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JVieet William G. Bogart, author of
several deteetive novels and many
short stories, who gives you the
low-down on writing for a living.

EOPLE—readers like you—often say to me:

“Where do you get all your ideas for

stories?” That seems to be the outstanding
question in anyone’'s mind who isn't a writer.
Friends have asked me this. Would-be scribes
who have never sold a line of copy have asked it.
Readers ask it. And some people get the idea
that professional writers merely gaze into a crystal
ball or have some magic power.

Don't you believe it! Like scores of other
people, | always wanted to write. So | joined
a writer's club. We wrote very arty pieces that,
on occasion, brought nice little personal notes
from Esquire. But no checks. One day | picked
up a writer's magazine and found the name of an
agent. He had a good name. So | laid some
money on the lino and told this agent | wanted
to be a writer. He helped me. He really did. We
made a couple of sales.

But those few scattered sales were a long way
from supporting a wife and kids. So what did 1
do? How could I learn more about this business?
| took a job as a manuscript reader with Street
and Smith Publications in New York. That ought

to be the way . . . being right in there on the
inside with the editors.
It was! | learned plenty in those years as |

worked my way up to a job as associate editor
of two magazines. | saw it from the editor’s side
of the fence. The hell with this stuff with writing
pretty stories that suited only me. The editor had
a public to satisfy. And did they scream when he
didn t publish stuff that held action and mystery
and suspense.

So, on the side, | kept writing. New markets
opened up. | talked to editors and learned ex-
actly what they needed. Then | tried to fill the
bill for them for their readers.

DEAS? | wrote simply about the things | knew.

My first book—HELL ON FRIDAY —used the
magazine publishing business as its background.
Don’t get the idea you have to be a world-wide
traveler in order to write. I've been a manager of
chain restaurants, driven big transport trucks, and
have pounded out copy in one of the country’s
largest advertising agencies.

The result: every one of those backgrounds
has furnished me with story material. My next
book will use the advertising agency background
combined with the operations of a big transport
airline. Because | wrote advertising for the air-
line!

You pick things that a lot of people would like
to know about. Surely there's something in your
life about which you know more than the other
fellow. All right—build a story around that back-
ground. Build some suspense into it. Give it
feeling and life and a little heart-throb. Create
some characters who live and breathe.

Hard? You bet it is. Writing isn't a fuddy-
duddy's job. You sweat it out just like you work
hard at anything that is worthwhile.

This is a funny kind oi an autobiography, isn't
it. But I'm basing it on experience. People don’t

ask questions about me . . . what do | eat, what
is the color of my hair, etc. Mainly, they want to
know how I get that way . . . how | started writ-

ing, where | get ideas. Maybe you want to do
the same some day.

So I'm telling you. I'm just a regular guy. As
I said, | don’'t have any magical abilities. 1 work
at it. I'll bet you could do the same!



HE war's over, so it can't be war hysteria;

I you readers must like our new baby, Mam-

moth Western—or was that loud rushing

sound just another atom bomb? Anyway, the “all

sold out" sign was hung up on the newsstands so

fast your complacent editor was out of luck when

he sauntered out to buy his copy. Yep, we always

buy the first copy of a new magazine we edit— just

for luck. Any of you guys know where that first
copy is? We were just too late!

CO, REALIZING that you readers liked what we
A gave you in the first issue, we got some mighty
big ideas, and went out to get something even bet-
ter. We think we got it. A quick analysis of the
stories in this issue will show you what we mean.

'T'AKE Les Savage, Jr.; he's got a very fine nov-

* elet in this issue called “The Man Who Tamed
Tombstone." First, Savage is one of the top west-
ern pulpateers in America, and when he writes 'em
they stay writ! This one’s historical in flavor, and
we think it's authentic. You’'ll like this story for a
lot of reasons, the best of which is that this author
works hard to make perfection.

X TEXT take Norrel! Gregory. Now you've got a
~ ' slick writer I This writer appears in the “bet-
ter" magazines, the ones with smooth paper—
which is why he's in Mammoth Western. At
least WE think it's best, and as long as you read-
ers keep on buying us out, we'll be justified. Any-
way, “Bread of the Ingrate” is everything a good
western ought to be, and you’ll admit Mr. Gregory
belongs in the slicks—when he isn't in Mammoth
Western.

CLICK writer number two—James C. Lynch.
A Told you we went out and done things. Mr.
Lynch has “ Angels With Spurs" riding Mammoth
Western's range, and we think you’'ll find it a de-
lightful bit; just a trifle impossible, but the kind
of impossibility we all day-dream about. It's about
two beautiful gals who . . . dang it, read it for
yourself!

POPULAR gal of our first issue was Ennen

1 Reaves Hall. So she’s back again with a new
one called “Eve Was No Lady.” Well, that may
not exactly be the truth—we kinda liked the lady
in this yam, and we like the lady who wrote it.
You'll like her too! Even more'n before!

/""KNE of the best fantasy and science fiction writ-
" " ers we ever had just got out of the air force,
and the announcement gave us a grand idea—why
not have him do us a western? Well, he did it,
and we think you'll find “Wild Killer” has the
quality that made him an American Favorite for
many years in other fields.

TI7ZTAYNE D. OVERHOLSER is like saying “pass

' " the porterhouse steak, not too rare.” He's been
writing westerns a heck of a long time—longer
than we've been editing them, for sure! And that
means only one thing. We've got a theory about
writers—every million words is a milestone—and
Mr. Overholser has a lot of milestones. “Sign on
the Bullet Line” is as neat a professional job as
we've seen in months.

“DEACE OFFICER OF SUNDOWN" is William

* G. Bogart's offering for thisiss . . . huh? You
already been introduced? Well, okay then, why
waste our breath. You know he's good.

mVIEW Author S. M. Tenneshaw’s “Holster Her-
A ' itage” got our nod because of the romantic
realism and the tear-jerking power of his story.
Somehow western stories lend themselves to this
kind of writing, and we’'re mighty glad he turned
his newly found talents in our direction first. Keep
it up, Tenneshaw,

DRAG, brag, brag—that's us. But after all, this

is the editor’'s column, and if you ever drop
into this office, you'll find out we re just that wav.
We had a horoscope cast the other day and we cast
it in the wastebasket. Modesty, you know. All
that bunk about being egotistic was just too much
for us to broadcast, so we arc willing to forget it.
However, really, don't you think all those letters
you wrote to us were rather unfair? How could
we avoid a swelled head with that sort of a recep-
tion?

A NYWAY, read this issue, and let us know if
* * jt's an improvement—and then read the next
issue, because it's got a yarn in it that'll eat your
heart out! Stephen Payne, no less, who does his
stuff regularly in Satevepost. Why say, your ed-
itor has rejection slips from that magazine tool
See what we mean? Rap



“BU STORIES eom fetete

HOLSTER HERITAGE (Novelet— 22,000)............... by S. M. Tenneshaw...........

