency
at Blazer's Mill one morning along
toward noon.

Their man was not there, but they
learned that he was expected to ride in
during the day. They sat down in the
agent’s house to dinner, leaving one of
their number outside on guard. Before
the meal had fairly started the sentry
appeared in the door.

“There’s a fellow just rode up, well
armed, and | heard one of the men
down by the corral call him Roberts,” he
announced.

Dick Brewer nodded to Frank Coe,
the Ruidoso farmer, who knew Roberts
well.

“Go and see if he's the right man,”
he said. Coe left, and met Roberts
among the adobe buildings.

“Hello, Frank,” Roberts cried and
greeted him with outstretched hand.
“What are you doing here?”

Coe told him briefly and explained
that the posse held a warrant for him
on the charge of murder.

“Oh, you mean that Englishman?
Come along, I've got a Las Cruces news-
paper that explains the whole thing.”
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Roberts led the way to an adobe, and
was about to enter, when Coe glanced
within and saw two rifles standing
against the wall.

n OBERTS was a seasoned warrior,
* ' who would rather die with his boots
on than be taken alive, and Coe realized
that this little room, with its array of
weapons and its thick adobe walls,
would be an admirable place for a man
to stand off his enemies. So he balked.

“All right.” The other man grinned
and shrugged his shoulders. “We'll talk
it over out here, then.” They did so at
considerable length.

“There are thirteen of us, and you’'d
never have a living show against the
bunch,” Coe argued. “We'll take you
down to Lincoln and you can stand trial
there.”

But Roberts laughed. “Frank, the
Kid and Charley Bowdre are with your
posse. If they get me, they’'ll kill me.
I'll not surrender.” He was a hard man,
this Shotgun Roberts.

Meanwhile Dick Brewer had been
getting impatient. Finally he bade four
of his possemen go out and make the
arrest without more loss of time. Billy
the Kid, Charley Bowdre, George Coe,
and Tom Middleton picked up their
weapons and left. They reached the
adobe building in front of which _the
pair were still arguing, and Charley
Bowdre was first to turn the corner.
Roberts heard the footsteps and
whirled.

“Hands up!” said Charley Bowdre.
'Before he had finished speaking, both of

them “threw down” and fired. Frank
Coe leaped aside as the two weapons
flashed. It was the only thing for him
to do unless he chose to shoot Roberts
in the back, which was not his way.
Robert’s bullet creased Bowdre's
body, cutting his belt in twain. But
young Bowdre made a truer shot, and
the border cow-thief staggered back
through the open door with a leaden
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slug in his abdomen. And now the
smoke hung thick about the place.

George Coe stepped around the
corner, raising his double-barreled shot-
gun toward his shoulder. The dying man
“threw down” again and fired, splinter-
ing the weapon’s stock and breaking
two of Coe's fingers. Then he sank to
the floor, but still watching that open
door and holding his revolver ready in
one hand, he crawled to the bed and
dragged the straw tick from it. Placing
the mattress against the rear wall, he
propped himself up on it and settled
down to die with his boots on.

The rest of the posse had come run-
ning from the dining room. He could
hear their voices as they surrounded
the building. Always he watched the
door. The powder-smoke was thinning,
and objects were showing more plainly
through it.

“Get down the hill and take a shot
from behind one of those saw-logs,” he
heard some one say. He waited, clench-
ing his teeth against the weakness that
was overmastering him, and he caught
sight of Tom Middleton creeping among
the logs that strewed the slope. Then
he fired his third short, and Middleton
fell with a bullet through his lungs.

Frank Coe risked death to crawl down
and drag his companion away. He car-
ried the wounded man to a spring above
the house and left him there in a deep
swoon. The next day Middleton, still
living, was found by the the spring.
He recovered a few weeks later.

Now the posse debated firing the
building, but the agent reminded them
that it was government property, and
they made up their minds to try another
shot through the open door. Dick
Brewrer took a roundabout course until
he found shelter behind one of the saw-
logs near the bottom of the hill. He
slipped the barrel of his Winchester
across his breastwork and slowly raised
his head. And Shotgun Roberts got
him fairly between the eyes.

Every struggle between men has its
vital moment when the turning point is
reached. A chance blow in the prize-
ring, the arrival of reinforcements on
the battlefield, the accidental admission
of some slight testimony in a court-
room; such things decide large issues.
That shot turned the tide of the Lincoln
County war.

There has always been a tremendous
potency in the nickel-plated star. The
wearer has the backing of the law and
the whole weight of civilization is be-
hind him when he draws his gun. He
owns—and his followers share it with
him—what old-time gamblers call the
edge. Dick Brewer wore a star. When
he died, his authority died with him.
Alex MacSwain was never able to get
another constable appointed to fill his
place.

IT TOOK Shotgun Roberts all that
* night and a good part of the next day
to do his dying. They buried him on
the hill above Blazer's Mill. They took
their wounded and the body of their
dead leader away in an old army ambu-
lance. The agent notified the military
authorities at Fort Stanton of what
had taken place, and the commanding
officer sent a troop of cavalry to hunt
down the possemen on the charge that
they had violated federal authority by
this attempt to serve a warrant. Pur-
suing soldiers narrowly missed an en-
counter with the survivors of the battle.

From now on, the twelve who had
ridden forth from Lincoln with Dick
Brewer were wanted men with warrants
for murder out against them; with
Sheriff Brady against them; with the
United States cavalry against them.
Murphy & Dolan now owned the odds.

Outwardly matters continued as be-
fore. The Lincoln County war raged
as hotly as ever. Raid and reprisal fol-
lowed one another, turn about.

The twelve warriors on their return
from Blazer's Mill chose a new leader.
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They picked young William Bonney,
known as “Billy the Kid.” Those who
fought under him will tell you to this
day that he possessed rare qualities,
and the men who tracked him down in
the black period of his outlawry, which
followed the Lincoln County war, voice
this same judgment.

John Chisum’s enemies down in the
valley were roused to action now. There
was fighting on the flat lands. One night
a number of the smaller stockmen sur-
rounded a house where the cattle king
was visiting in Roswell. It was their
intention to brand him with one of his
own irons and earmark him like one
of his own steers, and they had the fire
going before Chisum’s host got wind
of what was taking place.

He managed to slip his guest out of
the house and mount him on a fleet
horse at the last moment, and the old
Indian fighter raced away with a dozen
pursuers hot on his trail. In Lincoln,
Sheriff Brady swore in new deputies.
Johnny Riley, who was recruiting men
for Murphy & Dolan up in Santa Fe,
sent a number of Panhandle warriors
down the Pecos. In reviewing events
after all these years, it is easy to see
that the offensive had passed from
the hands of young John S. Tunstall's
avengers. They were fighting on the
defensive now.

A band of thirty-five gun-fighters,
Texans who had hired out under the
Murphy & Dolan banner, started from
the valley toward Lincoln with the idea
of ambushing Billy the Kid and several
of his warriors who were in the county
seat. They were resting at the Spring
Ranch on the Bonita River late in the
afternoon.

Frank Coe and his partner Bud
Saunders came riding out from John
Chisum’s ranch, with Chisum’s fore-
man, Frank McNab. They were on their
way to Lincoln, and they had no idea of
the presence of these enemies. As they
were passing the Spring Ranch, the flat

report of a rifle sounded among the
adobe buildings below the road. Coe’s
horse fell dead under him.

Now the other two ponies wheeled
violently and threw their riders in the
dusty road. A second shot came from
a bunch of cottonwoods, and Saunders,
who was scrambling to his feet, col-
lapsed with a bullet through his body.

McNab turned and ran up the hill
toward a narrow canon but Coe lin-
gered, trying to catch one of the horses.

f\UST spurted about his feet, and rifles
~  cracked among the ranch buildings.
He let the pony go and struck off for the
arroyo where his companion was al-
ready vanishing. Bullets were coming
thick, and there was .a considerable
interval of open ground to cross. Coe
saw a sink-hole from last summer’s
rains and plunged into it.

McNab had found a cluster of boul-
ders near the mouth of the gulch and
dropped behind them. The men from
Texas crept up the hill on either side
and rained bullets down upon him. He
stood them off for something like half
an hour with his six-shooter before one
of them got him through the heart.

Coe crouched in his sink-hole fighting
it out with Bob Ollinger, who lay behind
a rock on the hillside below him. The
two men knew each other well and had
often practised pistol-shooting to-
gether. They took it slowly, using
plenty of care not to show themselves
before they fired.

Once Ollinger raised his head a little
farther than usual, and Coe’'s bullet
passed through his hat. They had ex-
changed five shots apiece when a fifteen-
year-old boy who had come up from the
ranch-house with an old Sharps single-
shot buffalo-gun, gained a position di-
rectly above the sink-hole, and opened
fire. Coe felt what seemed like a rough
hand plowing through his hair. His hat
fell at his feet with a big hole in its
crown.
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%A/ARREN OLLINGER, who had
"’ just witnessed McNab’'s death in
the canon, came to join his brother Bob
and got a glimpse of the cornered man.

“Shucks, that's Frank Coe!” he
shouted. “Hold up. Don’t shoot! Now,
Frank, come out, and I'll stay with you.
I'll give my word that no one will hurt
you. Throw away that six-shooter.
That's all I'm asking.”

Coe surrendered and the next morn-
ing the party rode on to Lincoln, but
word of their coming had preceded
them, and they found Billy the Kid and
his companions entrenched in Alex Mac-
Swain’s big adobe house. They took
their prisoner to the Murphy & Dolan
store and placed Warren Ollinger on
guard over him in an upstairs room.
Then they went outside to reconnoiter.

The two men looked each other in the
eyes when the rest of the party had
trooped down the stairs which led on
the outside of the building to the
ground. Warren Ollinger said nothing,
but rose and went into the next room.
He came back with a needle-gun and a
handful of cartridges. He laid them on
the floor.

“Now,” said he, “you just look out
for yourself, Frank.” And with that
he went down the stairs.

“Where's the prisoner?” one of the
Texans demanded. Warren Ollinger was
always slow of speech, and now he spoke
even more deliberately than usual.

“Well, sir,” he drawled, “I clean for-
got him, and | reckon | done forgot,
too, and left a gun up there along with
him.” There was some hard language,
and three of the Murphy & Dolan men
started up the stairs together, but Coe,
who had been listening from a window,
opened the door a bit and thrust the
barrel of the rifle through the crack.

“First man that comes another step,
I'll kill him,” he announced. The three
fell back and began to talk the matter
over out of range.

Just then George Coe, who was with

the other faction in the MacSwain
house, fired at a Murphy & Dolan man
who was coming up the main road, and
the sound of the shot broke up the con-
ference of the Texans at the foot of
the stairs.

They started toward the lawyer’'s
home, and Coe slipped away before they
were fairly out of sight. He gained the
cover of the brush down by the Rio
Bonita and managed to beat them to
the house, where his friends welcomed
him the more warmly because they had
heard that he had been killed the day
before.

There was some skirmishing in Lin-
coln that day, but there were no casu-
alties. The Murphy & Dolan warriors
retreated in the evening, leaving their
enemies in possession of the town,

A week or so later, it was the first
day of April, Billy the Kid did the thing
that hastened the end. He sent a man
to Sheriff Brady with tidings that a
band of Chisum’s warriors were riding
up the canon to the county-seat.

Brady took George Hindman and Billy
Matthews from Murphy & Dolan’s store
to gather their forces. As the three
were hurrying down the street, Billy the
Kid, who was hidden behind the adobe
wall of the MacSwain corral with
Charley Bowdre and some other men,
opened fire on them. The sheriff and
Hindman fell dead at the first volley.
Matthews fled to a blacksmith shop
nearby, where he managed to stand off
the murderers until members of his
faction who had been attracted by the
shooting reached the place.

There was no particular difference
between this killing and the ambush
that had left Bud Saunders wounded
and McNab dead down by the Spring
Ranch. War and reprisals—that was the
rule. But Brady was the sheriff, and
that changed matters. Sentiment was
pretty evenly divided in the community,
for Murphy & Dolan had their share of
enemies, but a sheriff is a sheriff, and,
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even in those days, there were men who
regarded the statutes as an institution
that must be respected.

The deed left a different impression
in many quarters from any that had
preceded it, and those who had ridden
forth in February, armed with warrants
to avenge the murder of a friend, found
themselves, in April, virtually outlaws.

In the month of May George Pepin,
who had led the posse to seize young
Tunstall’s cattle, was appointed sheriff.
He named Marion Turner as one of his
deputies and placed him in charge of
forty gun-fighters in the Pecos valley,
while he himself held down Lincoln
with about the same number of war-
riors. The Chisum faction, who had
been rallying in the flat lands, were
kept on the run in a series of skirmishes,
and the twelve wanted men, who were
hanging close together these days, spent
a good deal of their time over on the
Ruidoso, making an occasional sortie
to the county seat. In this manner the
time passed until early in July.

OILLY the Kid and his eleven fol-
“o lowers slipped down from the moun-
tains to John Chisum’s home ranch
on the South Spring. The Turner posse
learned of their presence and laid siege
to the place. But Chisum’s house had
been built with the idea of standing off
Indian raids, and the defenders had
small difficulty in holding the building
against a series of attacks. Turner
withdrew his men to Roswell, five miles
up the Pecos, and left a scout or two
to watch the neighborhood.

Some days later the twelve fugitives
made up their minds to have another
try at Lincoln. They left the Chisum
ranch at night and rode straight up
the Pecos to convey the impression that
they were bound for Fort Sumner, but
when they had traveled northward for
something like twenty miles, they
turned westward into the hills and
pressed on hard toward the county seat.

They did not know that Turner’s thirty-
five warriors were riding less than
twelve hours behind them—until they
reached the little town in the canon
bed, and then it was too late.

Sheriff George Pepin met them with a
force three times the size of their own,
and they took refuge in MacSwain’s
adobe house. Turner and his horsemen
arrived a few hours later.

The twelve men plucked up heart
when Martin Chavez, who had been a
Murphy & Dolan man in days gone by
but had changed his allegiance that
summer, appeared with twenty-odd
Mexicans, and these allies intrenched
themselves behind a stone breastwork
on the mountain-side overlooking the
town. But that joy was short-lived. A
troop of cavalry rode over from Fort
Stanton and established themselves be-
fore the MacSwain house. They trained
a machine-gun on its walls.

During thetwodays which hadelapsed
since the arrival of the twelve there had
been intermittent skirmishing. Now
the commanding officer sent word to
MacSwain’s house that the next shot
from that place would be the signal for
his machine-gun to go into action. The
fugitives knew that they were in a trap.

During that day their enemies sur-
rounded the place, finding cover under
the river bank and behind adjacent
buildings, while the cavalry looked on.
Marion Turner took eight men from
the Murphy & Dolan store and walked
up close to the front windows demand-
ing surrender, which demand met pro-
fane defiance. Mrs. MacSwain, who had
left her home for refuge with a neigh-
bor, visited her husband, and the fight-
ing men withdrew into another room
while the lawyer and his wife had their
last talk together.

Evening was coming on when Mrs.
MacSwain left. The front door closed
behind her and was barricaded from
the inside. A man appeared from the
direction of the street, and she halted
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facing him. It was Jack Long, one of
Sheriff Pepin’'s deputies, and he was
carrying a bunch of oil-soaked shav-
ings. She pleaded with him not to set
fire to her home, and while she begged
he edged closer to the front wall.

George Coe stood in the front room
lining the sights of his rifle through a
loophole in one of the barricaded win-
dows but every time he drew his bead
on the deputy, the form of the weeping
woman showed between. He waited in
silence until she gave up her attempt
and started on down the path. Then
he pulled the trigger, but Long mean-
time had come so close that he was
able to leap outside the angle at which
the weapon could be trained. A mo-
ment later the burning bundle was on
the roof. In those days they covered
their houses with a mixture of brush
and adobe, and the heat of summer had
long since dried this wattle until it was
like tinder. The flames shot up, casting
a wavering red light about the place.

Dusk deepened to darkness. Outside
the area of radiance the blue-black
night of New Mexico hid everything.
The thin orange flame of a rifle cut the
gloom down by the river bed. A bullet
spatted on the adobe wall. Several shots
followed, and the rooms were shaken
with the heavy explosions of Win-
chesters answering through the loop-
holed windows.

“They done got us in a tight place
this time,” said Charley Bowdre.
“Reckon they’re going to smoke us out.”
The yellow fumes were filling the front
room now. At patch of blazing wattle
fell among the men. They hurried back
into the next apartment.

Tom O'Phalliard, a tall lanky young
Texan who had thus far been entrusted
with an old Sharps rifle and had been
given the task of holding the horses
when the others were fighting, had got
a Winchester and was making the best
of his weapon at one of the windows.
An ember fell on his shirt-sleeve. He

slapped it out and grinned at Billy the
Kid. He was getting into action at last.
Some one cursed the cavalry for inter-
fering.

“Only for them we'd have made a
running fight, and the Mexicans could’ve
throwed in with us,” he growled.

