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LOSE WEIGHT
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ELECTRIC
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iKE magic wand, the
Spot Reducer” obeys your

Don’t Stay FAT— You Can LOSE
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY ""uiaiw '™

With the SPOT REDUCER you can mow eniol the ben-

ctits of RELAXING, SOOTHING massage in t
of your own home

MOST ANY
PART OF
THE
BODY WITH

Relaxing . Soothing
Penetrating Massage

FOR GREATEST BIMINT IN RIDUCING
by mounage use |pcl RIDUCIR with

TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT!

e privacy
Simple to use—just plug in, grasp

Take pounds off—kecp slim
and trim with Spot Reducer!
Remarkablc invention
which uses onc ot the most
oftective reducing methods
empioyed dy wmasseurs and
turkish baths — MASSAGE!

new

evary wish. Mest any part
of your body, where it is loose
and Aabby, wherever you have
extra weight and inches, the
"*Spot Reducer” can aid you n
acquiring a youthful, stender ard
graceful figure. The beauty of
this scierntificaily designed Re-
ducer 1s that the method is so
s:mple and easy, the results
quick, sure and harmless. No
exercises or strict diets. No

Wail this counon with only $1 for yaur Snot Reducer oa albProvat!

pestian  $8

postage pmpand Use ,t for ten days in your own home.

You have nothing to lose ucem ugiy,

of FAY. MAIL COVPON now!

95 wplus dgelivery—of

handle and apply over most any part of the body—stom-
ach, hips. chest, neck, thighs, arms. buttocks, etc. Thc
relaxing, soothing massage breaks down FATYY TIS-
SUES, tones the muscles and flesh and the incressed
awakened blood circulation carries away waste fat—
helpy you regain and kcep a firmer and more GRACE-
FUL FIGURE!

YOUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME

When you use the Spot Reducer, it's almost like hav-
ing your own private masseur at home. it's fun reduc-
ing this way! |t not only helps you reduce and keep
slim—but also aids in the reli:} of those types of
aches and pains—and tired nerves that can be helped
by massage! The Spot Reducer is handsomely made ot
light weight aluminum and rubber and truly a beautitut

IMON NOJNOJ TYIHL 3344 AW O SIHL YW

CAN'T SLEEP:

Relax with electric
Spot Reducer. See
how soothing its
dentle massage can
»s.  Halps vou sleep
when massage can be

. invention you will be thankful you own. AC 110 volts
steambaths, drugs or laxatives. Underwriters Laboratory approved. I
TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS  NEIMIREZI IS AT |
) |
FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! | soor uassecer co i
, | Dept. B-598 i
sy’ $8.95 (fuli “price) “aud e shin : 401 Market St.,, Newark, N. ). |
hena it aot
delighted return Svut Reducer for full v';:vluig::razr;xfgm:m':l‘:!lrla,;lgto%'fulnds I Please send me the Spot Reducer far 10 days I
| wial neriod. | enclose 33, Uson arrval 1 witt |
pay wvostman o1ly $83.95 ojus odstage aad ha.
LOSE WEIGHTY dling. 1t sot delighted § may retura SPOT |
ALSO USE 'T FOR ACHES A"D PAIIIS OR NO CHARGf : REDJUCER within 10 days for mrompt refund o¢ '
full purchase price. l
7 USED B{ EXPERIS I [ ¥ enclose $13.98. =gnd Deluxe Model l
LIL‘ Thousands have lost | |
Vi weight this way—in I Namne. I
%‘ hips. abdomen. leds,
{“f arms. necks. buttocks. I I
etc. The same method l Address. . . .
nsed bg staor. sereen l |
and radio_personalities
MUSCULAR anl leading reducing city Ao, Sy, ST BIatE). |
ACHES: satons  The Soot Re- | ) |
ducec can be used in l ™ SAVE POSTAGE—check here if yau enclose
vour sPare time in the $9.95 with couPon. We pay all postage and I
A handy helper tor privacy of yeur own I handling charges. Same meney beck guarantee I
transient reliet of room. applies.
discomforts that can l l
be aided by entle. QRDER IT TODAY! I — — - AT - — — -

of denent,

relaxing massage



30 DAYS SUPPLY

Sofe High-Potancy Nutritioncl Formula

VITAMINSH

Reieil
Valve

$5.00

MINERALS AND AMING ACID Jach Doty c. .
25 proven ingredients~3¥1 Vitaming (including : y,':.::“:‘ = ﬁim
Biood-Bullding E12 ond Folic Acid), 1t Minerols, j Vitamin ‘.? gl L
1
Choline, Inositol and Methionine Vitmin 67 VEF, PR
— Vitamin B} % B,
Vitamin Be 2.5 me.
Vitamin Se 0.5 mg.
vitamin Brj T meg.
Niacin Amide 40 mg.
Calclum
Pantothenate 4 ms&.
Vitamin & 2 1..
Folic Aoid 0.5 mu.
Calcium 5 mg,
Phnsphwuo 58 ms,
Yes, we want to send you FREE a 30-day supply of high- c:;.,:.. 0.45 ms,
potency Vitasaje C.F. Capsules (2 $5.00 value) 20 you can | Manganese g
discover for yourself how much healthier, happier and odlae 0.075 mig
peppler you may feel after a few days’ trial! Each capsule | fotasium (i
supplies your bedy with well over the minimum aduit Dagnsiium 3 ms.
daily needs of the 11 smportant vitamins, plus 11 min- | “gitartrate SL ¢ ma.
i erals, choline, inositol and amino acid. o s
¢ \% Potenncy and Purity Guaranteed Compare this um'..u.
L y -\1 You can use these Capsules confidently because strict with any othee!

" U. S. Government regulations demand that you get
exactly what the label states—
pure ingredients whose btene-
ficial effects have been proven
time and tine again!

'-------------------1

VITASAFE CORP., Depy. J41A-2
43 West 613t Street, New York 23, N. ¥

Please send me free & 30-day supply of the Lroven
VITASAFE CF (Comprehensive Formula) Capsules,
and full information about the VITASAFE Plan. I am
not under any obligation to buy any additional vita-
mins, and after trying my free sample suppiy, I may
accept the benefits and dubstantiz] savings offered by
the VITASAFE Plan, or if not fully satisfied wilt reject
them. In any case, the trial month's supply of 30 VITA-
SAFE Capsules is mine to use free.

| ENCLESE 75¢ (coins or ssomps) to help poy for pedking ond pesteSe.

Amazing New Plan Sloshes
Vitamin Prices in Half

i
b
|
With your free vitamins, we |
will send you complete details l
of an amazing new plan that
prevides you with a 30-day sup- '
ply of vitamins every month ||
for just $2.00—-68% less than the i
usual retail price . But remem- l
ber—you're not ebligated te buy
jrom us new or ever! The sup- l
ply of free capsules is limited— '
80 mail coupon today! l
1

VITASAFE CORPORAYION
43 West &1¢1 St., New York 23N, Y,

cesen e s
LY T I e e v Caadntabassannionssanier Wassuasinasessasacaniisananne asieeaniatbiEenichoth

Ciry... , . lane........5ote...
Thls of[er Ia llmited to those who lmve nevar betoro
taken advantage of this generous trial. Only one tiial
cupply per family.
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-f TRAINED |
THESE MEN
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Pemra

“Up te our necks m XKadw s

Teteviion work. Four other

NI) men work here. Am e

Jappy with my work. ey |

Glen Peterson, Bradferd B

#nt., Canade. A
pi Am deing Radio and

Television Servicing full
: i 1./ Curtis Stath, §

Am with WCOC. NRI
course cant he hear. Ne
drouble passing st class
Loclio-phone license exam. "
—Jesse W, Parker, Men-
@emn, Musasaipph.

#ine | “By the time 1 graduated
had paid for my cowee a
| sar and watlns equlpmlml

4 Can service toughest jobs."
—E. J. Btrvitenberger, New
Bawton, @hio.

AVAILABLE TO

VETERANS

BHLS

UNDER G.I

You Learn by Practicing

America’s Fast Growmg Industry Offers
You Good Pay—Bright Future— Security

| WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME
FOR GOOB PAY JOBS IN

“that ory ather man, OUR 404" YEAR.®

Truining plus oppertunty is the
PERFECT CCOMBINATION for
jok reenrity, good pay, advance.
ment. In geed tuney, the trusned
man makes the BETTER PAY,
GETR PRCMOTED. Wien Jubs
are searee, 1he trained 1oan enjoysy
GREATER SECURITY. NR1
training ran help assure yeu more
of the hetter things of life,

Start Soon {0 Make $10, ¥15
a Week Extra Fixing Sets

Kcep your job while training. 1
start send:ng yeu gpecial buoklets
the day yen enroll, that show you
bew to fin sets. Multitester huilt
with parts 1 send helps you make
$10, $15 & week extra Axing scty
while traimng. Many start their
own Radio-Television business with
ypare time earnings.

My Training Is Up-To-Date
Yeu benefit by my 4@ Yenrs’ experi-
ence triimng men st home. Well
illustrated lessons give You hasic
principles you need. Skillfully de-
veloped Kits of parts I send (see
helow) “bring to life” things you
tearn from lessons.

with Parts | Send

Nothing takes the place of PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE
Thats why NRI training is sased en LEARNING BY
{ DOING. You use parts I
cenurion te Radio and Televisiou. Ac part of my Communi-
cations Course, you build many cmunu, ineludizg Iu W POWEr
transmitter shewn at left.
> "sp. rocesures required of broadeast operators. With my Scrv-

furnish te build many circuits

You put it “en the awr,”’ perform
cing Course vou build
inedern Radio, etc.; use Mul-
titester vou buiid te make
money fixing sets in spare
time while traming. You
can stay atheme, keep your
inb, learn Radio-TV in
spare time at low cost. Mail
. Coupen for book showing
4+ other equipment you build
and keep.

\The Tested Way

7 To Better Pay!

Yelovision Making Good Jobs, Pnuperlfr Even without Tele
vigon, Radio is bigger than ever. 135 millicn home and zute Radios
are big market fer seevicng. 8000 broardcastng a stions use operators,
whmchm Government, Aviation, Police, Shlp. Micro-wave Ralay,
Twe-way Radioc Commubications for buses, taxis, trucas, R. R, are
gmwlng fields. Television is mcying ahead fast

' ¥ onE are now
on the air, Hundreds :-! others being )
built. Good TV obs opening up for every week {«:ani-(-t have 't,urnwn
Techniciuns, Operators, et business selling, installing, servicing

Radio-TY Needc Men of Action—Mail Coupon

Withoutl ebligaring you in any way, I'll send &n actual
lesson to prove that my traiming s practical, thorough;
64-puge book to shew good Jjoh opportunities for yeu in
Radio-TV. Termng for NRI training are as lew ax 5 a
month. Many graduates make more in two weeks than tota]
cost of training. Mail coupon now. d. E. SMITH, Presi-
dent, National Radio Institute, Dept, 7TFQ, Washington
9, D.C. GUR 40TH YEAR.

omes now nave Television
wels usands mare are being sold

WR 3 E SMITH, »iesident, Dept. TEQ
Nailcnal Radio Insfitule, Woshington 9, D. C
Mail me Sample Lessan and 64-page Book, FREE.
{No salesman vill call Flease wnte plainly.)

Mg
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Waats Letters
Dear tiditor:
[ 2 30 years old, have dark hair and gray eyes.
At present P'm fighting tuberculosis. I would wel-
conie ary letters received, and will answer each and

every oile.
RUTH CIHASTAIN

435 So. Cedar Ave,

Room J08-E

Fresno, Calitornia

High School Boy
Dear Editor:

I am 14 years old, weigh 107 Ibs, have brown
hair and blue eyes, and stand 54” tall. [ attend
high school and would like to lear (rom gals and
guys wy aze. My hobbies are fishing and col-
lecting phonograph records. Come ou, hll my mail-

hox
DAVID PADEN
Star Route
Franklin, Pennaylvania
Wants Mail From the States
Dear Fditor:

I have brown hair and hazel-grecn eves. and stand
57" tall. Wonld like to correspond with eals and
guys in their teeus who live in the States. Will
answer all thosc who write to me¢, and will ex-
changc snapshots. Hope to see my mailhex full.

SYLVIA NICHOLSON
Mullinger, Saskatchewan
Canada

Handicapped
Dear Editor:

I am 20 years eld, weigh 160 Ibs., and stand 572"
tall. Would appreciate hearing from gals and guys
about my age. [ can't get around too mucls, as [
am hawndicaoped. [l answer all those whe write
to me, and {'m hoping to receive many letters,

JOHN SMITH
1107 North Boston
Tulsa 6, Oklahoma

Student

PDear Editor:
I would like to enter your columa fer pen pals.

I am 14 vears old, and have brown hair and blue
eyes. I am in the ninth grade at school. Would
like to hear from gals aud guys all over the world,
regardless of age. My hobbies iiciude popular
music and almost all sports. [ promise to answer
all those who write to mc.

DIANA SUE BRISTOW
Rural Route 5
Ownshoro, Kentucky

Keeps Trying
Dear Editor:

This (s my third attempt to get inte ysur column,
and 1 hope I make it this time. I'm a male nurse
and 1 get quite loncly at times. {'m 20 years old,
6’3" tall, weigh 182 Ibs., and have hrown hair and
eyes. Will be glad to hear from men and women

everywhere.

MARSHALL NORMAN
716 So. 18th Avemuc
TTumboldt, Tennessce

EDITOR'S NOTLE: For 32 years Our Air Mall has been
linking the readers of Ranch Romaneces. You may write
directly to anyooe whose letter is published. if you up-
hold the wholesome spirit of Ranch Romances,

Our Air Mail is intended for those who reclly want
corespondents. Be sure to sign your own name. Address
letters for publicalion to Qur Air M«il, Raunch Romances,
10 Eas! 40tk Street, New York 15, N. Y.

Will £xchange Snapshots
Dear Fditor :

[ am in the Atr Force at present, stationed in
{taly. [ am interested tin making pen pals from all
aver the world. 1 have blond hair, stand 58" tall,
and weigh 160 1bs. Please call me Jim; that's my
middle name. It gcts very loncsome here. and |
woulld enjoy hcaring from bothh men and women,
regardiess of age. Will exchange snapshots,

A/2C CLARENCE }. HEDGECOCK
AF 10444100
7273R1>» Ammo Sup SO
APO 19
New York, N. Y.

Foreign Pen Pal

Dear Editor;

I have been reading RANCH ROMANCIS for
quite some time now, ard have ¢njoyed every issue.
1 would like to correspond with pen pals between
the ages of 20 and 30, preferably women. My hob-
hies include collecting stamps, postcards, and news-
papets; art; and traveling. All letters will be
greatly appreciated, and [ promise to answer ail

those who write to me.
DONALD J. KONG
[ Old Hope Road
Cross Roads. P. O.
St. Andrew
Kingston, Jamaica, . W, L.

Air Force Man
Dcar Editor :

['m a Statf Scrzcant in the Air Force wiho re-
cently returned from Japan., At present I'm sta-
tioned in Texas, and do not know mauy people
here. T get very lonesome at times, and weuld en-
joy hearing frem womcu between the ages of 2%
to 30. ['m 29 yecars old, have brown hair and hiue
cyes, weigh 185 Ibs., and stand 58" tall. [ play the
guitar, and enjoy listening to hiilbilly and popular
music. I’'m also fond of photography. Will answer
all lctters received, and will exchange snapshets.

S/Sgt. THOMAS C. MING
AF 38724627 683rd AC & Wron
Sweetwater AFS, Texas



OUR AIR MAIL 7

Collects Coins
Dear Editor:

1 am 59 years old, have brown hair and blue eyes,
weigh 139 1bs, and stand 527 tall. ['m a widow
who does baby sitting tc keep me occupied during
the day. At night | gct very lonesome, and I’d-ap-
preciate correspondmg with pen pals, beth men and
women, regardless of age. 1 collect coins and
stamps, and enjoy most sports. 1'm looking for-
ward to seemng my mailbox full.

THERESA SMITH
47729 Huwron River Drive. W.
P O Box IS5
Belleville, Michigan

Widower
Dear Fditor:

1 have heen a happy reader of RANCH RO-
MANCES since 1930. T am now 4 ionely widower
who would like to correspond with both men and
women who are over 30 1 am SU years old, have
brown hair and hlie eyes, and weigh 160 Ihs. Wil
answer ail letters reccived.

CHARLES C. JACKSON
Peachtree Road
Gamesville, Georgia

Likes Horses

Dear Editor:

1 work on a palonnno horse ranch and don't get
& chance to go aut much. 1 do a lot of reading and
listening to the radio. 1 started reading RANCH
ROMANCES fiftcen years ago and still enjey it
very much. 1 wm 40 years old, stand 577 tall, have
sandy colored hair and greemish gray eyes. and
weigh 152 Jbs My hobby is tranmng and riding
horses. All letters are welcome, and I’ll answer
all those I receive.

ALFRED PRITCHARD

c/o Ren C. Benton
1526 W. EI Canminito Drive
Phoenix, Arizona

Wants Mail
Dear Editor:

1 am 23 years old, stand $'9" tall, have blond
hair and blue eyes, and weigh 150 lbs. At present
I'm stationed at Okinawa and don’t receive much
mail. Would like to hear from gals and guys be-
tween the ages of 18 and 23 Will answer promptly
all Tetters received,

RAY FRADY
Syt. Ray Frady 1380410
C. vu 3rd Shoute Party BN,
3rd Marine Div. M F
/o I P.O. San Francisco, Calif.

Likes Qur Magazinc
Dear Editer:

I've been reading your magazine fer abeut five
years and find 1t’s a pretty darn good publication.
1 wonder if you'll print my plea i your column.
Are there some girls who would like to write to
a lonely chap? I'm 32 years eld, single, weigh 160
Ibs., and am 511”7 tall. Photography is one of my
hobbies, and | also like hsking,

STEPHEN LLUDKOWYVICH
12.35 35th Avenue
Long Island City 6. New York

Lovely Lady
Diear Iiditor:

1 need your help ir obtaining some pen pals, as
one of my main hobbies 1s corresponding with
people, regardless of age, celor or religien. 'm 21
years old, §7” tall, and have blonde hair and hazel
eves. 1 like all sports and alsc like to dance, swim,
and watch TV und the mevics. So come on, cvery-

one, Write tu me.

JANICE TRUMAN
P. O. Bex 113
Santa Susana, Cabfornia

West Point Cadet
ear Editor:

Have rcad RANCH ROMANCES for some
tyime now and would like very much to be listed
among your pen pals. I'm 20 years old, ¢'1" 1all,
and bave hrown bair and giay eves. I’'m now at
West Point, and would love 1o receive a lot of let-
ters. 1 come {rom Texas, se 1 feel a Jong way
from home.

SAMMY CARDWELL
Company G-
U.S.M.A.
West Point, New York

The Bashtu! Type
Dear lditor:

I'm in the service and weuld like to get into
your column, as 1 don't rccerve much masl. You
see, 1'm bashiul, so it's a little diffhicult for me te
make friends. ['m 39 years old, 56" tall, weigh 165
Ibs.. and have dark brown hair and hazel eves. Am
willing to answer all letters, and will exchange

snapshots.
Sgt. WOODRAW SEABOURN
Co. B. 16, Sig. Bn.
Ft. Hvachvic, Arizona
RA 38230123

Determined Miss
Dear Editer:

I've tried before to make your column, and cer-
tainly hope [ sneceed this time 1'm 17 years old,
50" tafl, weigh 123 bs., and have dark brewn hair
and eyes. ['m a high school seni®r, My likes in-
clude listening to popular and hillbilly music, col-
fecting stamps, and doing just about everything
there 1s to do outdoars, Would like to hear from
boys and girls from other countrics.

SANDY CASTELLL
2273 Yorkshire Drive
Homepark Add.
Decatur, 1Hinas

From Far-Off Indra
Dear Editor:

F'm 24 ycars old, 56" 1ali, havce dark brown hair
and light brown cyes. 1I'm a Merchant Navy ofhcer
from Pakistan, and would likc to hear from all
those who would be interested it writing to me.
My mam hobhies are collecting snapshots and
stamps. Will answer all letters that | receive.

KENNETH THEQO TELLIS
41l Engmeer Officer
S/S “Ocean Endurance”
c/o Major ). U Tellis
G.R.E. 183, Britto Road
Carachi 5, India
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dehvered | riéht to yo
and save money too!

At the regular single copy price, you'd pay $4.00 for the next 16 issues of RANCH ROMANCES. But use
the coupcn below and these same 16 exciting issues cost you only $2.99 . .. and you enjoy the convenience
of having them delivered right to your door
in the bargain.

it’s the biggest reading value you can get—
16 exciting novels . .. 16 more novelettes...
64 thrill-packed short-stories . .. the best in
Western serials ... Bob Cummings' Ranch
Flicker Talk . . . the popular “Air Mail” column
...16 Western crosswords...and much more
— alf for only $2.99!

Use coupon to take asvantage of this spe-
cial offer today!

RANCH ROMANCES - 10 East 401h Street-New York 16 N ¥

Yes, enter my RANCH ROMANCES subscription fei u..
next 32 weeks {16 issues) at only $2.99. .. a mane
saving rate that brings me the equivalent of 4

as a gift. My $2.99 is enclosed. 5-2

Name.

Address

___Zone___State

City—_

(Add s0¢ for Canadian postage: $1.00 fos foreign)



PARDNERS! Here's an open invifation to
you to cut sign on colorfnl happenings of
today’s West. Send clippings to us, and in-
clude the name and date of the paper where
you found it. We'll scnd you one dollar per
wusable item: in cave of duplicates, first come,
first served!

TRYING to establish {riendly relatiens
with his mother-in-law, a Norman, Okla,,
man bought her a birthday cake. But his
good intenticns came to naught; at the
birthday gathering, it was discovered
that the cake was a “dummy’—a pan
cevered with icing for a window display.

FOR want of a dime, a Yakima, Wash,, man
lost his chance to be a hero. As he was sit-
ting in a tavern. a hold-up man came in and
stuck up the bartender. The man ducked dewn
behind the bar and inched his way into a pay
telephone booth, enly te find that he didn’t
have the right change to make a call 1o the
police.

MAYBE it’s his suspicious mind, but the
police radio dispatcher in Albuguergue,
N. Mex.. recently broadcast this bit of
advice to all cars: “If you see a man
carrying a cash register, arrest him.”

ARRESTED for drunkenpess and for steal-
ing a parking Jot sign. a Llos Angeles, Calif,,
man put up a strong defense. He claimed he
needed the sign mere than the parking let did.
1t read: “Sorry, full.”

EECAUSE the barber refused to give
bim a haircut “just like Daddy’s,” a
three-year-old Oklahoma City, Okla., toy
finished the job at home with scissors.

His {ather has a ®alc area dewn the mid-
dle of his head.

EXPLANATION given by a St. Louis, Mo,
man while on trial for having drilled 33 heles
in 32 doors in feur apartment buiidings: “I
was driving along and 1 saw a bezutiful gitl.
1 just had 1o see her again.”

SENT cut tc arrest a drunk, a Dallas,
Tex., pzirolman was diverted frem his
duty by seeing a speeder. He gave chase,
anc finally bagged the speeder—whe
turned out to be the drunk he had been
sent to arrest in the first place.

REVENGE is sweet, even fer ¢ muskrat.
When a logging party invaded his private
pond neasr @ld Ship, Newfoundland, the ani-
mal teok action. He gnawed threugh the repe
helding a batch of cut egs together, and the
jogs scattered to hell anc gone ail over the
lake.