Illustrated by Arnold Kohn
The valley was ruled by a Brandt and Larry was a Brandt— but the Brandts had a killer reputation!

WILD KILLER (Short— 4,000)....ccccvviieieiiinianannnnnn. by Robert Moore Williams

llluttratad by Robert Fuqua
A baby mountain lion is only a kitty, and it plays like one— but when it grows up it's a killer,

EVE WAS NO LADY (Short— 4,300).....cccceveennnnnn. by Ennen Reaves Hall..........

Illustrated by Arnold Kohn
Women are all the same, from the Garden of Eden on down. Even when they fall off their horses!

THE MAN WHO TAMED TOMBSTONE
(Novelet— 16,000)...ccuieiiieiiiiiiiii e ot .by Les Savage, Jr.............

Illustrated by Stanley Greenlaw
The Kid wasn't the type you'd expect to tame a rip-roaring town like Tombstone— but ha did itl

ANGELS WITH SPURS (Short— 5,000)........ccceennen.. by James C. Lynch............

Illustrated by Rod Ruth
Slim and Jingles were their names— two purty, and worthless (?) gals who'd be no help nohow . . .

PEACE OFFICER OF SUNDOWN (Novelet— 10,000) .by William G. Bogart.......

Illustrated by Arnold Kohn
Jim Mason had only one thing in mind, peace. But in Sundown finding peace is a matter of

making it.

BREAD OF THE INGRATE (Short— 4,000).............. by Norrell Gregory...........

Illustrated by Robert Fuqua
Some people don't appreciate bread; they've got to have cake— even if it doesn't agree with them.

THE HOLDUP AT JORDAN CREEK (Short— 8,600) .by Gift Cheshire.............

Illustrated by Brady
This was a queer holdup— it was telegraphed as a message of love; and it meant hot water for

Lance.

SIGN ON THE BULLET LINE (Short— 5,000)........... by Wayne D. Overhoiser

Illustrated by Rod Ruth
Sometimes an honest man will sign a contract without looking. Most honest men are too trusting!

COPYRIGHT, 1946, ZIFF-DAVIS PUBLISHING CO.
Member of the Audit Bureau of Circulations

44

52

66

102

112

136

146

162

William B. Ziff, Publisher; B. G. Davis, Editor- Raymond A. Palmer, Managing Edtior; Howard Browne, Art Editor;
Herman R. Bollin, Art Director; Malcolm Smith, Art Editor; H. G. Strong, Circulation Director; H. J. Morganroth,

Production Director

We do not accept responsibility for the return of unsolicited manuscripts or artwork. To facilitate
handling, the author should enclose a self-addressed envelope with the requisite postage attached,
and artists should enclose or forward return postage. Accepted material is subject to whatever
revision is neccessary to meet requirements. Payment covers all authorsl contributors' and con-
testants' rights, title, and interest in and to the material accepted except when otherwise arranged
and will be mada at our current rates upon acceptance. All photos and drawings will be con-
sidered as part of material purchased. The names of all characters that are used in short stories,
serials and semi-fiction articles that deal with types are fictitious. Use of a name that is the same
as that of any living person is coincidental.

4



TABLE OF CONTENTS

THE AUTHOR CONFESSES
RIDING HERD WITH THE EDITOR
ACCORDING TO THE INDIANS
PHYSICALCOURAGE
JIM BRIDGER'S WONDERS
CLAN MURDER
WESTERN WILLIAM TELL

JANUARY

VOLUME 2

FEATURES

1946

NUMBER 1

William G. Bogart ... 2

The Editor............... 3
R. Clayton ............. 43
Sandy Miller 51

David Weston Faggert 61
Gale Stevens . . .62
Herbert Woodnigh .. 64

WESTERN ODDITIES ...t by Alexander Blade . . . 98
VIGNETTES OF FAMOUS WESTERNERS byGale Stevens.......... NO
TWINS? THAT GOES DOUBLEI Richard Tate.............. 135
THE SEAFARING COWBOY ....cc........ Andrew London....... 144
THE WHISTLING SHERIFF................. Jane Conrad.......... 171
FAMOUS FRONTIER FIGHTERS Cleggett Clark 172

THE READER RIDES THE RANGE The Readers........... 175
SONS OF THE WEST ceiiiiiiiiiiieeinnee Alexander Blade ... 176
A RANGER'S DARING .cccevviiiiiannn. Pete BOgQ..cceeeuunnnn. 178

Front Cover painting by H. W. McCauley illustrating a scene from "The Man Who Tamed Tombstone"
Back Cover painting by Joe W. Tiflotson presenting "Wild Bill Hickok"

mammoth

WESTERN

JANUARY
1916

.Published bi-monthly by ZIFF-DAVIS PUBLISHING COMPANY at 185 North Wabash Are..
Chicago 1, 111. New York Office. Etapir* State Building. New York % N. Y. Washington Of-
fice, International Building, 1819 F Strew, N.W., Washington 4. I> C. Subscription $2.50 for Volume S

12 issue*; Canada $3.00; Foreign $4.50.

Subscribers shonld allow at least two weeks for Number |

change of address. All communications about subscriptions should be addressed to the Director
of Circulation, Ziff-Darts Publishing Company, 185 North Wabash Art., Chicago 1. HI.



Rif S. M. "e4Uie”kaW "

B

dawn.

RY BRANDT reined his horse
to a champing halt on the rocky
trail he had traversed since
Behind him lay the narrow pass

marking the only entrance to the valley
now spread in magnificent panorama
before him. Down on that rolling grass-
land, he knew, were the richest spreads



Larry had only one link with his

heritage, a mysteriously initialed gun
7



8 MAMMOTH WESTERN

in the Southwest.

His position was high on the east rim
of the valley, which was some eighty
miles long by about twenty wide. The
river meandered through the middle of
it, but from here no sign of water was
visible, the purple haze of distance hid-
ing it effectively. Here and there were
scattered green-and-white clumps of
cottonwood and elm. On the far side
rose the grim peaks of snow-capped
mountains. And somewhere, still some
seven or eight miles away, was Miraldo,
largest and toughest of the valley’s two
towns.

But from where Brandt sat, only
beauty could be seen.

“So this is Paradise Valley,” he spoke
aloud. “No wonder Mother loved it!”

For long minutes he sat astride his
halt-welcome mount, rolling, lighting
and enjoying a cigarette as he drank in
the scene appreciatively. But with ob-
servation of each verdant section of the
valley, puzzlement grew in the clear
grayness of his eyes.

“It’'s beautiful!” he muttered, then
in incredulity, “Why did she leave?
Why!”