THE smoke thickened. They dropped
= back into the kitchen. At ten o’'clock
Frank Coe called from a window that
the besiegers were closing in.

“Coming up from the brush down by
the river,” he announced. “They're
going to make a rush.” Before he fin-
ished the charge had begun. They
waited until the foremost of their
enemies were within a few yards. Then
they flung open the rear door, and it
was every man for himself and the
brush down by the river for their goal.

Bob Beckwith, a Seven Rivers cattle-
man, was in the lead of the advancing
party. Billy the Kid got him between
the eyes, and he fell before the door-
way. The bullets were buzzing thick,
kicking up little spurts of dust among
the fleeing men. Tom O’Phalliard
stopped to pick up Harvey Morris, who
had stumbled and fallen ahead of him.

“No use, Tom,” Charley Bowdre
called. “He’'s dead.”

O’Phalliard looked into Morris’s face
and let the body gently down before he
ran on. He was getting all the action
he wanted now. Three Mexicans from
over on the Ruidoso, who had been
members of the Blazer’'s Mill posse, fell
between the house and the thickets
down by the Bonita.

Alex MacSwain was the last man to
leave his blazing home. Perhaps it was
because he was thinking of young Tun-
stall, or perhaps it was because he was
no warrior and meant to keep to his
role as a lawyer. At any rate, he came
forth at a slow walk. A bullet halted
him. He stopped, bowed his head, and
pitched forward dead.

Five dead and several wounded were
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what the survivors found when they
rendezvoused on the hillside above the
town that night.

There remains but one brief scene to
this tragedy of the Old West. It was
enacted in the month of August when
Governor Lew Wallace came to the little
town of Lincoln and held a midnight
conference with this group of men
whom the law wanted on the charge of
murder.

“Go and stand trial,” he bade them.
“If the court convicts you, you will then
come into my hands. You have my word
that I will give you justice.”

Here came the parting of the ways.
The farmers of the Ruidoso, who had
gone into this thing seeking to arrest
Tunstall's slayers, accepted the offer,

and the courts freed them a few months
later. But Billy the Kid, with whom
the author of “Ben Hur” talked at great
length that night in Lincoln, refused
to trust himself to courts of law. He
argued that, after what had come and
gone, his only safety lay with his
weapons, and he did not propose to
give them up to any man.

So he rode away, and with him rode
Charley Bowdre, Tom O’Phalliard, and
John Middleton. A year or so later the
last-named left him up in the Panhandle
and became a law-abiding citizen. But
Bowdre and O’Phalliard stuck to him
through the dark days of his outlawry
until they died, as he died in his turn,
from the bullets of those who hunted
them.

dh.adiimMu in. Um, 9hxL Qalul!
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you will long remember!

NDIAN-FIGHTING days are vividly brought
APACHES, a long novelet by Malcolm Wheeler-Nicholson

SHOWDOWN TRAIL is a novel of adventure and conflict that

RIFLES FOR THE
in which the hero,

back in

Lieutenant Rowan of .the U. S. Cavalry, combats raiding Apaches and renegade whites'

in order to stave off- a fearsome massacre.

Authentic in its historical background, color-

ful in its delineation of character, RIFLES FOR THE APACHES will prove a memo-

rable reading experience.

MONG the short stories next issue is PERFECT DAZE, AND NO MISTAKE, a
rollicking yarn in which you’ll continue the amusing adventures of the charac-
ters you’ll find in the story FATE, AND NO MISTAKE, by the same author, which

appears in this issue.

If you read this month’s Boo Boo Bounce story you’ll know what

to expect—and you’ll be eagerly awaiting the next Ben Frank yarn in this sequence.

EXT in Wt series of true stories of the West is THE WARRIORS OF THE
CANADIAIS, by Frederick R. Bechdolt, famous writer and historian, whose ac-

count of THE WARRIORS OF THE PECOS appears this issue.

These tiotable true

stories mirror the Old West in all its shimmering reality!

HP HE next issue will also contain, in addition to the above headliners, many other
stories of outstanding merit plus another chat with the Ramrod in THE TALLY
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Old John

Arbuckle wanted

the whole

valley, and he was tighter’n tree bark—but

Clem Yates and Jim Hayes sure fixed that!

LD CLEM YATES gazed out the
O window of his little ranchhouse

set on a slight rise and sur-
rounded by a grove of ancient oaks. It
was a good ranchhouse, built many
years before Clem acquired the Lazy Y.
And the Lazy Y was a good cattle
spread. A stranger riding over it would
have been impressed by the excellent

1!

stand of grass, the sufficiency of water,
the cool canyons that provided shelter
from sun and storms.

He w'ould have noted but one discrep-
ancy. There were practically no cow's
on the Lazy Y, and cows are rather nec-
essary to the successful conducting of a
spread.

The previous winter had been one of



156 GIANT WESTERN MAGAZINE

the worst the Texas Panhandle had ever
known. When spring finally arrived, the
tenderest, greenest spring Texas ever
experienced, many, almost a majority,
of the small spread owners in the Pan-
handle were ruined.

The rangeland was dotted with the
withered carcasses and the bones of
dead cattle. Blizzard after blizzard, un-
precedented low temperatures, freezes
that held on and on, such had been the
preceding winter.

Old Clem Yates was one of many who
found himself “land poor.” His neigh-
bor to the south, young Jim Hayes, was
little better off. And Jim had a mort-
gage to worry about. Clem turned from
the window and grinned across the table
at tall, bronzed Jim Hayes, who had
dropped in for a pow-wow.

“l was over in Sunset Valley yester-
day,” Clem said. “Tom Withrow over
there wants to sell his herd. Hankers
to go back to Kentucky. Sure wish I
could buy them cows. Put me back in
tip-top shape.”

“How much does he want?”
Hayes.

“He’ll let 'em go for five thousand,”
Yates replied. “Might as well be five
million, to me. By the way, Jim, how
did yuh make out with your visit to the
bank?”

Jim Hayes shrugged his broad shoul-
ders.

“Raines, the president, was nice to
me,” he replied, “but I'm scairt bein’
nice won't help overmuch. I'll manage
through the summer, 1 reckon, but by
next spring | figger Raines will be in
the cow business again.”

“Again is right,” grunted Yates.
“That’s the trouble—the bank is plumb
overloaded with cow land. Money’s tight
right now. Raines is all right, but he
has to fulfill obligations to his stock-
holders.”

“That's so,” Hayes agreed.

“Your note is six thousand, isn't it?”
Yates asked.

asked

S| AYES nodded, gazing out the win-
m dow toward the gray ribbon of trail
winding a few hundred yards below the
ranchhouse. His black brows drew to-
gether at sight of a rider passing.

The rider was a tall man, lanky, angu-
lar, though broad-shouldered. His long
and scrawny neck rose out of a very low
collar. He was garbed in rusty black,
with pantaloon straps run under old-
fashioned congress gaiters. His long
black coat flapped in the breeze, reveal-
ing a cartridge belt and a heavy gun.
His wide black hat rested on a large
head scantily covered with hair. He
had a lined, cadaverous face with close-
set beady eyes, a great beak of a nose
and a hard mouth. His shaven chin was
long and blue. It was a capable but cer-
tainly not pleasant face.

“There goes John Arbuckle,” ob-
served Hayes. “Sort of lookin’ things
over like a cat what sees the door to
the canary’s cage open. Did.yuh ever
stop to think, Clem, that aside from
your place and mine and that pile of
rocks up to the head of the valley, the
old Bledsoe spread, Arbuckle just about
owns the whole valley, now?”

“He’s sure been buyin’ up durin’ the
past coupla years,” conceded Yates, his
eyes following the stringy figure atop
the fine roan horse. “Yes, I've a notion
John would like to have this whole val-
ley.”

“He won't get it,” Hayes prophesied
grimly. “1 know how yuh feel about
him. Aside from that fat son of his, |
figger he’s about the orneriest side-
winder in this whole section.”

Old Clem nodded, watching John Ar-
buckle out of sight. Jim Hayes rose,
smiling, touched his friend’s shoulder
affectionately.

“Be seein’ yuh,” he said.
chore | want to do.”

Old Clem watched him stride lithely
to where his big sorrel was contentedly
cropping the grass of the ranchhouse
yard.

“Got a little
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“Finest young feller in Texas,” he
told himself.

Hayes mounted, hitched his double
cartridge belts a little higher, swung
the black butts of his guns a trifle to the
front. He waved a hand and rode off.
But instead of heading north to his own
spread, the Bradded H, he turned south
toward Tosca, the cattle and railroad
town at the mouth of the valley.

“Don’t Agger Jim has ever used them
old guns of his dad’s much, but he packs
‘'em the same way Weston Hayes did
when he was alive—and Wes was the
fastest on the draw and the surest shot
in northwest Texas,” Yates mused.

For some time the old rancher sat
smoking thoughtfully. Then abruptly he
got up, knocked out his pipe and ambled
over to the stable. He saddled a chunky
bay and also headed for town.

WH EN he reached Tosca, Jim Hayes
hitched his horse and entered the
Tosca Bank. A few minutes later he
was seated beside the desk of the presi-
dent, Henry Raines.

“Well, Jim, now what?” the bank
president asked kindly.

Jim Hayes grinned. “Want to buy a
cattle spread?” he asked.

Raines looked astonished. “You mean
your Bradded H?”

“That's right,” Hayes nodded.

“But what'S the big notion?” Raines
asked. “Why do yuh want to sell? You
can scratch along all right till next
spring. One good season will put yuh
on your feet. You know the bank
wouldn’t push yuh, and | would person-
ally do all I could to help Wes Hayes’
son. Wes and me were mighty good
friends.”

“l1 might make out, and then again |
might not,” Hayes replied. “There
might be another bad winter, so I've de-
cided to sell, if the bank would care to
buy.”

Raines tugged his mustache thought-
fully. “We wouldn’t have much trouble

finding a buyer,” he said. “The bank
wouldn’t be taking much of a risk. Let’s
see, your mortgage is for six thousand,
I believe. How much would you ask,
over and above the mortgage?”

“Reckon 1 could use five thousand
sort of handy,” Hayes replied.

The banker considered. “I figger it
could be managed,” he agreed. “I'll
talk with the directors. We're having
a meeting here at two o’clock. Suppose
yuh drop in at four.”

THE following day, Jim Hayes rode up

*to the Lazy Y ranchhouse, ground-
hitched his horse and entered the house.
Old Clem was in the living room, smok-
ing.

“Take a load off your feet,” he in-
vited.

Hayes sat down and grinned at old
Clem.

“Them Withrow cows over to Sun
Valley still for sale?” he asked.

“Why, reckon they are,” Clem replied.
“Why?”

In answer, Jim Hayes drew a thick
packet of banknotes from his pocket
and laid it on the table.

“Go buy 'em. Five thousand was the
price, | believe yuh said.”

Old Clem stared, his eyes widening.
“Wh-where did yuh get the money?” he
finally asked.

“Well,” Hayes explained, "I figgered
I'd be liable to lose my spread next
spring anyhow, so | sold out to the
Tosca Bank. Got enough to take care
of that herd for yuh, Uncle Clem.”

Old Clem stared at the young cowboy,
his eyes a trifle misty. He started to
speak, gulped, then leaned back in his
chair and roared with laughter.

It was Jim Hayes’ turn to stare.

“What in blazes is so funny?” he de-
manded as Yates continued to howl with
mirth.

Old Clem wiped the tears from his
eyes, chuckled, reached into his pocket.
He drew forth a second thick packet of
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bank notes and laid it beside the one on
the table.

“1 did better'n you,” he grinned. “I
got seven thousand—six to pay off the
mortgage on your spread, and another
thousand for runnin’ expenses.”

“What!” bawled Hayes. “Yuh sold
your spread? Who to?”

“John Arbuckle has been wantin’ to
buy me out for quite a spell,” Yates re-
turned.

IIM HAYES half rose from his chair,
v' anangry light in his gray eyes. Then
the humor of the whole thing hit him,
too, and he in turn bellowed laughter.

“This is one for the brandin’ book,”
he gasped. “I sell my spread to get you
cows to stock yours with. You sell yours
to keep me from losin’ mine! You can
buy the cows, and haven't got any place
to put 'em. | could lift the mortgage
from my spread, only | haven't got the
spread any more!”

“Well,” chuckled Yates, “between us
we got twelve thousand dollars. What
we goin’ to do with it? There's a first
rate poker game down to the Last
Chance saloon in Tosca. Mebbe we can
bust the bank.”

“A heap more likely to go bust our-
selves,” Hayes smiled. Abruptly he was
grave.

“Uncle Clem,” he said, “all of a sud-
den | got a notion. | figger | can get
water on that land. I'm just about sure
for certain about it. Yuh know, Uncle
Clem, | had a eoupla years in engineer-
ing college before Dad got cashed in all
of a sudden. | learned considerable
about geology durin’ those two years,
and about petrology, the science of
rocks.

“The formations up on the Bledsoe
ranch interested me, and | gave them a
pretty thorough goin’ over one day
when | was ridin’ up that way. | sort of
arrived at a conclusion about things up
there, though at the time it didn’t in-
terest me pertickler. Right now it does.
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Yes, I'm sure for certain | know how to
get water, plenty of it.

“We'll keep that under our rainsheds,
though, till we dicker for the spread.
I've a notion we can get it for your
seven thousand, all right, mebbe a mite
less. If it had water it would be held
at three times that, but as it is nobody
wants it, and Bledsoe, who now owns
the Clover Leaf over in Sun Valley, will
be glad to let it go.. Of course, it's a
gamble, but I'm willin’ to take the
chance if you are.”

Old Clem said nothing, but a gnarled
hand was stretched across the table to
the younger man.

As Hayes predicted, the partners had
no difficulty securing title to the Circle
Box, the old Bledsoe place. Walt Bled-
soe was only too glad to sell out for a
little less than they were able to offer.
Hayes told him frankly that he knew
how to get water on the spread, which
was their reason for buying.

“Go to it,” replied Bledsoe. “If you
can do that, yuh're makin’ a good buy.
| ain’'t interested one way or the other.
I got all I can handle over here with the
Clover Leaf. | figger I'm in money by
sellin’. | wish you fellers all the luck
in the world.”

Then the herd of cows was bought
from Withrow, who readily agreed to
hold them until called for.

“And now for the big gamble,”- said
Jim Hayes. “If I'm right, we're sittin’
pretty. If I'm wrong, we got a herd of
cows and no place to put them.”

When the word got around that Hayes
and Yates had bought the Bledsoe “pile
of rocks,” the general consensus of opin-
ion was that the pair were plumb loco.
Old John Arbuckle chuckled creakily as
he acquired Hayes’ Bradded H from the
bank. Arbuckle licked his thin lips and
rubbed his bony hands together com-
placently as he contemplated the fact
that he now owned the entire Tosca
Valley, except the Bledsoe place, which
he wouldn’'t have as a gift.
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Young John, his squat, pig-faced son,
sneered openly when anyone mentioned
Yates or Hayes. In the Last Chance
saloon, he couldn’t resist twitting old
Clem who had dropped in for a drink.

“Loco old coot,” said young John,
leering at the old rancher. “Yuh ain’'t
got the sense of—"

THE sentence ended in a yelp of pain
mas a slender, bronzed hand suddenly
clamped on his shoulder from behind
and twisted him around as if he were on
a pivot. “Suppose,” smiled Jim Hayes,
“yuh say what you got to say to me.”

The grip of Jim Hayes’ hand was no
light thing. It hurt young John’s shoul-
der, but it hurt his self esteem even
more, as folks standing nearby chuckled
with amusement.

“I'll say it to you!” he snarled, rub-
bing his injured member. “Yuh're loco,
too, and yuh’ll end up what yuh ought
to be—a damn range tramp.”

“1 got an answer for that one,” Hayes
remarked pleasantly, and slapped young
John across the mouth with the flat of
his hand.

Young John reeled, his lips bloody.
He tripped on a chair leg, fell against
a table and took it to the floor with him
in an inglorious clatter of smashing
glass. He came to his feet spattered
with blood and spilled whiskey, let out
a roar of rage and rushed, his bullet
head ducked low.

John Arbuckle looked fat and soft,
but he wasn't. Underneath his outer
layer of lard were great slabs of muscle.
And he was quick as a cat on his feet.
Hayes hit him, left and right, hard, but
Arbuckle kept coming. He took a left
hook that laid his cheek open to the
bone, flung out his long, heavy arms and
closed with Hayes.

Backward and forward they wrestled,
smashing chairs and tables. They went
down together, Arbuckle butting, goug-
ing, kneeing, using every brutal tactic
known to a hard and dirty fighter. There

was blood on Jim Hayes' face and his
mouth was twisted with pain when he
finally surged to his feet. Arbuckle also
leaped erect, gasping and panting.

And then Jim Hayes proceeded to
give Arbuckle such a going over as he
had never known in all his vicious life,
finally knocking him off his feet with a
straight right to the mouth.