!T TOCK twenty vears, but & Los Altos,
Calif.,, man’s good deed finaliy paid off.
In 1937 the man, working as a scda jerk,
used to oblige a customer—an old lady
with a germ phobia—by alwayvs washing
her cup in boiling water. Recently the
ex-soda jerk Jearned tkat he had been left
$1.000 in the old lady’ will.

STYLE note for deer: two soys in Manistee,
Mich.,, whe have bheen feeding a deer have
dressed it in a band of red maierial during
the hunting season, heping to keen it safe from
sportsmen’s bullets.

9



ROUNDUP

of‘ Western Movnes Mu3|c and TV

[FE in Hollywood (on location) Depart-
ment: 7The Tin Star, starring Henry
Fonda and new teen-oge heart throb An-
thony Perkins, is the tirst Paramount movie
to be shat entirely out of doors. Completed in
seven weeks, it was interrupted by ocly one
rainy day. Chamber of Commerce, please
note . .. When Celumbia's 3:10 to YVuma was
being shat near Tucson, the State Highway
Department's blasting ol granite nearby was a
comstant interruption-—until, with Arizona Na-
tional Guard help, blasting and film-making
sessions were co-ordinated to avoid interfer-
ence with each other \'ou might call that a
case of the national guard's arriving on time
to squelch the villain cven bcfmc the bad guys
started shooting it out with the good guys.
After 1m1.sh1ng T'he Big Land for Warner
Brothers, Alan Ladd took off on The Rig Trip
—a jaunt to Eurepe with wife Sue and the

children. In the meantime, we thought you'd
10

like to hear about this super-duper new movie,
a still from which appears above. (Reading
from left to right, that's Edmond @'Brien
and Alan.)

Tle Big land takes place
Civil War, when ex-Confederate soldier Chad
Morgan (Alan f.add) brings a herd te the
railhead in Missouri. There hostile Nottheru
cattle buyers offer him a tenth of what his
cattle is worth. Sick of fighting after the long
war years, Morgan sells his herd to tough Brog
(Anthony Caruso) and rides off.

Morgan is befriended by Jagger (Edmond
QO'Brien) a hard-drinking hombre who i3
caught stealing whisky that night. Morgan
saves Jagger from a hangman’s rope and the
two escape into Nunsas and the home of Sven
Johnson (John Qualen) and his widowed
daughter-in-law Kate (Julie Rishop). When
talk turns to the need of a new railhead,
Draper (Don Castle), a friend of Jagger and

right after the



a railroad man, agrees to build a spur track
into southern Kansas. Jagger. ence an archi-
tect, wili build a tewn at the new railhead,
with cattle nens and a hotel; and Morgan will
try to organize Texas cattlemen to use the new
distance-saving spur.

In Kansas Citv Morgan meets Jagger's sis-
ter Helen (Virginia Mavo) a singer, and he
again mcets Brog. Knowing the new town’s
competition will ruin him. Brag has his gun-
nies burn down the almost completed buildings
the next day. after he seces Morgan ride out
of town with Jagger. Helen and Draper. But
Sven persuades the frightened townsfolk to
start rebuilding immediately.

Cattie and wheat huyers start arriving from
the East, and Morgan rides in with the Texans
and their herds. Morgan learns that Jagger
has been killed by Brog. and Helen turns
against him for being partly responsible for
her brother’s death. That night Brog and his
henchmen stampede the herds, and Morgan is
tust in time to save David. Kate’s son, from
the terrorized cattlee. When Morgan sights
Brog, both men draw, and Morgan kills Brog
just as the other man fires. Tlclen, who finds
where her heart lies when she hears of the
gunfight, walks into Morgan’s willing arms.

The stampede in The Big Lend is one of
the most exciting scenes ever filmed; wranglers
claim these were the skinniest, spoekiest, mean-
est critters thev'd ever handled. The movie is
all-out tremendous, splashed across a vast
WarnerColor canvas, and the excellent cast
brings the rugged railread town to life. Alan
Ladd’s nine-ycar-old son, in his first screen
appearance, plays the part of David, and
everyone figures that he’ll follow in his famous
daddy’s festsieps as an action star.

@ther New Westerns to Watch For: Para-
mount’s The Last Train to Iaorper’s Junction,
stars Earl Holliman (remember his good work
in The Rainmaker?) . .. Promising newcomer
Paul Newman portrays Billy The Kid in
Warner Brothers™ upcoming version of the life
of the famons outlaw. Tt's a wonderful saga
of the man who is probably America’s favorite
badman “hero” . .. John Wayne plans to pro-
duce a full-length picture based on TV’s Gun-
smoke, with James Arness starring in the film,
as he does in the television series . .. Always

dependable Randolph Scott tummns in his usual
accomplished periormance in Warners’ Skoot-
out et Medicine Bend, whose action concerns
the immigrant trains that broke new Western
frontiers in pre-Civil War days.

A special tip of the Stetson is due to anether
new action film that’ll be arriving at your local
theatre shortly. It’s Columbia’s Utnk Blaine,
which stars Rory Calhoun (in the title role),
and has enough spectacular action to satisfy
the most Western-thirsty.

The excitement never stops from the time
Utah escapes a Mexican firing squad. after
taking part in an unsuccessful revolution.
North of the berder, Utah runs into trouble
too, in the shape of a gang headed hy Russ
Nevers (Ray Teal) who are trying to lynch
an old man and grah his ranch. Staying out
of the reach of the badmen, while aiding his
new friend, keeps Utah hopping till the end
of the picture—and will have you chewing
your nails in suspensc till the final reel.

Country Music and Musicmakers: Temmy
Hill’s folk and Western records are sure bets
for hillbilly fans. A rative Texan, Tommy is
28, and has been making music for twelve
years. He started in radio in San Antonio,
moved ahcad with brother Kenny to join
Smiley Burnette; later formed his ewn band.
Still later, he and his sister joined the Louisi-
ana Hayride.

First platter: The Life That I'm Living
and love Me, Baby. He's composed many
folk and Western numbers, among them Slow-
{v and ! Jet The Stars Get In My Eyes.
Versatile as any Texan. Tommy also plays the
guitar, fiddle, mandolin and bass. He is tall,
dark, handseme—ancd married. Hickory makes
his platters, which are selling like hot-
cakes. . . .

Horseback rider Helen Carter records for
Hickory, too. This lovely blonde hails from
Virginia, and lights birthday candles on Sep-
tember 12. A gurtarist from the time she was
knee high, Helen took up the accordion and
then other musicat instruments; she has also
compesed countiess songs which she sings
with an angel’'s voice, and does the arrange-
ments she and her sisters record. She likes
heusework, gardening and swimming, besides
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singing—but enjoys herseback riding est of
all. . ..

Al Terry and two brothers played for local
fiestas while still in high school; now Al be-
comes more of a hit with every Hickory re-
lease. After school, Al left his home town ef
Kaplan, Louisiana, and headed for Beaumont,
Texas. and radie school. He announced and
sang, made personal appearances, and has
worked with nearly all of the big names in
country music. Geod Deal, Lucille, was his
first platter, and staried him up a ratienal
popularity ladder he’s still climbing. . . .

Starday Records cuts plates for Gearge
Jones, the pride of Grand Ole Onrv. George
comes out of Beaumant. Texas. Why, Baby,
Why, one of his tirst. skyrocketed to the top
of the nationaf hit charts in the country-music
field, and his next few recordings ( ¥You Gotta
Be My Bahv, Ragged But Right, ctc.) had
the nation sitting up and taking nontice. Soon
after, George joined Grand Ole Oprv, where
more peaple got to know him through this
top showcase window. Just One More was
among the top ten jukebox tunes for 1956,
George is a4 new artist with a new style; watch
for his up-coming records.

Capitol’s platter of Yowng Love by Sonny
James bit a bull’s eye in popularity, and coun-
try-music fans have gone all out for this top
vocalist. Foiu're The Reason, the other side
of Young Love, is 4 sweet, swaying, romantic
ballad with a country flavor. His latest are
Twenty Fect of Muddy Water backed by For
Rent—and both are smashers.

Westerns on TV are coming into their own,
They're no longer the good guy-bad guy sim-
ple shootout, but have developed appeal for
big as well as little people by packing realism
and some history, along with the wallops, into
stery lines. A nice innovation is their admis-
sion that cowboys can go for pretty gals as
well as for trusty horses.

If vou haven't caught ABC’s Chevenne,
starring Clint Walker, vou're missing some-

thing. Clint is a well-rounded Westerner; his
12
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Sonny james . . . he’s the tops

bovhood was spent along the Mississippi, he
served with the Merchant Marine, was a dep-
uty sheriff in Las Vegas, a cattle puncher in
Texas, and a prospector in Nevada. He's a
weli-developed specimen, standing a neat six-
six, and weighing 235 pounds. Married at 21,
he now has a little daughter, Valerie Jean,
who, her daddy notwithstanding, still thinks
Wyatt Earp is the best cowboy who ever lived.

Speaking of Mr. Earp, ABC’s The Life and
Legend of Wyatt Earp stretches realism to the
point where the star, Hugh O’Brien, resembles
old photos of that well-known marshal. Hugh
was born in Rochester, New York, but grew
up all around the country. He gave up study-
ing law at Yale after one stint with a little
theater group. Ida Lupine spotted him when
he wus with the famous Lobero Theatre in
Santa Barbara, Califernia, playving with such
stars as Edna Rest. Syivia Sidney, and Wen-
dell Corey. He was launched into movies, then
TV, including the Wyatt Earp series, where
he proves that a true Western marshal can
enforce law and order against all odds. Hugh
is an even six feet, weighs 175, has his birth-
days on April 19. Dark hair and eyes add te
his good looks.

Gunsmoke, starring James Arness, is an-
other thrilling TV series, over CBS-TV. An



impressive six foot six, James met John Wayne
when ‘‘Duke’’ needed a big man for the movie
Big Jim McClain. Buke Wayne was so im-
pressed by James’s willingness 1o Jearn and his
natural ability to act that he teok him under
his wing. IEveryene comments that James's
mannerisms and makeup resemble Duke’s
more and more, and everyone, including Duke,
predict that james will step into Duke’s heots
nne of these days and find them a perfect fit.
in Gunsmoke he portrays a lawman during
that violent meriod in our hictery when the
frontiers were being sheved westward, and
when a gun carried a lot more weight than a
sheriff's badge.

TV Incidentols: A million dollars was spent
in procucing the tirst thiriy-nine telefiims ¢f
The Lone Ranger for ABC The Dick
Powell’s Zane Grey Theatre series is a sure
bet {or fans of the West and, in fact, anyone
who likes good acting. This CBS feature has
top-flight stars every time, depicting the rug-
ged days of the Old West when horse thiev-
ery and stagecoach robbery were all in a day’s
werk—and any lawman bhad te have eyes in
the back e his head, as well as a hair-tr:gger

Paramennt’'s movie Loving Vou

gun in his hand . . . Warner Brothers’ TV
division. which now produces the previously
menticned full-heur Cheyenne series, is adding
twa mare Westerns of the same Jength 1o lts
schedule.

First to roll undey this progrom 1s Skgarfoot,
starring newcemer Will Hutchins, with Merry
Anders handling the feminine lead. Going into
preduction seon after is Afaverick {formerly
called Cnit 45). Pro fontball star IFrank Gif-
ferd will make his acting debut in this. A
starting date seme {ime next fall is planned
for Maoverick . . . Screen actor John Payne is
planning to star himself in his independent
producing company’s new TV series Sixskool-
er.

Elvis Preslev worked se hard on the set of
that his
weight dropped from -a hefty i8C lbs. 10 a
svelte 108. Buat relax, girls—there’s still
enough of Elvis left {or yeu to admire .
Bill Willams, whe often plays gun-toting he-
roes in the movies, 1s slated to act as narrator
on twe forthcoming records of Western tales
for children. With three offspring of his own,
Bill’s an old hand at stary-telling 1o the yonng-
e se1.

Quiet maments like thie are rarc for Rory (Uish Blaine) Cathoun




Sixgun
Showdown

By EDWIN BOOTH /"

ONLY ONE THING held Neil Wallace to the father he hated . . . his
love for Warbird Ranch, which might someday be his

train onto the cinders of the platform, It was in the eyes of the men ri

who stood there watching him men who were almost strangers, although )
a couple of them—Hub Talbert for onc—were vagucly familiar even after
eleven vears. It was in their attitudes too, in the way they drew awayv from
him into a tight little knot.

Neil fet his eyes move beyond them toward the short main street of the
town. ving het and dusty between two rews of false-fronted buildings. The
tewn hadn’t changed greatly. Mayvbe the buildings seemed a tittle smaller,
but that was only nalural. He’d been just a bey when he’d gone away.

He let his gaze settle on 2 man who was sitting in a buckboard just beyond
the depot—a hig man, hard-faced and lean. He had an odd grin on his face,
but he was a stranger to Ncil. Neil looked back at the group en the platform,

SO_\T ETHING was wrong. Neil knew that as soon as he stepped ofi the
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and laid down the saddle which he had slung
across his shoulder. He tonk a step forward,
holding out his hand.

“I'm Nell Wallace, Mr. Talbert. T reckon
you don’t remember me.”

Taibert's eyes met his for a second, then
fell away. He was a little man, his forehead
furrowed by a perpetual frown, his shaulders
a little more rounded than Neil remembered
them. He licked his lips and nodded.

“T remember vou, Neil ” He glanced around
uneasily at the others in the group, then held
out a reluctant hand. “Tt's heen quite a
while.”

Neil was reaching for Talbert's hand when
the stranger in the buckhoard said sharply,
“Don’t touch him, Wallace. You'd just get
vourself dirty.”

Surprised and a little anzry, Neil lookec up
to see the stranger motioning at him, apnar-
ently wanting him to get into the buckhoard.
He lonked ®ack at Talbert, but the little man
had turned and started away, followed hyv the
others, their backs stiff with anger. Yet none
of them had offered any resistance. :

[t was a strange wav to act, unless the man
in the buckboard had them buffaloed. Neil
sucked in his breath. This was a hell of a way
to come home, after all these years—not at
all the way he had wanted it.

KHe picker up hiz saddle and crossed to the
buckboard, dropping the zear in the bhack
along with his bedrnll. Rounding the buck-
board, he got in beside the driver, wha slapped
the lines on the team’s rumps and wheeled the
vehicle into the sireet.

Theyv reacherd the end of tawn, and the team
broke into a trnt. The driver turned and held
out his hand. “I'm Flake Bridger, Wallace—
vour ofd man's ramrod.” He grinned. hnt
Nril had the feeline that he wasn't too friend-
Iv. “Tf vou're wondering why I hutter in back
there. vour old man can et vou straight. All
thnce men hate vour euts, but there wasn't
time to explain.”

Neil shook hands briefly. still a little angry.
“Funny.” he said. “T don’t recall ever having
trouble with anvbedy areund here.”

Bridger shrugeed. “Vou're a Wallace. that’s
all thev need to know. There are things going
on around here that vou don’t know about.”

He seemed content to let it rest there, and

Neil let the matter drop. Warbird was too big
a prize to risk by getting into a fight with his
father's foreman. Besides, there prowably
were things he didn’t know about this part of
the canntry. Eleven years can bring about
changes in anything,

He thourht ahout his father, then, wonder-
ing what the vears had done to him He re-
membered his father as a hig, rock-fisted man
whom other men resnected. That much had
been evident even ta a boy. He was still proud
of heing Kins Wallace's son, even though his
mother had kepr him away from Wvaming all
these vears.

The road followed San Juan Creek, where
Neil had caught his first trout vears hefore.
Three miles from town a side reaid crossed the
creek over a wnoden hridge and angled off to
the scuth  1rat wenld he Will Turner’s Bro-
ken Bow Ranch. where Neil and Marcia
Turner had plaved tozether as children.

Nui' remembered Will Turner well, a quiet,
soft-snolen man wha was almost too gentle
for this countrv. He rememhered Warcia, 4
funny little girl with bhig teeth and freckles
Just thinking abeut her made him grin.

A jittle farther on, the Warbird road turned
off tn the north. leaving the creek and cross-
ing a hig hoehack which lay like a sleeping
giant the length of the valley, dividing War-
hird land in twn narts. As the horses slowed
for the climh. Neil Inoked aver to the west
and imaeined he conld see a faint wisp of
smoke  from  somebodv's cnokshack That
wou'd be Stubhv Stuhblefield’s place, the Box-
S. which lay at the extreme west end of the
vallev.

Brideer stonped the team at the ridge to let
them biow. He pointed down the north side
nf the hoghack, “There it is, Wallace. T
don’t uess it's changed much.”

“No.”

Neil leaned forward to stare at the Warbird
buildines. sprawline haphazardly in the flat
below. And his gaze gravitated naturally to the
main house, a hiee strncture with immense
wooden nillars supporting a veranda. Ti had
been Kine Wallace’s wedding eift to his bride
from the East, a sort of svmbol for all the
world to see, proof that King had made good
his beast of beceming the biggest rancher in
the territory.
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Yet Neil was vaguely disappointed. 1t was
big, all right, but there was nothing inviting
about it, no personality. Still, that could be
changed, once it was his.

They went on down the slope then and
stepped in front of the house, where King
Wallace stood solidly on the porch, frowning
down at them in concentration. Neil saw that
his father was as big and tough as he remem-
bered him.

His heavy shoulders straned at the seams
of the brush jacket he was wearing, his jaw
was thrust forward truculertly. Neil started
to leave the buckboard, but his iather’s voice
stopped him.

“Throw your gear in the bunkhouse,” King
said. '"“Then come over and see me in my of-
fice” He turned and walked heavily across
the porch and inte the house.

were secretly amused at comething.

Then Bridger looked away, and stirred
the team into motion. At the Bunkhouse, he
pulled them 1o a stop.

“Help yourself to a bunk, Wallace. The
crew’s up at the dam, but you’ll be able to see
which bunk isn’t being used.”

“Sure.”

Neil got down and took his bedroll out of
the wagon. He entered the bunkhoust snd
tossed the roll on an empty bunk, then walked
out to the big house. His father was waiting
for him in the office, a big bare room that
Josked out on the yard in front of the house.
King studied him for sevetal seconds without
speaking, then reached in hic pocket for a
cigar, bit off the end savagely, and spil on
the floor.

“So you came back,” he said. “I reckon I
ought to say you're welcome, bhut I'm not se
sure you are.”

Neil frowned. “I thought—"

“Never mind what you thought. Probably
yeur mother told you 3 wanted you back. but
you can’t believe a woman, even when she’s
dying.” He «cratched a match on the top of
his desk and touched it 1o the end of the
cigar. “Maybe 1 did want you back, Neil. T
always wanted a son whe could take over War-
bird some day, but I’m not sure you’re the
man to do it. after being mollycoddled bv vowr

N E1L saw Bridger looking as though he

mether all these years.” He teek the cigar
out ef his mouth and used it for a pointer.
“Tell me, boy, what've you been doing since
your mother took you away?”

It was not the kind of reception Neil had
expected, but he said calmly, “For the first
few years I went to school in St. Louis. After-
ward Mother wanted me 1o take a job in a
bank, but 1 just lasted a week.”

The ¢ld man frowned. “Couldn’t you hang
enic a job any longer than that?” '

Neii grirned wryly at the recollection. “I
hit a man. 1 didn't know he was the boss's
son.”

For a second there was a trace of a smile en
King's face, but he quickly smothered it “And
then what?”

“Then 1 took a job with a freighting ocutfit
going 1o Kansas. 1 could’ve had a steady job,
but J wanted 1o get into ranching, so I hired
on as a rider at a place near Podge. That's
where 1've been the Jast three years.”

King frowned. “Three years punching
cows—that’s not much to brag about.”

Neil flushed. “1 wasn’t bragging. You just
asked me a question, and T answered it. If
you're not satisfied, quit beating around the
bush and say se. 1 have a foreman’s job wait-
ing for me back in Kansas. Just say the word,
and Il leave.”

“Foreman?” King's evebrows Iifted. “Then
mayhe your mcther didn’t spoil you as bad as
T thought.” He threw his cigar into a spittoon.
“All right, vou’re welcome to stay, provided
you're willing to take orders. What bothers
me is thal you may be like your mether—too
damnred soft 10 make a go of it. Qut here a
man has to stand up on his hind legs and fight.
even if it means fighting his friends.”

Neil remembered the men at the depot, and
knew what King was driving ar. He was
about to szy so when a voice called sharply
from out front, “Here they come, boss.”

King crossed to the window in two quick
strides and stared out. Then he turned to-
ward Neil. “We’ll finish this later, boy. Right
now 1 have ssmething else to attend to.” He
stalked out of the room and across the front
hall.

Puzzled, Neil crossed tc the windew and
looked out. Riding down the slope were eight
or nine men. with Will Turner in the Jead.
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looking grimmer than Neil remembered him
but otherwise unchanged. Beside him was~
Dutch Shortinghuis, a rancher Neil remem-
bered faintly.

King came off the porch and took a stand
beside his foreman in the middle of the vard.
The horsemen came up to within ten paces
or 50 and stopped at a signal from Will Turn-
er, who looked at King and nodded.

“I won't wait for an inviiation to get down,”
he saicl. “Besides, what I have to say can be
said (rom the saddie.” He motioned at the
men behind him. “You know these fellers,
King. They’re all what you call two-bit ranch-
ers—the same kind you used to be before you
got big ideas.”

Dutch Shortinghuis interrupted impatient-
ly, “Get to the point, Will. We didn’'t come
out here to listen to a speech.”

Turner frowned for a second, then shrugged.
“All right, Dutch. I guess [ forgot myself for

FRANCESCA

KINGC WALLACE

a minute.” He turned back toward King. “It's
about that ditch you're digging. Every oae eof
us knews what you could do with it if you've
a mind to. \We'd like to hear it from vour own
lips.”

King let hts eves travel frum man to mag,
Some of them, like Will Tumer and Dutch
Shortinghuis, returned the stare witheut flinch-
ing. Others, including Hub Talbert, looked
away. After his deliberate scrutiny, King
lonked back at Will.

“You're forgetting something, aren’t yeu?
What I do on Warbird is nabody's business.
In fact you have no right even coming here
to ask me about it.”

Some of the men shifted uneasily and
seemed about to turn away, but Will Turner
paid no attention to them. “You can’t put us
oft that easy, King., We came here for an
honest answer, and we aim to get it.”

King’s eyes narrowed, and the color rose in
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his cheeks. Neil instinctively let his hand drop
to his side before he remembered that his gue
was eut in the hunkhouse in his warbag. He
looked around the room and saw an old Henry
hanging on a bracket.

“All right, Will,” King said. “Since you're
bound to push things, I'll tell you. I'm going
to throw the creek back into its old channel.
I need the water.”

Turner was obviously trying te control his
temper, but Dutch Shortinghuis leaned for-
ward in the saddle and began to curse. Neil
turned and ran for the Henry, knowing that
only one false move was needed to start a
battte. He jabbed the muzzle of the Henry
through the window.

“Sit tight!” he yelled. “T'll blast the first
man that moves.”

The riders turned startled eyes toward the
window, where the ugly snout of the Henry
stared at them menacingly. Will Turoer

MARCIA

lnoked at Neil and let out his hreath in a sigh.

“All right, men,” he saic. “We've been out-
foxed. We'll have te go lLack to town and
turn it over {o the law.”

“The law!” Dutch said bitterly. “A hell of
a lot of good that'll do, with Mulholland in
Willace's pocket.”

“We have no choice,” Will said. “Go on
now, before somebody gets hurt”” He waited
until the others had started up the hill, then
rode over heside the window. “You can lower
the gun, Neil. T reckon your father and
Bridger ceuld back-shoot me if T made a try
for my Colt.”