The last was an exclamation, rather
than a question. The problems that had
been uppermost in his thoughts for long
days since he set out from St. Louis
now became unfathomable mysteries
with sight of his destination.

Larry Brandt typically Western in
his virile, rangy build; but his sun-red-
dened face, not yet browned to normal
tan, spoke strongly of newness to the
West. Still, he gave the impression of
being far from physically soft. His
gray eyes were unwavering candor; his
jaw lean and square and jutting. His
nose was straight, nostrils fine and not
too narrow.

His slim, straight fingers momenta-
rily rumpled curly brown hair, then
roved down to the dark leather holster,

peculiarly chased and inlaid with sil-
ver, at his hip. Its well-preserved
leather glistened satiny in the sunlight.
Jutting almost brutally from its flap-
less top was the dull black of a walnut-
butted six-gun, also immaculately glis-
tening and oiled in its metal parts. Nar-
row strips of age-yellowed inlaid ivory
did little to break the grimness of the-
blackened wood.

To apracticed observer it might have
been evident that Larry Brandt wore
the weapon with an unaccustomed air,
though the fingers which now stroked
its butt suggesting incredible speed even
while at rest.

He drew the gun from its holster and
looked thoughtfully at the ivory letters
“J.D.” inlaid neatly on the base of the
butt. As he mused he heard again his
dying mother’'s words, as she insisted
on buckling the gun and holster to his
hip with her last waning strength.

“Wear it always, Larry,” she had
said, her weakening tones barely audi-
ble, “and go back to Paradise Valley.
Your father . . .”

Here he had wondered at the hesi-
tation in her voice. Had it been due
to weakness; or to something else he
hadn’'t fathomed? He hadn’t been able
to decide.

“Your father rules it all now,” she
had resumed. “He will give you what
is justly yours. Perhaps more, because
he wanted you as much as 1, even
though he hated . . .

Again the hesitation, then swift re-
sumption that forestalled the question
forming on his lips.

“But, my son, remember this: noth-
ing belongs to you except the Bar Forty
ranch. That was mine alone. Take it
and work it honestly. The valley needs
an honest man, but it needs one with
courage. It will be hard, my son, be-
cause you will be alone, but | feel that
some day, somewhere in the valley,
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you will find . .

With that she had died, fingers drop-
ping reluctantly away from the smooth
leather holster.

J.D. What did those mysterious let-
ters mean? Who was the man who had
once owned the old, but beautifully
fashioned six-gun? How had his mother
gotten it? Why hadn’t she told him as
she died whose it was? And why had
she given it to him with such anxious
earnestness?

Shoving the gun thoughtfully back
into its gleaming holster, he dug his
spurs gently into his rested horse’s ribs
and began to thread his way along the
gradually sloping trail that led to the
valley floor.

The way led down with many turns,
about huge boulders, and here and there
gnarled, wind-twisted conifers that
added to the beauty of the scene. Brand
made good progress toward the timber
line, and gradually the trees blotted out
all view of the valley. The slope became
less precipitous.

Suddenly the stinging whip-crack of
a rifle shot vibrated through the air.

CTARTLED by the unexpected noise,
Brandt brought his horse to a paw-
ing halt.

The sound of the shot still echoed
down from the rocks above with a dry
solidness that indicated its source was
not far distant. Three more reports
came, fired rapidly and machinelike.
These sounded clear and ringing, orig-
inating much closer than had the first.
After another fusillade of echoes the
valleyside resumed its normal outdoor
silence.

Dismounting hurriedly, Brandt led
his horse off the trail, tossing the reins
to the ground, then made his way down
the trail. He kept to the side in the
shadow of the trees, his gun gripped in
ready fingers. A quarter of a mile he

went before the trail leveled, opening
into a tiny clearing, rock-strewn and
grassy. Across it the ground rose again,
tipping slightly over a rise before again
dropping valleyward. Brandt stopped,
eyes fixed on a significant scene in the
clearing.

Behind a projecting boulder was the
figure of a girl. She was kneeling over
the limp form of a man, lying where
she had evidently dragged him. To one
side stood two horses, noses lifted, still
snorting in the direction of the opposite
slope.

Brandt could see the bloodstains on
the man’s whitened hair even from
where he stood, and it was impossible
to mistake the truth. The man was dead.

The girl's slim shoulders were shak-
ing, her sobs audible across the inter-
vening space. Her shoulder-long hair
glowed rich brown in the sunlight. Be-
side her a discarded sombrero lay atop
a rifle.

Intently Brandt scanned the opposite
slope, noting the places where an assas-
sin could have hidden. He saw noth-
ing. Walking slowly from his conceal-
ment, he kept a sharp eye cocked for
any sign of motion, ready to dive for
the boulders he kept near him during
his winding progress toward the grief-
stricken girl. But nothing stirred.

As he halted unobserved, perhaps
fifty feet behind his goal, she straight-
ened up and leaped to her feet, back
still toward him. Raising both clenched
fists above her head, she fairly shook
them in obvious hate and grief at the
slope beyond.

“111 Kill them!” she sobbed. “Every
murdering Brandt in the valley! They’ll
pay, damn them!” She lowered her
clenched fists and stared once more
down at the dead man before her.

“I'll do it, Daddy,” she promised
aloud in deadly earnestness, “I'll finish
what we started out to do, if it takes my
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last breath. | swear itl”

Astounded by the mention of his own
name, and amazed at the terrible bitter-
ness of the girl, a bitterness that seemed
rooted in something long prior to this
latest calamity, Brandt shifted uncom-
fortably, then coughed slightly to an-
nounce his presence.

Instantly, with a speed that rocked
him back on his heels, she whirled
around. A six-gun whipped from a
holster, slung man-fashion from her
hip, covering him before he could make
a move.

Startled, he shot his arms aloft even
as her forefinger whitened with its pres-
sure on the trigger.

“Don’t shoot! ” he exclaimed.
friend!”

She stood facing him, the whiteness
of her knuckles lessening not a whit,
her dark brown eyes probing deep into
his own, unwinking, untrusting, even
through the tears that glistened in their
depths and ran down her cheeks.

“1 have no friends!” she snapped.
“And you’d better keep those hands up,
or you'll find it out!”

“I'ma

JC'YES wide at the hardness of her

tone, he studied her with mounting
interest. He thought she couldn’t have
been more than twenty. She was small,
about five-feet-two, athletically built,
but well formed. Her face wasn't beau-
tiful, although Brandt imagined the
hard bitterness of her tight-pulled lips
and her pugnaciously jutting chin and
narrowed eyes somehow masked an in-
herent appeal. Normally, he decided,
her lips were full and curved. Her chin
was a bit stubborn, true, but not nearly
so jutting as her tense-clenched teeth
now made it. She had a directness of
gaze he sensed would always be there.
The eyes themselves were set wide
apart, in an honest way, and between
the wet-lashed lids he saw their humid
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brown softness. Her upturned nose
suggested sauciness, mirth, and a bit of
contrariness. Just above and beside
her right eye, on her temple, was a tiny
pink birthmark. He decided after a
few seconds consideration that it was
pretty.