Arbuckle floundered over on his face,

got slowly to his hands and knees. One
hand suddenly streaked down.
“Look out!” somebody yelled. “He’s

got a gun!”

Jim Hayes’ right hand blurred down
and up, and two reports crashed as one.

Hayes’ shirt sleeve jerked sharply, as
if twitched by an urgent hand. John
Arbuckle let out a howl of pain and
pawed at his blood-spurting right hand.
His gun, the lock smashed, spun half
way across the room.

Jim Hayes removed the spent shell
from his .smoking gun and replaced it
with a fresh cartridge. He gestured
with the barrel of the Colt.

“Now get out, yuh fangin’
winder,” he told Arbuckle.

Young John went, lurching unstead-
ily, dripping blood, mouthing threats.
Hayes watched him go, holstered his
own gun and turned back to the bar.
After the uproar of comment and dis-
cussion had subsided somewhat, old
Clem Yates spoke gravely to'his young
partner.

“Jim,” he said, “yuh got your dad's
hand and eye. Be careful how yuh use
'em. A dead man don't make a soft
pillow o’ nights.”

side-

Il AYES and Yates rode northward
* m through the early afternoon sun-
shine. Beside the trail ran Lost Creek,
which supplied the valley with the
water without which it would have been
worthless as rangeland. Lost Creek was
a swift, turbulent stream, fairly deep,
not overly wide, and clear as crystal.
They passed the Lazy Y, and then,
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later, the Bradded H ranchhouse. A
few more miles and the trail wound
toward a gentle rise that marked the
line between the Bradded H and the
Circle Box, the old Bledsoe place, now
owned by the partners.

At the foot of the rise, Hayes pulled
rein and gazed thoughtfully at what
was the source of Lost Creek.

From under a tall cliff boiled and
spurted a great spring of foaming
water, that rolled down the valley to
form Lost Creek, upon which the
spreads below the Circle Box depended
for their existence.

“There’s sure a lot of pressure back
there under the cliff,” Hayes observed.
“Which means a big head of water. |
got a theory as to how that head is
formed. If I'm right, the Circle Box is
mighty soon goin’ to be a spread worth
ownin’.”

Less than a week later, a drilling rig
was brought in from Colter, the town at
the head of Sun Valley, into which the
upper end of Tosca Valley entered, its
slope reversing above the rise and
trending toward Sun Valley. After
much study of the terrain, Hayes de-
cided to drill near the ranchhouse.

“Yuh'll notice this is a rock formation
right here, a sort of hogback spine,” he
told Yates. “And the rock is all cracked
and busted, and yuh'll notice, too, that
there is a depression in the hogback
right here, as if some time a long ways
back there had been a considerable low-
ering. | figger that lowering was caused
by a fall of rock into a subterranean
reservoir right beneath here.

“1 figger, too, that this spine is the
underground divide of the slope, and
that the crik we know as Lost Crik
once flowed north instead of south, un-
derground. There are signs over in
Sun Valley that a considerable stream
of water once came from under the cliffs
there and flowed north. Well, here goes
to find out.”

The drill was set to work. Steadily

the steel bit tore its way through the
cracked and shattered rock.

“Reckon we'll need a windmill to
draw the water, if we hit any,” said
Yates.

Jim Hayes shook his head. “I figger
not,” he repljed. “Uncle Clem, what I
think we’ll get will be what's known as
an artesian well. If I figger right, there
is a concentration of water beneath
here, in a sort of hollow. That water is
under pressure and will flow out by it-
self. The dip in the soil beneath these
rocks is filled with an underground lake,
which is fed by a stream flowing from
the north—a stream that once flowed
north through Sun Valley, above
ground, and is now dammed to the north
a little above here.

“It has to force its way over a con-
siderable underground elevation and
then rush down hill to the opening un-
der the cliff at the north end of my old
Bradded H spread. That's why the
water comes out so strong down there.
The land over here is a lot lower than
the crest of the rise to the south. There
used to be a spring on the crest of the
rise, which shows the water flows close
to the surface there and at a height
considerable above the land surface
down here.

“1f we can tap that compressed water
in the reservoir, some of it will come
shootin’ out the hole we drill and give
us plenty to keep our spread goin’. It'll
flow north across the spread and enter
Sun Valley. A few side ditches and
good holes and we’ll be all set. Under-
stand?”

“Uh-huh,” nodded Yates. “It's plumb
plain, the way yuh put it. How deep
yuh figger we’ll hafta go?”

HE other thought a moment.

“Not overly far, I've a notion,” he
replied. “I figger we should hit it in
less than a week.”

“We'd do it sooner,” grumbled the
foreman of the drilling rig, “if this dura
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loose rock didn't keep sluffin’ off and
cloggin’ the bit. Give me good sound
rock to drill through any time, rather
than busted up stuff like this. Look
there! She’s wedged again. We’'ll hafta
pry her loose and spoon out.”

“Take your time,” said Hayes. “We're
in no big hurry. And I've a notion we’ll
hit it good when we do hit it.”

They did—almost too good. The rig
was chugging along with cheerful mo-
notony when without warning the bit
shot* downward. Followed a crashing
and rumbling deep in the bowels of the
earth, and an ominous roaring.

“Look out!” yelled Jim Hayes.
in the clear! She’s cornin’ in big!”

The workers fled wildly from the
vicinity of the well. The roaring loud-
ened. The bit shot from the bore and
high into the air. After it came a jet
of water driven with terrific force. Up
and up it soared, its crown broke in a
feathery spray. Mixed with the water
were fragments of rock that thudded to
the ground about the bore.

“That hole’s gettin’ bigger by the
second!” bellowed the rig foreman.
“She’s sluffin’ off that loose stuff. Thun-
der and blazes, look at her spout!”

The bore enlarged swiftly. Soon a
column of water thrice the thickness of
a man’s body was hissing from the well
and soaring a good fifty feet into the
air. A growing stream went rolling over
the prairie toward Sun Valley to the
north, cutting itself a channel, tossing
and foaming.

For nearly seven hours the well
flowed with unabated vigor. Then grad-
ually the pressure eased, until the thick
column of water levelled off to a steady
height of about ten feet.

Jim Hayes and old Clem solemnly
shook hands. Jim’s riders, who had
come with him to the new spread, said
complimentary things about their boss’
smartness and their own good judgment
in sticking with him.

The rig foreman swore over his dam-

“Get

aged equipment, but was quickly molli-
fied when Hayes cheerfully reimbursed
him over and above the agreed contract
price.

“Well, yuh got your water,” he said
as he packed up to leave. “Plenty of it.
That stream is as big as Lost Crik ever
was. Feller, yuh sure raised merry
heck down in the ground!”

The foreman did not realize, at the
moment, that Hayes had also raised
merry heck above ground. But Hayes
himself, as he estimated the volume of
the flow, had an uneasy premonition.
Finally, however, the humor of the sit-
uation he had possibly caused occurred
to him and he chuckled grimly as he and
Yates and their hands prepared to ride
to Sun Valley and bring in their herd.

It was well after dark of the second
day when the herd was deposited on the
Circle Box range. Hayes and Yates,
tired out by the long drive, went to bed.

They were up early the following
morning, and riding to Tosca at the
lower end of the valley. As they topped
the rise and headed down the slope
toward Lost Creek, old Clem let out a
yelp of astonishment.

M E HAD a right to be astonished.
* * There wasn't any Lost Creek at the
foot of the rise, only a muddy channel
dotted by pools of water and ribboned
by a thin trickle that wandered in dis-
couraged fashion over the rocks and
rounded boulders.

“Had a notion this happened,” Hayes
remarked grimly. “Uh-huh, we drained
off the reservoir that made a sufficient
head to force the water up the under-
ground slope and over into lower Tosca
Valley. The flow into the reservoir isn’t
enough to raise the water to the re-
quired height and overcome the flow
from our well. The queer formation I
spoke of dams the water back and gives
our well all the pressure. Lost Crik is
done for, unless—"

He broke off, his eyes estimated the
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height of the rise and he nodded to him-
self, smiling slightly.

“Yuh'll notice, Uncle Clem,” he said,
“the crest of the rise and the slope to
the north is on our land.”

“Uh-huh,” agreed Yates. “What of
it?”

Hayes continued to smile, but did not
explain.

“Let’'s amble on to town and see what
folks are sayin’ down there,” he sug-
gested.

“There’'ll be the deuce to pay down
there, and don’t you forget it,” Yates
prophesied gloomily. “Jim, all John
Arbuckle’s holdin’s ain't wuth a rotten
cowhide!”

“Mebbe,” Hayes replied, still smiling.
“But | reckon that’'s Arbuckle’s lookout.
He's always looked out for himself, and
for nobody else.”

There was plenty of excitement in
Tosca. The Box Circle artesian well and
what it had done to John Arbuckle’s
holdings in the valley was the chief
topic of animated conversation. The
general consensus of opinion was “the
old skinflint got what's cornin’ to him
for once.”

Hayes and Yates were in the Last
Chance saloon when Arbuckle himself
stormed in. He was the maddest man
Jim Hayes had ever seen.

“Yuh blankety-blank-blank thieves!”
Arbuckle bellowed, “yuh stole my wa-
ter! I'll have the law on yuh!”

“Go to it,” Hayes replied. “You
haven’'t got a legal leg to stand on. Even
the mighty doubtful ground of our di-
verting a stream won’t apply. You
couldn’t prove that we diverted the crik.
Try it, and see how far yuh'll get.”

Arbuckle glared at him. His hot
anger had cooled into a vindictiveness
that set the hard lines of his face even
harder.

“Okay,” he said at length, “but
there’s other things than law, as yuh're
liable to find out.”

He turned on his heel and pounded

out, the fingers of his bony hands work-
ing convulsively.

Clem Yates scoffed at Arbuckle’s
threat, but Hayes was inclined to take
a more serious view.

“But what could the old horned toad
do?” Yates demanded.

“Quite a few things that'll bear
watchin’,” Hayes replied. “One in per-
tickler that I'm scairt of. We’'ve got to

keep our eyes skun. Arbuckle is just
about ruined by this thing and he won't
take it layin’ down. He'll do somethin’.
We've got to be on our toes. There's a
good out for him, if he only realized it
and had the decency to take it, but he
wouldn't—not right now, the way he's
on the prod. Let him make his move,
and then we’'ll see.”

OUT as the days passed, nothing hap-
~  pened.

“l told yuh,” said Yates, “the old
hellion knows he’s licked.”

“Mebbe,” conceded Hayes, “but he
was over to the Monarch Mine talkin’
with some fellers there yesterday. Yuh
know he lends money to the miners.”

“Uh-huh, and soaks 'em plenty for it,
the skinflint,” replied Yates. “What of
it?”

“A feller owin’ more than he can pay
is ridin’ the edge of the owlhoot trail,”
Hayes commented.

Two more days passed, and still noth-
ing untoward happened. Jim Hayes
went about his ranch chores as usual,
but his eyes were heavy from lack of
sleep. And then, the third night after
Arbuckle’s visit to the mine, the sky
was overcast, with only the faintest
starlight seeping through the veil of
cloud. Jim Hayes, leaning against a
tree near the bubbling well, in the dark
hour before the dawn, slumped with
weariness. The night was very still,
with only the hiss and splash of water
breaking the silence.

And then Hayes heard something else
—a faint clicking drawing steadily
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nearer. It ceased abruptly and the si-
lence was sharper than before. Fully
awake now, Hayes crouched tense and
alert. Suddenly he saw solid shadows
moving in the gloom near the well. He
waited a moment longer, stretched out
his arm. There was a tiny scratching,
a little glow shielded by Hayes’ cupped
hands. Then with a crackling roar a
sheet of flame shot up from a heap of
oil-soaked brush, making the scene
bright as day.

The glare revealed four men para-
lyzed in grotesque positions near the
well. One was old John Arbuckie, an-
other was his son. Two others were
hard looking individuals in mining garb.
One of these held a bundle of greasy
looking cylinders in his left hand. A
snaky coil of fuse dangled from the bun-
dle.

For a quivering instant the group
stood rigid, staring at the flames and
the tall form of Jim Hayes outlined in
their glare. Then, with a yell of rage
and terror, the man who held the bundle
went for his gun.

Jim Hayes shot from the hip. The
miner reeled back, screaming, a bullet
hole through his gun arm. The greasy
bundle slid from his hand and fell.

Hayes held his,breath as the dyna-
mite thudded to the ground, but in-
stantly his gun barrel lined with the
bundle.

“Hold it!” he thundered. “One move
and I'll put a slug in those powder ca’-
tridges! There won't be a grease spot
left of any of yuh!”

“Don’t shoot!” howled young John.
“We give up!”

Behind Hayes was a sound of banging
doors and shouting voices. Out of
ranchhouse and bunkhouse poured old
Clem Yates and the Box Circle cowboys.

“Bring lanterns,” Hayes shouted over
his shoulder, “Hustle up before the light
goes out. I've got the drop on the side-
winders.”

The lanterns were immediately forth-

coming. The cursing punchers quickly
disarmed Arbuckie and his bunch. They
stood, a dejected group, in the gather-
ing light of dawn.

“That's what | was scairt he might
try to do—blow our well,” Hayes said
to old Clem.

“But what good would it have done
him?” asked Yates. “We'd just have
drilled another.”

“1t wouldn’'t have done him any good,
but it might have done us an awful lot
of harm,” Hayes replied gravely. “I
wouldn’t want that formation under the
hogback put to any such shock. I've a
notion there’'d be a good chance it might
turn the crik back into its old channel
underground and send it into Sun Valley
where it used to run. That would have
left our land in worse shape than Ar-
buckle’s is right now, or as he Aggers it
is.

“When | learned he’d been over to the
mine talkin’ to fellers there, 1 got bad
bothered. Chances are some minin'
man would Agger out this formation up
here and put Arbuckie wise to somethin’
he might do. | decided not to take any
chances and laid for him here every
night since. My hunch was right. Come
on, | want to talk to the old shorthorn.”

M E STRODE over to the group, Yates
m * following. Arbuckie looked up.

“Reckon yuh aim to put us in jail,” he
quavered.

Jim Hayes shook his head. “Nope,
I don’t,” he replied. “I don't do things

that way, Arbuckie, and | Agger yuh've
had your lesson. I'm goin’ to turn yuh
loose. And I'm goin’ to tell yuh what I
would have told you Arst off in the be-
ginnin’, if yuh hadn’t been in such a sod
pawin’ notion.

“You can get your water back and
make your land worth just what it was
worth before we drilled. All yuh got to
do is cut a channel through the rise to
the south of here and turn the flow from
the well that way instead of into Sun
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Valley where they don’t need it.
we'll all have plenty of water.”

“It'll take a sight of money,” mum-
bled Arbuckle.

“Not overly much,” Hayes differed,
“and you can afford it. It won't count
at all against what yuh'll gain. It's no
big chore, and Clem and | will give yuh
permission to cut the channel on our
land.”

Old John stared at him. Then sud-
denly he squared his shoulders and
raised his head.

“Hayes,” he said, “you fellers are
square and decent, and | ain't—or
haven't been. I'm goin’ to accept your
offer, and I'm goin’ to be different from
now on. I'm goin’to try and be like you
fellers—a real hombre. | give yuh my
word on it, and if yuh don’t mind shak-
in’ hands with me—"

Jim Hayes' answer was to grip the
hand that was hesitantly extended. So
did Clem Yates.

Old John sighed deeply, and wore the
look of a man from whose shoulders a
crushing load has been lifted. He turned
to his son.

Then
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“Come here, John, and eat crow,” he
said.

Young John glowered, muttered
something under his breath and turned
sullenly away. The next instant the
hard toe of his father’s gaiter caught
him squarely in the seat of the pants.
He shot forward with a howl of pain
and sprawled on the ground. He scram-
bled to hands and knees, offering a
tempting target.

Again the gaiter landed, and again
young John spraddled out on his face.
Yelping and'Squalling, he scuttled for-
ward on all fours, got to his feet and
streaked it for his horse, his father’s toe
speeding him on his way at every sec-
ond jump.

Jim Hayes leaned against a conven-
ient tree and laughed until tears ran
down his bronzed cheeks. OIld Clem
surveyed the scene with placid satisfac-
tion.

“Reckon that's what the young hell-
ion has been needin’ for a long time,”
Clem said, adding with a chuckle:

“1 rigger that for quite a spell he'll eat
‘crow,’ or anythin’ else, standin’ up!”

Is Free Range—and Were Going Through!"

T HAT was the verdict of the members of the wagon train—who had been lured by

the words of Morton Harper to change their course.
warnings of Rock Bannon, who urged them to stick to the regular paths.

They paid no heed to the
In fact, they

were irked by Bannon’s lack of cooperation—irked almost to the point of shooting it

out with him.

And so the wagon train went on, over unfamiliar terrain, in quest of a settler’s
paradise—but before they reached their destination, guns were to roar over the range
and desperate and bloody battles were to take place!

The entire gripping story of this eventful journey is told in SHOWDOWN TRAIL,
by Jim Mayo, the exciting complete book-length novel featured in our next issue. It’s
a great story of guns and gallantry, treachery and heroism!