Neil lowered the gun, hating the look in
Will's eyes, but knowing there was nething

NEIL
WALLACE
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he could do about it without giving up every-
thing he had come back for.

ILL shoek his head. "“I'm sorry it
W came to this, Neil. 1 haven’t forgotten

the old days, when vou and Marcia
played together over at Broken Baw. In fact
we've talked about yvou a lat since vou went
away.” He broke off suddenly, and his voice
became harsh. “It’s all over now, since you've
sided your father in his dirty work. 1Vl have
to ask you to stay away from Broken Bow.
Stay away from Marcia, 100, You've turned.
aut just the way King wanted you to.”

Neil said, “That’s up to vou, Mr. Turner.
I’'m not ashamed ef being a Wallace, if that's
what you expect me to say.”

Will leoked at him for a moment, then
turned and rade up the slope without a back-
ward glance. Neil crossed the office and put
the Henry back in place, then turned o see
his father and Bridger entering the room.
The rancher was smiling grimly.

“You tcld ‘em, by heaven! Ncw they know
whose side vou're en.”

Neil saw Bridger’s grin, and said hotly,
“Next time don’t walk into a set-up like that
and expect me 1o get you out of it." He
glanced at the ramrod. “Nobody's fast enough
with a gun to buck these odds.”

Bridger’s grin broadened. “Wait and see,
kid. Wait and see.”

Neil turned toward his father. “That stuff
about the ditch— What was Mr. Tarner 1alk-
ing abeut?”

King heeked his thumbs in his gunbelt.
“That’s right, hoy—you don’t know about the
ditch.” He rocked forward on the balls of his
feet. “You rememher the old creekbed. the
one where the creek used to run before that big
slide pushed it aut of its bankse”

Neil nodder]. The slide was sefore his time.
but he hacl played in the dry creekbed which
crossed Warhird Jand on the north side of the
hoghack.

“Well, I'm diverting the creek back where it
was. I've had most of my ¢rew working oo
the jeb all summer ” He nnhnoked his right
thumb and iahbed Neil in the chest. T’
shew tho e damned twe-bit ranchers what it
costs to Jaugh at King Wallace!”

Neil frowned. “Laugh? What do you me n?"

BOOTH

King's face tightened. “That’s right, laugh.
They used to say things about me behind my
vack—things about my pretending to be a big
operator, but net being able 1o hang ento my
wife. Damn their dirty little souis! T’ve taught
’em not o poke fun at anybody from Warleird.
It’s cost me money, but 1 have mere. There
are a dozen mules pulling scrapers up where
the slide was, and T'll get a hundred more if
I need 'em. I’l} iear out the whole side of the
hills if 1 have to.” He stopped for breath.

Neil was a little stunned. King had always
been aggressive, but nothing he had ever done
compared with this. “Abeut needing the wa-
ter,” he said. “That was just talk. wasn’t j1?
Warbird never needed thai creek.”

King nndded. “Sure it was, boy, and they
know it. But they do need it, or their cattle
will die like flies.” He stomped over and sat
down behind bis desk. “And I'll Jet 'em die, or
buy 'em out for ten cenis on the doliar. DIl
have those tinhorns begging before T'm dane,
and then T'll spit in their faces.” He looked
up beligerently. “Do yvou have anyv objec-
tions?”

Neil weighed his answer. Being tough was
one thing, and experience had shown him that
it was a necessary quality if you wanted to get
ahead. But taking a man’s water supply just
for spite was something else. Still, there was
Warbird ¢ consider. If he plaved along with
his father, he stood to inherit the ranch. Let
the ranchers suffer a little if necessary—once
the place was his, he’d make it up to them.

He prinned. “Hell, it’s your ranch. 'm not
telling you how te run it.” He turned toward
the door. “I’m geoing over to get my gun. Tt
looks as if T might be needing it i T'm going
to stay around here.”

“Go ahead,” King said. “Then get back as
quick as vou can, and we'll go te town. We'll
show these bastards we're not scaved cf 'em.”

Neil crossed the hallwav, frowning. T{ there
had ta be a4 war whv Ikl Will Turner have lo
be in on it? Will had been almost like a sec-
ond father to Neil. a kind-hearted father
whase influence supplied what King's lacked.
And Neil hated the thought that Marcia was
going to despise him. Marcia had been a sweet
kid, for all her freckles and kncbay elhows.
He was so involved in his thoughts that he ai-
most bumped into a woman on the norch steps.
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“TI'm sorry.” He reached up to touch his
hatbrim, then froze in mid-metion. “Frences-
cat”

“Hello. Neil.” She smiled at him gently, her
eves alight with pleasure. “I’m glad you're
back.”

Neil grabhed her in his arms
dreamed vou'd still be on Warbhird”

“T'm still here, Neil.” There was just a trace
of Spanish accent in her voice, which was zoft
and musical. She reached up to touch a stray
wisp of hair, and Neil saw that it was just
heginning to turn grav. “Let me lnok at vou,
Neil. You've changed so much.”

Neil grinned. “Tt's iust that there's more
of me. Francesca” His arin faded. “I sup-
pose vou know about mv mother’s dving?”

“Yes.” She sobered inztantly. “Your fa-
ther told me ” She frowned. “Tt was the first
time he mentioned her since she tonk vou
away. Tt hurt him terribhly when she left.”

“I suppese so0.” Neil touched her chaek.
“How about you? WHave wom been hapnv?”?

“Hapnv?” Francesca hit her lin. “Why
ves, Neil. T suppose so. Things haven’t turned
out exactly the way T'd hoped.” Shc smiled.
“Anyway, it’s good 10 have you back. NMavhe
vou can brighten things up around Warhird.”

There was a subdued sadness in her voice,
and it troubled him. He glanced back at the
door. “King wants me to go to town w'th him
now, Francesca. T think he’s in a hurrv.”

“Then you'd bhetter ge, Neil. King likes to
have his own way.”

She was smiling. hut Neil fell that there
was something unspoken behind her words.
Could it he that she was in love with King?
That would account for her still beine here.
after all these vears. And what she had said
about things not turning out exactly ithe way
they were suppnsed to— Had she " expected
King to marry her when his wife died? Neil
shook his head. She was too znod for King,
but he douhted if King would ever think of
marryving his housekeeper.

Rehind him. he heard heavy boots on the
porch, @#nd he hurried into the bunkhouse.
When he came eut, wearing his gun. King was
alveadv mounted and was impatiently holding
the reins of another saddled sorrel.

As Neil took the reins, he neticed that the
saddie was his. It irritated him for some rea-

“T never

son, making him feel as though he were heing
led around by the nose. But he said nothing
abeut it, and they toek off teward town.

T WAS the first time Neil had been in
I Frank Diamond’s saloon. but he remem-
bered having seen the man loaking out
over the hatwings Txamand had drifted West
after the war, and bad liked it w11 enough
to stav He was 123'1ina with twa men at one
end of the bar wh=: Nel and hic father en-
tered, hut he left the men immediately and
came over to grest thany,

“Mawdy, Mr. Wallace,”
fully.

“Halln, Diamond " King motioned toward
Neil. “You mav bov. He’s
bern awav for a while”

The salonnman nadeled.
Neil T hedar vouw've heen bhack
held ~ut his hand acrnes the har.

“Tust Kansas. mostlv.” Neil said, shaking
Dianmnnd’s hand.

“Now there’s a state vou can have.” Dia-
mond <aid. “Tt was sa hot when 1——"

King suddenlv nushed Neil as’ci» and stared
at the men at the nther end of the bar, “Dao
vor fellers have eomething on v minds?”

Surnrised. Netl turned to loak. The two
strangers were watching, but there seemed
nothineg odd about that  One of the men put
down his drink and licked his lins nervonsly.
The other deliberstely finished his drink and
put the #lass on the har

“¥1e2” he said. “Vou knew vou wouldn't
be ‘nterssted. Mister Wallace. Not a big feller
like von.” He nocldnad at. his companion. anil
thev left the saloon.

King swore. “Who 25 that man?" he de-
manderl.

Diamond shrugeed. “Some drifeer T guess”
He laid his hards on the bar. “What'fl vou
gentlemen have?”

“Two whiskvs,” King said, withant giving
Netl i chance to answer for himself.

Neil grinned. His father was gning to he a
little hard to get used to. hut it wasn't worth
arguing about. He picked up the glass that
Diamond set in front nf him.

King reached for the half-emotv hottle and
hurled it into the mirror behind the bar.
“That's fer lving to me, Diamand: you

he suirl respect-

ramamber my

“Welcame home,
Fast.” He
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should’ve known better. New who was thal
feller?*

Neil stared unbelievingly at the shatiered
mirror. then at Frank Diiamond’s suddenly
white face. The act had been so unnecessary
that it leit him a little stunned. Surprisingly,
Diamond’s answer was mild.

“He’s a man by the name of Suggs,” he said

woodenly. “He works for Dutch Shorting-
huis.”
Without arcwering, Kine picked up his

glass and drained it. He glanced at Neil.
“Hurry up. boy. We want 1o get to the cafe
while they're «till epen.”

There was nothing in his voice te indicate
any emotion. and Neil felt a finger of doubi.
He put down his drink without tasting it and
followed King out the door, half expecting
Diamond to empty a shotgun into their backs.

King stepped into the strect and hcaded
inward the cafe directly opposite. A littie
shaky, Neil {ellowed him. i was pretty clear
that King was used te making the decisions.
Halfway across. Neil glanced along the side-
walk in time 1o see a girl entering the mer-
cantile beyend the cafe. She paused in the
doorway to let someone pass. and Neil stopped
in his tracks.

King heckoned from the q(lewa]k.
along, boy.”

Neil joined him.
one who just entered the stove,
familiar,”

King frowned. “That’s
He took Neil's arm. “Come op, new
have nothing ro say to her.”

Neil pulled his arm loose.
well understand each ether.” he said. “On
Warbird, you give the erders. Any place else
1) de as I please” He turned and headed
for the mercantile. Behind him the cafe door
hanged loudiy.

She was loeking at some dress gocds when
Neil came in. a tall, softly rounded girl who
seemec] unconscious of her beauty. Neil maved
in front of her and took off his hat.

“Tlello. Marcia.”

She made no pretense of being surprised.
“Hello, Neil.”” Her voice was polite, but there
was no warmth in it.

Neil reached for her hand. but she moved
it away, in what appeared to be an uncon-

“Come

“That girl.” he =aid. "the
looks sorl of

Marcia Turner
You

“We might as

scious gesture. Neil flushed, aware that cthers
in the <tore were waiching. “You've changed,
Marcia,” he said. “1 suppose you know that.”

She nodded. “You've changed too, Neil
Dad 1old me what happened at Warbird a
little while ago.” A frown disturbed the
smoothness of her forehcad. “I never thought
vou’d use a gun against veur old friends.”

“Somebody had to stop it.” Neil felt his
temper shpping. “1 couldn’t just stand there
and see somebody shot.”

‘“No, I suppose¢ not.” She gave him a level
lock. “Did it strike yveu that your father or
Flake Bridger would be the ones who'd start
the trouble?” When he didn’t answer im-
mcdiately, she went on. “Never mind, Neil.
You've decided which side you’re on. .Afier all,
you are a Wallace.” She turned awayv and
motioned te the sterckeeper. ‘I think T've
fomcl what T want, NMr. Sutherland.”

Neil looked around at the grinning custom-
ers, wanting to hit someone, but finding no
excuse for doing it. He turned and walked
stiffty eut of the store.

King was seated at tahle near the front of
the cafe. He looked uvp as Neil came in, his
eyes bitter. “Did you find out for vourself?
Damn it. I told you yeu’d he making a mis-
take. Now you have people Jaughing at us.”

Neil diduw’'t answer. King was right, but it
didn’t make him feel any hetter to admit it.
Besides. his thoughts were filled with Marcia,
so beautiful and se unapproachahle. He
pushed back his plate and saw that King was
waiting [or him. Most of the other diners had
already left.

Outside, King stopped <o ahrapily that Neil
almost bumiped into him. Looking past him,
he saw Dutch Shortinghuis coming across the
ctreet, his broad face almast scarlet. Shorting-
huis had a sixgun ip his hand. and locked mad
enough to use it. He reached the middle of the
street and stopped.

“They said you were in tewn, Wallace. This
time you’se going to listen.” Hxs eyes flashed
briefly to Neil. “And don’t count on vour kid
to do anything about it, unless you want him
dead.”

“Start talking,” King «aid. and Necil had to
admire kis composure. “YVm in a husry.”

“You're always in a hurry,” Duich said
heatedly. “Just see to it you're not in tco
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much oi a hurry for your own good.” He
brushed a hand across his cheek. “What I
want to tell you is this—if you cut oft that
water, I'll kill you! I'm net going tn lat my
family starve because you're a land hog.”

CROSS the street, a man had coote out

A of the saloon, and Neil saw that he

was wearing a star. The man said sud-

denly, “Ail vight, Dutch, I've got you covered.
Prop that gun!”

Shortinzhuis  seemed almost desperate
enough (o ignore the warning, but he cursed
and let his gun fall mto the dirt. “Damn you,
Mulholland, why don't you let me be?”

“If vou act as if vou have good sense, 1
will.” The lawman stepped up and retrieved
Shortinghuis's gun. “Come on, Dutch; you're
going o jail.”

“Turn him loose,” King said angrily. “I'm
not afraid of scum like him.”

Neil saw the marzhal flush, and was sorry
for him. What he had done seemed like a
good thing, but Kinz ®ave no sign that he
appreciated it. The marshal hesitated a mo-
ment. then metioned Ior Dutch to zo.

“Sure, Marshal,” Dutch said sarcastically.
“Anything you say. Anything your boss tells
you to say, thal is.” He turned and walked
away.

King gestured towurd the marshal. “This is
Cal Mulholland, Neil. Cal, this is my boy.”

“Howdy.” The marshal didn’t meet Neil's
eyes, and it was apparent that he was still
rankling from being humiliated by King. He
turned and went back into the salonn.

Kinz lvoked after Dutch's retreating form.
“Dirty clod hopper,” he said. “Come on, let's
go.” He headed for the hitchrail

Neil followed, and was about to step inte
the saddle when a man came out of the mer-
cantile waving a piece of paper.

“Neil Wallace?” he asked. Neil nodded.
“Here's a letter that came in on today’s train.
I heard you were in town.”

“Thanks.”

Neil opened the envelope and took out a
sheet of pink paper. He read the note and
began te grin, Nobody but Delight weuld do
a thing like this—send a letter on the same
train he was coming in on. He looked up and
saw his father frowning al him eauestioningly.

“It’s from a girl in St. Louis,” Neil said.
“Someone I met at a party last year. Here,
srou can see what she says.”

King reached for the letter and spread it out
on the saddlehorn. After reading it, he looked
down at Neil for several seconds. “This De-
light” be said, “what’s she Lo you?"

“Just a friend,” Neil said. “After the party
1 didn’t meet her again until I went back to
the {uneral last moanth.”

King glanced at the letter again. “From
the way she writes, she'd like a chance to visit
Warbicd."”

“Tt's just her way,” Neil said. “{ teld her
about the ranch.” He grinned. “I guess I
bragged a little. She’ll forget all about it by
next week.”

King turned to losk back toward the mer-
cantile, and his expression chang d. “Go
ahead and invite her, boy. We’ll show these
tinhorns we don't have to depend on them for
any'thing.”

“But there's no reason—"

“Who sald you needed a reason? Go ahead;
we have plenty of room. We'll zg to the depot
ard yvou can send her a telegram.”

Neil couldn’t heip fecling that King had
some unexpressed reason for hiz sudden burst
of hospitality, but there was nothing in it to
which he could object, so he sent the telegram.
Once it was done, he began to get a little
excited. Delight DuBois was enough to excite
any man,

At the Warbird turnoff, King reined up and
waited for Neil to come alongsicle. “We'll go
rizht on to Box-5." he said. “You'll be want-
iz to see this (iim vou've heard about.” He
lifted his reins and took off us the main road.
There was nothing for Neil o do but fellow,
although he wondered why it wouldn't be
easier to take the shorter route through War-
bird. At anv rate. this route would give hin
a chance to renew his acquaintance with the
countryside.

A3 they came within sight of Box-S, they
keard a pistol shot. King spurred his horse
into a gallop and they angled off toward the
dam. where several men were huddled around
another man who was on the ground. One of
the men held a gun in his hand. As Neil and
his father rode up, he holstered the gun and
turned to face them.
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King reined up and leaned over to look at
the downed man, whe was glaring up at him,
Neil was surprised to recognize the man as
Corlzy Brill. whe had been Warbird’s foreman
when Meil went away. Corky wag grav-haired
now. hut he still Toeked capahle.

“What happened?” Xing demanded, direct-
ing the question at Bridger. who was ctanding
at Corky's feet.

The foreman glanced &t the man with the
gun. “Fell him about i1, Ace.”

“Sure.” Ace looked up at King. “You
know how Cerky’s hesn, hoss. ever since we
stared working on this deal All he's done is
threw morkey wrenches in the machinery.
Well, teday T braced him with it, and he went
for his gun. T was a little faster.”

King frowned. “How about it, Bridger? Ts
that the way veu saw it?>"

Bridger nndded. “That's right, bogs. Corky
asked for it”

King lhoked at Corky. “What’s yowr story.
Eril}?2”

The Yiule puncher

frowned. "It doesn’t

matter. You believe what they've already
told von.” He tried te sit up, hot conldnt
make it Nel ctenpeck ot of the caddle and

went 1o hie aicd and Crskyv grinned. “Neil!
1t's been a long time.”

“Tijeven vears.” Nejl «aid. He glanced up
at hig father. “lsn’t there come way we can
get Corkv te a bed?”

King mntianed to one of the punchers “Ge
bortow Stivhhv’s wapon, Ferhush.” He Tonked
at Neil. “Come along, bov. 1’1} show yor what
Tm deing here”

Corky muttered something Neil conldn’t
underetand, but indicated that he could get
aleng withoul any heln. Neil mounted and
followed ¥no te a3 snet whete the creek had
been nartiallv hlocked hv rocks. Add’ticnal
10ne of roclo were stackad alang the edees of
the cree¥ . readv to be nut into place. King
turned in the saddle andd focked at Weil pread-
Iy,

“Here it is. bov. Ancther few daye work
on the ol channel and 11 be all s¢t to dam
the creek ”

Neil nnked at him without answering The
plan was siminle enough. Several scrapers were
gouring ont a ditch through the slide which
had long 20n nushed the creek out of ite banks

and forced it 1o forra a new channel. When
the clitch was completed, the water could be
turned back into the eriginal riverbed, and
the little ranches would be deprived of their
water. The idea gave him no pleasure, but he
made no comment. This was King’s problem,
net Neifs.

{rom the direction of Stubby’s ranch
buldings. Re Jeft King and reode over
1. help ¥Fotbush lift Cerky into the back of
the wagon, trying not to hurt his wounded
Jeg. The sweat popned out on Corky's face,
but he grinned at the other puncher.

“Falic it easy, Dvane.” he said.
made ol wood.”

Duane Forbush grinned back at him. “Den't
worry, Corky, 1'm not going to let you die
while vou owe me five dollars” He ciimbed
onte the seat anc¢ gathered up the reins.

Neil watched the wagon leave, then turned
to see that King and Bridger were having an
animated conversation at the damsite. A little
disgr<ted with the whole business. he headed
for Warbird, 1aking the short cut along the
Torth <irle of the hogback.

He reached the ranch in time 1o tell Fran-
cesca what had hanrened, hefore the wagon
arrived by the longer route. Francesca ip-
sisted en fixing a hed for Corky in the main
house. and by the timne it was ready the wagon
had rome into the vard

Neil went out andd helped Duarne carry the
puncrer info the house. where Francesca was
waitivye with het water and clean cleth for
hanaves She worked ranidly, then straight-
enerl ne and turnec teward Duane

"“There's a bottle nf whicky jn the Xkitchen
cuntnard. Bring i1 un here, pleacs”

Corky raised his head. “And ¢ee ic it you
den’t bring any of it in vour belly.”

Duans winked and Ieft the room, te be fol-
lowed hv Francesca. Corky lonked np at Neil
soberlv. “You should've stayed away, Neil
There's nothing but trouble on Warkird now.”

“Then 11 fee) right at home,” Neil said.
He lowered his voice. “What actually hap-
pened up there at the dam? Vou wouldnt be
dumb enough to draw against a man who has
gunsinger written all over him. like that man
Ace does.”

l 51{. TURNED® to wiatch a wavon clatter

“I'm not



Cerky swore.
way!”
“He's a feller Bridger put on the payroll, and
they make a good pair. Bolh of ’em are as

“Damn Ace Pollock any-
He propped himself on one elbow.

mean as hell.” He frawned. “VYou're right,
Neil, I didn’t start things. 1 had good reason,
all right, but I’m not interested in getting my-
self shot up. This was all Pollock’s doing,
plain and simple. But you noticed how Bridger
backed him up.”

There were footsteps on the stairs, and Neil

Neil put his hand over the
horse’s maassle lest it
betrey his presence

crossed over to the door. But it was just
Duane with the whisky. He entered the room
and handed the bottie to Corky, who took a

hearty drink. “Ask Duane. He knews.”
Duane frowned. “About Bridger and Pol-
lock? They're up to something, all right.” He
looked at Neil. “They know Corky’s against
the dam business, and they're liable to try for
him again.” He shook his head. “They’re not
crazy about vou, either. I think Bridger hig-
ured on getting something out ef this for him-
25
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self. With you, it might not work out.”

It was a centecture to think about later.
Right now it seemed more important ic take
care of Corky. So Neil =aid, “I’ll move into
the house fer awhile, where T can keep an
eve on things. My old room’s just down the
hall. T'll come out and get my gear later.”

“Fair enough”

Duane left. and Neil saw that Cerky was
about to go ta sleep, wrohably as a reaction
to the shooting, plus the whisky he had drunk.
Neil pulled a chair over hy the window and «at
down. Prezently Corky hesan to snore.

The afterncon were on. and Neil heard the
Warbird ¢rew ride into the ward. Francesca
came up with a tray of food. and Cerkv awrke
long cnough ta cat his sunner, while Neil ate
his ewn meal beside the hed. Francesca lin-
rered, apparently relictanr 1o leave.

Neil said. “Where’s Kineg» Hasn’t he come
back?”

She shack her head. “He <eldom eats in the
house. Neil  He's probab!v out checkine tre
new ditch. That's ahout a1 he thinks of now-
adays.” She left then, wa'ling coftly dewn the
corridor to her little room at the back of the
house.

After a bit. Duane came in_ ‘1 figured nne
cf us cught to be here” he said. “You'll te
wanting to et vour warbag.”

Neil lef1 the house and crassed over ta the
bunkhouse, Several of the punchers were <it-
ing on the edge of their bunks. One of these
was Ace Poliock, who wns cleaning a gun.
TFlake Rridoer was seated at a crude noker
1akle with three other men. He saw Neil and
oot to hic feet.

“Break it up, men. We've 2ot company.”

Neil could understand the resentment en
the men's faces at the intimation that they
owed him some special respect. He wanted to
say something to sofien the effect, but Bridser
added quickiy, ‘This is Neil Wallace, mer He
doesn’t eat in the cookshack like we do, so veu
haven’t met him.” He took Neil's arm and
led him tn the nearest bunk. "This is Cakh
Phillips. Wallace.”

The puncher looked up at Neil and ncdded.
‘“Pleased tneecha, \Wallace. ™ He shook Neil’s
hand unenthnsiastically.