“1 still say I'm a friend,” Brandt
persisted, “and I'm going to lower my
hands, in spite of the way you handle
that gun.”

Cautiously he dropped them, keeping
his eyes on her. She watched him un-
moved, but he noted the trigger finger
was still white and steady.

“Who are you?” she asked tonelessly.

He hesitated a brief second as he fin-
ished the slow descent of his arms.

“John Lawrence,” he told her, giving
his middle name before his first, “but
you can call me Larry.”

“I'm not calling you anything,” she
said coldly. “You can keep right on
going your way and leave me alone.”

He glanced down at the dead man.
“What about your Daddy?” he asked
bluntly.

For the first time her eyes wavered.
She looked down at the limp figure. A
sob broke from her lips, then her voice
steadied and her gaze returned defiantly
to his.

“I'll take care of that myself,” she
declared through her tears. “And now,
will you please go?”

He shook his head.

“No,” he said simply. “1 won’'t. And
if you don't mind, we’ll get your Dad
up on his horse. We’ll tie him on, then
we’ll both go on into town. You don’t
need to trust me if you won’t, but I'm
staying anyway. It wont’ hurt to have
two of us together on this trail.”

She hesitated an instant, then waved
her gun toward the horses.

“Thanks,” she shrugged briefly, her
voice still cold. “I'll let you do that—
lift him on, | mean. Dad weighs a hun-
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dred-eighty.”

Without another word, Brandt
stepped forward stooped and lifted the
dead man in his arms. He grunted a
bit as he came erect, then walked slow-
ly toward the horse she indicated. It
shied.

At that she returned her gun to its
holster. Reaching for the reins, she
held tightly while he lifted the body to
a secure position across the saddle. He
drew one of the saddle girths over the
body and buckled it down.

“There,” he said, “that ought to
hold. Now I'll go back up the trail and
get my horse, and then we’ll get going.”

She gave no sign as he turned and
retraced his steps, but stood looking
after him until he had vanished.

It took him the better part of ten
minutes to climb to where he had left
his mount. Lifting the reins, he vaulted
into the saddle and returned to the clear-
ing where he had left the girl. As he
reached it, he drew his horse up with
an amazed exclamation.

The clearing was empty!

TVITOMENTARILY a grin flashed

PV s M9 g “Independent
little devil!” he exclaimed. But the

grin faded as he spurred across the
clearing.

“l can’'t lose sight of her now,” he
spoke aloud. “Whoever killed her dad
might try to kill her. Besides, there’s
something deep behind all this, because
it's a cinch she blames the Brandts for
all her trouble.”

With brow knit in thought, he urged
his horse up the opposite slope until he
reached its top. Here three white marks
about shoulder high on a large boulder
caught his eye. He halted to look at
them a moment, a long whistle coming
from his lips.

“No wonder the Killer beat it!” he
burst out. “Each one of those three
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bullets must have come within inches
of him. And she fired those shots as
fast as she could pull the trigger!”

He glanced up the trail. “Maybe
she don’'t need any help at that,” he
muttered in growing admiration.

Once more he spurred forward, reach-
ing a vantage point on the trail in
another five minutes. Below him
stretched the last slope to the valley
floor, the trail winding around in a hair-
pin course; and far down toward its
bend he discerned a cloud of dust. Un-
mistakably it was the girl with her grim
burden.

Brandt scanned the abrupt slope be-
fore him with a critical eye, judging its
possibilities.

“Looks like it can be done,” he de-
cided.

He glanced once more at the two
horses below, then whirled his mount
off the trail and plunged down the vir-
gin valley-side. He held the reins loose-
ly in his hands, allowing the animal to
make its own way forward. All sight of
his quarry was lost now, and he was
forced to pay strict attention to his
progress, But sooner than he had an-
ticipated, he burst through the trees and
down a final gravel slope to find himself
once more on the trail, evidently well
ahead of the girl.

As he stood waiting for her to appear,
his eyes wandered down to the dusty
trail surface. His lids narrowed. There,
plainly imprinted in the yellow dust
were hoof-tracks, obviously very recent,
since the wind had not yet disturbed
them. There was but one set of tracks
and they had gone up. He stiffened
with the realization that somewhere
above him— between him and the girl
—the Killer still lurked.

Hastily gripping the reins over his
horse’s head, he vaulted from the sad-
dle and plunged up the trail, gun drawn.
Rounding a boulder, he came to a sud-
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den, stiff-legged halt.

Facing him, legs crouched as though
just risen to his feet, was a leather-
chapped figure, hatless and with blood
on his face from several ugly scratches;
blood that he had been trying to wipe
away. Behind him was a horse, stand-
ing quietly.

Brandt saw his hand streaking for
the gun on his thigh, and as it flashed
out, he realized with half-felt surprise
that the man intended to shoot. Des-
perately he whipped up his own gun.

The other’'s weapon belched flame.

Brandt felt something jerk at his
head. Then suddenly the sun was shin-
ing in his eyes, his sombrero shot away.
Aiming instinctively, he heard his own
six-gun bark angrily.

The Kkiller whirled half around,
clutching at his gun arm. His weapon
plopped into the dust several feet away.
With amazement Brandt knew he had
deliberately aimed at that arm.

Snarling, the man snatched at a sec-
ond gun on his other hip. It came up

lightning fast.
Two more explosions rocked the
echoes of the valley slope. Once more

Brandt felt the breeze of a passing slug.
In a second Brandt saw why the bullet
had missed.

His opponent was sagging slowly, the
snarl on his face being obliterated by
a growing, open-mouthed surprise that
seemed replaced in its turn almost in-
stantly by the blankness of death.
Squarely in the center of his forehead
was a round, red hole.

Brandt watched with puzzled and al-
most dismayed interest as the killer hit
the dry earth with a thud, rolled over
once in a little cloud of dust, then lay
with sightless eyes staring up the trail.
In spite of the fact that he had killed in
self-defense, Brandt gaped with dismay
at the gun in his hand. Had the unbe-
lievable accuracy and speed he had just
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displayed really been his own?

“1 couldn’t have done better myself,”
came in cool, feminine tones from up
trail.

J®RANDT whirled around to see the

girl staring at him, a strange ex-
pression in her brown eyes. She was
seated on her horse, rifle across her
knees. Even as he turned, the horse
bearing her dead father rounded a turn
and halted behind her.