KILLER-YOU'REW R O N G

store at Saskat Crossing, on Fid-

dle River, Karl Dinuba set eyes on
Johnny Tiger for the first time. Johnny
was sitting on a box while Jeanne, Paul
Cougenc’s daughter, cut his hair, and
the sight infuriated Dinuba. His flat
nose twitching, a long scar on the left
side of his face standing out whitely
against his suddenly livid complexion,
Karl Dinuba, then and there, resolved to
kill Johnny Tiger!

SWAGGERING into Paul Cougene’s

165

Dinuba hadn’'t gotten up to Cougene's
for a spell. He’'d been busy, getting old
Jeff Fisher's SF-Connected outfit ready
for the Fall beef roundup. But he'd
been hearing about Johnny Tiger, who'd
recently homesteaded on Fiddle River a
few miles above Saskat Crossing. Cow-
hands, riding to Cougene’s for a jug of
the good moonshine likker Paul Cou-
gene made and sold, had met Johnny,
talked to him, and liked him.

They hadn’'t aimed to get Johnny in
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wrong when they stopped off at SF-
Connected to give Karl Dinuba their
news. They just wanted to rib the big,
tow-head because none of them liked
him, and liked less the way he'd laid it
out that he aimed to sometime slap his
brand on Jeanne Cougene, and would
blasted well stand no mavericking in
that direction.

So Dinuba knew that Johnny was a
guarter-blood Sac, and Fox. He knew
that Johnny had drifted out of the In-
dian Nations while just a button, and
had roamed considerable before settling
down up here in Montana. He'd been
told that Jeanne Cougene liked Johnny
Tiger a lot, and that Paul had invited
him into their living quarters in the
back part of the squat log building that
housed the store. That bit of news
had been bitter medicine for Dinuba,
too. Not once, since coming to the Fid-
dle River range about two years before,
had he been invited into the Cougene
family circle.

Standing behind a goods-piled table,
as yet unseen, Dinuba’s mean, milky
eyes gleamed wickedly as he studied his
intended victim. And it wasn't the
somewhat intimate sight before him
that strengthened his murderous resolu-
tion. There were greater factors in-
volved. Karl Dinuba was forever on
the lookout for ways to build up a rep
for salty and bad. *

EING Johnny Tiger hungrily, Di-
uba saw that the black-haired

ing, he sneered, “Why don’'tcha braid
it, or put it up in curlers? That'd look
best on him.”

Jeanne stepped back. A small girl
with a delightful figure, she had drawn
a finely-moulded beauty from her Cree
mother and a laughing-eyed, fun-loving
nature from her Canadian French
father. The fusing of both bloods had
filled her with fire, too, that now flamed
in her voice as she snapped, “It would,
per’aps, look the best on you if your
mouth was put in curlers. Sound bet-
ter, too!”

Dinuba forced a raucous laugh, but
his expression darkened. Glaring down
at Johnny Tiger, who'd not risen from
the box, he demanded, “Well, what
about it, homesteader? D’'yuh think
I'd look an’ sound better with my mouth
in curlers?”

Wooden-faced, Johnny took the towel
from around his neck and stood up.
Quietly, he said: “An’ with a ring in
your nose.”

“Ahhrrgg!” Dinuba croaked, the
sound one of both anger and joy over
the opportunity for violence Johnny’s
reply presented.

Raising his hands, fingers hooked,
Dinuba stepped toward Johnny, only to
find himself suddenly confronted by
Jeanne Cougene. The scissors with
which she’d been cutting Johnny’s hair
clutched tightly in her small right fist,
she was not unlike an enraged lynx
kitten. Her dark eyes blazing, she spat,
“Yellow pig! At first, your attentions

ung jasper was of medium heightamused me. Then I'm pleased when you

and on the slender side. He also noted
that Johnny Tiger wasn't packing a six-
shooter—which made him just the kind
of victim Dinuba liked to use in build-
ing to his rep.

Hooking his thumbs over the shell-
studded cartridge belt from which his
Colt .45 swung in a stingy, quick-draw
holster, Dinuba swaggered out from be-
hind the table and over toward Jeanne
and young Johnny Tiger. His lips twist-

kept away men who’'d foolishly pestered
me. Also it makes me laugh that you
think you are a lady-killer and that |
favor you. But it is fun no more, and
you will leave Johnny Tiger alone and
stay away from me!”

“Tiger?” Dinuba’s voice shook with
rage. “If he’ll come out from behind
your skirts, I'll show yuh what a civet
cat he is. An’ the only way he'll git
left alone by me is to quit these parts!”
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“But, no, Dinuba.” Paul Cougene’'s
voice sounded musical and soft, yet with
a hint of steel. “H'’it is you who leave
this store, and be of a scarceness at
Saskat Crossing. OuiV'

Brushing through the curtained door-
way between living quarters and store,
Paul Cougene appeared a figure capable
of backing up his words. A tall man
clad in corduroy breeches and gay plaid
shirt, the chill in his eyes belied the
smile on his laughter-wrinkled face as
he glided gracefully forward.

L DINUBA tensed. Then, seeing
that Paul Cougene’s right hand rest-
€
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think now will be best around your
waist.”

“Me, | ain't no gunnie.” Johnny
shook his head. “lI've done a goodish
hunk of knockin’ around, an’ mindin’
my own business is about all the weapon
I've ever needed. I've seen men die
when they wouldn't've, if they hadn’t
been packin’ a short-gun.”

“Per’aps,” Paul Cougene agreed. “But
Dinuba, she’s the worst kind of enemy—
a coward. One man with who Dinuba
she is quarrel, is found dead with a
bullet through the back.

“But Johnny’s right about the six-
shooter, Paul fere," Jeanne said. “If

on the horn hilt of the long knifehe carried one, it would give Dinuba

thrust under his red voyageur sash, he
kept his own paw away from his six-
gun. Paul Cougene, in the past, had
demonstrated that he could and would
use that knife if occasion rose.

“Cougene, what is this?” Dinuba
heatedly demanded. “Why’'re you dry-
nursin' this homesteader?”

Moving out from behind Jeanne,
Johnny’s voice, like his face, was devoid
of expression as he said, “Mister, no-
body’s got to drynurse me. An’ don’'t
get the idea I'm afraid of you. It's
just, that I got nothin’ ag’in you an’
can’'t see no sense in havin’ trouble.”

“Yuh can’t, eh? Well, I can.” Dinuba
flicked a hot glance at Jeanne. “For
one thing, | plain‘hate your kind.”

“For one thing,” Paul Cougene inter-
rupted, “you will forget my Jeanne, be-
cause soon we make the big dance and
eat and tell how my Jeanne, she’'s marry
with Johnny Tiger.”

“The devil!” Dinuba exploded.
devil he’'ll marry her!”

“Adieu, Dinuba,” Paul Cougene said
meaningly.

“Tiger, I'll ketch yuh when they’s no
skirt an’ knife to pertect yuh,” Dinuba
snarled, then stalked out of the store.

Shaking his head, Paul Cougene
sighed, “Johnny, the six-gun you now
keep hang’ on your cabin wall, h’l'm

“The

excuse for shooting. And besides, we
can be married at once, and then Dinuba
will see that it is of no use for him to
bother us.”

“No,” Johnny contradicted her de-
cisively. “We won't let Dinuba stam-
pede us, Jeanne. Anyhow, | reckon we'd
best not get married till we see what
Dinuba aims to do. No sense in riskin'
your bein’ a widder right off—not that
I'm scairt you will be.”

Jeanne started to protest, but her
father intervened, saying, “A man does
what he thinks best, Jeanne. And, after
all, it may be we should wait and see if
Dinuba she’'s talk through the hat.
Meantime, Johnny, you will at least
carry your rifle with you?”

“l won't ride out without my long-
gun,” Johnny promised.

Taking leave of the Cougenes, John-
ny went out to where his coal-black
mare, Siouxsy, stood hitched to the
breeze before the store. Lifting her
head, she nipped playfully at him and,
as always, Johnny laughed for the sheer
joy of owning her.

Gathering up the reins, Johnny did
what a casual observer would have
thought an odd thing. He looked care-
fully around to see if anybody save the
Cougene’s were in sight before flipping
himself into the saddle.
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THREE weeks slipped by, then, with
* no sign of Karl Dinuba at Saskat
Crossing or in those foothills of the
Medicine Mountains. Johnny Tiger,
while not greatly perturbed, neverthe-
less wondered if Dinuba was too busy
with the beef roundup to get around to
making trouble, or if he had, after all,
just breezed those threats to hear him-
self blow? He seized the opportunity of
answering that question when, one cold,
drizzly morning, he rode to Saskat
Crossing for supplies and found Paul
Cougene preparing to ride down to
where the roundup was going on.
“Nine-ten of my cattle have drift, and
Bill Eadick, of the Bar BE, has cut them
out and sent word to come get them,”
Cougene told Johnny, adding, “Them

blasted ox! They sadden me.”
“Reckon I'll ride along an’ help you

chouse 'em back home,” Johnny elected,
his casual manner fooling Paul Cou-
gene not at all.

“Qui,” Cougene agreed. “They are
say that travel makes for wiseness, so
per'aps the trip she’s do you good.
N’est-ce pas?”

“It is not so,” Jeanne declared, but
made no further protest when she saw
the cigar store Indian expression on
Johnny’s face.

After three hours of riding they
sighted the cook and bed tents of the
round up crew,’and the growing gather
of beef about a mile beyond.

Riding in, between the wet, sagging
tents, Johnny dismounted and led
Siouxsy back to where Paul Cougene
had ground-tied his horse just outside
the tied-back flap of the cook tent.
Leaving the mare there, Johnny joined
Cougene inside, where Bill Eadick, of
Bar BE, whiskery old Jeff Fisher, of
SF-Connected and a half dozen chilled
riders were gathered around a pot of
steaming coffee. Greeting them, John-
ny was helping himself to a cup of the
Arbuckle’'s when Karl Dinuba rode up
in front of the tent.

A quick silence hushed the coffee
drinking group, followed by a forced
mumble of uneasy talk. Dinuba, armed,
whereas others had put aside six-guns
so their work would not be hampered,
had made his brags about what he
aimed to do to the new homesteader on
Fiddle River. Now, Dinuba’'s every
movement was an aggressive one.

Dismounting, Dinuba paused and,
hands on his hips, looked Siouxsy over.
Turning, then, he said, “Tiger, I'll try
this crowbait out. If it can pack a
real man’s weight, I'll take it off your
hands. | can use a pack-horse.”

“You couldn't throw a pack on
Siouxsy, or ride her, Dinuba,” Johnny
said in that toneless voice that hid the
anger seething within him.

“I'll show yuh, yuh breed buzzard!”
Dinuba snarled.

“I'm warnin’ you not to try gettin’
on Siouxsy.” Johnny took a couple of
steps toward Dinuba. “Don’t try ’er,
fella, or you're liable to get hurt.”

“Threaten me, will yuh?” Dinuba
thundered.
Fists swinging, he charged the

smaller man.

Johnny stood his ground until Dinuba
was almost on top of him. Then,
shifting with swift sureness he hooked
his right fist to Dinuba’s stomach. A
gusty breath driven out of him, Dinuba
stumbled on past Johnny. Gasping, he
turned and caught Johnny Tiger’s left
and then the right flush on the mouth
and, reeling backward, sagged down on
his hunkers.

Crouching there on the ground, blood
from his smashed lips salty to his taste,
the yellow ran up Dinuba’s back. Fear
knotted his cowardly insides. He
sprang to his feet, drew his Colt and
slammed a shot at Johnny Tiger!

Felled by the impact of the forty-
five slug, his left side shocked numb,
Johnny wide-eyed and open-mouthed—
tried to get up. He couldn’'t, and
Dinuba, the smoke from his six-gun
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hanging low in the damp air, moved
backward to the cook-tent entrance.
The barrel of his Colt moving from
side-to-side, covered the closely grouped,
stunned onlookers, and he thumbed
back the hammer as Paul Cougene’s
right hand eased toward the hilt of his
knife.

“Ahhh,” Bill Eadick gasped. “This’s
the awfulest thing | ever see. Dinuba,
you lowdown, cowardly, murderin’ son,
you can’'t shoot an unarmed man an’ get
by with it! When we get our claws on
you, we'll string you from the first good
tree.”

“But first,” Paul Cougene croaked,
“h’l'm cut out his heart verrr-reee
slooo-leee, and stuff it in his mouth!”

“Nobody ain't doin’ nothin’ to me,”
Dinuba rasped. “Don’t move—none of
you. I'm shootin’ the first one that
does.”

Moving backward out of the tent,
Dinuba reached for Siouxsy’s trailing
reins and a sudden odd gleam of hope
shone in Paul Cougene’'s eyes. It
faded, however, when the mare jerked
her head high and sidled away from
Dinuba. Cursing, he reached over and,
catching up Cougene’s horse, swung in-
to the saddle, dug in his spurs and raced
off toward Medicine Mountains.

There was a scramble, then, as men
ran toward the bed tent to get their
rifles and six-guns. Bill Eadick shouted
orders and sent four riders high-tailing
after the man, but without much hope
they’d run him down before he lost him-
self in the mountains.

As he dropped to his knees beside
Johnny Tiger, there were tears in the
eyes of sentimental Paul Cougene. Pull-
ing back Johnny's canvas coat and
blood-wet shirt to reveal a ragged, bul-
let furrow through which two broken
ribs showed sickeningly, Paul Cougene
croaked, “Johnny, h’I'm tell you that
you got to be all right.”

“Suh-sure,” Johnny gasped, giving
Cougene a pain-laced smile.
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The cook, with hot water and clean
flour-sacking and a jug of hootch from
Cougene’s own still, knelt on the other
side of Johnny, then. As they washed,
disinfected and padded the wound, Paul
Cougene asked Bill Eadick to bring up
the light wagon used to haul supplies to
the roundup camp.

“It’s closer to Saskat Crossing than
to Deer Salt,” Cougene said. “There,
too, Jeanne can care for him. And we
can send a man to Deer Salt for the doc-
tor, and tell the sheriff what is happen
here.”

IT WAS two weeks before Johnny
= Tiger, even with Jeanne’s loving care,
was able to leave the bunk in Paul Cou-
gene’s room. Shock and loss of blood
had taken heavy toll, and because of his
bullet-broken ribs, it was another good
two weeks before he could gingerly take
to his saddle.

It was on that same day, while
Johnny was fixing to ride to his home-
stead, that the Union Pacific Kid came
down out of Booger Run to stock up
with moonshine and grub. A white-
whiskered old-timer, the Kid scouted
the clearing around the store, then rode
up, got down and came in.

“Hi-dee, Paul. G’'day, Miss Jeanne,”
he greeted them and then, turning to
Johnny, said, “An’ 1 reckon you’ll be
this-here, now, Jawnny Tiger?- Wal,
h’lo, an’ I hope yuh're pertly. Us cusses
up in Booger Run, we heerd ’'bout the
shootin’ a week'r so after thet Karl
Dinuba thing come a-tailin’ in up
there.”

“So he is go there?” Paul Cougene
growled. “I wondered if he would be let
in and stay in the Booger Run.”

“Wal, he shore ain’t usin’ 'round with
the gen’ral passel of us,” the Kid grunt-
ed, “an’ the on'y reason he's stayin’
there is ’'cause he’s stayin’ off away
from us with Carcajou Paite.”

“Snakes of a kind!” Paul Cougene
spat.
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“Stric'ly why Carcajou took Dinuba
in,” the Kid agreed.

Making his purchases, the Union Pa-
cific Kid went out and tied his filled gun-
nysack back to the cantle. Hanging his
jug of hootch by a strap around his
saddlehorn, he paused, seemed to con-
sider, then called back, “I'd look spry
was | you two fellers. Carcajou ain’t
fergit how yuh' taken him down, Paul,
an’ | reckon Dinuba ain’'t no love for
Jawnny Tiger.”

Having stuck his nose in that far, the
Kid got stiffly into his saddle and took
the trail to Booger Run, while Paul
Cougene, starting to build a pack for
Johnny, began with a box of forty-five
cartridges for Johnny’s Colt. Meaning-
ly, he held them up to Johnny before
putting them down on the counter.

“I'll strap 'er on, soon’s | get home,”
Johnny promised, “an’ have it ready an’
waitin’ for Dinuba to make a move.”

“Oh, Johnny,” Jeanne cried, “I'm
sick of and afraid of this waiting. Be-
sides, Dinuba is an outlaw now, and he
will not dare to show his face down
here. We’ll get married and do our
waiting—"

“No,” Johnny broke in. “I'll do my
waitin’ alone. Someway, | can’'t help
feelin’ that it won't be a long wait,
neither, an’ we’'ll have our weddin’ party
after, Jeanne. For sure, | promise, be-
cause Dinuba’'s gonna find me ready
when we meet up ag’in.”