Bridger went on as though he hadn't
noticed. '“This is Ace Pollock, my segundo.”
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Ace leoked up at Neil and grinned slyly.
“Howdy, Wallace. 1 can’t shake hands.
Wouldn’t wart to get your bands dirty.”

Somebedy chuckled, and Neil turned to look
around the room, then back at Pallock.
“That’s all right, Ace: 1 expected t¢ find a
Iittle dirt. T’ve heen with Corky Rrill all afier-
noon.”

Pelleck’s lips thinned. He half rose from
his bunk. then sat down again.

*“What's the maticr?” Neil asked dryly.
“Too many withesses?”

The rcom was breathlessly quist until
Bridger said loudly. “Ge on with vour game,
men. What the hell!” -

Neil Iccked around the room and ‘hought
he detected a few friendly eves. He mi~ked up
his bedrc] and left the bhuilding. Felvnd him
he heard Rridger say :nerily, “Damn it, Ace,
don’t veu have any brains at all?”

He crassed the yard. entered the howse, and
went directly upstairs. Duane’s cigaretie tip
glewed. Duane said ¢rvffiv. “He’s a<leep. Do
you reckan one of us cught to ride herd on
him?”

“No.” Nell said. “If they try anvthing to-
night. it won’t be Corkv they're after.” He
caught Tnane’s cleeve “Watch vourself. cow-
boy. Youw and Corky cem to be friends, and
there mayv be some who'il hold thit apainst
you.”

“‘Hell” Duane said bluntly, “l recken I
can still decide who'c my friend and who
isn’t.” Ee felt for Neil's hand dn the dark-
ness. “Good night, friend.”

Neil gripped his fingers. * Geod nighit. cow-
bey.” He wanted 10 sav more, but knew that
Duane would be emlarrassed. He listened to
Duane’s steps on the stairway. then maoved on
down the hall to his roam.

ened hy a dull banm which rattled his
bedraom windows. Hc lay sull for a
mement. thinking it might be repealerl. then
jumped out of bed as a door banged open
and Corky let out a groan. Neil ran out into
the hallway and saw his father outlined
againet lamplight from a bedroom hevond the
head of the stairs.
King cursed. “Semechbody’s dynamiied the
dam!”

SOMF, time after midnight, Neil was awak-
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Neil stuck his head into Corky's room. “Are
you all right?”

“I reckon,” Corky said. “Something woke
me up, and T tried to get out of hed. [ forgot
all about my bum leg.”

“King thinks they've blown up the dam,”
Neil said. “You just lic low.”

He ran back to his room and put on his
clothes. King met him at the head of the
stairs and they raced down to the yard. The
rancher shouted for Bridger, who burst sut of
the bunkhouse with his sixgun in his hand.

“Everybody out!” King velled. “Shorting-
huis blowrt up the dam! T didn’t think ke had
the guts.”

Men poured out of the bunkhouse, some of

them only half dressed, but none without his
gunbelt. iNeil grabbed Duane as he went by.
“You’d better stay here where you can watch
Corky. T have to go with the crew.”
. Duane hesitated brieily, then drifted into
the shadows. Neil followed the others to the
horsebarn. Bridger called out a few names,
and told those men to stay and guard the
ranch. The rest were soon in their saddles,
King in {ront on a big black. They pounded
out of the vard and keaded fer Box-S. As
they nearerl the dam, King called a halt.

“Don’t go too close. We might find some
tracks.” He raised his veice. “Stubby, are
you here?"

“I'm here, King. T was waiting to see who
you fellers were” A match flared, and Stub-
blefield touched it to the wick of a lantern,
which flickered into light

King turned in the saddle. “Take a2 look,
Philips Vnu’ce good at reading sign”

“Sure, hoss."”

The man Neil had met in the bunkhouse
dismounted and took Stubby’s lantern. He
bent low heside the creek, which hacl spread
to its original width now that the dam was
shattered. When he straightened up he was
grinning.

“I'd know that hooiprint anywhere, boss,
Nobody else rides as big a horse as Butch
Shortinghuis.”

King rose in his stirrups. “Come on, men.
We'll catch him before he knows were onto
him!” He whirled his mount and took off
at a gallop.

Presently they came to a turnoff and rode

under an unpainted archway. King motioned
for the men to slow dewn. “Spread eut. Dutch
has a shotgun, and he’s probably expecting
us.” He pulled in his own animal some ten
paces from the door, with Bridger on his left
and Neit on the right. “Come out, Dutch!”
he yelled. “We know you're in there.”

The door opened and Dutch stepped into
the yard, a shotgun cradled across his left arm.
In the moonlight Neil could see the anger on
his face. “Whe the devil d’'vou think you
are,” he demanded, “hollering in the middle
of the night like this and waking up my wife
and kids2"

Kirg leaned across the saddlehorn. “Don’t
talk like a fool,” he said harshly. “We know
what vou did at the dam.”

Neil thought Dutch looked surprised. “I
didn’t do anythiny to your dam. ['ve been
right hcre in the house.”

Bridzer Jaughed tauntingly. “With your
clothes on, Dutch? Why vou dirty, lying—"
He grabbed for his gun, and it caune out blaz-
ing.

Dutch spun crazily as Bridger's buliet
caught him in the arm. The shotgun went off
and someone screamed. Neil turned and saw
a man pitch out of a saddle. He looked back
at the house. Dutch was gone.

One of the men was cursing softlyv. “Why'd
Dutch have to kitl Cobb Phillips?”

Neil laoked at his father. “Chances are he
didn’t aim at anybody. He was hit before he
fired.”

King scowled. “What's the difference? He
hit one of my men.” He motionad toward the
door. “Get the wioman and kids out, Neil
You other men, surrouvad the house.”

Neil stepped out of his saddte and pounded
on the door, his hand on his gun. There was
a moment’s pausv: then the donr opened. A
heavy woman clutching a faded bathrobe
around her shoulders stepped out into the dirt.

“Go away and leave us alone” she said
quieily. “There’s nobody here but me and the
babhies, and we haven’t hurt anybody.”

“Nlake her send Dulch out,” King ordered,

The woman crossed over to where he was
sitting and loeked up at him. “You're King
Wallace. I don’t suppose you know when a
person’s telling the truth, you're such a liar
yourself.”
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King loeked at Necil. “He's in there some-
place. Make her bring the kids out.”

“You'd better get them,” Neil said, hating
himself, “or make yeur husband come out
where we can sec him. I'm sorry.”

She sheok her head. “All right. The babies
are scarecl half 1o death as it is, with the shoot-
ing and all.” She disappeared into the house,
returning presently with a haby in her arms
and two older children behind her.

“All right, boy. Flush him out.”

Neil smiled bleakly. He could refuse, and
be branded a ceward, or he cauld go in and
face a shotgun blast. 1t didn’t leave him much
choice. He stepped into the house and moved
away from the open doorway. A crack of light
showed under a door at the far side of the
room, and he moved quickly acress and kicked
the dvor open.

The room was empty and the light came
from a Jamp on the table. A brok was open
before the Jamp. Neil glancer! at it and found
that it was written in some foreign language.
Even sa, he could tell that it was a bible. He
halstered hic gun znd completed his inspection
of the house without finding anyone.

EEN he told King the house was
em~ty, King swung out of the saddle.

“Darnn him,” he <aid. “he must've
gone out the back before we had the place
covered.”

He puched past Neil and inte the house.
Grabbine up the lamp, he examined the house
himself, hi« boots peunding on the bare flocr.
Then he came hack ta the front room and
scowled at Neil. whe wag <11l in the deorway.

“The dirty skunk!”

He hurled the lamn on the fioor, shattering
it. Neil staried toward it inctinctivelv. bt
the spilled coal oil caueght fire and forced him
back. Almost immediately the window cur-
tains were & mass of flame.

“That’l] chow ‘em:!” Kinr said, “Come nn,
we've got 1o get cut of here”

Disgucted Neil fellowed hic father fram
the house. Mis. Shortinghuis and the children
were staring round-eved #1 the flames. and
Neil wae a litt)e sickened. He circled the honse
and went into the barn, where he found two
wnrk horses and a big farm wagon. A few
minutes later he drove the team out of the

barn and around the burning house. Butch’s
wifc looked at him dazedly.

“Get in,” Neil said. “I’ll take you ta some
neighbor’s place.”

The woman shook her head. “There's no
place we can go. We have no friends around
here.”

“Then Tl take vou to Will Turner’s. He'll
Jet vou stayv.”

She nodded. “The Turners are nice folks.
The girl always speaks {o me in town.”

She motioned for the elder children—a girl
of about six and a boy a little alder—to get
in the back of the wagon. She herself climbed
ento the seat, refusing Neil’s help.

Neil called to one of the punchers, “Tie
my heree to the wagon, will you?”

The puncher looked at King, whe ygave no
indication of approval «or disapproval, then
brought Neil’s animal t¢ the wagon. He was
about to tie it, but Dutch's boy said sclemuly,
“P11 hold him, mister,” and took the reins,

Neil drove ont of the vard and headed for
Turner's, the woman sitting cilently heside
him He wanted t¢: say something consoling,
but knew she wouldn't understand. They
turred in at Broken Row.,

Ne'l cupped his hands tc hie sneuth and
called, “This is Neil Wzlace. I'm coming in.”

The door opened and Will Turner stepped
into the yard, a rifle across his arm. 1 teld
you to stay away frem here, Neil”

“I have the Strrtinghuis family with me,”
Neil ¢aid, thinkine how different 1his recep-
tion was from the last time he had heer here.
“Their place burned ”

“Good heavens!” Will Turner leaned his
pun against the house and hurried tc meet
them “Haow'd it hanpene”

The woman moved ineasily. “King Wallace
sel it afire.” she said. “They shot Dutch.”

Maoonlight giinted on another rifle ther,
and Marcia came out ¢f the house, a thin robe
over her nightgown. She put stown the rifle
and croseed quickly 10 the wagen, her eves
troubled.

“You pocr thing,” she said softly. “Here,
let me take the babv ”

As che raised ber arms the yote fell apart,
and Neil turned away quickly, relieved that
the boy said just then. “What'll 1. do with
these reins. mistere”
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“Just let 'em drop.”

Neil turned and found Turner looking up
at him. “Tell me about it, Neil,” he said.

Neil did, relating the story without trying
to make it any pleasanter. When he finished,
Mrs. Shortinghuis said hotly, “It's a lie. Dutch
didn’t leave the house all night.”

Will Turner shook his head solemly. “I'm
serry, Neil, but T don't think this woman is a
liar.”

Marcia said suddenly, “Regardless of who's
lying, you knew you’re on the wrong side.”
She reached up impulsively and laid a hand
on Neil’s. “Leave Warbird, Neil. Just be-
cause your father’s crazy for power deesn’t
mean you have to go along with him.”

He looked at her hand, thrilling to the
touch. Maybe she was right; maybe King was
crazy. But King was his father. Then there
was the ranch to consicler. He shook his head.

“I wish T could, Marcia.”

She withdrew her haud and turned teward
the house. Will Turner stared at him coldly.
“Ali right, Neil, you'd better go. Tl take
care of the team.

Neil got out of the wagon and stepned into
his saddle. He left the ranch without even
tooking back, but he kept remembering Mar-
cia's expression.

When he reached Warbird he was too dis-
turhed to sleep. At the first sign of daylight
he looked in on Corky and then quietly left
the house. He saddled horse and rode eut
without arousing anyone.

The thought had occurred to him that there
had been ne saddlehorse in Dutch’s barn
only the two work horses. Since no one had
heard Dutch ride away, if was possible that
the animal whose tracks Cobb Phillips had
identified had never gone back to Dutch’s
place after the dynamiting,

In that case, Dutch might have heen telling
the truth about being home all night. The
horse might have heen ridden by someone elsc
—say the man Suggs who had been in Dia-
mond’s siloon.

The Shortinghuis nlace smelled of charred
wond and the house was only a mass of ashes,
but the barn stood as Neil had Ieft it, the big
doors wide open. Neil tied his horse to a tree
and went in, his sixgun in his hand.

He waited for bis eyes to adjust themsel ves

to the dimness, then examined each stall care-
fully. It seemed untikely, but Dutch might
he here. He might have hidden until the War-
bird crew left.

The search was unsuccessful. and Neil was
about to leave when he remembered the hay-
mow. He found a ladder which consisted of
cleats nailed across two studs, and holstered
his gun to leave his hands free. There was a
trap door at the top and he pushed it open.
He climbed the last few rungs rapidly, al-
though he really expected no trouble. He was
in the loft and had stepped away irom the
opening when something hard jabbed his back.

with his arm. at the same time lunging
at his unseen antagonist. They went
down in a heap, Neil clawing for the gun.

From across the room a voice cailed wor-
riedly, “Are vou all right, Marciar"

Marcial Neil was surprised into careless-
ness. and the figure beneath him twisted aside.
He remembered the gun then, and made a
grab for it. Marcia fell across his chest, her
soft hair in his eyes, her cheek against his.
For a moment thev were both ¢juiet. Then he
feund her lips with his, and she sighed softly.

“Marciat” Dutch sounded desperate now.

N EIL whirled and slammed the gun aside

“What's going on?”

She let go of the gun then and got to her
fect. “It's all right, Butch. Stay where you
are.”

Neil got up and reached for her in the
darkness, but she pulled away. “All right,”
she sa’d angrily. “Now that you've found him,
I sunpose yourll take him in and make vour-
self a hero.”.

Dutch swore. “You'd better not try, Wal-
lace.”

“T’'m right beside him, Dutch.” Marcia said
quickly.

Neil frowned. “What was that for?”

Dutch laughed bhitterly. *‘She means for
me not to sheot, Wallace. She knows T'd be
afraid of hitting her too”” There was the
sound of a gun being laid on the floor. “All
right. Tf she thinks that much of you, ['ll go
along with it.”

“I didn’t do it for him,” Marcia protested.
“I just don’t want to arouse the whole coun-
try_n
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“Thanks,” Neil said dryly. He struck a
match and saw Butch lying on some straw
across the loft. “I didn’t come here to take
you back, Dutch. I just wanted to find out
a Jew things about last night.”

“Like what?”

“Like where your herse is, and what be-
came of your man Spggs.”

Dutch groaned. “I wish 1 knew. Suggs
must’ve stolen the horse, T reckon. At least
they disappeured at the same time.” He hexsi-
tated, then added grimly, “1 suppese vcu
think I'm lving.”

“No,” Neil said, “l1 don’t.” He moved ever
by the trapdoor. “One thing’s sure, you can’t
stay here much longer. 'm not the only one
who might come looking for you.”

“Oh Neil!” Marcia’s hand found his arm.
“We can't Jet them find him. Dutch never
hurt anybody. 1 they just stay away until
night, I'M get him ot of here.”

He felt for her hand, and this time she
didn’t draw away. “VH head ‘emi off if I
can,” he said. “And Marcia—"

“What?”

“Nothing.”

Neil turncd teward the ladder, remember-
ing how hapelrss it was, with her father and
his in opposite camps, and Delight Dubois
probably alreadv on her way to visit him. He
descended the ladder and crossed ta where his
horse was tied. A minutc later he was headed
out toward Box-S, meaning to try to pick up
the trail of the dynamiter.

Only a mile or so from Dutch’s he san into
his father and a group of Warbird rider. in-
clucling Brideer and Pollack. They reined up
and watched him suspiciouslv. It was King
who spoke.

“What've vou been up to?”

Neil tried to appear uncencerned. ‘‘1've
leen over at Shortinghuis’s place. 1 get te
wondering why we didn’t find his horse in the
bam last night.®

“And??”

Neil shrugged. “I wasted myv time. K it
did come back. wie blotted out the prints with
our own.” :

Bridger lanked at him narrowly. “I reckon
there’s no reason we can’t look for ourselves.”

Neil grinned. “Help vourself. It's a free
country.”

King held up his hand. "Just a minute.
Did you find anything else?”

" Neil shook his head. “Nothing tc indicate
that Dutch had anything to do with blowing
up the dam.”

Bridger made an impatient gesture. “That’s
another thing 'l decide with my own eyves.”
He lifted his reins.

“Hold it, Bridger,” King said. "Arc you
accusing a Wallace of ving?”

Bridger grinned creokedly. “Hell, hoss, yon
know better than that.” In spite of the grin,
his eyes were hard. “Tt’s just that we have to
start somewhere.”

Neil had begun to roll a cigaret. He said
quietly, “E{ T were you, 1'd try to follow those
tracks where they leave the dam. 1t strikes me
that, if Dutch had been riding the horse, be
would’ve kept it clese at hand in case he had
to make a run for it. Since nobody heard him
ride out, it seems that the horse might not
have been ridden to Dutch’s at all.”

King nudded. "“You have a peint there.”
He turned toward the foreman. “Send some-
one te follow those tracks. The rest of the
men can go back to work rebuilding the dam.
That damned blast put us a week behind
schedule. and T'm getting tired of waiting.”
He glanced at Neil. “You come with me.
There’s plenty of work te be done around
Warbird.”

Relicved, Neil followed King up the trail
toward Warbird.

busy with the innumerable jebs connect-

ed with a big ranch. During this time
Corky, who had insisted on being moved to
the bunkhouse, recovered to the point where
he was able to hobble about with the aid of a
stick.

Most of the men were working on the ditch
or at rebuilding the dam. and King was usu-
ally away from the house, inspecting the prog-
ress they were making. Almost befare Neil
realized it, it was time for Delight to arrive.
The idea gave Neil little pleasure, since he
had decided long since that it had been a
foolish thing 1o invite her in the fust place.

Before Delight was off the depot platform,
word of her arrival would have penetrated to
the farthest corner of the town, and in a mat-

F.R the next several days, Neil was kept
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ter of hours it would be known by every
rancher in the area. It mattered because of
Marcia. By now Neil had come to realize
that no other girl would ever mean as much
to him as his miraculously transformed child-
hood playmate.

Nevertheless, he was on the platferm when
Delight stepped down from the car. She
looked as iresh as if she were only starting a
three-day trip, instead oi ending one, and
was flanked by two grinning punchers who
insister! en carrying her grips.

Neit crossed the cinclers and reached up to
take her hand. As he did. her foot scemed te
catch on the bottom step, and she fell against
him, throwing her arm around hi: neck to
keep from falling,

There were several loungers on the plat-
form, and Neil knew they were all watching.
He was embarrassed for himself, but more se
for Delight, who blushed. Trying to appear
uncoucerned, he grinned at her as ke took her
arm and led her to the buckboard.

He helped her in, then turned and saw that
Hub Talbert was watching him thoughifully,
his facc wrinkled in concentration. As Neil
turned, the tittle man lowered his eyes and
scurried away. Neil tossed Delight’s grips in
the back of the buckboard and climbed onto
the seat.

Delight smiled at him obliquely. “‘I’'m sor-
ry, Neil. [ didn’t mean to put on such a per-
formance.”

He grinned. “Don’t worry about it.
They're all jealous. It isn't every day a girl
as pretty as you comes to Kingvale.”

She squeezed his armt and moved a little
closer. “Ilatterer,” she said. “But I like it.”
She was wearing some kind of perfume that
reminded Neil of the party in St. Louis, and
his pulse bezan to heat a little faster.

They crossed the hoghack and came down
into Warbird, and King Wallace crossed the
porch to meet them. his face set in serious
lines. Neil stepped down and helped Delight
out of the buckboard.

“This is Delight DuBois, King. Delight,
this is my father.”

King looked at Delight and his expression
changed, almost as though he were startled.
Then he smiled and held out his hand. *Wel-
come to Warbird, Miss DuBois.” He looked

up at Nefl. “Show her her room, boy. I'll
take care of the teain.” _

Meil nodded, and turned toward Delight.
For a moment she kept het eyes on his father.
She, too, had a strange expression. Then she
took Neil’s arm and went up onto the porch.

“Your father, Neil” she said soberly,
“scares me a little. He seems to look right
theovzh me.”

Neil laughed. “You have to zet used to
hin:. Delight. Hell be crazy about you.”

But Neil tvo, wa= a little worried. He tried
to shrug it oif, but the feeling persisted, even
though everything seemed to go smoothly in
the days that followed,

Well, almost everything. Delight went out
ol her way to be f{riendly with Francesca.
and the house seemed to come alive again.
With 8ridger spendiug most of his time at the
dam, and Ace Pollock still trying to catch up
with the dynamiter, there was little reason
for trouble.

®nly one thing bothered Neil, nther than
the always present problem about the little
ranchers. The one thing was King's peculiar
attirude teward Delight and Neil. After uc-
gy Neil to invite her, it seemed strange that
King should go to such lengths to keep them
apart

Tt was almost as though he saw some trait
in Delight’s character that had him worried.
He kept Neil busy at jobs which kept him
away from the ranch. He even put Neil on
night guard at the dam—a precaution that
had been adopted after the dvnamiting.

Friday night, when Neil rode in with the
crew from the dam, Ace Pollock was sitting
on the bunkhouse doorstep, a knowing grin
on his face. Brideer rode up and dismounted
beside him,

“l see you're back, Ace.
your time.”

Ace shrugged. “He was always one jump
ahead of me.” Then he grinned. “T caught
him, though, and it was Suggs, lilkz we thought.
Dutch paid him a bundred dollars to wreck
the dum, and told him to keep on riding after-
ward.”

Bridger grinned. “The old man’lt be glad to
hear that. Now we can go after Dutch.” He
handed his reins to one of the punchers and
started toward the house.

You sure took
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“Just a minute.” Neil stepped out of the
saddle and faced Pollock. “Did you bring
“ugyps back?”

Pollock frowned. “Hell no. He went for
his gun, and T killed him.”

“After he told you about the deal, 1 sup-
pose.’”

Ace flugshed. “Damn it. Wallace, are you
insinuating that I'm lying?”

“No.” Neil shook his head.
\ou. B3]

Ace got to his feet, and NNeil braced him-
self. He hacnt meant 10 force Pollack's
band, but he was sure Ace was lying.

“Hold it, you twa!” DBridger steppec] lse-
tween them. “We're not going te fight among
ourselves.”

Nei! turned teward the house and saw his
father on the porch. Had Rridger seen King
before he ctopped the fight? There was no
way of finding out. Nei} pathered up his reins
and took hi¢ horse to the barn. When he re-
turned tc the house his lather was «til] on the
,mrch.

“What happered out therer”

“Nothing.” Neil reacked for the door.
“Pollock says be csught up with the dyna-
miter, but I think he’s lying.”

He entered the house and started up the
stairs, But Francesca called from the dining
roem, “The 1able’s all set for dinner. We’ll
wait for you”

Still angry over the troable with Pojloch,
Neil was about to refuse. Then he saw the
pleading in Yrancesca’s eves and forced a
grin. “All right. Juest let ;e cean up o lit-
tle.” i

HEN he came down te the dining
\V rocm, Delight locked up at him a

I'ttie crossly. ““Yeu're Jate,” she caidl,
“It seems as H—" She broke off and smiled
guiltily. 1 goess I'm just getting bered.
You'te govie so mach of the time, and 1'm
uged t¢ kavirg lows of people around. 1I'm
sorry.”

She locked s¢ penitent that Neil felt a -
tic guilty himgell, On mmpuise he said,
“There’s a dance in lown temortow night.
Maybe you'd like to go.”

Delight clapped her hands excitedly. “1°d
Jove 1117

“TI'm telling

Neil looked at his father, expecting some
apposition, but King nodded. “Sounds like a
good idea. We'll show people we go where
we please.”