“1 tried to wing him,” Brandt de-
fended slowly, “but he wouldn’'t quit.”

“He wanted it all right,” she assured
him.

Slinging her rifle under her arm, she
dismounted, walking forward until she
stood beside the dead man. For a mo-
ment she looked down at his body, then
her brown eyes met Brandt's. He saw
that their assumed hardness was gone.

“1 guess | owe you an apology,” she
said contritely. “You are a friend. This
is the man who killed Daddy.”

“No doubt about it,” confirmed
Brandt. “He’s got your mark on his
face.”

He took several shells from his belt
and replaced the empty cartridges in
his weapon. Then he shoved the gun
back into its holster and stared curi-
ously at her,

“Now that you're convinced I'm
friendly,” he suggested, “1 think you
owe me a little explanation, don’t you?
First, who are you, and what’s this all
about?” He waved a hand that in-
cluded the dead killer and, in general,
the whole valley.

She hesitated momentarily, then evi-
dently deciding in favor of something
she saw in his eyes, spoke swiftly in
low, tense tones, eyes fixed on the valley
below, visible through the trees.

“My name is Alice Coyle,” she be-
gan. “About nineteen years ago, when
I was just a baby, Daddy owned a ranch
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here in Paradise Valley. But right
wasn't might, and he couldn’t hold it.
A man named Harland Brandt came.
He had no soul. He brought Killers,
desperadoes, rustlers, with him. Grad-
ually he drove out all those who couldn’t
fight him, Killed those who did, and
made virtual slaves of those who re-
mained. Daddy and a few other ranch-
ers tried to fight back, but they never
had a chance against his methods.

“One night my mother was murdered,
shot dead by one of Brandt's skulking
killers when he mistook her for Daddy
through the window. Dad nearly went
mad for awhile, | guess, but finally
he realized he couldn’'t fight Brandt's
paid killers alone, and he had me to
consider. So he fled. And | guess
that's all there is to it.”

“1 see,” said Brandt in dazed tones,
slowly absorbing the import of the
story he had just been told. “And now,”
he added incredulously, “you’'ve come
back single-handed to try to avenge
your family?”

She nodded, and her eyes hardened
involuntarily.

“For nineteen years Daddy has
planned it, and I'm not going to let him
down,” she said, her voice once more
cold and bitter. “1I'm here now, ready
to fight on even terms with any man;
and I'm going to stay until there isn't
a Brandt left alive in the valley. The
valley has no law, so I'll be my own
law. But I'm not going to be exactly
alone. Daddy had one friend, a rancher
named Will Jackson, who was one of
those who stayed under the domination
of the Brandts. He's waiting for me.”

But Brandt scarcely heard her grim
challenge; his brain was still refusing
to accept the incredible story her lips
had told him. He rolled a dry tongue
about in a mouth that was tense-lipped
and tight.

Harland Brandt, his own father, a

killer! It was impossible!

“How do you know it was a Brandt
who Killed your mother?” he tempor-
ized. “And your Dad? A lot of things
can happen in nineteen years, you
know.”

She looked at him a moment curi-
ously.

“It was a Brandt, both times,” she
averred positively. “There can’t be any
mistake. Just look at the brand on
that horse,” she pointed at the Killer’'s
mount, “and you’ll see for yourself.”

With ice forming in his brain and
crystallizing the knowledge of why, in
part, his mother had gone from Para-
dise Valley, he stared at the brand with
growing conviction. He didn't need
the verbal assurance she now gave him,
for there, clearly outlined, was the
brand of the Bar Forty!

CHAPTER 1l
Welcome Home, Sonl

A/TIRALDO’S main street was its only

street, and Larry Brandt rode his
horse slowly down its dusty middle,
sitting easily in his saddle, his hand
resting nonchalantly on his gun butt.
In spite of his apparent ease, however,
his every nerve and fibre was tense and
ready for action.

Behind him came Alice, her face set
and still a bit tear-stained. In her
eyes was that bitter stare seeming to
challenge the glance of everyone it met.

Making up the balance of the strange
cavalcade were the two horses with
their grim, limp burdens of death.

A whisper swept up the street, going
ahead of the soft clop of their horses’
feet in the dry dust into every frame
shack, general store, and saloon, bring-
ing their occupants out into the late
afternoon sun.

A two-story saloon about midway
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through town seemed to be the most
important building, so Brandt headed
for it. As they progressed, he scanned
every detail about him intently.

The street itself was a sea of pow-
dery dust. The buildings in the main
were one-story shacks, with here and
there one with two-story pretentious-
ness, or one with a false second-story
front. These more important places
were graced with board planking for a
walk, approached in each case by one
or two steps. A hitching rail fronted
most of the buildings.

Brandt looked at each person as he
passed. In return they stared in silent
curiosity at him, at the girl, and at the
corpses strapped to the plodding horses.
One group of hard-eyed men stood si-
lent until he had passed, then a startled
murmur ran through their ranks.

“Boys, that's Smoke Larson draped
acrost that hoss!” exclaimed one.

Brandt's fingers tightened on his gun.
He saw the group move slowly in massed
pursuit, striding stiff-legged and men-
acingly.

He reined in his mount before the
two-story saloon, sitting quietly a mo-
ment. His eyes met those of a man
who leaned lazily against the hitching
rail with one languid foot in the dust
of the street, the other propped up on
tire lower of two wooden steps leading
up to the plank walk.

About forty-seven or -eight years
old, Brandt judged him, with his brown
hair slightly gray at the temples and
still holding a hint of a curl. His eyes
were fixed on Brandt's face, regarding
him through a wisp of smoke curling up
from a cigarette held in his left hand.
His right arm hung loosely at his side,
and Brandt noted his holster was slung
from his left leg. He guessed the man
to be left-handed, yet there seemed to
be something awkward about the way
the hand held the cigarette. All at once
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it was flipped away, only a third
smoked.

Behind, just off the boardwalk, was
a group of men standing wdth impas-
sive features, but somehow there seemed
to be secret satisfaction gleaming in
their eyes as they stared at the corpse
of the man Brandt now knew as Smoke
Larson. This contrasted sharply with
the attitude of the men crowding be-
hind him.

Another man came out of the saloon
now, the only moving figure not already
in the dust of the street. On his un-
buttoned vest hung a metal star. He
took in the cavalcade with a widening
stare of surprise, and with a frown
that darkened instantly he saw the
dead Larson. His gaze shifted back to
Brandt, pale blue eyes glowering.
Brandt strode slowly forward. Seem-
ing oblivious of the sheriff's presence,
the left-handed man blocked his further
progress. He still stood in the same
position.