Johnny rode back to his homestead
then, and in the restless, impatient days
ensuing, he kept his promise to Paul
Cougene and carried his old Frontier
Colt wherever he went. He put in a lot
of practice with it, too—shooting at tin
cans set on a stump until his ammuni-
tion was nearly exhausted. It was his
lack of cartridges, along with the need
to exercise Siouxsy and a desire to see
Jeanne, that sent him back to Saskat
Crossing a week later.

Starting early, Johnny reached the
store shortly after gray, late-breaking
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daylight. Leaving Siouxsy just outside
the front door, Johnny went in and
found Paul and Jeanne Cougene at
breakfast in the kitchen. Jumping up
from the table, Jeanne kissed him and
said, “Johnny, you're just in time.”

Grinning at Paul, Johnny unbuckled
his cartridge belt, hung the gear and his
Colt from a peg in the wall and chuck-
led, “Yeah. | planned ’er to be in time
to sit an’ eat with you.”

A harsh voice sounded behind him:
“We never planned it, but the grub,
along with fresh hosses, will go good
just the same!”

Whirling about, Johnny froze in his
tracks at the sight of Karl Dinuba
standing in the doorway into the store,
his cocked six-gun in hand. Giving a
little cry of fear, Jeanne dropped the
plate she’d taken down for Johnny, and
Paul Cougene reached for the knife
without which he wouldn’'t have felt
fully dressed. He stopped that motion,
however, when the back door was kicked
open and, also with a drawn gun fully
cocked, Carcajou Paite stepped into the
kitchen.

“Go 'head,” Paite, a tall, cadaverous
looking devil, invited Paul Cougene.
“Jus’ make a move fer that sticker. No?
Then git up an’ stand with your han’s
raised, an’ your ugly face ag’in the wall.
An’ you line up aside him, you high-
nosed heifer, along with yoUr Injun
lover.”

A RMS held high, palms and faces
** pressed to the wall, the trio lined
up. Dinuba, then, moved around behind
them while Paite stepped over to the
table and scooped up steak and biscuits
with his bare hands. Wolfing the food,
he washed it down with black coffee,
wiped his mouth on his coatsleeve and
said, “Dinuba, git a bite while | git us a
couple fresh hosses out of the stable.
An’ shoot the fust one that so much as
starts to look around.”

“Look.” Dinuba backed up to the
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table and reached for grub with his free
left hand. “Look, Paite, ain'tcha gonna
take the ol" boar’s knife an’ whittle on
'im like you'd planned?”

“With a posse on our tails, I got no
time for pleasure. An’ don't fergit that
with us havin’ to ride double since my
hoss fell and busted a leg, they won't be
far behind,” Paite said. “Anyhow,” he
added, “they’ll be another day, an’ we'll
take time to tend to Cougene an’ his
snooty 'breed gal, too.”

“Git us some crowbaits, then,”
Dinuba agreed.

“Get just one hoss, for yuhse'f,
Paite,” Dinuba said. “I'll take Tiger's
mare.”

“Look, Dinuba, I'll pay you to leave

that mare here,” Johnny offered.

“You offerin’ me a plowman'’s pennies,
while me 'n Paite got at least twenty
thousan’ dollars in our saddle pockets!”
Dinuba laughed. “Yeah,” he bragged.
“Twenty-thousan’ we took off the ex-
press car when the train stopped for
water just above the Deer Salt depot
about three o’clock this mornin’.”

“Dinuba, you harm Siouxsy an’ I'll
hound you to hell!”

“Yuh'll go to hell, but yuh won’t be
houndin’ me,” Dinuba hooted. “I done
shot an’ kilt the express messenger on
that train, an’ I aim to leave yuh dead
when | ride away frojn here. But first
you're gonna see me straddle that mare
you're so crazy about.”

“All right, Dinuba, I got me a hoss,”
Carcajou Paite called from outside the
store. “Run them three out here where
we kin keep an eye on 'em while we ride
away. An’ hurry up.”

Hands still held above their heads,
Jeanne and Paul Cougene and Johnny
Tiger exchanged grave, sidewise glances
as Dinuba herded them outside. There
was a sUfent message in those glances,
and Johnny found himself praying,
“Siouxsy, Siouxsy, | done all I could.
The rest is up to you.”

Holstering his gun

while Paite,

mounted, held the drop, Dinuba grabbed
Siouxsy’s trailing reins. The mare
snorted and jerked her head and
Dinuba, cursing, struck her velvety
muzzle with his fist. Pulling back,
Siouxsy bumped Paite’s mount and set
it to dancing, and Paite snarled, “Blast
it, Dinuba, save your fun for later an’
let's git goin’.”

Holding the mare tightly reined with
his left hand on the saddlehorn, Dinuba
prepared to mount. Grabbing the stir-
rup, he thrust his left foot into it and
started to swing up, and his world sud-
denly became a blurred, madly revolv-
ing sphere.

To say that Siouxsy uncorked would
be gross understatement. She unwound
like an uncased clock spring, went up
squealing and kicking and came down
facing in the opposite direction. Cata-
pulted upward and backward, Dinuba
landed on his shoulders yards away and
Siouxsy, pitching sideways, knocked
Paite’s horse to its haunches.

Yelling angrily, fighting to stick his
saddle, there was a moment when
Paite’s gun didn’'t cover the three cap-
tives. In that instant, Paul Cougene’s
right hand fell and rose and all his
weight went into the throw that drove
his knife into Paite’s heart!

Carcajou Paite’s angry yelling ended
in a horrible, mewing gurgle. As Paite
plunged out of the saddle, his six-gun
flew out of his hand and skidded on the
ground in front of Johnny, and the sight
of the weapon snapped Johnny into ac-
tion.

Running forward he scooped up the
six-gun just as Dinuba, rolling over
and getting up on one knee, dragged out
his Colt and cut loose at him.

Wincing instinctively as a slug-
whipped past his right ear, Johnny
thumbed back the hammer of Paite’s
gun, then let it fall. With the sound of
the shot came Dinuba’s scream as the
impact of the bullet that broke his col-
lar-bone jerked him half-way around
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and flattened him. Less in pain than
mortal fear, Dinuba continued to beller
and bawl while Johnny Tiger and Paul
Cougene carried him into the store and
layed him out on a counter.

I/ARL DINUBA, for all his cowardly

squawking, wasn't going to die from
Johnny’s slug, though. Sam Mack, the
Deer Salt sheriff who rode in with his
posse a little later, expressed it best.
Turning away from Dinuba in disgust,
the sheriff said, “He’ll keep till 1 spring
the trap from under him for killing the
express messenger.”

Getting out his makings, the lawman
built a smoke, and said, “Cougene, I'll
want to borrow your wagon to haul
Dinuba into town. You can get it when
you and Tiger come in to see about the
rewards on Dinuba and Carcajou Paite
—which carcass I'll also haul away.”

“That mare, Siouxsy, to her the re-
ward is due,” Paul Cougene declared.
“She, he is save our lives and make pos-
sible what happen.”

“Yeah.” Sam Mack nodded. “Accord-
ing to what you told me, Siouxsy’s due a
lot of apples and sugar. 1'd sure like to
know how you trained her to blow up
under any rider but yourself.”

“Well, it’s been a sort of secret, sher-
iff,” Johnny said. “That's why | never
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let nobody see me get on or off Siouxsy

if | could help it. Y’see, that secret was
a kind of insurance ag’'in her bein’
stole.”

“Secret? Insurance?” The sheriff
shook his head.

“Uh-huh. Siouxsy, y’'see, was broke

by Indians in the Dakotas. A horse-
thief, startin’ to get away with her,
would naturally try to mount her from
the usual, left-hand side. An’ Siouxsy,
bein’ Indian broke, has got to be
climbed—"

“—from the right side!” Sam Mack
blurted.

“Yeah, the right side’s right an’
Dinuba was wrong,” Johnny agreed,
and ignored Karl Dinuba’s cursing as
posse members picked him up and car-
ried him out to the wagon.

“And now, by gar,” Paul Cougene an-
nounced when the sheriff had pulled out,
“h’l'm bring inside the store them
Siouxsy and show him the sugar barrel.
Then we call in the fiddler and our
friends along the river. We make the
big w'edding dance and we eat and drink
and have fine time. Eh, Johnny? I'm
not wrong?”

“That’'s right, you're not wrong,”
Johnny Tiger said as he reached for
little Jeanne Cougene and drew her into
his arms.
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Boo Boo let out a
squawk, and there
was a great splash

After what's happened. Sheriff

Boo Boo Bounce of Coyote

County Is now a firm believer

in the strange and mysterious

powers of pure happenstancel

AND NO MISTAKE

feet on a wastebasket, while Boo Boo
Bounce is setting with his feet on the
desk, which is how it is when | am but
the deputy and he is the sheriff of Coy-
ote County, for if | was the sheriff, |
would have my feet on the desk, and no
mistake.
I am thinking of this and wishing |
had a desk also to put my feet on, when
| accidentally say out loud, “ 'Tis fate.”

I AM setting in the jail office with my
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By BEN FRANK

Boo Boo kind of wakes up and turns
his fat, red face in my direction.

“Hopewell,” he says, “what has fate
got to do with what?”

“Fate,” | say, “has got everything to
do with everything!”

“1 do not believe in no such silly hog-
wash!” he says. “l am a man of action
and do not set around, waiting for fate
to lend a hand.”

He doubles his fist and makes as if to
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pound the desk, but in order to do this
he will have to set up and lean forward.
Now, Boo Boo Bounce is no hand to
move unless he has to, so he unrolls the
fist and twitches his right ear.

“Hopewell,” he goes on, “election day
is just around the corner, so to speak.”

“That,” | say, “is fate, and no mis-
take!”

“Deputy,” he says coldly, “let us have
no more loose talk about fate. Let us
consider the practical. Let us get our
heads together and figure out how we
might do something what would make
us heroes in Coyote County. If we was
heroes, Mr. Bundy could not pan us in
his paper just before election time.”

“The Polecat News,” | say with just
indignation, “had ought to be set on fire
along with Mr. Bundy. Always he is
printing something in his paper that
does us no good whatsoever. Sometimes
I think I will pay up my subscription
and quit taking his paper.”

“Me, too,” Boo Boo says sadly, “only
I am six years behind and do not want
to pay— Hopewell, ain't that a knock
on our door?”

I lower my feet from the basket and
go to the door. There stands Pop Pully,
who is seventy and has more whiskers
than a bass has scales. He is a hunter
and a trapper and twice as deaf as a
dead mule. He shuffles into the office,
and | close the door before I think.

Boo Boo looks at Pop and then looks
at me and wrinkles up his fat nose.

“Hopewell,” he says, “open the win-
dow. Pop has caught hisself another
skunk.” Then as | head for the window,
he adds nasty like, “Maybe it is fate
what has made Pop catch a skunk an’
then walk into our office?”

IOW, | am not one to belittle fate, for
s too'many times has it stepped into
my life for better or worse.

“Boo, Boo,” | say, opening the win-
dow, “scoff if you wish, but there ain’t
no doubt in my mind but what fate has

got something to do with the way Pop
smells. Also—"

“What's that?” Pop says, cupping a
hand behind his ear.

Boo Boo draws in a lungful of air, for
talking to Pop is something you don’t
do halfway if you want him to hear you.

“What's on yore mind?” Boo Boo
yells at him.

“Find?” Pop says, looking for the
spittoon, for he has a sizeable chew of
fine-cut in his mouth. “I didn't find
nothin’. Somebody has stole my hound
dawg, Mint Julep.”

Pop spots the spittoon, squares
around and lets fly. He hits it dead
center, making it ring like a bell.

“Yes, sir,” he goes on. “Stole Mint
Julep this mornin’!”

“So what?” Boo Boo says.

“No,” Pop says, shaking his head, “I
don’t reckon Sol Watt did it. | seen that
Injun, Eagle Beak, sneakin’ around.
Reckon it was him.”

“Why would Eagle Beak steal that
hound?” Boo Boo asks.

“You're the sheriff, ain’'t yuh?” Pop
says. “It's up to you to get my dawg
back. Best hound in seven states. Fat-
ter'n a butter ball, too,”

“Eagle Beak ain't no thief exactly,”
Boo Boo sighs.

Pop wipes a hand across his eyes.
“Yep,” he says, “my grief is deep. =Best
and fattest hound | ever owned.”

Boo Boo sighs again and twitches his
ear.

“Hopewell,” he says, “open that win-
dow' a trifle more.”

I give the window an upwmrd shove
and at the same time, look out into the
street.

“Fate,” | say, “has funny ways of
doin’—"”

What | see going on in the street
leaves me speechless. A tall skinny
hombre with a saddle bag under one
arm and a six-gun in the other hand is
coming out of the Polecat bank lickety
split. He heads for a hoss, flings the



FATE, AND NO MISTAKE

bag over the saddlehorn and leaps into
the leather. At that moment, old man
Lilly sticks his head out the bank door
and begins to bellow like a bull with a
knot in his tail.

“Boo Bo00,” | chokes, “somebody has
just robbed the bank!”

Boo Boo turns pale and begins to feel
around in the drawer where he keeps
his six-gun hid, him being kind of gun
shy.

“Hopewell,” he pants, “get yore shot-
gun quick!”

“'Tis fate!” | say, and grab up the
shotgun where it has stood in the corner
ever since Soup Shannon borrowed it to
go squirrel hunting. “Fate is givin’ us
a chance to be heroes!”

“1 wouldn't want yuh to shoot Eagle
Beak,” Pop Pully says. “Especially
with no shotgun. Just scare him—"

“Hopewell,” Boo Boo shouts, “I do not
believe in fate. | believe in action. Let
us be moving along after this desper-
ado!”

“Ain’t no doubt about it,” Pop says.
“Eagle Beak is a dad-blasted desper-
ado!”

Boo Boo and me head through the
door at the same time, which is a mis-
take on account of Boo Boo’s size. By
the time we get untangled and out into
the street, the owlhooter is gone and
most of the Polepatters are standing in
the street, staring at the dust he has
left behind.

“Everybody be calm,” Boo Boo says
between chattering teeth, “and let us
talk the situation over. Mr. Lilly, how
much did that desperado get?”

“Around six or seven hundred,” old
man Lilly wails.

“Tush, tush,” Boo Boo says, wiping
the sweat off his white face. “Now, let
us see. He is going west. | reckon he
might be headin’ for the mountains. On
t’other hand—"

“Boo Bo00,” a voice says with great
sarcasm, “are yuh stallin’ because
you're scared? Or are yuh just too

”
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downright lazy to get a hoss an’ follow
that bank robber?”

pOO BOO and me look at the speaker,
~ each of us feeling very unhappy. He
is old man Bundy, editor of the Polecat
News, and he is grinning out of one side
of his mouth like he always does when
he is about to get in somebody’s hair.

Boo Boo draws himself up with great
dignity.

“Me, the sheriff of Coyote County,
scared? Lazy? Mr. Bundy, | resent
yore accusations to the utmost and very
heartily, and no mistake! | am a man
of action an'—"

“1 smell a story for my paper,” Mr.
Bundy says, still grinning. “If yuh
don’t catch that jasper, it will be a good
story, too. And will you an’ yore deputy
smell in it!”

Just then Pop Pully comes hobbling
up.

“That skunk |
smell,” he says.

“Hopewell,” Boo Boo roars, “why are
yuh standin’ there, doin’ positively
nothin’? Go saddle us two hosses so
that we can be after that—"

“But don't hurry, Hopewell,” Mr.
Bundy cuts in. “Yuh would’'nt want to
catch up with that man, for he rpight
take a shot at yuh.”

“Best hound | ever had,” Pop says.
“Dratted Jnjun stole him an'—”

“Come, Hopewell,” Boo Boo says. “So
as not to waste no further time, | will
help you saddle up.”

“There ain’t no use of hurryin’,” | say
as | follow him down the street. “Fate
will decide if we are to catch that jasper
or not.”

“At a time like this, | am a man of
action,” he says, “not a believer in fate.”

Just then a puff of wind catches up a
piece of paper and flings it into my face.
| grab the paper and see that it is noth-
ing more or less than a brown paper bag
with a faint smell of prunes about it.

“Fate,” | say indignant, “cannot be

caught shore did
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overlooked, no matter what you say.
Which 1 will prove before the day is
over. For some reason, fate has given
me this paper bag. Why, | do not know,
but I will put it in my pocket an'—"”

“Hopewell,” he says, “when we get
back to town, remind me to hire myself
a new deputy. One who is bright enough
not to believe in such fool—"

“You do not have to hint but once,”
I say quickly, for the more | think of
that skinny hombre with the six-gun,
the more | do not like him. Besides I
am a married man and have got respon-
sibilities. “l resign immediately and
right now.”

“Yuh cannot quit and leave me cold
at a time like this!” Boo Boo bellows.
“Besides, what will your wife say if you
do not have a job?”

His is the voice of fate speaking, and
no mistake. A man with a wife has got
to think twice before he goes home with-
out a job. Even if the job may make
her a widow. Especially if you have a
wife like mine.

We went into the shed behind the jail
where we keep our hosses.