Already Neil was sorry he had made the
suggestion. He wasn’t trying to preve any-
thing. And Marcia would ke al the dance.
But it was all set now. Already Belight was
talking excitedly to Francesca aboul what
she would wear. i

That their conversation was productive be-
came evident the next night when Delight
came down the stairwayv in her party finery.
With Francesca's help she had remodelled one
of the dresses she had brought from St1. Lou-
is, and the result was startling.

The dress {ocused attention on her soft
white shoulders and voluptuous figure. Loek-
ing at her, and admitting his own reaction,
Neil reflected wryly that he might be in for a
little trouble when he ushered her into the
schoolhouse.

The Jocal wemen would probably consider
her & brazen hussy, and the men—Neil
shrugged. Well it wouldn’t be the first time
he had gcme outside 1o settle an argument
which had started in the dancehall.

As it turned out, however, Delight ap-
peared ¢ captivate everyone at the dance,
and Neil was ignored, apparently by tacit
agreement. When thev entered the hall, a
stranger behind 2 makeshilt counter asked
Neil fer his gun. Neil handed it over,

"The nan said, “Your name, siranger?®

“Wallace,” Neil said. .

The man locked surprised. "Ner—"

He left the question unfinished, and turned
away quickly tc hang Neil’s gunbeli on a nail
and scribble his pame sbove it with chalk.
Neil tuined away and saw that Belight was
already talking with a couple of flustered
ranch girls, her beauty more noticeable by
cenirast with their plainess.

She was fairly bubbling with exciement,
and Nei! tould see that the girls couldn’t help
being fiattered by her atiention, even though
they must have envied ber poise and good
looks. He glanced across the room and saw
Hub Talbert taiking with another rancher.
Both of them regarded him sourly.

The three-piece orchestra began 1o tune up,
and Belight came over 1o take his arm. “I
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presume you're going to ask me for a daace,
aren’t you?” she said jokingly.

Neil grinned. “I'd like to see anybody stop
me.” L

The music started then, and Neil circled
her waist with his arm and whirled her onto
the floer. Fer a moment it seemed that they
were going to have the floor to themselves;
the local people were eyeing them resentfully.
Then the gitls Delight haci talked to started
to dance with their partners, and t'ae tension
was relieved.

Obviously Delight had anticipated this sit-
uation and had taken steps to correct it. ft
was a new line of thought. But with Delight's
seductive perfume in his nostrils, Neil didn’t
let it worry him.

The dance ended, and Delight excused her-
self to join most of the other girls in a little
anteroom. When she came out, one of her
new acqauintances had her in tow and intro-
duced her to a red-faced puncher. bDelight
smiled at the man.

When the music started again he put his
arm around her gingerly, getting even redder
when his hand found nothing but bare skin.
They passed Neil, and Delight raised her eye-
brows expressively, as though to let him
know that it was something she hadn't been
able to avoid. Neil grinned, telling himself
that he was a fool for feeling a little twinge
of jealously.

Apparently there were a number of things
Delight couldn’t avoid. for she was claimed by
another man for the next dance, and then by
still another. Meaowhile, Neil had made a
half-hearted atiempt to find another partner,
but it was clear that none of the girls was go-
ing to accept his invitation.

Finally, after several dances, Delight
crossed the roorn and looked up at bim ap-
pealingly.

“You don’t mind, do vou, Neil? They all
keep afler me so much.”

Neil forced a grin. “Go ahead,” he said.
“They’ve never met a girl like you. T wouldn’t
spoil their pleasure.”

They danced the next one together, and
when it was over, Neil saw that Marcia had
arrived, accompanied by a red-headed cow-
bey. Marcia was looking at Delight thought-
fully, a little frown on her face. When she saw

Neil watclhung ber, she looked away quickly.

Delight glanced up at Neil. “Who is that
pretty girl in the bhlue dress?”

There was nothing wrong with her words,
but Neil resented her patronizing air. He
shrugged. “Some lecal girl, [ suppose.”

(t was silly to get riled alout it. Women
were famous for saying catty things abeut
other members of their sex, or saving nice
things in a catty tovne. He supposed Marcia
might use the same inflection when speakiog
about Delight. Or would she? Et seemed un-
likely, somehow.

The music started again, and Delight was
off in another man’s arms. Neil worked his
way to the door and went out onto the porch,
pretty much disgusted with things in geoeral.
The marshal was leaning against the front of
the building, pufting moodily on a cigar. He
looked up and nodded.

“Nice night, Wallace.”

Neil grinned. “Sure is,”
wonderful.!

The marshal laughed softly. “Bon’t let
it throw you, Wallace. We all have our
troubles.”

Something in his voice made Neil look up
quickly. “What's your trouble, Marshal?”

The marshal shook his head irritably. “Me
—that’s my trouble.” He threw his cigar on
the ground and turned away. “You can for-
get I osaid it, Wallace. T'm just feeling mcan
tonight.”

Neil watched him disappear into the dark-
ngsy, and remembered the scene in front of
the“cafe a few days earlier. He felt a little
sorry for Mulholland. Tt was a bad thing
when a man sold his self-respect for someone
else’s money. He thought about his own sit-
uation then and made an angry gesture.

That was entirely different, he told him-
self. King Wallace was his father, and War-
bird rightly should be his. But he couldn’t
threw off the dark mood, and he started back
to the dance {eeling worse than when he
had come out.

A man met him in the doorway, the red-
headed puncher whe had come with Marcia.
Neil tensed, expecting trouble, but the man
said fatly, “Marcia says I sheuld tell vou to
ask her for a dance.”

“Thanks.”” Puzzled, Neil watched the man

he s3a'd. “Just
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torn and go back into the hall. It might be
a trick, but he had to find out. He entered
the hall and saw Marcia talking 1o some ether
girls near the doorway. Coming to her side,
_he said stiffly, “May 1 have the next dance,
Miss Turner?”

She smiled and drew awav {rom the others.

“Of course. Nec¢il” She shook her head.
“Don’t look so grim; they’ll think we're fight-
ing,”

The music started up, and Neil put his arm
around her, her firm young body fitting
smoothly against his. He looked down at her
soft clean hair and cursed himself for being
2 fool. When did a man have to #ind things
out when it was too late?

ARCIA locked up at him soherly. “1
M had to see vou, Neil. I wanted to

apologize for what T said the other
night. 1I'm sorry | doubted you.”

Neil's ¢pirits soared. “Don’t apologize,
Marcia. If anvcne’s to blame, it's me.”

She smiled. “‘Let’s not go overboard about
this, Neil.” She lonked around at the other
dancers, then added softly. “1 got Dutch
away all right, thanks to you.”

“That's good.” Neil grinned at her. “Now
mayhe we can he friends again.”

Her smile faded. She seemed about to say
sommething, .then changed her mind. “Your
friend from St. Louis is beautiful, Neil.”

Neil nodded, lut his moment of pleasure
was gone. The clance ended then, and Mar-
cia was claimed by the red-heacl. Neil turned

and saw Delight beckoning 10 him. He
pushed his way to her side.
“This is the lasi dance, Neil. T suppese

we'll have it together?” There was a specu-
lative look in her eyes.

He nodded. and led her onto the fioor.
Afterward, when she had put on her coat, they
went out on the porch.

Neil went to where he hacl leit the buggy,
but it was gone. IHe puzzled over it for a
minute, then shook his head resignedly. 1f
hiding the buggy was all these people intend-
ed to do against him, it wasn’t worth getting
sorc about. Be'd just get a rig from the liv-

ery. He explained to Delight, and asked
her to wait. The marshal had returned, so

it seemed safe enough.
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It wasn’t so easy to get another buggy after
all, and Neil realized that the liveryman had
keen warned not to help., Neil had dealt with
tough characters before, however, and the liv-
etyman soon remembered a vehicle he had
out in the back. Neil climbed in and drove
to the schoolhouse.

Marshal Mulholland was alone on the
porch. “She’s gone,” he caid. “Ri¢ht after
vou left. Flake Bridger drove up in yvour bug-
gy. He <aid he found it behind the mercan-
tile, and figured it was a trick of some kind.
Your lady iriend said te tell you she was
tired, so she went back with Bridger.”

Neil's anger mounted, but he kept his veice
lew. “Then 1'll find Bridger’s horce and
ride i1 back to Warbird.” He wheeled the
livery rig around and returned it to the stable.
Afterward. he located Rridger’'s Warbird-
branded animal in front of Diamond’s saloon,
and took off for the ranch.

When he got there Bridger was just un-
harnessing the team. He looked at Neil and
grinned slyly. “Sorry about this, kid,” he
saicd. *“She wanted ta came home, 0 T couldnit
very well do anything else”

Neil nedded. “Forget it.” He didn‘t want
trouble ngw—not with King’s right-hand
man.

Bridger apparently took his acquiescence
as timidity. "Now that’s real nice of vou.” he
said. He grinned. “After all, i’s not every
day a man gets to take a pretty girl like her
buggy riding.” He guffawed. “Buggy riding—
that's good!” |

Neil hit him then, all his pent-up fury
erupting suddenly into vinlence. The fore-
man went over backward, but turned a com-
plete somersault and came up on his f{eet,
agile as a cat. “So you want it that way,” he
said thinlv. “All right, it's something I’ve been
waiting for.” He charged. his chin Iowered
inside the crook of his left arm.

Neil swung a savage left, but it glanced off
the foreman’s shoulder. At the same time,
Iightning exploded on Neii's jaw, sending him
spinning. He caromed off the side of a stall
and fell on his ack. As he shook his head,
Bridger pounced toward him, his bootheels
aimed at Neil’s stomach.

Neil whirled out of the way by inthes
and grabbed at Bridger's ankle, jerking Bridg-
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er off balance. The foreman skidded along
the rough flcor on the side of his face. By
this time horses were snorting and kicking in
their stalls.

“Come on.” Neil said, getting to his fect.
“Let’s try that again.” He was conhdent
now, and his reluctance vanished. “VYou've
been asking for this. Bridger. Let's see how
big a man you really are.”

Bridger growled deep in his throat and
waded in. They stood toe to tce, their fists
pounding each other soggily. Neil’s head was
heavy, and bloed was running down his chin,
but he could see that Bridze was in even
worse shape. This gave Neil added strength,
and he buried his fist in Bridger’s stomach.
The foréman saggcd to his knees.

“Break it up, you crazy fools!”

Neil turned wearilv and <aw his father
watching from the dvorway. King's face was
red with anger, ut there was a strange light
in his eyes as he looked from Neil to the man
on the floor—a sort of satisfied look.

Then he said sharply, “Get in the house,
boy. There’s no sense in fighting among our-
selves this way.”

Neil staggered past him toward the house,
wiping blood from his face. Behind him, he
heard Bridges cursing softly. Bog tired after
the fight, Neil fell asleep as soon as he hit
the bed.

When he awoke, it was to hear King talking
angrily at the foot of the stairs. Neil tried to
ignore it, but King's voice was insistent, and
Neil found himself listening.

“Damn it, woman,” King said, “I thought
we had this straightened out a long time
ago.”

“But that's all changed, King.” Francesca
sounded a little wild, and Neil frowned in
surprise. “You’re free now, and there’s no
season why you can’t marry me. It’s what
you've always said you wanted”

ING Jaughed harshly. “Don’t pretend
K you really helieved that stuff. 1 liked
you all right, but you knew damned
well I had-no idea of marriage. You just pre-
tended to think so, on account of that damned
conscience of yours”
He cursed. “Wouldn’t those fellers love it,
though, if I were to marry a servant! They'd

have something new to laugh about behind
my back.”

He lowered his voice. “Yeu have no kick
coming Francesca. T've given you every-
thing you needed. Now forget about it and
bring me my breakfast. Damn it, where the
hell is everybody, anyway? If they're going
to eat my grub, the least they can do is get
down to their meals in time. Where's Be-
light?”

Francesca's soft answer was inaudible.

King said hotly, "I{ vcu're going to make
a fuss about it, at least keep out of sight!”

‘Therc was silence for a few moments. Then
Neil heard Francesca’s light footsteps on the
stairs. She passed his room, and her own
door, at the back of the hall, closed seftly.
A little later a chair scraped down below,
and King stomped up the steps. A door rat-
tied as a heavy fist pounded on it.

King said loudly, “Come alive in there.
It's breakfast time.”

Neil rolled out of bed and opened his door
a crack. Across the big hall at the head of
the stairs, King was staring beligerently at
Delight’s closed door. As the secands passcd
without any results from his summons, King
seemed to swell with anger.

Finally his hand shot cut and twisted the
doorknob. The doer switng apen. Neil looked
past his father and saw a shapeless bundle of
blankets on Delight’s bed. The bundle moved,
and Delight looked up sleepily.

“Go away,” she said. “I don’t want any
breakf{ast.” ;

“Well I don’t want to eat alone!” King
reached out and yanked the covers loose. De-
light was wearing only a wisp of a night-
gown, and il clung to every curve of her body.
King backed off a step, and Neil heard his
quick intake of breath. “Vou are a woman!”

Delight relled out of bed and stared at
King boldly. “All right. Now that you know
what a woman looks like. get out!”

King reached out and grabbed her by one
shoulder. “Don’t give me orders in my ewn
house, woman. What I want, I lake.”

Neil started to open the door, then turned
and grabbed his pants off the chair. King had
to be stopped, but there was ne sense rush-
ing aut there in his underwear. He jerked his
belt tight and opened the door, only to stop
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on the threshold. Across the hall, Delight and
King were in a passionate embrace.

As Neil froze, he heard Delight sav calmly,
“Daon’t vou think we ought te close the door?”

Neil slumped on the edge of the bed. his
thoughts in a turmoil. Gradually, as the shock
passed, things began to fall into place. Now
that he knew what kind of a woman Delight
was, he could understand her Ietter. It
wasn’t Neil she was interested in, it was War-
bird. Given the opportunity to transfer her
attentions to King. she had lost no time
making the switch. Why take a chance on a
longshot when she could have a sure (hing?

But what about Kinz. Had this ardent
scene in the hedroom bheen an impulsive re-
sponse to Delight’s phvsical charms?  Neil
shook his heacl grimly. Hardly. King had the
same desires as other men, but there was a
purpose bcehind everything he did, and no
one, not even Delight, could throw him off
balance in an unguarded moment.

Even as a boy, Neil had recognized this
trait of his father’'s and had secretly gloried
in it, altheugh lovalty to his mother had kept
him from saving so. But in those davs. King's
passion had been merely to beceme the rich-
est man in the territory. Now—

Neil stared at the tloor in concentration,
reviewing the things that had happened since
his return to Warbird—¥King’s threats against
the little ranchers, the wav he had smashed
Diamond’s mirror, the burning of Dutch’s
house. These things, too, had a purpose, only
now the purpose was evil—a deliberate at-
tempt to eoad the whole countrvside te the
point where King would be able to get re-
venge for all his real or fancied injurics.

Neil got to his feet, his lips twisted into a
sour grimace. Maybe he ought to thank
Delight fer opening his eyes. At any rate, he
knew now where he steod—knew that he
was part of the schene.

King didn’t give a damn for his son. He
just wanted to prove to the world that he
could run Neil like he ran everybody else. He
had used Dciight to trick Neii into staying
at Warbird, and Neil, thinking about the
chance of inheriting the ranch, had {allen for
It.

New that he saw it clearly, Neil {elt strange-
ly relieved. What had happened across the

hall had cancelled his obligation to both De-
light and his father. As for Warhird, to hell
with it! ‘There were other things more im-
portant than wealth—things like self-respect,
and bemng able to talk freely wih Marcia.

A coor opened at the back of the hall, and
he heard Francesca pass his room and go
down the stairs, Had she seen King and De-
light in the bhedreem? He shook his head
glumly and finished dressing. then gathered
up his stuff and went downstairs.

Since it was Sunday, nobody was working
except the guards at the dam. Neil went to
the barn and saddled a herse, tying his bed-
roll behind the cantle. He rode out and head-
ed [or town, meaning to go immediately to
Will Turner anrd talk to Marcia. What he
did afterward would depend on that conver-
sation.

He was almost at Turncr’s place when he
heard hoofbeats behind him and pulled off into
the brush. not wanting to talk with anyone
until he knew what he was going to do. He
stepned out of the saddle and put hand on
his horse’s muzzle lest it betray his presence
After a moment three horsemen came along
the road—Hub Talbert and two ether men.
Talbert was talking.

“T tell you there's no other way,” he said.
“As long as King Wallace has control ef that

¢« land, we'll never know when he’s going te cut

off the water.”

One of the other men scratched his chin
reflectively. “1 don’t know, Huh. According
to Will Turner, that dam isn’t even on War-
bird land. He says it's on Box-S.”

“Damn it, Travis. what difference does that
make? Wauallace sold Stubblesicld the land
just so we wouldn't figure on his pulling a
trick like this. He has enough of Stubble-
ireld’s notes to kick him off any time he has a
notion to do it.”

stayed where he was for somie time. Proba-

bly Talbert wuas right, and King had
planned on something like this when he let
Stubby take over what was now Box-S. With
a little man like themselves owning the head-
waters of the creek, the ranchers naturally
would feel confident in building up their
spreads. And as Talbert had said, King could

"I'HEY passed out of hearing then, but Neil
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take it back whenever he wanted to.

Neil shook his head. If Talbert and the oth-
ers meant 1o seize the dam, Stubisy should ke
warned. But Stubby would be sure to send
werd to Warbird, and King would jump at
the chance tc set up an ambush and get re-
venge on all the men he hated. He could do
it then without even breaking the law, for
Will Turper and the others wouid be trespas-
Sers.

When the riders were out of sight, Neil got
back into his saddle anc followed cautiously,
keeping 1o the hrush as much as possihle. He
came to Will Turner’s cut-off and saw the
three sets of tracks turning in. Apparertly
there was going ‘o be a meetirg of soroe sort.
He dismounted and let his horce back from
the read, then crept through the birush unt)
he couid ook down on Broken Row.

Half a dozen herses were ticd at Turner’s
hitchrail, but nobedy was in sight. Neil set-
tied down for a Jeng wait. After a bit, Marcia
came out of the heuse and pumped some water
at the well. The gentle wind blew her soft
hair about her face and whipped the thin
dress asound her ankles.

Neil wanted to call out, 10 let her know
right then how he felt. But he was an enemy.
Marcia might believe him, tut the others
wouldn’t—especijally Talbert, who seemed
suspicious of everybody. Marcia went Back
in, and after a while the men came out into
the yard, some eof them a little red in the
face.

Talbert was grinning trinmphantly, “Al
right, then,” he szid. "It’s settled that we’ll
do it tonight.”

“Not so Joud, Hub,” Turner said guietly.
“We're counting on surprising ‘em.”

“Hell, nobady can hear us,” Talbert said.
“Yow're just toc jumpy” He turned to the
others. “Eight o'clock, then, vp at the forks.”

Most of them left, but one man remained,
and it was apparent that he meant to stay a
while. Knowing that he had no chance of
going down tow, Neil backed off and got his
horse. It occurred to him that if he intended
10 slay around here any lengih of time he’d
need a herse of his own. It was a cinch he
didn’t wani to ride one of King's any more.
With this in mind, he turned toward town.

Marshal Mulholland was leaning against

one of the posts that held up the hotel’s
weoden awning. He Jooked at Neil and ned-
ded. "1 see your razor slipped,” he said -dry-
ly.

Neil tcuched his scarred face. “Y always
did have trouble shaving.” He reached for
his tobacco. “I cen’t suppose you'd kncw of
a good horse T could buy at a sensible price.”

The marshal pointed. “You might try the
livery. Re generally has one or two.”

"‘Neil grinned. “1 have an idea 1 wouldn’t
get a very pood deal there, after Jast night.”

‘Maybe not.”” The marshal pushed away
from the pest. “I've gol one you can use, if
it’ll help you eut.” He frewned. “What’s the
matter with the one you haver”

“Not a thing,” Neil said. “Only I'm Jeaving
Warbird, and 1 don’t hanker to be strung up
as a horsethief.”

“Leaving Warbird?”
“For geod?”

“For good,” Neil said. He lookex] at the
marshal thoughtfully. “Why dor’t you do
the same?”

Mutholland stared at the ground for a min-
ute. When be looked up. it scemed for a
second that be had come to a decision about
something. But he quickly turned glum again.

“Not me, bhoy. When you've jumped
through a hoop as long as I have, vou know
better than tc stop.”

“It’s up to you,” Neil said “Anyway, I'll
borrow that horse, if the offer’s still epen.”

“Come along.” The marshal Jled him
around behind the holel 1o a Jean-to stable
and pointed to a Bay mare. ““She’s notl the
fastest in the world, but she'll stay with
you.”

“I wouldn't ask for more.” WNeil transferred
his saddle and bridle to the mare, and put a
loop around the Warbird animal’s neck. “If
anything happens to your horse I'll give you
whatever she’s worth.” He thought a min-
ute. “Or yeu can take it out of my pocket,
in case ¥'m not able to pay yeu myseli.”

The marshal frowned “Sounds as if you're
looking for trouble.”

“Mer” Neil grinned. “T’ve had enough
trouble, without looking for it.” He stared at
the marshal a long moment, wishing he dared
tell him about the impending raid on Box-S,
but deciding against it. “Well, I have to take

the marshal said.
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this herse back.” He stepped inlo the saddle
and headed west.

Back at Warbird, Neil found some signs
of life. Corky was sitting on a nailkeg lbe-
side the bunkheuse. As Neil stopyed to speak
to him, King Wallace came out on the porch
and hollered.

“T want to see you, boy. Come over to my
office.”

Neil didn’'t answer, and Corky grinned.
“What’s the maiter, Neil —are you still sore
about last night?” His grin faded. “I heard
about the fight. The way Rridger's telling it,
he beat hell out of you.” He squinted at
Neil. “From your looks, I'd say he had it
backward.”

Neil wasn’'t paying much attention; his
thoughts were on the coming interview with
his father. He got down and handed Corky
the lead rope. “I’ut this horse in the barn for
me, will yeu, Corky?”

Corky nodded “Sure, Neil.”

King was waiting impatiently in his office
when Neil got there. “Damn it, boy, where’ve
vou been? We're about ready to close the
damn, and you were nowhere to be found. In
the morning, 1 want you to be—"

“In the morning T won't be- here,” Neil
said.

King roared. “What's that? What fool
notion are you taliing about now?”

“I’'m leaving Warbird.”

ING grabbed Neil's arm. “You fool!

K You don’t know what you're saying.”

His eves hardened. “I{ you're running

oul en me because that little Turner tramp
rolled her eyes at you, I'll-"

Neil controlled himself with an effort.
“Maybe 1 am a fool,” he said. “At any rate
T was [oe] cnough to think that getling War-
bird was all [ wanted. But I’ve come to my
senses in time, and it wasn’t hecause anyone
rolled her eyes at me.” He shook King’s hand
loose from his arm. “And speaking of tramps,
how de vou figure te get rid of Delight, now
that she’s got you hooked?”

King's face turned purple. “Why you
damned insolent pup!” His right fist shet eut
and caught Neil on the cheek. “So that’s
what touched you off. I might've known you
were too much like your mother.” He sucked

in his breath noisily. “By heaven, you just
gave away a ranch. Before this time tomor-
row, I'll get the lawyer to draw up a new
will. Vou won't get one square inch of War-
bird.”

“You can keep the place.” Neil said. “It'll
probably kill you someday.”

He left the ofiice, anxious to get out into
the open air. Delight was standing at the
foot of the stairs, looking at him wide-
eved.

“Neil," she said, “what are you up to?”

Neil studied her coldly. “Don't worry
about me,” he said. “Yeu have someone else
to keep an eye en now. He's in the office.” He
started away, then turned to add ironically,
“This time, den’t forget to close the doer.”