“My name’s Pete Garland,” he said
in a pleasing drawl. “What's yours?”

gURPRISED, Brandt's attention re-
turned to the speaker. What was

there about this man that made his

garrulousness seem artificial?

“My name’s John Lawrence,” he an-
swered briefly, puzzled.

The sheriff pushed past, down the
steps and faced Brandt.

“I'll ask the questions,” he growled.
“What's th’ ruckus, stranger? Where'd
you git them dead hombres?”

“You seem to know one of them,”
returned Brandt.

“He’s Smoke Larson, one of th’ Bar
Forty rannies,” snapped the sheriff.
“Who killed 'im?”

“1 did,” said Brandt deliberately and
quietly, sensing the ominous stir in the
group behind him. “He’s a killer. He
ambushed this girl and killed her father.
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I ran across him further down the trail
and he drew on me. | winged him first,
but he went for his other gun. He was
asking for it.”

“That’s a nice yarn,” sneered the
sheriff. “How do | know you ain’t a-ly-
in'P

“Because | say so,” came in cool,
clear tones from Alice, who rode her
horse up beside Brandt's. “l1 saw the
whole thing.”

“An’ who're you?” asked the sheriff.

“Alice Coyle,” she snapped. “And
my father’s name was Curtis Coyle.
Maybe some of you here will remember
that name.”

Brandt heard the soft plop as the
man named Garland dropped his foot
off the step into the dust and stood
erect. He was staring at the girl with
a queer expression in his eyes. In ab-
solute silence that seemed fraught for
the moment with tension, he walked
around them both and approached the
body of Curtis Coyle. For a long in-
stant he looked at the dead face, then
he turned and went wordlessly back to
his position, the eyes of all upon him.

“What th’ hell yuh sashayin’ around
for?” snarled the sheriff with obvious
perturbation. “Ain’t you never seen a
dead man?”

Garland looked at him calmly, but
with a strange glitter in his gray eyes.
“Just curious-like, sheriff,” he said.
“Ain’t meanin’ no harm.”

The sheriff glared at him. “You're
loco,” he snapped in disgust, returning
his attention to Brandt.

“So you admit Killin" Larson?” he
resumed belligerently. “Well, this's a
law-abidin’ country, and we don't al-
low no strangers Kkillin® our citizens.
I'll have to lock you up.”

“Larson’s got a bullet-hole in his
right arm, an’ another plumb center
between his eyes, Warnett,” interrupt-
ed Garland, his voice still calm. “He

killed him in self-defense, an’ he's got
a witness. It’s all legal-like, sheriff.”

A growing murmur came from the
group near the boardwalk behind Gar-
land ; the sheriff glanced around at them
with an uneasy frown. He seemed hesi-
tant, and Brandt sensed the tension in
the air. He guessed that Warnett was
in some sort of a spot—as though those
present were divided into two camps
with the sheriff between them. He was
sure of it when the man turned toward
him.

“Well, maybe so,” he grunted in
verbal retreat before the mild-mannered
Garland. “1 reckon you’'re right about
that, Garland, but don’t forget, mister
Lawrence, I'll be a-watchin’ you. We
don’t want no Kkillers in this valley.”

Abruptly he turned and shouldered
his way back into the saloon. The
group of men behind Brandt moved
forward too, stamping up the steps in
the wake of the sheriff, each one giv-
ing Brandt a baleful scrutiny as they
passed. One of them spoke out of the
side of his mouth.

“We’'ll be a-seein’ you later,” he spat
meaningfully.

MAN stepped off the walk and

accosted Brandt. “I1'm the under-
taker,” he announced. “You’ll be need-
in” me, | reckon.”

Brandt glanced at Alice, discovering
that she was talking to a man who had
advanced from the crowd.

“Yes,” he said swiftly, “fix every-
thing up and charge it to me. I'll see
you tomorrow morning.”

The undertaker nodded, and taking
the bridles of both horses, led them
awhy with their gruesome burdens.

The calm tones of Pete Garland drew
Brandt's attention from Alice.

“For a tenderfoot, you're a danged
good shot,” he said casually, looking
interestedly at Brandt's leather-hol-
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stered gun. “Smoke Larson was plenty
fast. Where you from?”

“St. Louis,” returned Brandt shortly.

“That's an old six-gun you got there,”
Garland rambled on. *“All shined up,
too. Musta been well taken care of.”

“Mind if | ask a question?” inter-
rupted Brandt, a trifle annoyed at the
man’s curiosity.

“Sure not,” said Garland cordially.
“Just go right ahead, lad.”

“Where can | find Harland Brandt?”

“Brandt, eh?” Garland’s eyes were
suddenly glittering. “Well, 1 reckon
you won’'t have much trouble a-findin’
him. He’s th’ big boss in this valley.
His ranch is th’ Circle Ten. It's about
four miles straight through town— first
spread on th’ trail. You can’t miss it.”

“Thanks,” said Brandt curtly, “that'’s
all I want to know.”

He turned his horse around and
moved toward Alice, who was still talk-
ing to the man from the crowd. The
fellow was dressed in blue shirt, over-
alls, and battered leather champs. His
gaze was sharp, his face heavily bearded
and lined from a lifetime in the sun.
Both hair and beard were graying, but
he gave the impression of being still
in his prime physically.

“Larry,” said Alice as he reined in
beside her. “This is Will Jackson, 1
was telling you about.”

“Pleased to meet you,” said Jackson
gruffly. “1 reckon any friend of Alice’s
is a friend of mine.”

Both men gripped hands and Jackson
grunted approval as they parted.

“1I'm going out to the Double T with
Jackson,” said Alice. “And | want to
thank you for all you've done for me
today.”

“I'll be doing more,” said Brandt.
“I've got some business to attend to
right now, but I'll be out to the Double
T later on. Anyway, I'll see you at the
funeral.”
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“Yes,” she said slowly, *“I guess
that’ll be tomorrow. | want to get it
over with. And then, after that, 1've got
work to do.”

Reluctantly Brandt bid her goodbye
and as she and Jackson rode off, stared
after them for a long moment, his eyes
fixed on Alice with a worried look. He
was beginning to realize the difficulty
of his position. Somehow, he had to
prevent her from rushing headlong into
the terrible, hate-ridden vengeance she
had been brought up to consummate.
It could mean nothing but’ disaster for
her, he knew. A mere girl couldn’t hope
to cope with the forces lined against
her in the valley.

For a moment he felt the urge to spur
his horse after her, to stick with her
through thick and thin, even though
they both lost. But the knowledge that
such a course would be worse than hope-
less halted him. The only justice of
the cow country was gun justice, and
he couldn’t fight that way against his
own father.

He shook his head worriedly. He
must establish himself in the valley—as
a Brandt—in his rightful place, and
then work toward the mysterious goal
his mother, intentionally or not, had set
for him on her dying bed. That would
be the only way to right the great wrong
that had been done to Alice Coyle.