“1 will not mention fate no more,” 1
promise, swinging the saddle upon my
paint, “but nevertheless—"

“Shut up!” he says. “Let us save our
breath for action—and help me into the
saddle.”

We ride out into the street, and Boo
Boo waves his hand to the staring peo-
ple, and shouts, “Just keep calm, men.
Boo Boo Bounce ain’t never missed get-
tin’ his man as yet.”

This is more or less the truth, for no
bank robber had ever bothered about
stopping in at the Polecat bank before.

“Hooray for Sheriff Bounce!” | say,
waving my shotgun over my head.

“Hooray, my eye!” Mr. Bundy says
sourly, but this we ignore and ride west,
following the trail of the bank robber,
which is as easy to see as a baby’s first
tooth.

I lead the way for | am an old hand at

trailing, having spent many happy
years of hunting before | got married.
Boo Boo joggles along, bringing up the
rear and making nasty remarks about
bank robbers picking such a hot day to
do their robbing.

Suddenly | see something which
makes me pull my paint up short.

“Sheriff,” |1 say, pointing a finger in
the general direction of the ground,
“fate has stepped in again, believe it or
no. Our man’s hoss has lost a shoe.”

Boo Boo stares at the shoe, which
gleams in the sun.

“How do yuh know his hoss throwed
it?” he asks.

“That is as simple as goose grease is
slick,” I say. “You can tell by looking
at the tracks that go on from here.”

“Maybe so,” he agrees reluctantly,
“but that ain’t no sign fate has got
somethin’ to do with it. It was just a
poor job of hoss shoein'.”

“You,” | say coldly, “are about the
most stubborn critter that | have met
up with, exceptin’ my wife.”

\A/E RIDE on in deep silence, me
" " studying the tracks. “Oh, oh,” |
say, “his hoss has begun to limp here.
That has slowed him down, givin’ us a
chance to catch up with him. Also, you
will notice that our man is turning
north. No doubt, his lame hoss has
made him decide to ride into Spruce
Canyon to rest up a spell.”

Boo Boo glares at me, his three chins
quivering.

“That is some more of your fate, no
doubt,” he says. “The floor of Spruce
Canyon is nothing but rocks for some
miles. Our man will leave no more of
a trail there than a worm crawling over
a steel rail.”

“Of course, it is fate,” | say. “So |
guess we might as well turn around and
go back home.”

“Home?” Boo Boo uses some very
strong language. “We cannot go home
yet, or Mr. Bundy will give us the hoss



laugh in his news-sheet. We have got
to ride into the canyon and do the best
we can, looking for this desperado.”

“There are four million places where
he could hide,” I remind him.

“Nevertheless, we will go into the
canyon,” Boo Boo says. Then his face
brightens somewhat. “There is a de-
serted cabin near the creek where we
can spend the night in no little comfort.
In the morning, we will return home and
tell how we looked everywhere all night,
but did not find our man.”

“Yes,” | agree, “a man cannot be
blamed for doing his utmost best. Ex-
cept by a dirt tosser like Mr. Bundy.”

Boo Boo draws a quick breath, and I
am afraid for a moment he will explode.
However, he does nothing more than
call Mr. Bundy a name. Then he adds,
“Hopewell, let us not have to remind
yuh that fate is to be left out of the

conversation from now on. Also, Mr.
Bundy.”
“Yes, sir,” | say, for | see that Boo

Boo is not only mad, but also tired, hot
and uncomfortable, which makes him
somewhat dangerous.

Once we get into Spruce Canyon, we
follow the west wall, for that puts us in
the shade, which is cooler than the sun.
Boo Boo takes off his hat and polishes
his bald head with a red bandanna.

“Hopewell,” he says, “this cabin is
very, very close to the creek. The min-
ute we get there, | will kick off my boots
and put my feet in the water. There is
nothing like having your feet in cool
water on a hot day to calm yore nerves.”

“While you are doing that,” | say, “I
will shoot a rabbit or two, and we will
eat very handsome. | am glad that fate
led our man into the canyon, even if—"

Boo Boo looks at me darkly, but now
he is not so hot, so he says nothing. We
round a sharp bend and come to the
spruce timber which the canyon gets its

name from.
[Turn page]
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“We might pick up our man’s trail
here,” | say very faintly. “That is, if
fate is will—"~

“First,” he says coldly, “I will soak
my feet in the creek, fate or no fate!”

In the distance, | hear a dog bark, but
at the time | do not think nothing much
about it, for I am trying to keep my
mind off the way fate does things.

“Ah,” Boo Boo says, a smile coming
to his fat face, “smell the cool of the
forest green? Hear the birds—"

“Boo Boo,” | say, “ain’t that the cabin
you mentioned straight ahead beyond
them trees?”

“Yes, so it is,” he says.
is the cool creek.”

“There is smoke coming out of the
chimney,” | say, stopping my hoss be-
hind a thick growth of trees.

Boo Boo frowns at the smoke and
shakes his head.

“l1 do not quite like this,” he says.
“Somebody has beat us here, an’ we may
not be so welcome. On the other
hand—"

At that moment, who should come
walking out of the cabin door but the
same skinny jasper who robbed old man
Lilly’'s bank. He has a frying pan in his
hand, and he flips something out of it
which might be a bad egg, or something
he has burnt. Without so much as
glancing in our direction, he goes back
into the cabin just like he figured he was
perfectly safe.

“He stopped here to let his hoss rest,”
| croak.

| cast a glance at Boo Boo. His eyes
are as big as duck eggs, and he is trem-
bling very much.

“An’ nearby

“Hopewell,” he says hoarsely, “get
yore shotgun ready.”
I pull back both hammers. “Sheriff,

it is ready,” | say. “Lead on.”

“Now, keep yore shirt on,” he says
hoarsely, backing his hoss up even with
mine. “With a scatter gun, you can be
more shore to hit that varmint. Yuh

lead the way, deputy.”
“But,” | protest, “I have only two
shots, while yore six-gun has—"”

A ND then | think of something that

kind of staggers me. “Boo Boo,” |

say faintly, “I let Soup Shannon use this

gun to hunt squirrels. Soup is no hand

to leave any shells in any gun he bor-
rows.”

| break the gun and take a look. Itis
as empty as a saddlebum’s pocketbook.

“Also,” 1 go on unhappy like, “you
hurried me so | forgot to put any shells
in my pocket. Boo Boo, it looks like it
is up to you and yore .44.”

“Deputy,” he says, “far be it from me
to steal the honor and glory from you.
Here, take my six an’ go an’ get our
desperado.”

He unleathers his .44 careful like, for
he is always afraid it will go off, and
holds it toward me.

“Sheriff,” | say, “come to think of it,
I don’t remember you loading up. Since
you never leave a loaded gun around—"

“Hopewell,” he says hoarsely, “not
only did I not load my gun, but I didn't
bring any shells along also.”

“Fate—" | begin, but he cuts me short
with, “Hopewell, should Mr. Bundy
learn about this, we will not get as many
as four votes at election time. In short,
we are sunk no little. Also, let us not
consider fate as having a hand in this.
Let us chalk it up to yore dumbness for
letting Soup borrow—"

“It is not altogether my fault,” | re-
turn hotly. “Soup did not borrow your
447

“Let us not fuss about small details,”
he says. “Personally I do not hanker to
be so close to a desperado when | am
without ammunition.”

I crane my neck to look at the cabin
and feel goose pimples breaking out
here and yon on me. When | look at
Boo Boo again, | see he is riding away
through the trees. | follow, and after
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a time we come to the edge of the tim-
ber. Here we see a man setting in the
shade, staring up into a lightning-split
spruce, and we hear a loud buzzing. The
man is old Eagle Beak and he is eyeing
a swarm of bees which has come out of
the split tree.

When we ride on toward him, we see
a fat yellow hound setting close beside
the Injun. Then we notice a string run-
ning from the hound’s collar to Eagle
Beak’s fingers.

“Why, the old cuss!” Boo Boo says.
“Shore as shootin’, he did steal Pop
Pully’s hound. If that ain’t Mint Julep,
r—"

Mint Julep lifts his head and growls
at us. Eagle Beak looks up. Worry fills
his wrinkled face, and quickly he drops
the string.

“How,”
friendly.

“So yuh're a dog snatcher!” Boo Boo
snarls.

Eagle Beak shakes his head violently.

“No stealum dog,” he says. “Dog
followum.”

“Yeah?” Boo Boo says, resting a hand
on his empty .44.

“Eagle Beak tellum sheriff truth,” the
Injun says. “Eagle Beak watchum
bees. Never seeum hound till this
minute.”

“Ain't you afraid of them bees?” |
ask.

“Bees Eagle Beak's friends,” he
answers. “Bees never stingum Injun.
No stealum hound dog!”

“Looks like I'll have to take yuh to
jail,” Boo Boo says. “Next to hoss
stealin’, dog stealin’ is one of the
worst—"

“Fate,” | say excitedly, “has stepped
in again!”

“Hopewell,” Boo Boo roars, “you are
fired!”

“Eagle Beak,” | say, ignoring Boo
Boo and pulling the brown paper prune
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bag out of my pocket, “lI want to play
a small joke on a friend of mine who is
staying in that old cabin down by the
creek. 1 want you to fill this paper
bag with bees, take it to that cabin
and throw it in through the door.”

Eagle Beak shakes his head. “Too
big a joke,” he says. “Yore friend
likely shootum Injun dead.”

Boo Boo’s eyes widened, and slowly
it begins to sink in.

“Hopewell,” he says, “besides being a
smart man, yuh're hired back as my
deputy.” Then he glares at Eagle Beak.
“How’d yuh like to spend twenty years
in jail for stealin’ Pop Pully’s dog?
Now, if you was to do like Hopewell
asks, we might let yuh go free.”

“Also,” | add, “we might let you
keep Pop’s hound. A mighty fat hound,
too. Would make you a lot of good
stew.”

NAGLE BEAK studies the swarm of
k bees, which has settled on a bush
near the tree. Then he looks Mint Julep
over and feels his fat ribs.

“Ugg!” he says.

“My friend won’t suspect a thing,
seein’ a Injun walk up to the cabin
with a paper sack in his hand,” | say.
“After you throw the sack into the
cabin, he’'ll be so busy with them bees,
he won’t have no time to shoot you.”

“Exactly!” Boo Boo says. “Twenty
years in jail is a long time. Besides
that yellow hound is mighty fat.”

“Ugg!” Eagle Beak says again.

He gets to his feet, takes the paper
bag and walks over to the swarm of
bees. Boo Boo and me get all set to
vamoose just in case them bees do not
relish being put in a sack. But Eagle
Beak knows how to handle them hot-
seated rascals, and in no time whatso-
ever he has a nice sackful of them cor-
raled. Then he takes a strip of bark
and ties it around the mouth of the
sack.
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He climbs on a bony old hoss, whis-
tles to Mint Julep and heads through
the spruce timber.

Boo Boo and | start to follow, when
Boo Boo jerks his hoss to a stop, and
says, “Oh, ohl”

“Oh, oh, what?” | ask.

“Ain't no doubt about them bees
runnin’ that owlhooter out into the
open,” he says, “but still we ain’t got no
ammunition to capture him with.”

“The only ammunition we need is my
lariat,” I tell him. “Here is how things
will work out. When that paper bag
hits the floor and comes open and them
bees start in on our man, he’'ll head for
the creek. He'll jump into the water
head first and get his ammunition wet.
He can’'t climb out on the other side
because the creek’s right up against the
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gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult because
of the struggle to breathe, don't fail to send at once
to the Frontier Asthma Company for a FREE trial
of the FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDICINE, a prep-
aration for temporary symptomatic relief of parox-
ysms of Bronchial Asthma. No matter where you
live or whether you have faith in any medicine un-
der the sun, send today for this free trial. It will cost
you nothing. Caution! Use only as directed. Address

FRONTIER ASTHMA CO.
668-A FRONTIER BLDG.

462 NIAGARA STREET BUFFALO 1, N. Y.
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Plugs into Light
Socket—AC or DC

It's now! It's handy! It's efflclenl'
the Mid e} Elleclrlc Arc Weld
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metal jobs. Dces compar
able weldisg work with a 1/10 Inch
welding rod on thin metal as that of
larger "and higher pI'ICEd welders. Oper*
i ates on 15 ampere fuse, 110 volt 60
1 cycle A.C. or D.C. current, by use
of our special standard- coated lllp
inch welding rods. Generous supply ( W
. of rods supplied with machine.
Recoinmended for all light weldin”,
like aulomoblle fenders, etc. Take'
the Midget Arc anywhere to the
lob Sturdily built and fully guar-
anteed. Comes complete—rear y o
use. Nothnigr else to y.
vious welding experience needed to*
strike an arc. In a short time, any-*
one mechanically Inclined can leamto weldwith this machine
You'll find hundreds of money-saving, time-saving uses for
the Midget Arc around your home, garage, or worKsnop
Also in garages, factories, repair shops tin shops, mechan-
ics, farmers, inventors, etc. Order a Midget Electrlc Arc
Welder now) SEND NO MONEY. We’ yo
complete with rode and helmet (equipped Wllh APPROVED * eldlng
glass). Pay postman only $3-95 plus postage charges. M not satis
Bed, return Midget Arc In 5 days from recelpt and we 11 refund your
RUSH_YOUR ORDER
ER CO.,Strader Ave., Depl D 233,Cincihnati 26,0hio

HORSE MASTERY!

A HNE HOBBY — A GREAT VOCATION1
"The EXPERT HORSEMAN?”

FREE BOOK -T J. he- Tee
EREAK COLTS, GAIT SHOW

money_ immediatel
MIEXQET ARC WEL

htm *_IL%NN
RACE HORSES. BREAK BAD HABXTST
THORSE TRAIN CIROUS TRGK HORSES. RITE TOCa Tl
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Asthma

Don't let coughing, sneezing, choking, recurring attacks of Bronchial
Asthma ruin sleep and energy another day without trying Mendaco.
This great Internal medicine is tasteless and taken exactly as directed
works thru the blood, thus reaching the bronchial tubes and lungs.
Usually starts helping nature immediately to remove thick, sticky
mucus, thus alleviating coughing and promoting freer breathing amt
more refreshing sleep. Get Mendaco from your druggist today. Money
back guaranteed unless completely satisfied.

What To Do For Pains of

ARTHRITIS
Try This Free

If you have never used “Rosse Tabs” for pains or ar-
thritis, neuritis, rheumatism, we want you to try them
at our risk. We will send you a full-size package from
which you are to use 24 Tabs FREE. If not aston-
ished at the palliative relief which you enjoy from your
sufferings, return the package and you owe us nothing.
We mean itt SEND NO MONEY, Just send name and
address and we will rush your Tabs by return mail.
ROSSE PRODUCTS CO., Dept. 132, 2708 Farwell
Ave,, Chicago 45, Illinois.
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canyon wall. So we will be waiting for
him when he climbs out on our side.
I will set my lariat over his shoulders,
and you will bat him over the head
with the shotgun. It is duck soup no
little.”

“Hopewell,” Boo Boo says admiringly,
“without yuh | would be as helpless as
a ant in a ripe watermelon. Without
doubt, yuh are smart enough to be pres-
ident of the United States with Texas
throwed in to boot. Let us follow
Eagle Beak and be on hand for the kill.”

So we follow Eagle Beak and Mint
Julep at a safe distance. It is getting
along toward sundown when we come
in sight of the clearing. Eagle Beak
slides from his hoss, paper bag in one
hand, and stands there looking like he
is about to change his mind.

“Yuh might get thirty years instead
of twenty!” Boo Boo hisses.

“Ugg!” Eagle Beak says, and heads
through the clearing on foot toward the
cabin, leading Mint Julep by the string.

Boo Boo and me, keeping out of sight,
go down to the creek and hide behind
some bushes. | have my lariat coiled
and ready. We peek out from behind
the bushes and watch Eagle Beak with
our fingers crossed. You can never tell
about bank robbers. Even an old Injun
might not be safe with one.

No doubt but fate is with us, for
nothing happens to Eagle Beak as he
walks across the clearing. He pads
right up to the door, takes hold of the
latch and lifts it careful-like. The door
is evidently locked, for he doesn’'t get
it open. But he is not one to give up
easy. He eases around to a window,
which is open, lets out a war-whoop,
throws the paper bag through the win-
dow, turns and runs for the timber.
This is too much for the string fastened
to Mint Julep, for it breaks, and Pop’s
yellow hound sets down to scratch a flea.

Right away, things begin to happen
inside the cabin. Such language that



comes through that open window you
never before hear, and then some. This
owlhooter don't bother about unlocking
the door, or opening it. He comes
through the door while it is still shut,
tearing it loose from the hinges. With
him are a few thousand bees.

As he runs, he yells and swears some-
thing fierce, and he heads for the creek
just like | predict. He is so busy fight-
ing bees he does not see Boo Boo and me
and my lariat. He piles into the creek
feet first and goes under like a chunk of
lead with a great splash. The bees are
somewhat confused, and circle about for
a short while, before flying back toward
the cabin, looking for another victim.