Her shrill laughter caught up with him as
he went down the porch steps.

Corky hohbled over from the barn as Neil
was stepping into his saddle. “You riding out,
boy?”

“For good. I should’ve listened to your ad-
vice in the first place, but T was too smart.”

“Aren’t we all?” Corky stuck out his hand.
“You had me worricd, Neil. Good luck,
wherever vou're going.”

“Thanks.” Neil glanced toward the house
and f{rowned. “Tell Francesca T'll get in
touch with her. 3ie isn’t going to be happy
on Warbird after today.”

“Sure,”

‘Corky raised a hand in farewell, as Neil
rode out. At the top of the hogback he turned
to look back, and shook his head grimiy. Only
a few days before, Warbird had seemed the
most important thing in the warld. He’d sure
been one hell of a feol.

He turned his back and headed down the
slope. There were still some things to settle
before he was dene with this, Fer one thing,
what about the raid Will Turner and his
friends were planning for tonight? He
couldn’t just vide over to Turner’s house and
announce that he had switched sides and was
now fighting Watbird.

They would have too many rcasons for
suspecting a trick, after the way he had been
acting. Lor that matter, even if they accept-
cd him, it wouldn't solve anything, One mere
gun wouldn’t make much difference in such
a one-sided battle.
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Someone was ceming out the main road,
his horse raising a cloud of dust. Neil pulled
off into the brush, thinking the rider would go
on past without turning in toward Warhird.
Tt struck him just then that his only chance
to prevent the rgid would be to wait until
dark, then ride out where he could see the
Yittle ranchers as they approached the dam,
and make enough of a racket to convince them
that their surpnse afttack was anticipated.
Surely they'd have sense ¢nough then te aban-
don the idea.

The hoofheats were close now, and Neil
dismounted and held his horse’s head, ex-
pecting the rider to continue out the main
road. Instead. the hoofbeats slowed as the
horse started up the slope. Neil parted the
brush and saw that it was Hub Talbert in
the saddle. He frowned. What was Talbert
doing on the Warbird road. and why did he
look so uneasy?

Curious, Neil waited until Talbert was out
of sight, then followed. At the top of the hill
he tied his horse and went forward cautiously
on foot. He was in time to see Talbert ride
into the ranchyard.

Bridger was in the vard now, along with
Corky and a man Neil couldn’t identify from
this distance. Tt was too far te hear voices,
but Neil saw Bridger motion to the uniden-
tified puncher, who crossed the yard and went
into the house. In a few seconds he returned,
King Wallace beside him.

King went over (o where Talbert's horse
was standing, and looked up at the little man.
After a moment, he nodded and glanced
around at Bridger. He started back toward
the heuse then, but turned as though Talbert
had spoken. He reached in his pocket for a
moneybag, took something out of it. and hand-
ed it te Talbert, then gestured irritably toward
the road.

Talbert started to ride out, but he had only
gone a few vards when he suddenly rose up
in the stirrups and pitched eut of the saddle.
The sound of a gunshot reached WNeil then,
and he stared in amazement at his father, who
was holding a sixgun.

King watched Talbert for a mement, then
holstered his gun and went back to the house.
As soon as he was out of sight, Bridger
cressed over to where Talbert lay, rolled him

on his back .and tcok =zomething out of his
pocket.

Neil cursed fervently. Accustomed as he
was to violence, he had never seen anything
as raw as this. He edged back from the ridge
and got into the saddle. One thing was pretty
clear—Warbird knew xbLout the raid now.

Probably Talbert had been working se-
cretly with King all the time. Now that he
had talked the other men inia walking into
an ambush, his usefulness was ended. No
doubt King had killed him to prevent a dou-
blecross.

It was doubly important new to stop Will
Turner's men from committing suicide, and
stopping them at the dam wouldn’t do any
good if King and the Warbird crew were wait-
ing for them. Talbert's murder was evidence
enough that King had gone completely mad.

in at Broken Bow. Will Turner was

sitting on the doorstep working on a
saddle. He saw Neil and got to his feet,
reaching inside the doorway for a rifle.

“You won't need that,” Neil said bitterly.
“T just came to warn you. Hub Talbert’s
sold you out. King knows about your plan
to grab the dam.”

“The devil!” Turner lowered the gun and
came out to where Neil was sitting. “What're
you telling #e for, Neil?” -

“I'm trying to keep you from getting
killed. You huve sense enough to sec what
you're up against. If vou pull a trick like
this, youll be playing right into Kirg’s hand.”

Turner nodded gloomily. “That’'s what
T've been telling “em, Neil.” He spread his
bands. ““But we can’t just sit here and do
nothing. Your father will squeeze us out.”

“No,” Nei} agreed, "vou can’t. But there
must be some way of doing it without breaking
the law yourself. I have a hazy idea, but it's
a long shot”” He fixed Turner with a steady
look. “Do vou figure you can hold yeur men
off for another twentyv-four hours?”

“1 might.” Turner laid a hand on Neil's
knee. “VWhat’s you going to try, boy?”

“Wait and see if it works.” Neil glanced
toward the house. “Is Marcia around?”

“She’s not here,” Turner said. He {rowned.
“She has Butch Shortinghuis hidden out some-

N EIL reached the main road and turned



40 EDWIN

place, and she's taking him some food.”

Neil's spirits lifted. Will Turner trusted
him a Jittle, er he wouldn’t have said that
much. He lifted his hand and turned teward
the road.

Half an heur later he rode into Kingvale,
which lay hot and still on this Sunday after-
noon. It struck him that he was hungry, and
he drew up in front of the safe, only to find
it closrd.  Marshal Mulholland hailed him
from the porch of the hetel next door.

“Tf vou’re looking for grub, they’ll fix you
up in here”

“Thanks.” Neil ticd his horse and went
up on the hotel porch, where the marshal
was tilted back in a decrepit chair. “There’s
samething else I'm Inoking for, Marshal. Is
there a lawyer in town?”

Mulholland nodded. “Fred Palmer. But
he’s gone for the day. Tf vou want to sce
him, you'll have to come back in the morn-
ing.” He pointed across the street. “There’s
his office. next to the saloon.” He let his chair
settle to the floor. “Why? WWhat d'you
wanl a lawyer for>”

“A private matter,” Neil said. He regarded
the marshal thoughtfully. “Thal other thing
we were talking - about-—have you thought
any more about it?”

Mulholtand said bleakly, “Sure. T've been
thinking about it for vears, but that’s as far
as it'll get”

“T wonder.”

Neil left him then, and entered the hotel.
Whilse he was eating, he decided it might be
a goud idea to take a room and get a little
rest, inasmuch as he had to wait until morn-
ing to see the lawyer. His fight with Bridger
hadn't leit him untouched, and he’d probably
need to be in good shape if he hoped to ac-
complish anything.

He stabled his horse and returned te the
hotel, where the clerk assigned him a little
room on the second floor. Fifteen minutes la-
ter he was dead asleep.

It was dawn when he awoke. He shaved
gingerly, then went over to the cafe. When
he finished eating it was almost eight. He
crossed to the lawyer’s office. A thin-faced
young man greeted him pleasantly.

“Mr. Palmer?” Neil asked.

The lawver nodded. “And you’re Neil
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Wallace. I've heard about you.” He grinned.
“You’ve cut quite a swath around here.” His
erin faded. “What can I do for vou?”

Neil liked the man instinctively. “I'm not
quite sure,” he said, “but I'm willing to pay to
find out.” He pulled up a chair and sat down.
“T suppose yeu knew about the ditch that
King Wallace has been digging, and the dam
he’s built.”

The lawyer frowned.
mean.”

Neil nodded.
say.”’

Palmer lifted his evebrows. “So that’s the
way it is. Anyway, to answer your question,
I know what’s going on. In fact T’'ve been ap-
proached on the matter before.”

“By Will Turner?”

The lawyer smiled. “That's something I'm
not free to reveal.”

“Sure.” Neil nodded. Probably it was
Will Turner who had sought legal advice
“What I want to know is this. Since the dam
is actually on Stubblefield’s property, could
he force Warbird to get off the land?”

Palmer laughed. “Yeu'rc asking me some-
thing [ can’t answer, Wallace. Legally, King
could be evicted like any other trespasser. But
practically, since he presumably could fore-
clnse on Box-S if he wanted to, an eviction
order wouldn’t accomplish anything.”

“But suppose Stubblefield served the papers
on him, and he refused to get off. Would that
put him outside the law?”
~ The lawyer frowned. “Certainly it would."”
He studied Neil. “What’re vou driving at?”

Neil grinned. “I'm not sure T know my-
self. Anyway, vou draw up the papers, and
I'll pay vou for your trouble.”

Palmer shrugged. “That’s what I'm here
for.” He took some ruled paper out of his
desk and was busy for a few minutes, then
straightened up. “Here it is, Wallace. But
there are a few more things you’ll have to do.
You've got to get Stubblefield to sign it, some-
body to serve it, and—" he smiled grimly—
“someone to enforce it.”

Neil got up and reached in his pocket. “I
reckon that's my problem. How much?”

Palmer waved him away. “If you’re will-
ing to buck these odds, I'll risk ten minutes’
time on it.”

”

“Your father, you

“He waes my father, let's
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“Thanks.”

Neil left the office and angled across toward
Mulholland’s  hole-in-the-wall office. ~ The
mayrshal was behind his desk, thumbing
through a bunch of reward dodgers. He
glanced ug anhappily.

“Now whait, Wallace?”

Neil held cut the paper. “T'd like to pet
you to serve thie paper on King Wallace. 1f
you won't, I want you tc appoint me as a
deputy.”

“Lel’s sce it.” The marshd) read the paper
and leoked up quickly. “I reckon you know
it’ll be like shooting a grizzy with a slingshot.”

“That's a chance Tl have 1o 1ake.”

ULROLLAND got up and walked over
M te leok blankly at a weathered re-

ward notice on the opposite wall.
Then he turncd and regarded Neil wryly. “See
this feller, Wallace? 1 dragged him out ef a
cave ence, with him shooting at me all the
e 3 was moving in. T used to be quite a
man, 1 guess.” He crossed the room angrily
and grabbed his hat. “Ceme on. Let’s get it
aver with.”

Neil sensed that this was-no time for talk.
They left the office and vode out of town.
Where the road joined the creek, Mulholland
reined up and peinted. “I see that your fath-
er couldn’t wait. He's shut off the water.”

Neil lecked at the creck and saw that it
had dwindied to a trickle. “Thep we'll have
to hurry. Turner’s bunch wen’t hold hack
when they find out.” He lifted his horse into
a trot, and the rarshal fell in behind.

They went directly 1o Box-S, where they
found Stubby in the yasd, a rifle in his hand.
“T figured yveu might be some of the rancn-
¢rs,” Stubby said uneasily. “They’re going
1o raise hell when they fnd out abeut this.”
He gestured teward the house. “Come in.
There’s coffee on the stove.”

They digsmounted and enteted the kitchen,
whete Stubby’'e cnly hired hand was sitting
with a carbine in his lap. Neil greeted him,
then turnedl 1o the rancher,

“Hew about i1, Studby—do you
what’s happening 1o your friends?”

Stubblefield rubbed his jaw. “Of course I
dor’t Neil, but what the hell—your father has
nie over a barrel.”

Jike

Neii spread out the paper. “1f yeu really
don't like it, S:tubby, then sign this paper.”
Stubby Jjrowned. *‘What's it about?”

Neil told him.

“But he wont get off this land. You know
King Wallace. And if he did, he’d be back in
a day or so, and 1'd be vut of a ranch.”

Neil {aid a hand on his shoulder. “Give
e a chance, Stubby. If you turn me down
now, you'll alwaye hate youiself”

Stubby Joeked uncertainly at the marshal,
whose face was s mask. He lurned back
tcward Neil. “All right, damn it. Where
do T signe”

Neil showed 3im, and watched him scribble
his signature. “Thanks, cowboy,” Neil said.
“You've pot guts.” He handed the pzper tc
the marshal. “There’s one thing merc J want
you to do, Stubby. 1 reckon vou have some
dynamite on the place.”

The rancher nodded. “You know hcow it
i, Neil, up in this rocky country. Why?”

“Get i1 out and be ready to bring it over
to the dam if I holler. If King calls his men
off, 1 intend to blow up his dam again and
wreck the ditch.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

Neil grinned. “That’s something I'i! have
t¢ decide later.” J

“Geed luck,” Stubby said. “Anyway, you
wen’t find King at the dam. He and mest ef
his crew rode back toward Warbird., 1 reck-
on they mean to head off the ranchers on the
read {rom town.”

“Then we'd better hurry.” Neil ran out and
vauited into the sacdle. Haifway to the
dam the marshal drew up alongside him.

“It’s your party, Wallace,” he said. “I’'m
just here fer the ride.”

There were 1two mcen at the dam, Ace Pol-
Jock andl ore of his cronies. They stood facing
Neil and the marzhal, their hands close to
their guns. Ne:l was pretty sure thal Polleck,
at least, wauld refuse to listen tc reason, but
he had 1o try anvway.

“The marshal has a paper here,” he said
“It says you have {o get off Box-S.”

Pelleck grinned. “Do you aim to put me
off with a piece of paper, kid? You'll have to
do better than that.”

Even now, Will Turner’s men might be
riding 1o a showdown with Warbird. A lot
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of good men would die, unless— Neil turned
his horse a little.

“AH right, Ace. Lel’s try it vour way."”

Ace'’s gun seemed (o jump up to meet his
hand, but his first bullet missed. Then
Neil’s gun spoke. and Ace fell over backward,
a jagged tear in his shirt. Neil whirled to see
the other man with his hands over his head,
the marshal’s gun cevering him.

Neil grinned. “I thought you just came
for ths ride.”

“IHabit’s a funny thing,” Muihelland said,
his veice alive for once.

Neil rememlbered the ranchers then, and
bauled up en his reins. “Take this man’s
guns away from him and turn him loose.
You're gining to have vour hands full blowing
up the dam. When King hears the explosion,
he'll probably turn back to investigate. I'm
going Lo try to head him off.”

“You'il need help.” the marshal said.

“It’s more or less a fumily affair,” Neil said.
“Get busy with that dynamite. T'l} never
catch King otherwise.”

He spurred his horse and teok off toward
Warbird. Behind him, he heard the marshal
hellering at Stubby. When he was halfway to
the ranch the dynamite went off, and Neil
sighed with reliei. Unless Warbird and the
ranchers had already met, King would proba-
bly twn back.

If Neil could talk to him before anyone got
killed, there was just a chance he might make
King listen (o rcason. Otherwise—wel!, the
idea of killing his ewn father was sickening,
but if it meant saving Will Turner and the
others

He topped a rise and saw Warbird below
him. Acress the way, a group of riders were
galloping down the side of the hogback. Neil
recognized King’s big black in the lead. He
put his own mount to a gallep and raced down
to meet them.

side at the same time, and King threw

up his hand in a signal. The horses

slewed to a walk. Neil pulfed up his own

animal and waited, the house at his back.

King rode up to within ten feet and stopped.

“You!” he said fiercely. “Damn it, I
thought you’d left.”

‘I’HEY reached the yard from the opposite

BOOTH

Neil shook his head. “There was something
I had to tell you first, I'm the one who blew
up your damn just now. It wasn't the ranchers
this time.”

“So it was you.” King drew back his lips
savagely, “You damn fool, T know the ranch-
ers didn’t blow it up before. That fellow Suggs
did it on his own, and Dutch had nothing to
do with it.”” He swore. “YWhat was the idea?
You know I can build it again.”

“But why?”. Neil's voice was harsh. “You
showed everyliedy what you can do. Why
don't you let it drop? Maybe they laughed

)

“al you once, but they cam’t hurt you any

more.”

King grinned triumphantly. “You're damn
right they can’t, and when I get done with ‘e
they won'’t be able to hurt anybody.” He made
an angry gesture. “Get out ol my way or I'll
blast you out of the saddle!”

Neil knew then that King weuld never
change. Therc was still the other way, al-
though he knew that Bridger weuld kill him
hefore he could get off a second shot. It was
fitting, in a way. Both he and his father
wotuld be dead, but the vailey would be safe.
Still he hesitated, for it had come to him that
he couldn’t kill his ewn father, even theugh
he was sure that King would feel no cempunc-
tion about killing his son.

King's hand strcaked toward his gun, but
MNeil's moved cven faster. He twisted in the
saddle, and saw Bridger with his gun in the
clear. Neil's gun barked, and the ramrod’s
heud snapped back. Anether gun spoke. Neil
waited for the pain to hit him, but cddly, he
felt nothing. He turned and saw his father
staring at him stupidly, the gun slipping out
ol hs fingers.

Francesca spoie them, and Neil whirled
around and saw her en the perch, a pistel in
her hand. She had an odd smile on her face.
“I had to do it, Neil. I couldn’t give him up
to another woman after all these ycars” She
tilted the muzzle of her revolver upward.

“Wait!” Neil cried, but she didn’t hear him.
The gun went off and she slumped to the floos.

Neil looked around and saw the Warbird
crew staring at him dazedly. Then King start-
ed to slip out of the saddle, and Corky pulled
alongside and kept him from falling, Neil
dropped from the saddle and grabbed King's
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shoulders. One of the other riders came up
to help him. They laid King on the ground.

For a moment it seemed that he was as
dead as Bridger. Then he opcned his eves and
lnoked up at Neil in surprise. “Francesca,”
he «aid. ‘I didn't think—"" He shook his
head feebly. “Tell her it's all right. 1 should've
~married her.” He closed his eves. When he
cpvened them wcain he didn't seem to see Neil
hending ever him. “LEverybody out!™ he said.
“We'll show thaes two-bit Then he was
gorne.

Neil straightened up and saw that there
were more riders coming into the vard—\Will
Turner and his bunch, He locked around
quickly at the Warbird crew.

“Keep your guns holstered!’ he said sharp-
lv. “There’ll he no more shooting here.”

Nobody protesied. Neil stepped out io
micet the ranchers; and held up his hand. “It’s
all over, men.” He pointed at the bodies on
the ground.

Will Turner shcok his head scberly. “I'm
sorry, Neil. He was a good man once. |
recken he just wenl haywire.” He turned to
the men behind him. “Some of vou beys take
him in the house.”

Two or three of the rancheis got down and
approached the bedies uneasily, their eyes
on the Warbird riders. Seeing this, Neil said
evenly, “The way it looks now, Il be running
Warkird. Anybody who doesn’'t want to take
erders can get his ume. Corky Brill will be

foreman from new en’”

Two of the men moved away from the
others, and one of them said wryly, “I’'m not
fixing to turn puncher again—not when I
can sell my gun for twice as much maoney.”

“IFair eneugh. Corkv'll see that yvau're paid
aff. We wan't be nesding any gertighters en
Warbird any more.” He turned back toward
Turner. “1°d like to ask a faver, Mr. Turner.
Have somebody take care of Francesca. T
wasn't her fault.”

He nodded toward the nouse. and Turpner
caw Francesca's body. He reached down and
laid a hand on Ncil's shoulder. “Sure, Neil.
We'll take care of it.” FHe locked up and
frowned. “What about fier? Can't she help
TePee

Neil saw Delight standing in the docrway.

“No,” he said, “don’t ler her touch Fran-
cesa. She's leaving Warbird, anyway,”

Hearing him, Delght shrugged and went
into the house. Neil turned and saw Will
Turner smiiing at him. The rancher nodded.
“All right, boy, I'll go get Marcia, then. She
slways liked Francesca.”

He started to turn away, but Nei! reached
up and caught his stirrup. “I'll go,” he said.
“I want te see Marcia anyway. There's
something | want to explain’”” It seunded
casual, but just thinking of Marcia made his
pulse pound.

Turner grinned.
waiting for you.”

“Go ahead, son. She's
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IS name was Jared Ham-
ilton anr he was four-
teen vears old. ¥He found

the watch in a stand of pop-
lar on a day in early June
when he took the cows out to pasture. The
morning sun struck the dully gleaming gold
of the watch. and he hent forward slowly and
picked it up. Tt had fowing copperplate
initials on the back and. when he opened the
vellow case, he saw that the hands had
stopped at twenty-one minutes past four.

He closed the watch and studied it in a
deep reverent silence. Only rich and famous
men owned gold watches. and rich and famous
men swere gentlemen. Maybe some day he’d
own a watch like this one. Maybe zeme day
he’d be a rich and famous gentleman.

He didn’t want to think about who had lost
the watch. not just yet. Because, when he
did, he’d have to be honest and turn it over
to his father, who in turn would give it to the
Mounted Pelice at Fort Walsh se they could
find the owner. The time would come when
he’d be ready to give up the watch, but it
wasn’t today. For just a little while, it had te
be his—until his father got back from Mon-
tana.

At last he slipped it into his overall pocket
and started back for the house. His father
and Johanna would be wondering. where he
was, and his father, his saddlebags packed
and ready to leave for Fort Benton, would
be getting impatient.

When he came in sight of the house, he saw
that bis father and Johanna were standing on
the steps talking. His father’s horse, with the
bedroll tied behind the saddle. the frying pan
dangling from the saddiehorn, stood hitched
to one of the posts of the porch. His [ather’s
back was turned and Johanna was so absorbed
in what he was saying that she didn’t look up
to see Jared approaching across the barnyard.

IT WAS A BEAUTIFUL THING, a prize of war

44

When Johanna spoke, he was near enough
to hear what she said in her gentle school-book
English. “But he i only fourteen vears old,
Samuel, He will get over being alraid.”

His father’s voice interrupted roughly. “I
was ten vears old when T bagged my first
squirrel with my father’s rifle. Jared hasn't
touched my rifle vet. and he's seen around it
all his life. He'’s afraid of it. He’s afraid of
his own shadow, that bov i3.”

Jared stopped in his tracks, then stepped
quickly to one side and hid behind the corner
of the house. He didn’t want them to see him
standing there red-jaced with shame, because
what his father had said was true.

He'd grown up on a little farm in Ontario
where he could see the neighbors' lamps at
night, friendly and serene in the rlarkness, no
mere than a half mile away in anyv direction.
Out here it was different. The skv was bigger
and the land was bigger, and all of it was
empty and silent and untamed. At night the
only lamps theyv could see were their own.

Buffalo in great herds still shook the earth
when they moved south in the autumn and
came back again in the spring, and windstorms
howled up out of nowhere and blotted out
even the dim eutlines of their own buildings.
But Jared hated the Tndians most of all. Their
black eyes looked out of fierce narrow faces
daubed with red or yellew warpaint, and he
knew their ragged blankets hid their gleaming
scalping knives.

His father was right: it wasn’t just the ritle.
There was nothing in this hig empty land he
wasn't afraid of. He felt his fuce go crimsen
with shame. That was why [ohanna was here
today. His father was going to Fort Benton
to pick up some cattle and he wouldi’t be back
for a week.

Someone had te stay on the¢ homestead to
do the chores, but Jared couldn't stay there
alone. He knew it, and his father knew it." So

. coveted and
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Only agreat man could hove
owned a watch like this,
with its gleeming gold case

fought for by a band of Indians pitted against one timid, fecrful boy
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Johanna had come to stay with him while his
father was away.

He looked at the ground. His head seemed
natural when it was hanging. He was tired of
being ashamed, but not cven shame could
make him brave when he wasn't. He was too
hig to cry, too small to he a man; lost and
miscrable somewherc in between.

He ceuld hear his father and Johanna stil}
talking. Jobanna was always defending bhim
against bis father. She was a Dutch girl with
clean bright hair and sober round blue eyes.
Her family had emigrated from Holland and
settled on a homestead ten miles from Jared's
father’s homestead.