A curious chill coursed through him
as he pictured the look that would be
in her luminous brown eyes when she
found out who he really was. How help
someone who wouldn’'t take it, would
even fight him bitterly? It was going
to be the hardest part of the role, bear-
ing her scorn and her inbred hatred of
the name he bore. She would never
understand.

A flood of resentment flooded over
him; resentment toward the man who
was thfe cause of his predicament, the
father he didn't even remember, tiie
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father who somehow—though he re-
belled at the knowledge with a feeling
of depression—had made himself an
enemy. There was only one thing to
do, and that was to face his father and
demand a showdown.

JT WAS already dark when he reined

in before the Circle Ten ranchhouse.
It was built of rough-hewn logs and
plastered with adobe. Light from a
flaming oil lamp shone through an open
door, and through several of the win-
dows.

Dimly visible in the gloom far behind
the house was the high fence of a large
corral, indicating the ranch had many
punchers. Brandt couldn’t see the bunk-
house, but he assumed that it was down
at the other end of the corral.

He dismounted and tied his horse to
a hitching rail before the house. A tall
figure loomed in the doorway and a
voice hailed him gruffly.

“Who's there?”

For answer Brandt strode slowly
toward the veranda and mounted the
steps, halting as he reached the top.
The light shone directly in his face.

“Howdy, stranger,” said the man in
the doorway, peering at him: “What's
your business?”

“Mind it I come in?” asked Brandt.

What he could see of the older man’s
face now was hauntingly familiar. He
was bearded, his forehead was high,
with thick black hair, slightly gray at
the temples, combed straight back. His
eyes, in the darkness, were inky black,
sunk deep beneath overhanging brows.
There seemed a perpetual frovm on his
heavy features.

“By God!” said the big man sud-
denly.

He stepped back slowly with an in-
credulous expression as Brandt ad-
vanced into the light. He shook his
head a bit, as though he were seeing

things.

Brandt halted, gazing at him silently,
unmoving.

“Nancy’s face,” muttered the big
man, passing a hand before his eyes.
“It can't be!” He advanced suddenly,
conviction writing itself on his features,
and placed his two hands on Brandt's
shoulders.

“Son,” he uttered hoarsely. “Where’s
your mother?”

“Dead,” said Brandt slowly, mo-
mentarily taken aback by the man’s
evident emotion, but then the mental
picture of a sobbing girl bending over
a prone, white-haired form steeled him
and he went on. “She died three weeks
ago.”

For an instant the older man stood
silently and Brandt thought he detected
relaxing tension, even relief, in his bear-
ing. Then he spoke and his words
were not of his dead wife, but of him.

“Twenty years | searched for you,
Lawrence. | spent money like water,
but there never was a trace. And now,
you've come back by yourselfl | knew
some day you'd do it.”

“She sent me back,” interrupted
Brandt significantly, still in the same
slow, determined tones, “to claim my
rightful place.”

The elder Brandt stiffened, and
Brandt felt his fingers tighten on his
shoulders.

“Your rightful place?” His tones
were gruff and uneasy, then suddenly
they became louder with what seemed
real cordiality, but with a strangely
forced manner. “Welcome home, son!”
he said. “Your rightful place is big-
ger'n you think. It's th’ whole valley
now. | own most of it, and rule the
rest, an’ now that you're back, we'll
run it together. 1’'ve been needin’ some
help I could trust for a long time. You
kin take over the Box B spread pronto.
It’'s the second biggest spread in the val-
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ley . .

“Not the Box B,” interposed Brandt
again. “1 want only what is mine.”

The older man’s eyes narrowed a bit
and he dropped his hands from Brandt’s
shoulders. Stepping back he regarded
him with a puzzled frown.

“It's all yours, the whole valley, son,
when | die. Maybe your mother didn’t
know it, but things have changed since

she . . . left.”

Brandt met his gaze levelly. “The
Bar Forty is all I'll take.”

“But why?” protested the elder

Brandt. “That little hog-wallow of a
ranch ain’t fitting for a son of mine.”

“Because it's all that rightfully be-
longs to me,” Brandt placed emphasis
on the words “ . or you”

“1 asked you why!” Harland Brandt
was suddenly grim and hard.

“I'm not sure myself,” Brandt said
slowly, “but from what I've learned
since | hit the valley, I can guess.
Mother left for some reason she thought
fit to keep from me. Maybe she was
ashamed of her name. But I'm not.
At least, 1 won't be after | get through.
I'll make the name Brandt honest if it
takes a lifetime!”

“gO THAT'SJt, eh?” said the older
man slowly, his face reddenning.

He seemed to control himself with dif-
ficulty. “So you think 1 ain’t honest,
eh? Your mother was a fool! She’s
filled you up with a lot of trash. You'll
have to learn that th’ law of th’ West
ain't no roses and Kisses. It’s hot lead.
What | got now is mine, and yours, and
plumb legal, too. 1 fought for it, against
men that wasn’'t no better'n me. 1| ain’t
aimin’ to listen to no damn fool talk,
even from . . he hesitated, “
even from my son, an’ you'd best make
up your mind to that!”

Brandt ignored the reference to his
mother, but it rankled in his breast.

“l killed a man named Smoke Lar-

son today,” he said bluntly. “He tried
to kill me.”
The elder Brandt whitened and

Brandt saw that his shot had found
home.

“Tried to kill you! What for?”

“You wouldn't know why he’'d try
to kill anybody, would you?” Brandt's
voice was cutting.

For answer Harland Brandt walked
slowly over to the table in the center
of the room and sat down on a chair. He
placed his knotted fists on the table and
looked at Brandt with a peculiar stare
The oil lamp flamed smokily and gut-
tered a bit as a draft of air hit it.
Brandt remained standing beside the
doorway, his arms hanging limply at
his sides. His eyes roved past his
father to a side window and widened
abruptly.

He stiffened, crouched, and with
flashing speed went for his gun. It
flicked out, leveled, and roared deafen-
ingly in the small room. There was
the tinkle of crashing glass. The roar
of a second shot came from the window.
Screaming wildly, a slug tore across the
room, to bury itself in the adobe wall
opposite the window.

Brandt remained crouched against
the wall beside the door. His father
plunged headlong to the floor and
dragged his big body out of range. His
face was white.

Outside, the sound of running feet,
quick and light, came to their ears.
Then the pound of hoofs down the trail.

“The danged murderer!” howled the
elder Brandt, scrambling to his feet.
“I'll get th’ blasted coyote!”

He began a rush from the room, but
Brandt grasped his arm and halted him.
“It won't do any good,” he said quietly.
“He’'s got a head start. You’'ll never
catch him in the dark.”