R man comes up, emitting water
ke a squeezed sponge. He starts

imming toward the bank when sud-

denly he sees us. His eyes kind of pop,
and he reaches under water for his gun.
But he realizes that a water soaked gun
is hardly worth pulling from the leather,
so he starts to swim down stream.

Boo Boo yanks out his empty .44 and
points it at our man, while I swing my
lariat and make ready to drop it over
the desperado’s shoulders.

“Come this way,” Boo Boo yells,
I will shoot to Kkill!”

The owlhooter hesitates only a mo-
ment ; then he comes our way. He is on
the short end of things and knows it.
| see Boo Boo trembling, but do not
worry, for | figure that with my lariat
around this hombre’s shoulders and
arms, he will not be able to put up much
of a fight.

Just as he gets his feet on the creek
bottom and stands up, and | start to
make one last swing with the lariat, we
hear a frightful yelping that would
make a dead man set up and listen. |
glance back over my shoulder, and what
I see kind of petrifies me. There comes

[Turn page]
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Separate Chassis like the Powerful Series 16 AM-FM
Above, or Beautiful Radio-Phono Consoles Available

truly magnificent instrument that offers’
I new, improved No-Drift FM, 5 Wave Bands,
I Automatic Intermix Record Changer that
i handles both 10" and 12" records, 14*i"
1Panasonic Speaker, and exclusive Midwest
Tri-Magnadyne Coil System and Color*
Ray Tone Selection. Luxurious Cab*
incts. Other Console and Table Models

with Scries 16, 12, and & Chassis,

BUY DIRECT FRQM FACTORY AND SAVE

fill IN COUPON AND MAH TODAY OR JUST
- .SSNpjZ2VK £!1£/& AMg;ADDRESg.0OyJju

MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION
J Dept. 18-K, 909 Broadway, Cincinnati 2, Ohio
II Please send me your new FREE 1948 Catalog.

STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SVI.'CKSS
and LARGER EARNINGS. years expert in-
struction— over I1)S.(Idl) students enrolled. LL.B.
Degree awarded. All texts furnished. Easy pay-
ments. G. 1. Approved. Send for FREE BOOK.
AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
Dept. 82-T, 646 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago I, Il

STOMACH
ULCERS

W hy suffer needlessly? You
can get fast relief, know the
joys of good health again
quickly . . . with inexpen-
sive, pleasant tasting Medi-
cine Rock Mineral Water.
This is nature's own reme-
dy, discovered in the moun-
tains of Southern Oregon.

Get relief with

What it has done for

others it can do for you! MEDI C INE
$3.00 bottle. (Money back

guarantee . . . Folder on R O C K
request.) Medicine Rock

Mineral Water Company, M I N E R A L
Dept. N, Shady Cove, Ore. WATE R
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SEND NO MONEY. Just mall tha coupon
for a complete set of 4 Big, Thick Auto
Books. 20th Edition. 2800 Pages1 Whether
you are a mechanic or helper, expert or
apprentice, auto owner or driver, taka
immediate advanta%e of this FREE!
EXAMINATION OFFER.
MAKE GOOD MONEY NOW

{ HOLD A PERMANENT JOS
America wants its autumoblles kept In food
repair. Men with "know how™* are in de-
mand. at bl% f)ay These book* will help
you get and d "an important Job. or give
you a chance to go into business for your-
aelf now or- later. Any man who half tries
to improve himself oan learn auto servicing
and repairing by this quick reference
method.  Use the "JIFFY INDEX to find
easily understood answer to any auto prob-
lem. These wonder books prepared by eleven
of America's great automobile engineers.
Many hundreds of valuable Illustrations.
Bend the coupon TODAY.

A year's consulting privileges with*l

our onglneors now given with I

ul  modernistic, wash-

these . booﬁ ¥i i.o t ext charﬁi %
able cloth binding. &HS g

AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY. Dept A-S49

Orexel Ave. at S8th St., Chicago 37, Ill. .
J would like to examine your 4-Volume Set of Auto Books. | will
bul if 1 choose may return them
express collect. "It after 10 cays use | prefer to keep the I will
send you and pav_the balance at the rate of only $3 a month until
$24.80 has teen paid. Include consulting service as offered above.

Name
Address

CAN YOU FIX; IT?

Thu* wonder book! tall

adjustments. liow to
eep a car at maximum
efficiency, Including lat-
est_improvements in car
design and operation.
Cngine troubles and how
to " correct them well
covered.
4 BIG, THICK VOLUMES
3800 Pages, 8000 illus-
tratlons wirin dia:
etc-, |nc|ud|ng
jScer engines.  Beaut |h

pay the delivery charges onl

City State

Pleaae attach letter staling age, occupation, employer’s name and
address, and name and address of at least one business man aa
reference. Men In service, also please give home address

\NOW'! make your
FALSE

TEETHUA?
Fit Tightf™ yn
\9m

11f your plates are loose and slip or hurt; rellne
| them better than new, with this pliable, non-
. porous strip. Just lay on plate, biteand it molds
perfectly, hardens for lasting fit and comfort,
Ends forever the mees, bother and expense of
temporary applications that last only a few
hours or few mohths.Will not Injure plates, and
guaranteed to give satisfaction oryourmoney
back. Write for Plasti-Liner today. Pay post-
man $1.26 for one reliner, $2.25 for both upper
! and lower—orsend money, save C.0O.D.charges.

PLASTI-IINER CO.,Dept.47-ABuffalo 2, N.V. £
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Be our Dealer In your locality for
str Un made work “and
SPORT GARMENTS No experience nec-
. MI||I0nS of workers
supply everylhlng
needed. Write Immedlatey for
Qutfit.
ROBT. STRONG GARMENT CO., 319-337
W. Van Buren St, Dept K-10 Chlcago, 1.

AMAZING KUSHIONTRED
« SHOES/ Soft as a Gowe

EARN DIG COMMISSIONS AND

CASH BONUS EVERY MONTH
Make money showing fast sellin men's,
women’s, children's shoes. Magic KUSHTON-
TRED clinches easy sales; Sensallonal ITE-BUILDER
xhoea make men taller; scores of olher popular styles

Advance commissions to $3.00 per pair,

bonus. Experience unnecessar¥ Samples furnlshed
without co#t. Writ® TODAY for full Inforpiatlon.

TANNINS SHOI 60., ASS POSTON $0, MASS FREE OUTHIT
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Pop Pully’s Mint Julep running like a
streak with about a million bees
swarming around him.

Boo Boo’s mouth flies open, but other-
wise he fails to move. Mint Julep fig-
ures the shortest distance between him-
self and the creek is a straight line,
which happens to go right between Boo
Boo’s fat legs. About half them bees
forget about Mint Julep and start to
work on Boo Boo. The other half take
one look at my swinging lariat and de-
cide they don't like me because | am
still swinging it.

| hear Boo Boo let out a squawk, and
then there is a great splash. At that
moment, a bee drills me on the end of
my nose, and a few hundred others
make ready to follow his example. 1| let
go of the rope and join Mint Julep and
Boo Boo in the creek.

There is nothing like cold water to
discourage bees. | stay under until I
feel that my lungs are on fire, and a
little longer. Then when | come up for
air, | stick out only my nose, and imme-
diately dive again as soon as | get a
breath. After doing this a number of
times, | feel it is safe to come up and
look the situation over, which | do.

I see Mint Julep scrambling up the
bank, shaking the water off himself. |
turn slightly, and there is Boo Boo stick-
ing his head up. He looks somewhat
unfamiliar because of the bee stings on
his face. | continue to look about. The
bees are gone, | see, and so is our bank
robber.

Boo Boo and | climb out on the bank
and flop down to rest.

“Yore idea,” he says coldly, “of how
to catch a bank robber was a dilly, and
no mistake. Consider yourself no longer
the deputy of Coyote County.”

“The idea was good,” | said stoutly.
“If fate hadn't of stepped in, all would
have gone well. But there’'s never no
telling about fate.”



“Hogwash!” he snorts. “Let us not
consider such a thing as fate. Let us
say instead that yuh are the dumbest
deputy—"

“How can you say that?” | ask indig-
nant, “when it is plain that fate has
been following us all day. Eagle Beak
stealing Mint Julep. That paper bag
blowing into my face. The desperado’s
hoss losing a shoe and going lame so he
has to stop at the cabin. Them bees
swarming. Then taking after Mint
Julep. You cannot beat a setup like
that for—"

“Hopewell,” he says, “l will absolute-
ly bust you over the head with my .44
if you do not shut up about—"

THERE is a sound of something com-

m ing through the brush, and we set up
and feel the cold sweat break out on our
faces, for you never know w'hat fate
might shove at you on a day like this.
The bushes part, and out steps Eagle
Beak, and he is dragging something.

Boo Boo and | get to our feet and see
that what Eagle Beak is dragging to-
ward us is no more or less than the tall
skinny owlhooter, who offers no resist-
ance whatsoever.

“Injun findum deputy’s friend washed
up on bank,” Eagle Beak says. “Him
little-bit watersoaked, but not dead.”

Eagle Beak lets go of the skinny jas-
per, and he rolls over and blinks up
at us. He is very meek, and no mistake,
besides being entirely exhausted.

Boo Boo’s chins quiver, and for some
time he is at a loss for words. All the
while, 1 am gloating, for there can be
no doubt but what fate has decided that
we should capture the bank robber, thus
making us the heroes of Coyote County.
Being the heroes of Coyote County, the
next election is in the bag without doubt.
I consider mentioning these things to
Boo Boo, but I am no hand to say, “I

[Turn page]
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NOW yon can secure Qsafe, sound
LIFE INSURANCE POLICY
eecured by legal reserves by paying
only 25c for first month’s protection
and after that only $1.00 per month,
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RHEUMATISM

ARTHRITtS-N EURITiS-SCIATICA
,If you suffer the agonizing pains
lof these diseases when the usual
remedies have failed, learn about
a new trustworthy, modern, nsm-
surgical treatment method. This marvelous
treatment Is completely explained In the Ball
Clinic’'s FREE Book. Write today. No obligation.

BALL CLINIC Dept. 504 Excelsior Springs, Mo.

MOUNT BIRDS
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Be o Taxidermist. Profit and FUN.
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Learn this
Profitable

Profession

IN 90 DAYS

AT HOME
MONEY-MAKING CAREER OPEN
to MEN and WOMEN, 18 to SO

Hundreds of men and women between 18 and 50 make $10 to
S20 in a single day giving Scientific Swedish Massage and
Hydro-Therapy treatments. 2Siere is big demand from doc-
tors, hospitals, aanatorlmns and clubs. Graduates earn largo
full time incomes from these or in«private practice in their own
offices. Others make good money from home treatments given
In spare time. Learn this interesting, money-making profession
In your own home, through our home study
course. Same instructors as INn our nationally
known resident school. You oan win independ-
ence and prepare for future security by qualify-
ing for our Diploma. Course can_ be completed
in 3 to 4 months. Many earn while they learn.
Begin your training at once.

Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE

Enroll now and wo will Include, at no eitra cost,
many needed supplies. Fit yourself to help meet
growing demand for Scientific Swedish Massage,
Send the coupon at once for complete details.
Anatomy Charts and 32-page lllustrated Booklet.
FREE, postpaid.

THE COLLEGE OF SWEDISH MASSAGE
Dopt. 71)3P, 100 East Ohio St., Chicago II, Illinois

Please send me FREE and postpaid. Anatomy Charts,
Booklet and complete details on Home Training,
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TRY THIS FREE

If you get up many times at night clue to Irrita-
tion of Bladder or Urinary Tract, and have
never used PALMO TABLETS we want you to
try them'at our risk. We will send you a full-
size package from which you are to use 20
tablets FREE. If not delighted at the palliative
relief received, return the package and you owe
us nothing. We mean it. Send No Money. No
C.0.D. to pay. Write today and we will send
your PALMO TABLETS by return mail post-
paid. Address — H. D. POWERS CO., Dept.
1129-M, Box 135, Battle Creek, Mich.
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handy tools, Indian novelties, etc., etc., etc. Jammed and packed
with “sensational funmokerB and useful articles. Big catalog—over 1
Inch thick, 6 color cover. (OeLuxe Hard Bound Library Edition tSe).
£>em! St to help cf>v»r postage with your.name, and address-to*

JOHNSON SMITH A CO., Dept. A-TS, Detroit 1, Mich.
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told you so!” so | say nothing.

Then Eagle Beak clears his throat
and says, “Ugg!”

“What're yuh ‘ugging’ about?” | ask.

“No can find yellow dog,” he says.

Boo Boo comes to life then and pulls
a silver dollar from his pocket.

“Here,” he says, “is a dollar for savin’
Hopewell’s friend’s life. Take it an’ buy
yoreself a flock of dogs.”

Eagle Beak tests the dollar with his
teeth, and a pleased look comes to his
wrinkled face. He gets to his feet and
stalks off through the timber to where
he’s left his hoss.

It is the next day, and | am setting
in the jail office with my feet on a waste
basket, while Boo Boo Bounce is setting
with his feet on the desk. Both of us
are reading in the Polecat News about
what good lawmen we are, us catching
the bank robber and getting back all
the money, when there comes a knock
at our door.

“Hopewell,” Boo Boo says, “see who
it is knocking.”

I go to the door, and there is Pop
Fully, smelling no better than he did
the day before.

“Leave the door open,” Boo Boo says,
which’ | do.

Pop comes in, and you can see he,is
very happy under all his whiskers about
something.

“What's on yore mind?”
says.

“Find?” Pop says. “Why I found my
yellow hound. Didn’t exactly find him,

Boo Boo

SEE the World in Pictures in
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America's Favorite Picture Magazine!

NOW ON SALE— 15¢ AT ALL STANDS1



neither. He come home last night.
Looked like he got mixed up with some
bees. | reckon Eagle Beak didn't steal
him after all. Reckon Mint Julep just
went visitin’ someplace for a day.”

“l told yuh Eagle Beak warn't no
thief,” Boo Boo yells.

“Yep, my grief's over,” Pop says.
“Heared somebody robbed the bank yes-
terday. Why ain’'t you boys out lookin’
for the robber instead of settin’ here.
Reckon Coyote County needs a new
sheriff an’ deputy.”

With that, he turns and walks out
on us.

Boo Boo looks at me, and | look at
him.

“Pop Pully never votes nohow,” | say.

But Boo Boo does not seem to hear
this, for | see that his mind is utterly
occupied with other matters.

“Hopewell,” he says in a awed voice,
“ 'tig fate, and no mistake. Us catching
the bank robber an’ Pop gettin’ his
hound back. Which reminds me, yuh
owe me a dollar for the one I give Eagle
Beak for savin’ the life of your friend,
the bank robber.”

“Hold on,” 1
no friend of—"

“'Tis fate,” he says again, holding
out a fat hand. “Fork over the dollar,
or I will take.it out of yore next month’s
salary, and then your wife will snort
when she sees your check is short!”

I give him a dollar, for there is no
way you can dodge fate, no matter how
hard you try, and no mistake about it.

say. “That jasper is
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PERFECT DAZE, AND
NO MISTAKE

Another Boo Boo Bounce Story
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(Continued from page 8)

you can look up at cliffs that rise for
three thousand feet, and then suddenly
the gorge widens and you look down a
long valley that is six or seven miles
wide and fifty miles long!”

This was the empire that Morton
Harper coveted. It was held by one
man—Hardy Bishop—who had settled
it, fought Indians and outlaws, built a
dam and a home, dug irrigation ditches,
planted trees, made his valley a little
bit of Paradise.

It was free range, said Morton Har-
per. Hardy held it but he didn’'t own it.
It was any man'’s for the taking!

From such seeds spring bloody con-
flicts; and this was a seed ready to
burst. Hate and greed, loyalty and
love—all the tangled bundle of emotions
that is man, opened with the first shot
fired in Bishop's valley. All the passion-
ate turbulence of the frontier is packed
into SHOWDOWN TRAIL — a book-
length novel you cannot afford to miss.

Boots And Saddle

A long novelet in the same issue is
RIFLES FOR THE APACHES, a stir-
ring tale of army life on the plains by
Major Malcolm Wheeler-Nicholson. The
Major is well known to Western readers
for his authentic portraits of the blue-
clad cavalry which battled the Indian
tribes across a dozen states. An old
army man himself, author Wheeler-
Nicholson knows intimately the kind of
men who made up that tough and reck-
less crew of fighters.

The Army of the West was a step-
child of Congress. Short of men, short
of supplies, even short of rifles, a thin
and hopeless shadow of a real army, it
was expected to police a vast area big-
ger than Europe and it was villified and
condemned in all the papers as soon as
something went wrong.