Since she was the nearest neighbor girl,
Jared's father had hired her to come over once
a week to clean the house and cook them the
one good meal they had till her next appear-
ance. Then something had happened. Johan-
na and Jared’s father had come to like each
other so much they were going to get married.

Suddenly his father's veice stopped on a
flat bitter note. Jared risked peering anxious-
ly around the corner of the house. His father’s
back, still and angry, was turned to Johanna
while he briskly went over his horse's gear.

Jared moved from behind the house. His
legs fcit leaden. Then something wcighed
gently against his thigh, heavv and comforting.
It was the watch. He'd forgotten it for a tnin-
ute, hut he remembered it now. He was glad
he'd decided to keep it.

When his father got back from Fert Ben-
ton, he'd tell him about it. But for now it was
his. Suddenly he wasn't so afraid, and he
wasn't so small alter all.

His father heard him coming and turned
aroundi, his tace hard. “Where you heen?”

Javed hated {o lie to his father But aiter
all, he wasn't really !ving, “Taking the cows
out to paslurc.”

“You were lang enough about it,” his father
said. He turned his back and mounted, but
when he looked at Johanna and Jared from
the saddle, his face softened a little. “Good-
bye, son. I should be back in a week.” Then
the softness wus gone and his eyes, cold and
level, moved tao Johanna. “We'll have to have
an understanding about this thing, Johanna,
you and 1.”

Jared wished the ground would swallow him

up. He knew what his father meant, all tight.
And it was his fault. ft was all because he
was afraid, and not even the watch in his
pocket could make him brave.

There were hurt tears in Johanna's eyes.
She moved slowly down the steps to the dusty
ground. “And are you leaving, Samuel Hamil-
ton, without saying good-bye as a man says
to his sweetheart?”

“OF course not.”

His father grinned faintly. He leaned from
the saddle, scoeped Johanna into ore arm, and
kissed her good-bye. Then he slupped his
horse with the rcins and the horsc danced
away. He waved to them from the gate and
disappeared down the road toward Fort Walsh.

The ritle on the wall in the kitchen was

a Spencer. Hiz father had bought it from
a one-legged Yankee soldier in Niagara Falls,
the year after the Civil War. Jared knew how
to use it, from watching his father.

But his falher had never put the rifle in his
hands and made him shoot it. He wanted
Jared to do that of his own accord. [ared
knew hig father was disappointed when the
months slipped into years and all he ever
did was give the rifle one quick glance and
then look away.

Some day he’d take that rifle down and
handle it likec a man. But the day wasn't yet.
As if she realized how badly he felt, Johanna
cave him a bright smile from the porch.

“I am going to do baking, Jared. Tf vou
should wish to have help with the chores, T
will be here.”

Jared couldn’t muster the faintest of smiles,
“T won't need any help, Jehanna.”

He watched her go into the house and then
wandered dully across the vard toward the
barn. He longed lo be a man, but he was so
far from it that he couldn’t blame his father
for being disappointed in him.

All the time he was doing thc chores, he
thought of what his father had said to Jo-
banna. Iled as good as told her that if he
and Johanna were going to quarrel over Jared
all the time, there was no use in getting mar-
ried. His good-bye kiss after he'd said it really
didn’t count very much. Jared knew his fa-
ther, and there was ene thing about him he

JARED felt a little better, but not much.
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knew betier than anything else—he.didn’t sav
things he didn’t mean.

By the time Jared had finished the chores,
his face was long and glum. The only thing
that comforted him was the sag of his overall
pocket. He climbed up into the hayloft and
<at near the open havmow door<. cat of sight
of the house, and took the watch out of his
pocket.

The =un gleaming on the golden case
brought back the sense of reverence he’d felt
in the pasture. This watch was the most beau-
tifu} thing he'd seen since thev’d left Ontario.
He turned it over in his bands and studied the
initials on the back. He’d only seen copper-
plate once before and it was hard to read, but
after a while he decided the first initial was G
and the last ore C.

He settled down in the hay, speculating. G
could be fore Gerald, George, Grant, lots more
besides. C for Cooper, Ciark, Carter, a hun-
dred more names. They could have stood for
anything.

Now that his father was gone and the watch
was Jared’s until his father got back from
Fort Benton, he could afford to think about
the man who'd lost it. The only thing Jared
knew about him was that he was a traveler.
He had to be. No men rich ennugh to own a
watch like that lived anywhere near this home-
stead on the bald prairie. '

Jared drew a mental picture of the man.
He'd be tall and distinguished looking, mavhe
a little older than his father. He'd have a
neat, well-groomed Van Dyke beard, and he'd
wear a fawn-colored beaver hat. There’d he
a bottle-green waistcoat under his Prince Al-
bert frock-coat.

He'd have four matched horses dancing
along in the harness of his carriage. He’d have
a fine big home, maybe in Montreal or To-
ronto or even New Vork, and he’'d be kind to
his servants because he was a gentleman.

Jared sighed. It was a life be knew nothing
about, and living as he and his father did on
the auter edge of civilization in the Territory
oi Assiniboia, Canada, he doubted he ever
weuld. He was as close to it now. he reckoned,
as be would ever get, and the only thing that
made it that way was the gold case in his
hand.

He put the watch back in his pocket. It was

rime for lunch. He climbed down from the
loft and crossed the barnyard toward the
house. During the meal! oi cold meat sand-
wiches and blueberry pie, Johanna was very
quiet, and Jared knew why. She too was wor-
ried about what his father had said.

Jared wished he could de something to make
things better, to show his father he wasn’t
afraid, so he and Johanna wouldn't quarrel
any more. The knowledge that he couldn’t
do it made Jared even quieter than Johanna.

The afiernoon dragged away. Suppertime
came, then darkness. Johanna's cheerful chat-
ter didn’t fool Jared. Her mind was on some-
thing else, and he knew wb:t she was thinking.
She couldn’t stop being gcod to Jared, and
trying to help him, which meant defending
him a4 lot of the time. And that put her in
danger of losing Jared's {ather.

She was sitting in the rocking chair beside
the stove, mending his father’s socks. Jared
studied her cecretly. Her bright round face
was as fresh as a west wind, but right now
there was a little furrow of worry between

‘her blonde evebrows.

He liked her a lot, and he’'d been glad to
~ee the empty look slowly disappearing from
his father’s eves as her bustling presence and
cheerful stilted English filled the house every
Thursday. He liked her too much to let her
frown stay.

He looked at the rifle on the wall. If he
only could take it down, cradle it in the crook
of his arm, and say to johanna, I'm going to
have a look around outside, just to see that
everything's all right—

His chair scraped suddenly on the floor. He
knew that Johanna’s eyes, wide and startled
and yet somehow expectant, fastened on him
when he squared his shoulders and walked
Lo the bracket on the wall holding the riile. He
looked at it without realizing that his jaw
was set. He put out his hand and touched the
hard cold smeothness of the walnut buit with
his fingers. He raised his arms 1o take the rifle
down.

He froze that way. For a minute he thought
he was going to be sick. Then he realized that
his hands, one around the barrel and the other
under the butt, were shaking. His face was
glistening with sweat and his knees had be-
come water.
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knowing that Johanna’s eves followed

him, thoughtful and shadowed and sad.
He closer] the door of his room behind him
and savagely kicked the stout log leg of his
bed until ke hurt his foot even through his
thick hide boots.

He sat on the edee of the bed in the dark
and stared hopelessly at the crack of light
under the coor. He didn’t know how much
time had passcd—fiftccn minutes or an heur
when he hearrl the horse outside. He greped
his way to the tiny window and peered out.
It was Hugh MacLean, the Mounted Palice
constable from Forth Walsh, stopping by on
patrol.

Jared sighed. Johanna would invite Hugh
in. Tared would have to go out and put in an
appearance, or Hugh would think semething
was wrong—which it rcally was. But all he
cnuld da, Jared recknned miserably, was hide
his troubles.

He left his room and followed Johanna to
the deer when she went to answer Hugh's
knock. He had to admit there was something
comforting in the way Hugh’s solid red-coated
bulk filled the doorway as he entered the par-
lor. Then Hugh's startled glance took in Jo-
hanna for the first time.

“What, vou here, Johanna? Tt’s not Thurs-
day.”

Johanna smiled quietly. She said, “I am
here to keep house for Jared. With two men
to keep a house, they can manage. But one,
never.”

Hugh didn’t smile back. [n fact, it seemed
to Jared that his pleasant fleshy face was a
shade more than sober. He looked concerned,
Jared thought.

“VWhere's Sam?”

“He has taken a trip to Fort Benton for
some cattle to buy,” Johanna said. Jared
knew she'd seen the concern in Hugh’s face
too, because it had upset her English a little.
“Why is it you ask, Constable Macl.ean?”

“I was just wondering,” Hugh said, but the
words hung oddly lame in the tiny parlor.

Johanna shared a brief worried glance over
her shoulder with Jared, but when she looked
back at Hugh she was smiling again. “I hepe
that for a cup of tea you have time, Con-
stable.”

I IE TURNED and ran from the kitchen,

Hugh’s grin swept the concern from his face.
“I have. Thank vou, Johanna.”

They went to sit in the kitchen and Jehan-
na stirred up the coals in the stove and put the
kettles on. But Jared sensed that, like him-
self, she was waiting uneasily fer Hugh to tell
them what he’d come to say to Jared’s father.
They chatted for a few minutes, and then
Huzh toved with the mug Jared had set in
front ef him, his face thoughtful.

“So Sam’s away. Well——" he grinned at
Jared—‘“there’s still a man on the place.”

Jared wanted to say, no there isn’t. If he
couldn’t be brave, he could at Teast be honest.
But the words stuck in his throat and he
looked quickly away fram Hugh’s goed-hu-
mored gray cyes. The kettle started to boil
Johanna got up and moved to the stove.

Hugh loeked grave ugain, bhut he spoke
lightly. “Have vou secn any strange Indians
around here latelv—I mean besides the Crees
and Blackfeet?"”

Jared’s mouth went dry. Why did Hugh
have to talk about Indians now? He shook
his head at Hugh for answer, trving to appear
indiffcrent. Johanna took down the teapot and
brisklv measured out the tea, but there was
a tiny quaver of doubt in her voice when she
spoke.

“INot that I-—remember.” Her English was
getting confused: Jared knew she'd had to
stop and think what to say. Then she poured
hoiling water into the teapot and looked
straight at Hugh. “There are strange Indians
in the neighborhood?™

“Well, ves”” Hugh f[rowned, and Jared
knew that, whatever it was, Hugh didn’t want
to tell them, but he had to. “The whole Sioux
nation is here, or what’s left of it. They came
across the line to get away from the American
troops.” He paused. “Do you remember the
massacre in Montana about a year ago, when
the Sioux wiped out about two hundred sol-
diers?

“Well, the Queen promised them refuge in
Canada, and they've decided to take it. They
paid their respects at Fort Walsh two days
ago. We told them to stay where we could
keep an eye on them, but they've disap-
peared.”

He stopped. Johanna moved to the table
and poured the tea, and Jared saw that her
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hand was shaking. Hugh must have seen it
100, because he said, “There’s nething tc warry
about. They came here to get away from fight-
ing, not to start it. All the same—"

His voice trailed off. Jared ran his tongue
over his lipe. “All the same, what?”

“If they come around looking for food, give
it te them, but keep the doors locked and pass
it out a window. They're nct in Canada be-
cause they like us any better than they do
the Americans. They’re here because they've
been promised they’d be safe.”

Jobanna's round blue eyes were a little
wider than usual. She asked. “And se you
have come, Constable, to warn us to be cn
guard against these Indians?”

“Just on the lookout, that’s all. 1 doubt

He’d wondered how a gold waich had gotten
into his father’s pasture. Now he knew. It
wasn’t a gentleman’s watch at all; it was a
soldier’s watch.

He’d looked for the iracks of a wagon, or
even footprints, near the watch, but there’d
been none. That was hecause it had rained
last night, and rain washed away tracks. @nly
it ceuldn't wash away from the waltchful eyes
of the redcoats at Fort Walsh the waich the
Sioux had dropped when they’d camped in
the pasture the night before.

He had to confirm that suspicion. He swal-
Jowed against the constrictien in his throat
and asked unsteadily, “Loet like what?”

“TJdentification lags, watches, even some
money.”

THE LONG AND THE SHORT OF IT
B

v S. Omar Barker

Girls seldam fafl for

Men they're too tall fer.

that there’ll be any trouble, because they've
already had enough. But a werd to the wise
never hurt anvene. Just be careful not to
artagooize them.”

He picked up his cup and drank some tca.
Then he put the cup down and said, “By
the way, 3§ you do see any of them, we'd like
to know aboui it. We've deubled the patrols
in the vicinity, so 1’ be back this way to-
merrow night instead of Thureday, and you
could let me knew then.

“It seems the Sioux did some losting after
the Little Bighern; they robbed most of the
bedies. That’s why we want to {ind them ncw.
We’d like 10 get hack some of the loot they
took, and return it to the soldiers’ relatives.”

ARED felt the blood drain from his face.
J His thought were racing wildly, but out
of the jumble of confusion a suspicion,
simster and wshakeable, dawned on him.

Jared’s eyes drepped numbly to the mug of
tea in {ront of him. The room was spinning
arcund. Hugh had mentioned a man whose
name started with C. Probably the watch had
belonged to him. Jared should say now that
he’d found the watch, and let Hugh take it
back 1o Fort Walsh. He should o it just te
be honest—aside from the fact that the Sieux
had stclen the watch and they’d ry to get it
back from whoever had found it.

Under the table, he slipped hic hand into
his overall pecket and touched the waich. He
shouldn’t have done jt, because he knew then
he couldn’t give it up, net yet. For just a
while longer, it had to ke his.

He raiscd”his eves snd lJooked »1 Hugh.
“That man you said, Cus—"

“Custer?”

“Yes. Who was her”

“The general.”

“@h,” jared said
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He seemed to find it hard to breathe. The
Sioux wouldn’t give up in a hurry a watch
they’d taken from a general. It was a prize
of war, and when thev discovered they’d lost
it, they’d come back to look for it.

Still. he wasn’t sure it was Custer’s watch.
A dozen men in two hundred could have names
beginning with C. And if it weren’t the gen-
eral's watch, the Sioux might net come back
for it.

Hugh’s chair scraped on the flnor. He stood
up, thanked Jokanna for the tea, and went
to the cnor, Jnohanna went with him, and
Jared waited behind. Tohanna and Hugh said
goocl night and Johanna went back to the
kitchen. Hugh crossed the porch and went
down the steps.

Jared moved to the dosrway and watched
Hugh mount. He had to know if the watch
in his pocket was General Custer's or not.
Mayvbe if he knew the general’s first name—

Hugh turned his horse around and started
to ride away, and then Jared's boots were
thumping across the porch and dnwn the steps
as he raced after him and caught his stirrup.
He looked up into Huzh’s face, panting.

“What was the general’s first name?”

“I'm not sure. George or something, I
think. Why?"

“T—just wondered,” Jared said.

His knees were weak again. He couldn’t
pretend any longer; he had the general’s
watch. And because he knew the Sioux would
try to get it back, having it made him more
afraid than he'd ever heen in his life.

Yet, strangely, he still wanted the watch.
If he gave it to Hugh now, he wouldn’t have
to be afraid of the Sioux when they camne
back to look for it. But he couldn't do it. He
stood at Hugh's stirrup, lost in a sea of fear
and confusion.

When Tlugh spoke, his voice seemed to come
from a long way off. “You're as white as a
shect, Jared. Are vou sick?”

Jared looked up quickly. If he didn’t get
hold of himzelf, Hugh was going to hecome
suspicious. And if he started asking questions.
the truth would come out and Jared would
have to give up the watch.

He managed a faint grin. “No, not sick.
I'm just hoping the Sioux don’t get hungry
anywhere near here.”

Hugh chuckled. “They probably won't.
Don’t worry too much about it. 'll stop back
again tomorrow night. So long, Jared.”

“So long,” Jared said.

He watched Hugh ride through the gate
and disappear behind the thick growth of wil-
lows at the end of the fence before he watked
slowly back to the porch

Johanna had lit the lamp in the parlor. He
saw through the window that her sewing bas-
ket was on the floor at her feet and that her
head was bent ever a pair of his father’s over-
alls. He took the watch eut of his pocket and,
by the faint Light from the lamp, read the
name into the initials—George Custer.

Al at once his silent tears were splishing
off the gold case because, for a minute, it
seemed as if he knew the man who had not
heen afraid of anything, even of the Sioux
when they'd killed him.

He drew his sleeve across his face, put the
watch back in his pocket, and went into the
house. He knew what he had to do now. He
had to find a hiding place for the watch where
the Sioux wortldn’t loek if they did come back.
Johanna called te him as he passed the parlor
door.

“Come in and sit with me until it i3 time
to go te hed, Jared”

He stopped in the doarway. “Tn a minute,”
he said, and went on into the kitchen.

He stood a moment, looking around
theughtfully. Drawers and cupbeards were
out: they were the first places the Tndians
would look if they didd come back. His eyes
moved to the stove. He could put the watch
in the ash pan under the grate, maybe. But
they’d be sure to look there too .

His eyes wandered up the stovepipe and
stopped at the handle of the draft. He crossed
the kitchen and opened the draft. The slot
was just big enough to get the watch through.
He slipped his fingers into the opening and
felt around. There was a small knob on the
inside where the handle of the draft went
through the metal.

care. He'd found the hiding place he
wanted. He wiped his fingers on his
pants, and went to the sideboard, and took
out the little drawstring bag the silver salt

I |IS fingers came out grimy, but he didn’t
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and pepper shakers were wrapped in to keep
them from tarnishing.

He took the shakers out of the bag and put
them back in the sideboard. He put the watch
in the bag and hung the bag by its drawstring
from the little knob inside the stovepipe where
the hanclle of the draft was soldered to the
metal.

Rut it wasn’t ennugh. He knew it. Tf the
Indians thought the watch was in the house,
they’d tear the place apart before they gave
“up looking for it. [f they came. he'd have to
make them think the watch was somcwhere
elsc, snmeplace where they couldn get it.

He frowned in thought over it. Something
about the same weight and size as the watch,
wrapped in a handkerchief, would fool them.
But if they got it, they’d soon find out it
wasn’t the watch. No, he’d have to dispose of
the package for good, and they’d have to see
him do it.

He could burn it, maybe. But they could
pull it out of the fire bhefore whatever was
in the handkerchief was burned, and find it
wasn’t the watch. He could throw the package
away. That was it; he’d throw it into the
creek.

But there was something wrong with that
too. The water in the creek was swift and
clear and only a foot deep. They could see
the package lying on the bottom. And the
creek was three yurds from the house. He'd
never get to it hefore they caught him.

He must throw il away somewhere. Ile
could throw it down the well. Down the well.
He made a soft noise of amazement. That
was it. The well was thrity feet deep and less
than a fool acress. @®nce the handkerchief
and whatever he found to put in it went dewn
the well, it was gone for good. Fven the Sieux
would knew it.

Now he had to think of something to put
inside the handkerchief. That was easy. A
small-sized potatn would do it. He stood still
fer a minute, feeling suddenly foolish. Maybe
he’d done a lot of thinking fer nothing. Maybe
they wouldn’t come at all. He thought wryly
that he wouldo’t be angry if they didn't. At
any rate, he was finished thinking about it
until they did come.

Me Llew out the lamp in the kitchen. He'd
go and sit with Johanna now. He turned his

head and glanced out the kitchen window.
Then his heart gave a terrible leap and his
carefully assorted thoughts collapsed in a heap
like a house ef cards. The massive fathered
headdresses and the lances and rifles of a band
of Indians were outlined against the stars just
bevond the barnyard fence.

He flattencd his back against the wall, while
sweat camme out on his forehead and his mind
raced wildly. The Crees didn’t travel at night,
and the Blackfeet didn't hunt in the Cypress
Hills. 1t was the Sioux, locking for the watch.
He knew it. And they were coming to look
m the house befere they went on to the pas-
ture,

He plunged blindly from the wall into the
center of the room. He was standing on the
trapdoor into the root cellar. He jumped off it
and snatched it opcn. His foot missed the
first rung of the ladder and he sprawled on
his face among the potatoes. His frantic grop-
ing fingers caught one up.

He climbed out of the cellar, stammed the
trapdoor, and snatched a handkerchief from
the drawer in the sideboard. He tied the po-
tato in it with fingers that sheok so badly he
could hardly do it at all.

His breath was growing loud in his throat.
He opened the kitchen door a crack and looked
out. The TIndians were filing through the
harnvard gate on their ponies. The well was
halfway setween the house and the gate, and
he had to get to the well before they did.

Behind him, Johauna’s voice began, “Jared,
what on earth is going on?”

There wasw’t time to tell her. He flung the
door open and run outside. He had to he sure
they saw him, suw the weighted handkerchief.
He shouted, “I found the general’s watch, hut
vouwon't get it! It's going down the well. and
yveu'll never pull it out!”

At his shout, Indians, ponies, and all, froze
to the stiliness of a dark brooding painting.
Then he was at the well, his hand lifting and
coming down swiftly. A second later he heard
the splash of invisible water thirty feet below
the ground.

The painting came to life as the lndians
surged, whooping, around the well. They
leaped from their ponies around him, and he
sank to his knees in a nightmare of beaded
leather leggings and bright flapping blankets.
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A hand caught his shirt and hauled him te
his fcet. The hlade of the scalping knife at his
throat was crusted with something dark, and
he gagged convulsively. Another hand closed
leaped from their ponies around him, and he
was staring into the broad flat face of & stocky
Indian with wisps of gray in his thin unticy
braids.

“You throw watch of Yellewhair in well.
white bey?”

Jared thought of the baitlefield where the
gereral had lain brave and dead. He thought
of his watch, hanging safe inside the stove-
pipe in the kitchen, and it gave him a fierce
courage he’d never kuown before. It even
made him forget the knife at his threat.

He looked inte the Indian’s angry scowling
face. He shouted, “Yes, 1 did, and Pm glad!
You have no right to it! You had to kill him
to get it! Now it’ll stay in the well foreveri”

He felt the knife press harder against his
throat. The hand in his hair tightened, pulling
his head farther bhack. For a minute the sights
and sounds around him grew laint. There was
a faraway gibbering above his head, and then
the hand in his hair let go and his head loiled
forward. The fist holding his shirt shook him
ence, flattened out against his chest, and sent
him sprawling on his back inte a forest of
leggings and moccasins.

FTER a while he sat up slowly. The
A Indians were still all around him, but
in the argument among themselves
about getting what they thought was the
watch out of the well, thev'd forgotten him.
He thought about crawling away. He found
he cauldn’t. The magnificent bubble of cour-
age that had let him shout defiantly into the
Indians’ faces had bhurst, leaving him sick
und shaken and lifeless. The only thing that
encouraged him was the fact that sooner or
later they’d give up and go.

He stayed where he was ¢n the ground. A
few minutes that seemed like an eternity—
later, the short Indian with the gray braids
shouted at the others in Sioux, walked over
and shock his fist at Jared, then get on his
pony.

The others mounted ton, and unwillingly
followed the gray-haired Indian out of the
barnyard. A wheezing sob of relief that he

couldn’t contain any longer left Jared. Then,
at the gate, one young Indian wheeled his
pony, and a war whoop split the air. He sent
his pony charging back across the dusty
ground and a thin naked arm lifted his lance
abeve his head.

Jared came to his hands and knees, scram-
bling wildlv 1o get oui of the way of the ani-
mal’s thrashing forehocls. His mouth fell open
slackly as the Indian’s arm swocped down.
Something stung his leg and the lance. it head
buried with a swish anil a thud, stood quiver-
ing heside him, where it had pinned his cver-
alls to the ground.