Breathing heavily, the angry man
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glared at him a moment, then turned
back, brushing off his clothes.

“1 reckon that'll prove to you I'm
just as much in th’ right as th’ next
feller,” he pointed out triumphantly.
“It's always been that way. An’ you'll
find it out before you’'re here long. This
ain’'t no kid’s game, this cattle raisin’.”
He paused a moment, then continued.

“1 want to apologize for what | said
before, Lawrence. | spoke kinda hasty-
like. You can have th’ Bar Forty if
you want it. But | want you to think
it over. | kinda savvy you’ll change
your mind about me.”

He paused and looked peculiarly at
Brandt, who stood, brows knit in a
worried frown, his gun still dangling in
his hand.

“You ain’t listening,” he accused.

He advanced suddenly an took
Brant’'s gun from his hand and stared
at it.

“Where'd you get this six-gun?” he
asked, with what seemed forced casual-
ness.

Brandt snapped from his reverie,
looking at the older man keenly. “Do
you recognize it?”

“No, but it ain't yours. These ain’t
your initials. Whose are they?”

Brandt shrugged. *“I1 don't know.
Mother gave it to me when she died,
and | guess it's as good as any.”

It seemed to him that Harland
Brandt bore an air of relief as he re-
turned the glistening weapon to him,
and he knew that he had lied about
recognizing it. He was convinced that
his father knew the real meaning of
those letters, and further, didn’t want
him to know.

“1 guess I'll put up my horse, and
then go to bed,” he said suddenly,
breaking an awkward silence. “1’'m not
used to riding all day.”

The older man slapped him on the
shoulder. *Sure, son, I'll take care of

th’ hoss. >Just sashay on upstairs an’
take th’ front bedroom. It's th’ one
you slept in when you was a baby.”

With a final slap, he turned and
clumped out of the house and down the
veranda steps.

Brandt stared after -him a moment,
then turned and went slowly up to the
second floor, his knees suddenly weak
and trembling,

“1 nearly hit her,” he whispered
shakenly, picturing once more in his
mind the white face of Alice Coyle out-
lined behind the glass of the window,
hate blazing in her soft brown eyes.
“But | had to do it to keep her from
killing Dad. I had to do it!”

CHAPTER m

Dirty Work for Tonight

ARLAND BRANDT reined in his

horse and pointed down the rocky

trail.

“Well, son, there it is,” he said
slowly. “That's the Bar Forty.”

Brandt surveyed the tiny group of
buildings spread out below him in si-
lence. There was a ranch house, which
he could see was rundown even from a
distance, a bunkhouse also in need of
repairs, several other ramshackle build-
ings of cracked adobe, and a large cor-
ral, significantly speaking of a past day
when the ranch had not been so dilapi-
dated. Beyond was a sparsely grassed
range stretching toward the opposite
valley wall. Running through the mid-
dle of it was the river, and here luxu-
riant green gave mute token of what
could be done with the contrasting
brown on each side of the river away
from the banks.

Brandt sensed the older man eyeing
him.

“You’'ll have to admit it isn't much,
son,” Harland Brandt said.
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Brandt nodded. “It isn’t much to
look at now, but a little work and irri-
gation would have put the spread back
on its feet. Why did you let it run down
like this?”

For an instant Brandt saw an angry
flicker in his father's eyes. It was
almost as if his words had stirred up a
raw sore in the older man’s mind. But
the flicker vanished and Harland
Brandt looked away, shrugging.

“I've had pretty much work on my
hands, son. It hasn’t been easy to shape
up the valley like | wanted it.”

Again Brandt caught a trace of bit-
terness in the other man’s tone. Sud-
denly his father was looking at him
again

“Why don’'t you forget this foolish
notion about the Bar Forty and take
over the Box B like | suggested? That
spread can’t be beat, 'cept by the Circle
Ten.”

Brandt shifted in his saddle and
looked down at the decrepit ranch
below him. He was sorely tempted to
take up the offer. But two things rose
fike a barrier in his mind. He saw his
mother again, dying, and telling him to
take only what was rightfully his—the
Bar Forty, and he was puzzled by the
fact that his father, for some mysterious
reason had allowed his mother’s ranch
to go to seed, when it could so easily
have been one of the finest ranches in
the valley.

“I'll take the Bar Forty, dad,”
Brandt said with a tone of finality, and
giving emphasis to his words, he row-
elled his horse forward down the trail.

A group of punchers were gathered
around the bunkhouse as they came to
a halt in a cloud of swirling dust. They
came erect as they saw Harland Brandt.
Larry recognized them as the riders who
had received him sullenly in town the
day before; the pals of the dead Smoke
Larson. One of them detached himself

from the group and advanced, a scowl
on his lean, saturnine features. He wore
a drooping mustache and his lips were
curled sardonically beneath it. His fin-
gers were curled about his gun butt.

“1 don’t get the drift,” he said coldly,
addressing the elder Brandt, “what the
hell is this coyote doin’ here?”

Harland Brandt stiffened in his sad-
dle. His eyes shot sparks down at the
man. “Jeff Smoll,” he jerked out, “this
here coyote as you call him happens to
be my son!”

gMOLL'S jaw dropped open, reveal-
J ing a set of tobacco stained teeth.
“Yore son!” he gasped. “Why this ...
hombre is the cutter that killed Smoke
Larson!”

“Smoke Larson made a mistake,”
Harland Brandt said ominously.

“A mistake? Why, he—"

“1 said Larson made a mistake!” re-
peated the range boss, and Brandt
caught the note of cold warning in his
voice.

Smoll apparently did too. He stared
in quick surprise at the elder Brandt
and then suddenly switched his gaze
over on Larry.

“All right,” he said coldly, “1 reckon
yore safe now, bein’ as you're Brandt’s
son. But I ain’t forgettin’ what you did
to Smoke .. .”

Smoll abruptly turned his back on
Brandt. He walked up beside the range
boss’s horse.

“1'd like tuh speak tuh yuh alone,
chief,” he said, turning his heel and
starting toward the corral.

Harland Brandt hesitated a moment,
then addressed the others.

“Boys, from now on you’ll take your
orders from my son. He’'ll take Jeff
Smoll’s place on the Bar Forty. Is that
clear?”

A few of the punchers nodded slightly
and the rest remained silent. Brandt
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couldn’t help but notice the air of ten-
sion that hung over them, as if they
wanted to say something, but didn't
dare,

Harland Brandt seemed to notice it
too. He scowled at them, repeated
what he had just said, then whirled his
horse in the dust and headed for the
corral where Brandt could see Smoll
already waiting.

Brandt watched him go, then turned
to the waiting men.

“This is Thursday,” he said, “and I
won'’t decide yet what | want done for
a couple of da