To pin down the Apaches alone would
have taken more than Sheridan ever had
at one time. And it was only the knowl-
edge of the hopeless task, the very bit-
ter, reckless don’t-care-what-happens
feeling of officers and men that made
them perform the miracles of soldiery

they did.
At least it was so with Lieutenant
Rowan. He knew all about grafting
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Indian agents, crooked politicians in
Washington, white renegades supplying
the Indians with arms to use against
their own Kkind, professional sympa-
thizers with the Indian, Congressmen
cutting appropriations and all the rest
of the miserable, tangled mess.

But he had also seen Apache work.
He had ridden, with two civilian scouts,
up to the stage station run by Dan
Eubanks, to find raw, red horror. The
cabin was a smouldering mass of ashes.
Eubanks scalped and mutilated, lay near
the cabin door where he had been Killed
as he ran out with a rifle in his hands.
Nearby lay the body of Mrs. Eubanks.
At the back of the house was the hired
girl, covered with the projecting, feath-
ered ends of arrows. Near her were the
three Eubanks children, a boy of three
and two girls of five and six, crumpled
like rag dolls. This was Apache work.

And this was the kind of thing that
made professional soldiers like Rowan
stick to their job in spite of bad pay,
worse living conditions and the calcu-
lated abuse and heartbreak of army life.

“I'm sending you on a special detail,
Mister Rowan!” the colonel told him.
The colonel sputtered like a box of fire-
crackers, but Rowan knew all about the
heart of gold under the noisy exterior.

“Mister Rowan, that four-eyed intel-
lectual marvel, that skinny drink of
water, that Lieutenant Sladen or Slaven
or Silver, commanding C Troop—I don’t
know what the devil he is up to or what
he's trying to prove, but I want to find
out, d'you hear? There are too many
good, new Henry rifles coming through
that section and going to the Apaches,
while we have a condemned, obsolete
lot of ancient single-shot Sharp car-
bines!”

The colonel glared at Rowan as
though it were his fault.

“There’'s enough Henry rifles across
the river to set this whole Territory
ablaze. | don't want any more mas-
sacres. And here | sit with my hands
tied and only one officer with enough
sense to go out and find out what is
taking place. Draw an enlisted man's
uniform from the stores and get the
blazes out of here as fast as you can.
You've got only forty-eight hours to
stop this thing!”

So Lieutenant Rowan, temporarily
[Turn pagej
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Private Jones, reported to Top Sergeant
Schmidt of Lieutenant Sladen’s Troop.
And promptly got into a fight with that
tough character, to the horror of the in-
tellectual lieutenant, who thought it was
brutal. But you'll think it’s terrific, and
we'll bet on it RIFLES FOR THE
APACHES is a bit of exciting, authentic
West, one of its many colorful phases,
which, like patches in a crazy-quilt,
made up the assorted patterns that was
its way of life.
"Just Plain Foolin' "

Which brings us logically to another
important phase of Western life and
that deals with humor as exemplified
by another story in this same issue
of GIANT WESTERN. This is PER-
FECT DAZE AND NO MISTAKE, by
Ben Frank.

In the many grim and gory tales of
the frontier, we sometimes lose sight of
the fact that the cowboy was essen-
tially an easy-going, friendly soul, full
of gusty, if sometimes primitive humor.

Practical jokes and “just plain
foolin’” were integral parts of his
make-up. Some of these men would go
to the most elaborate lengths to set the
stage for a practical joke.

Ben Frank’s story is the universal
one of human beings baffled by the stub-
born material things of their environ-
ment—to put it bluntly, the story of a
lazy man trying to get out of doing
some work.

People being what they are, this hap-
pened as frequently in the West as any-
where else, perhaps more so, since
there was more work to be done. At any
rate, when Hopewell’'s wife wanted him
to spade the garden. Hopewell suddenly
remembered that he was a deputy
sheriff of Coyote County, with a duty to
perform to the fine citizens who put
their faith in him.

So while his wife’'s mouth was still
slightly agape and she was bringing up
the next word, Hopewell made a dash
for the door and being a reasonably fast
runner, wasalmost out of ear-shot before
she could yell to him—which she didn't,
being too much of a lady.

Slightly out of breath, Hopewell
reached the office to find Sheriff Boo
Boo Bounce sitting very snug in his
easy chair with his eyes shut and a large
smile on his fat, red face.



“Hopewell,” said Boo Boo, “quote,
‘What is so rare as a day in June,
unguote.” He opened one eye to look
at his deputy. “Hopewell,” he said,
“leave us not be rattling the morning
paper thusly, for on a perfect day like
this here is about to be, | prefer a very
quiet quiet.”

A Vacation, But—

Presently he opened both eyes. “On
second thought, deputy, in order to in-
sure myself that on this perfect day
there will be no further disturbance,
| hereby give yuh a vacation. Good-by
and do not return till tomorrow.”

This was very generous of Boo Boo,
but there were sudden complications in
the way.

“If 1 take a vacation,” Hopewell
pointed out, “I will find myself on the
end of a shovel in my wife's garden.”

“Go fishing.”

Hopewell shook his head. “Should I
go fishing and should my wife learn of
such—"

“Leave us put it another way then.
Go down to the fishing hole and see
that nobody is violating the law by
swimming in said hole. While yuh are
there, yuh might as well fish.”

And that started the whole thing.
Hopewell rode to the fishing hole, pick-
ing up a character named Chicky-Choo
Crump on the way. And there in the
fishing hole is a man, swimming. Filled
with virtuous indignation, Hopewell ar-
rested the man and brought him back
to jail, to the annoyance of Boo Boo
Bounce, who wanted only peace and
quiet.

A Tiger by the Tail
But Hopewell and Boo Boo had a
[Turn page]
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I'tiger by the tail, though little did they

know it, and the route the tiger dragged
them was rough and thorny indeed. At
one point Hopewell and Boo Boo found
themselves without a stitch of clothes
on, an indignant female in a buckboard
covering her eyes with her hands and
only the rough and scratchy brush of-
fering sanctuary for their gentlemanly
modesty.

There are laughs in PERFECT DAZE
AND NO MISTAKE and there is a side
of the West that should be written
more often—the story of ordinary folks,
the fat and thin, the wise and foolish,
the kind and the shrewish.

A True Fact Story

And still another patch on our quilt
of many colors—another true fact story
about some of the legendary figures of
the old West: THE'WARRIORS OF
THE CANADIAN, by Frederick R.
Bechdolt.

You'll find THE WARRIORS OF THE
PECOS by the same author in this issue
of GIANT WESTERN and you'll re-
member Fred Bechdolt as one of the
finest writers of Western stories ever to
put a hand to the typewriter. He is
also famed as a historian and student.

In this issue, WARRIORS OF THE
PECOS deals brilliantly with the famed
Lincoln County war which made the
reputation of Billy the Kid. But what
happened to the Kid after the end, when
MaeSwain was Killed, and nearly all his
men wiped out? There is something of
a gap in many histories dealing with
this in-between period before Pat Gar-
rett took up the long trail which was
to end at last in the Kid's death. Mr.
Bechdolt picks up the story where he
left it in WARRIORS OF THE PECOS
and carries on with WARRIORS OF
THE CANADIAN.

Familiar names appear in this chron-
icle: Jim East, Charley Siringo, Bob
Robertson, Cal Polk, Lon Chambers,
Tom Emory, Lee Hall, Frank Clifford,
Bob Williams, Louis Bozeman and the
rest. And of course there were the two
who rode with Billy the Kid: Charley
Bowdre and Tom O’Phalliard.

The Urge for Adventure

The ranchers of Tascosa, typified by
Jim East, had no bones to pick with
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Billy the Kid and his two saddlemates.
They'd heard of the Lincoln County
war, but right and wrong were so mixed
in that bloody feud that few men took
sides. Billy the Kid and his men were
welcome enough in Tascosa so long as
they behaved. And in truth, they be-
haved well enough so that a warm
friendship sprang up between the out-
laws and the ranchers. They were all
young men, they were all filled with the
wild blood of restless adventure and the
line which divided an honest man from
an outlaw was often a wavering one.

Jim East liked Billy the Kid and his
two partners. But when they found that
the three had rustled several hundred
of their best steers, the picture changed.
The ranchers swiftly organized against
the very men they had liked so well, and
a posse rode forth to find them.

This missing chapter in the saga of
the West’'s most notorious Killer, the
boy who at 21, had killed 21 men, not
counting Indians or Mexicans, is a
fascinating story, as true history so
often is. We consider these Bechdolt
pieces a solid addition to GIANT
WESTERN and would enjoy hearing
how our readers feel about them.

Write us, in fact, about the entire
magazine, after you've had a chance to
digest this first issue. We think it's
the best and biggest thing yet in West-
ern magazines, but we're not looking
for bouquets—we would appreciate hon-
est opinions, suggestions for authors or
special things you'd like to see in the
magazine. Any suggestion of merit will
receive careful attention. Just address
vour letter—or a postcard will do—to
The Editor, GIANT WESTERN, 10
East 40th Street, New York, 16, N. Y.

Thank you!
—THE RAMROD.

BUY FROM THE OLDEST ESTABLISHED
FIRM IN THE UNITED STATES SELLING
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W rite Today tor Free Catalog. Send No Money

ADVANCE SPECTACLE COMPANY
537 S. Dearborn $t., Dept. T-11 Chicago, III.
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Appear SUMMER
Look YOUNGER
Feel BETTER

O tiAiatithf!

Don't lot them talk about your “Bay
Window” — stay slenderized with this
amazing free-action, ever comfortable,
elastic woven garment1

"INTERLOCKING HANDS” PRINCIPLE
Clasp bands over abdomen, as in pictures
raise and press gently—notice bow much
better you feel I Sturdy non-stretch fabric is
BUILT IN with the ‘stretchy weave of the
Commandor for EXTRA DOUBLE SUPPORT
across the abdomen. Instantly the Comman-
der flattens your * Corporation”—BRACES
YOUR BACK—Improves your appearancel
TRY IT 10 DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE
COMMANDER has real man's completely
detachable athletic type pouch. Takes just a
moment to detach for washing or replacing
with another. Gives GENUINE male protec-
tion. Send coupon—wear the Commander
TEN DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE—if you do
not get nil tho results you expect, return it
and YOUR MONEY WILL BE REFUNDED.

MAIL COUPON NOW

Ward Green Company, Dept. T2QIF

113 W. 57th st., New York 19, N. Y+
Send mo Commandor Supporter for Free
Trial. 1 will pay postman $2.98 plus poet-
age. (Sizes 28 to 47.) If not satisfied |
may return it In 10 days and get money
back. (Sizes 48 to 60, $3.98.)

My Waist Measures..
Name ....
Address .
H $2.05 is enclosed with order, wa pay
postago charges. O Check here.

LAWV. ..

CTlinV AT HfIMF !}/trabned men win hH;her_ -
vIiU UL ni IUITIL. tioHa &nd bigger success IT busineaa
and public life. G reatcroj>portunitics now than ever before.
More Ability: More Prestige: More Money jtep by step w*i
n tram at home daring' sq?re ime. Dotrnee %f LL.E &e fnrnlah ai
,xt material, includin: -volumé 17w _Library. Low toat, eeu
term*. Get oar valuable 48-page “'Law Training for Leaderships
anti “ Evidence” books FREE, Send NQW,
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY. 417South Dearborn StrM f
A Correspondence Institution Qbpt. 11329*L Chicago 3, |H

Authentic replica of eSampionjhip rod**
wddlol }—bnreb%lmly formed erug *di<$
JtSterling Silver, fcy export tlivar craftimei*.
Nfen'i, Women*. Children *tyitfc
SEND NO MONEY! Juit cflp ad ant*
I mail with name, addrei*. ring ityla an™
*ixe. Pay postmen only $4.95 (includes tag}
plui postage, wear 5 days. If not delighted
return for full lafund,

i Qefinen“Bhom 10atia 2, Nk

elyoe/APaveArte Photo
FROM FAMOUS HOALYWOCD ALM STUDICS

Just to get acquainted we will make a beauti-
ful 5 x 7 enlargement of any picture or nega-
tive. Be sure to include color of hair, eye* and
clothing and get our bargain offer for harintf
your enlargement beautifully hand colored in
oil and mounted in your choice of handaoma
frames. I'lease enclose 10c and your original
picture or negative will be returned with tte
traa 6 x 7 enlargement poatpaid. Act now! Limit 2 to a eaatotnar.

HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS
7021 Same Msnise Blvd,, Dept. 369, Hcliyweod, Calif.



WHICH OF THESE EXOTING
BOOKS DO YOU WANT?2*.

Now you can enjoy many hours of exciting reading
pleasure at a small fraction of the original cost.

The Popular Library reprints bring you word-for-word*
page-for-page books of proved popularity in durable
reprints. Take your choice of the titles listed below.

EVERY ONE A FULL-SIZED VOLUME! >1m
EVERY ONE A FAMOUS BEST SELLER!
EVERY ONE ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED AT $2 OR MORE PER COPtt

POPULAR LIBRARY Thiyateaua

Crucible by Ben Ames Williams

Bedelia by Vera Caspary

Fatal Descent by John Rhode & Carter Dickson
I't1 Sing At Your Funeral by Hugh Pentecost
The Y ellow Violet by Frances Crane

Dividend On Death by Brett Halliday

A Variety Of W eapons by Rufus King

POPULAR LIBRARY

119
103
114
118
104

96

Firebrand by Tom Gill

The Phantom Canoe by William Byron Mowery
Ramrod by Luke Short

T he Flying U's Last Stand by B. M. Bower
Mesquite Jenkins, T umbleweed

by Clarence E. Mulford
Singing River by W. C. Tutile
T he Red Law by Jackson Gregory

POPULAR LIBRARY Special*

Duel In The Sun by Niven Busch ﬁ?%"ﬁgmus? Ne\,\CY'ONrEwDepCYTFG = i
Congo Song by Stuart Cloete %E meled Ithe 2PS(épuIar Lihrarp bO(EJIGSI
i circ enclose m com or in

The Mortal Storm by Phyllis Bottome e e el demmnamng) oy (NOTE t
Popular Book Of Cartoons We pay _postage ol rders for 4 books or more. .

If ordering Ieﬁ tmn books, please enclose 5¢  *
Crossword Puzzles per book extra for postage.)
The Sea-Hawk by Rafael Sabating 87 %5 9@ 18 18 111 115
Lummox by Fannie Hurst 91 9% 101 104 109 113 18

94 97 2 107 1o n4a 19

NAME..............

ADDRESS.........

CITY & ZONE.. - STATE.™ -
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| TALKED WITH GOD"

eeeyes | did, actally ard literally

»aresultof that little
valk with God, some
twenty years ago, there
came into my life a
Power so staggering
that at first | wondered
about it: Then, when |
realized that it was the
Power of God, I discov-
ered that the shackles
which had bound me for over forty
years went a-shimmering. There
came into my life a Power the like
of which 1 had never known. Up
to that time | was perhaps the
world’s biggest failure.

NOW .. .? Well my every dream
had come tfue. I am President of
The News-Review Publishing Co.
which publishes the largest circu-
lating daily newspaper in this area.
I live in a wonderful home which
has a beautiful pipe-organ in it. My
needs are all amply taken care of,

Dr. Frank

and | drive a wonder-
ful Cadillac.

YOU TOO CAN
TALK WITH GOD,
and when you do, if
there is lack in your
life, this same Power
which came into mine
can come into yours.
Fear, distress, and all
the other allied things pass out of
the life when this staggering Power
comes in. If you will fill in the
coupon below, I'll send you free of
all cost, information which may
make you blink your eyes. It may
sound unbelievable at first, but it's
true— believe me. So fill out and
mail the coupon ... NOW. This is
our 20th year of operations exclu-
sively by mail, so you need have no
fear. We are quite reliable, and are
interested only in your finding the
same Power Dr. Robinson found.

B. Robinson

Psychiana. ..., Dept. 32 Moscow, ldaho, U.S.A.
Please send me absolutely free-—details of how
you discovered the Power of God in your life.

NAME .

CITY

STREET AND NO..oouuiiiomeeeesmeeessnessssnessssssessssssssssesessssssssssasssssssssssssnns STATE
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TRADEMARK

FLASHLIGHT BATTERIES

Enough Energy to
Hurl This Daring Miss
Over 100 FEET!

Imagine!—the girl weighs 110
pounds! Yet the total energy
in one tiny "Eveready” flash-
light cell—properly expended
—is equal to the charge that
sends her flying up—up—ever
the gasping audience, to land
over 100 feet away.

ACKED with new dynamic

power ... dazzling in per-
formance .. . durable beyond
any flashlight cells you've ever
known, "Eveready” flashlight
batteries give you the year's
greatest energy value. That's
a 93% increase over the great
record made by pre-war
"Eveready” cells ... nearly
double the life of light. Yet
you pay no more.

The registered trade-mark “Eveready”
distinguishes products o f
NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC.
SOEast 42nd Street, New York 17.N.Y.
UnUpf Union Carbide prpnand Carbon Corporate

MEANS g glOHTFp ,

93%
more
energv

' neans "earl,
longer /,'/* 3
And .y, Qf@ ’E’%M
ar Price . . WK h

“««/ only 10ft