The Indian wheeled zgain and rode off after
the others. Jared cnllapsed against the lance
and cried weakly. Strangely, almost fiercely,
he wasn't ashared of these tears. An hour
apo he’d thought he’d known what fear was.
He knew now that he’d been wrong. Now he’d
plumbed the depths. But it was ¢ver, and e
was stil] alive.

From the kitchen door, Johanna started te
scream, and Jared realized vaguely she thought
the lance had impaled him. She came running
toward him, wild-eyed and hysterical, and
even wlen she got to him the screams didn't
stop. She half knelt, half fell beside him.

Jared gripped her hands hard and shouted
her down. “I’m all right, Johanna, I tell you!
T'm all right!”

She broke into deep relieved sobs. Jared
got to his knees, took the lance with both
hands, and pulled it from the ground. His
overalls were freed then, and he stood up. His
legs were shaky at first, but their strength re-
turned gradually. |

In one brief terror-filled second he'd learned
a lesson he'd never forget. Fear was part of
life, like breathing. But the shadowy imag-
inings of his own mind and fear—real, honest,
forthright fear—werc twc different things.
Honest fear was nothing to e ashamed of.

His old vague fearful imaginings were gone.
Be knew it. And they’d never come back, be-
cause things were different now. Now he had
better sense; he knew when to be afraid. It
wasn’t from sunup to sundown, and it didn’t
happen often. Maybe half a dozen times in his
life, circumstances would force a man to know
real fear. He stooped and put hiz hand
through the hole the lance head had made in
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his overalls. Tt was a big one. He straightend
up and looked after the Sioux, out of sight in
a gully, and a deep, quiet anger rese in him.
They’d ruined his overalls. They’d pinned him
to the ground on his father’s land, land they
had no right to set foot on.

There was determination in his voice when
he took Johanna's arm. “Come on. Let's get
back to the house.”

Jobanna was still unnerved and shaking.
When they entered the kitchen, Jared lit the
lamp with hands that were sure and steady.
He had a lot of explaining to do to Johanna.
She still didn’t know what it was all about.
But first there was something he had to do. He
doubted that the Sioux would be back, but it
was best to be ready for them.

He left the watch where it was. He'd tell her
about it, but there was no need to take it out
of its hiding place. He stepped to the bracket
on the wall and took the rifle down. He bal-
anced it in bhis bands, and its weight was solid
and reassuring.

He cradled it in the creok of his arm the
way his father did, the muzzle pointing at the
floor, wishing his father were here to see but

knowing it didn’t matter that he wasn't.

When his father got home, he'd find out a
Iot of things fer himself. Jared smiled. Johan-
na would never have to defend him against his
father again. In the stillness of the kitchen
a stranger was facing Johanna, ready to tell
her the story—a man, voung, but stilt a man.

He knew from the warm glow of her face
that she understand. She smiled quietly, bap-
pilv and said, “I am glad for vou, Jared.”
Then a frown tuzged at her blonde evebrows
and she made a bewildered gesture. “But,
what this is about, I do not know.”

Jared tooked once at the handle of the draft
on the stovepipe. He saw the watch again in
his mind, its soft dull gold, its handsome
graceful initials on the back of the case. He
leved it still, and he alwavs would. Not for
its own sake, either, as he had this morning
in the pasture. If he’d gone on loving it fer
its own sake, in time he would have forgotten
it.

Now he could never forget.

But the time had come to give it up. So,
silently, he said a reverent good-bye to the
general’s watch, before he started to speak.

KNOW YOUR WEST

1. @ne of the following Philip’s was an army
officer for: whom a town in Wyoming is named,
one was a Texas gambler shot by Wild Bill
Hickok, one is a popular writer for RANCH
ROMANCES. Yon sor! them out: Philip Ket-
chum, Philip Coe, Philip Sheridan.

2. Are sage hen, prairie chicken,
and dusky grouse just different
names foc the same Western gume
bird?

3. What would »ou do with a besal (bo-
SAHL): eat it, catch a cow with i1, drink it, use
it on a horse, orr make a fire with it?

4. The “stomping ground” of Clay Allison,
famous Western gunfighter, was which: Cimar-
ron in Kansas, Cimarron in
Colorado, or Cimartron in New
Mexico?

5. Buss Outlaw and Sam
Bass are both names known
1o tume in the old West.
Yhiclh was an outlaw, which
a fast-shooting Texas Ranger?

6. What is the more usual color
name of a horse sometimes called a
“pumpkin skin?”

7. Immigrant butter, Texas butter,
old cheap-and-easy, sowbelly son, and
biscuit plaster are cowcamp slang

for what item of chuck?

8. “Old Pancake” Comstock gave his name
to what famous bonanza in what Territory, now
a state?

9. Un the frontier the term “Indian
pony” was often used 10 mean a horse eof
i what color or color pattern?

10. What famous outlaw’s head was
jerked clear off his body when he was
hanged at Clavion, New Mexico?

Ratilesnake Robert

You will ind the answers 10 these questions on page 87. Score yourself 2 points for

each question you answer correctly. 20 is a perfeet score.

If vour total is anywhere

from 16 o 20, yor’'re well acquainted with the customs and history of the cow couniry.
If your total scove is anywhere from 8 to 14, you will have things to learn. If you’re
below 8, better get busy polishing up your knowledeze of the West.



Man without

HE COULDN'T REMEMBER anything . . . except the feeling

narrow little cot where he lay, her eyes full of concern. That was strange to
him, as strange as this wide log-walled roem. He did not remember it, or
the girl.
He put his forearm over his eyes, because they ached intolerably. The twinge
of movement told him that he was sore frem head to foot, and his face and hands
felt raw. He groaned.

FlRST of all, as he ¢pened his eyes, he saw the girl. She was kneeling by the
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that he had once loved this land where now he was a strunger

“Rest,” the girl said. “You've had a bad time.”
He closed his eyes tightly. Fle could remember only that he had staggered for
2 what had seemed hours, under a blazing sun. He could remember falling and
getting up to stagger on under the prod of a nameless urgency, only te fall again.
His mouth had become an oven, his tongue was swollen with thirst.
But where am I now? he thought. And then he had another, more terrifying,
thought—who am I? He tried to recall, greaned again with the effort, and gave up.
55
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He heard the girl say, “He's in here, Doc-
tor.”

He opened his eyes again to see the stout
gray-hared man in a haggy suit crouch by
the cot and open his black bag. The doctor
was brisk and officious Jooking. He began his
examination

The sick veuth could cee a second man
standing hehind the doctor He was of midedle
ace, whip iean, and hard as mahogany. His
rooping stesrhorn mustaches hid the expres-
sion of hi¢ mouth, but there was kindly con-
cern in his gray eves He wore the rough
clathes of & ranchman.

This man «aid to the girl, “When dicl he
wake up, Lottie? Did he give you any
treuble?”

“He came 1o just now, Angus,”
“He's been auiet till now. He's
though.”

“No wonder,” Angus grunted. ‘““The Arizona
desert at high noon is no place to be taking
a stroll His face and hands are sunburned.
He must have been preity pale Before. He's
a city fella, judging from his clothes.”

“That explains it,” the girl said.

She folded her strong brown arms, bare
where she’d rolled her flannel ehlrtslef*vee to
the elbow. The yeung man ¢n the cot zaw
a glint of humor add itself to the concern in
her green eyes.

She was net tall, but her bedy looked com-
pact and firm in the fleannel shirt and tight
pants. Her chestnut hair was gathered tc the
back ef her head with a bit of ribbon. The
voung man losked away, feeling embarrass-
ment even abeve the pain of his hurts.

The doctor, finished, stood up with a grunt,
“No broken bones. He’s black-and-blu:e,
though. Did he get threwn by his horse?”

“T couldn’t say,” Angus said tersely ‘‘He
came staggering into the huuse an hour ago,
on fool, habhling and out of his head. 3
brought him inside, then hicked up and came
in to town to feich you.”

“There’s a nasty cut here,” the docter said.
He touched the raw line of fire over the pa-
tient’s temple; the sick man jerked his head
away. “Easy, young feller; I'm trying to
help you. Lettie, boil some water. T’il soak
ibe dried blood away and put on a dressing.”
He looked down speculatively at the yeung

she said.
in pain,

man's hard wary eyes. “What's your name,

boy?”
The voung man said nothing.
“Well?”
“m trying 1o rcmember.” His voice

scunded parched and ciacked to his ¢wn ears,
and the movements of speech hurt his threat.
He was suddenaly aware of a burning thirst.
“Can 1 have a drink?”

“T der't see why not.” The dector nodded
to Ancus, who silently {ciched a dipperful of
water and handed it 10 the decter. The medico
tiited it to the youth’s cracked hps he gulped

cagerlv and drained it

“That’s enough fer a whlic,” the doctor
said sternly. “Now what do you mean, you
can’t rerember?”’

“I can’t, that’s all.” he said deggedly.

The doctor said sharply, “Where are you
from?”

The sick man thook his head helplessly.
wincing with the motion.

“I told you, T den’t know.”

the doctor’s professicnally impersonal

briskness. He felt gingerly around the
gash on the young man's head. Then he lifted
his stubby-fingered hand anc held it a vard
frem the young man’s face.

“Hew many fingers am T holding up?”

“Twe.”

The doctor straightened up, shaking his
head, and turned to Angus. “His skull’s in-
tact, his vision’s as clear as a bell. That knock
on the head must have screwed up his
memory.”’

“How's that, Doc?”

“The medical profession calls it amnesia.”

Angus strcked his «iky steethorns and de-
hvered a thoughtful diagnosis. '“Maybe an-
other crack en the hcad—"

“On the thecry,” Doc snapped, “that loss
of memory incurred Ly a hcad blow might be
restored by a similar bhlow?”

“1 had something of the sort in mind.”

“Well, gev ridof it!” Doc said. “You might
kil bim or permanently impair the damaged
cells. Lots of rest, geod food, and proper care
are his hest chance for recovery. Who's going
te give it to him?”

“Why, Doc, you never heard of Angus

5 N EXPRESSION of wender replaced
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Horn's turning out a man who needed help,
did you?”

Doc snorted. “Hogtie me hand and foet if
I'd ahandon any patient to your tender mer-
cies! If Lottie will play nurse, though. I'd say
he's as well off here as anvwhere.” He glanced
a question at the girl as she came in with a
pan of boiling water, and she nodded in
agreement.

The doctor dressed the cut. closed his black
bag, and headed for the door. giving Lottie
instructions for the patient’s care. “His phys-
ical huris don't come to much,” the young
man heard the doctor say as he and the girl
stepperd info the vard. “As for his memory,
it should come back under proper treatment.
I’ll be around again in a couple of davs.”

Angus Horne pulled a chair up to the cot
and crew a hlackensd pips from his shirt
pocket. He lit it, pufting slowly. “Son.” Angus
said, “T’ll lav it on the line. This is a one-
loop spread T've got. My bhrother—he was
Lottie’s father—owned it sixteen vears ago
when the Mescaleroes were still running wild
through the country.

“They raided this place, burned it, and mas-
sacred myv brother and his family. Lottie was
saved because she was staving at the ranch
of an older sister and bher husband at the
time.

“My brather Jim must have foreseen some-
thing of the sort, hecause he willed me his
property with the provision that !I'd care for
any surviving members of his family. | was
a no-account driftec. a little too quick with
a gun, and T welcomed the chance. T re-huilt
the place and took Lottie in. She grew up
here.”

Angus paused. puifing ntiully av his pipe.
“We hold the place down alone. Lottie can
work, ride. and shoot like a man. But it's no
way for a sevenleen-year-old miss to grow
up. You'll be well shortly. [l you want to
stay here and work for vour keep, ['ll be glad
to bave vou. Then my niece can take over
a woman's rightiul duties in the house, where
she belongs.”

“I don’t know anything about—"

Angus waved his pipe. “1 guessed thal.
“You're a city man, aren’t you? @h, 1 forgot;
you can't remiember. You're young and husky
looking for a city lad. You can learn—if you

don't mind some trouble along the way.”

Uncertain, sick, and bewildered, the young
man said he'd stav.

“Fine,” Angus said meditatively “Now, we
should have some name to cuss sou by.” He
thought a moment. then ahzertiv knocked his
pipe out against the chair. hittering the clean-
swepl (loor with ashes. The gesture was a
quick, embarrassed one.

“1f yeu den’t mind-—well, when T was young,
I had most of my wild times helow the border.
I had a Mexican wife. She died bearing my
son. and the boy didn't live a vear.” Angus’s
hard-planed face softened a little. “T'd made
a lot of plans for little Johnny. 1 he’'d lived,
he’d be about your age. I'd as soon call you
Johnny as anvthing else. Is that all right
with vou?”

The young man nodded.

“Good,” Angus said. “And vou're a green
hand, so there’s your second handle-—Johnny
Green.”

In the next two davs. Johnny Green’s bat-
tered body recovered with the quick resilience
of vouth, while his past remained a
staring blank in his mind. During that time,
he heuard ne more about the “trouble” Angus
had mentioned.

On the second day, Johnny Green limped
outside and watched the sun die in a crown
of gold fire on the distant mesa which closed
off the western horizon, where the vast sweep
of this land was lost to sight. [t was all
strange to him, yet held a pleasant sense of
homeceming. He could find ne reason fer
this feeling, though he racked his memory
endlessly.

At dawn of the third day, Angus roused
him out, sayving, Do vou [eel well eneugh
to ride to town? 1 thought we might buy you
an outht. And maybe you'll see something
familiar.”

little cramped. a little sore, and his sun-
burn had begun a painful peeling, but he
felt alert and restless, ready fer anything.
Lottie served their breakfast. He hesitantly
returned her warm smile, then bent to his
plate.
These were real folks, he thought. He was
amazed at their open-handed acceptance of an

J()HXNY agreed cageely. He still felt a
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injured stranger He felt awkward and grate-
ful in the face of this kindness, and made a
silent promise that they wouldn’t be sorrv.

After ®reakfast, Angus hitched the team
to a buckboard. and, with Johnny bceside him,
lifted the horses into a trot aleng the old
wagon roacl. They hit the town of Morene
an hour later. 1t was a hybrid Mexican-Ames-
ican hamlet, a patchwork of adobe buildings
flanking a mud-rutted street. Jehnny Green
eved it with a strained cxpression in his
dark eyes.

Angus pulled up the team at a tie-rail and
glanced at him. “Nothing’s familiar, eh?”

He shoek his head. They climbed down and
went into the general store. Angus scooped
up a handiul of crackers from a barrel,
munched them, and said to the clerk, “This
feller nceds some work clothes, Harvey —a
complete outfit. Fix him up, eh?”

The clerk sized up the young man, then
took shirt, treusers, hat, and boots from the
<helves, “Try these on for size. You can
change in the storeroom.”

Joahnny took «off his dirty. wrinkled travel-
ing suit, rolled it in a bundle, and left the
storeroom in stiff new clothes, feeling almost
like a new man. He found Angus leaning
againgt the counter in conversation with a
ruddy-faced, pot-bellied man.

Angus looked up, eyeing his new hand with
an approving nod. “That looks more like it.”
He indicated the pot-bellied man. “This is
Gus 'Withersteen, who owns the GW Corrals
down the street. Gus, this is my new hand,
Johnny Green.”

“We've met,” Gus boomed, extending a
fieshy hand. “Well, young feller, are you
straddling any more tough ones these days?’
He gufi awed.

Angus eyed the corral awner narrowly. “Do
you know him?”

“Hell, yes. This tenderfoot got off the train
here four days ago. He came straight over to
my place and wanted to buy a horse. Well,
Bull Munson—you know, CEIff Sunderson's
forcman—"

“1 know him,” Angus said dryly. “Go on.
What happened?”

“Bull and some of the other Long S crew
men were loafing around my place, it being
Saturday. When they saw this lad come in,

with tenderfeot written all over him, you can
guess what happened.”

~ “I can guess,” Angus said, *‘but tell it any-
way.” Thic was for Johnny Green's benefit.

“Well, hell”” Gus sounded a little defensive.
“You know how the bovs like to josh a green
hand. Theyv picked out a half-hroken hronc
for the lad here, telling him il was gentle as
pie—and thev slipped a burr under the saddle
to moot. T kept my mouth shut, because the
last time ) ftried to stop enc of their jokes,
they dunked me in the water trough.

“As soon as the boyv hit the saddle, he got
thrown. He sailed clean into a corral post
and fetched his head a wailop you could hear
halfway across town. 1t knocked him cold.
T thought he was killed: so did Bull and the
boys. They cleared out fast. I felt for his
heart then and it was still strong, s¢ 1 teok
off to tind Doc Lane.

“But he was out on a call, and by the time
I came back the kid was gone. It locked as
if he came to, dusted himself off. and walked
away. Lad, you must have a skull of iron.”

“Trv to remember, Gus,” said Angus sharp-
ly. “Did he give you his name?”

“No. I'm sure of that. Say. is semething
wrong here?”’

Angus explained Johnny Green's predica-
ment.

“Hellfire!” Gus said admiringly. “He must
have picked himself up and walked clear to
your ranch under an Arizona sun., without
knowing it! He’s some tenderfoot.”

Johnny said, “I remember walking fer a
long time. T don’t recall this town. or the
horse, or you, or those others.”

Gus clucked sympathetically, said he was
sorry he couldn’t be of more help, and left
the store. )

“Well, that's something,” Angus said. Al
least now we know how it happened. Let's
step across the street and baptize you right.”

" In Rudabaugh’s saloon, Angus told the bar-
tender, “Rudy, we're here to break Johnny
in on that bottled lightning you call whisky.”

The first shot brought tears to Johnny's eyes
and scoured his throat with fire. But when
the funies began rising to his head, he found
it was easy o identily himseli with Johnny
Green, ranchhand. It was best, having a new
name for a new life.



Johnny discled easily un-
der Cliff’s first wild swing

the swinging doors parted and three cow-
hands jestled in. The sight of Johnny
brought them up short. The man in the lead
was built like a bull—that was Johnny’s first
impression,
His head was like a bristling bullet sink-

‘I'HE\" were pouring a second round when

ing, neckless, into his shoulders, and black hair
protruded in all directions from under his
hat brim. His eyes were as small and savage
as a wild peccary’s.

“Beys,” he said. “it’s our friend from the
corral. It looks as if we didn’t finish the job,
after all. And here’s a second chance.”

59
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Angus whirled from the bhar, dropping his
hand to the holstered Ccelt's at his hip. “RKull.
vou and yeur ruen have done enough to this
]30}',”

“Angus Horne, the old mether hen,” Bull
Munsen sneered. He shragged then, his hog-
like eyes growing smaller and meaner. "“Well,
ne man in this country ever did claim to match
vou in gunplay. Since the tenderfooi’s at-
tached himself to your apren sirings the
game’s cinched fer your side.”

“Just & minvte,” Johnny Green said <oftlv.
He set his glass on the har and faced Eull
“1 fight my own fights.”

“Don’t be a damned focl boy,”
snapped. “Re’ll break vou in hali.”

“He can start anytime, if he’s net afraid
he’ll get choked by one of those apron strings,”
Johnny saicl

Rull Munson growled in his throat. “Ten-
derfoot, come ahead.”

Withont hesitation, Johnny moved tc meet
him. He slipped under Bull’s first blow and
came up slashing unreservedly at his face and
body. BRull Munsan stoppec] his offensive and
retreated, backpedaling. threwing up his
cressed armes to protect his face from a flurry
of jabs.

Jehnny sank his fist deep inte Bull's yield-
ing stomach. When Bull dropped his arms,
Johnny hit him «quarely on the point of the
1aw with a straight-arm blow that buckled
him to the tloor.

Johnny stepped back, his fists still doubled,
breathing only a little faster., He scettled a
1ash gaze on the other two Long & punchers
and chalienged sharply, “Well?”

Jobnny Green was not a big man, but he was
a wiry bundle of stociily-built muscie, and
he hael mavedd almast ton fast for the two
punchers to follew. But they knew thar from
the moment Bull Munson had moved against
this tenderioot stranger, he hadn’t stood a
shadow o©f a chance. This cold fact cowed
them and held them mationless.

Augus {ock Johnny's arm, saying quietly.
“All right, scn, you've preved your point. Now
let’s get the hell eut of here!”

Outside, as they meved across to the haock-
board, Angus demanded, “Where'd you learn
to fight like that?”

Johnny smiied and shook his head. Angus

Arpus

growled, “1 forgot But right now, T'd give a
peck of double eagles to know your_past.”

As they rode back 1o Angus’s Whippletree
spread, Johnny said, “Daes this Munson have
anything to do with thet trouble vou men-
tioned the other day?”

Angus gave him a quick sidelong glance.
“So you've ®een thinking aboul that. Vm
sorry 1 brought it up. 1 was hoping 10 keep
you, a stranger, out of our prohlems.”

Iohnny smiled femtlv. “J1 Jocks os 3 I'm
neck deep in em.”

“N sure dees lnok that way, alter what hap-
pensc. All right, here’s the story.”

Angus explained that the huge Long$
ranchiands bordered on his own Whippletree
and a number of smaller ranches. The main
water supply for all the ranches on this side
of the hig mesa was one waterhole calied In-
digo Springs.

It was on the boundaiv between Cliff Sun-
derson’s Long S and Angus’s Whippletree, and
open, by tacit agreement, for the use of all
But the present dry season, the worst Angus
had ever seen, had lowered the water level con-
siderably, and there wasn’t eneugh to supply
all the small ranches’ steck and Long S’s {oo.

Lately CIiff Sunderson had shown a tyrant’s
hand, saying that his father had used that
waterhole belore any of the others had bujlt
here—which was true—ancl that Long S there-
fore had a prior claim. He wanted to fence
the hole off from the little men. He would
have done it tao, for they were a docile lot,
except, Angus mentioned wmodestly, for him-
self.

Angus had peves packed down in his life,
and he’d had a considerable reputation with
a gup in his younger days. He was the main-
s1ay of the «mall ranchers The rancters knew
it, and so did Cliff Sunderson. Chff was stili
cautious enough net 1o make any effort to
monopolize the water supply by {orce

silence after his explanation. Then he

said, “Cliff’s like his oid man. Old Jard
Sundersen pioneered! this country, gol wealthy
and big-headed, and sent his kid East
He got himself an education in some hig uni-
versity, and came back here two years age to
take over the Long S when old Jard died.

ANGUS fingered the reins for a while in
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“Cliff’s only twenty-six now, but he handles
the Long S as well as Jard ever did. He’s gone
into ether interests too, and he’s alreadv nearly
dnubled the fortune the old man leit him. The
East dicdn’t soften ClLff any: he's as tough as
nails and smart as a whip. He got it into
his head abnut a vear back that he wanted fo
marry Lottie. He came up to my place to
court her every night for a month. She would
have none of him. for all his Eastern sass. Cliff
was ton swell-headed to see it: he kept right
on coming tll this trouble ever the water
began.”

Johnny didn't say anvthing. He was glad,
though; for all her spunk—which Angus had
mentioned as coming mighty close to mulish-
ness at times—Lottie had too much quict
depth to be happy with the man Angus had
just described.

Angus took him on a tour of the ranch the
next day. Lottie rode with them, clese to
Johnny's stirrup. She made aquite a picture,
with the sun on her shining hair.

They had been riding for an hour when
she said, “What do vou think of the country,
Johnny?”

“I like it fine,” he replied. “I suppose vou
mean how do I think of it as cattle country.
As to that, T couldn’t say.”

She flashed him a smile. “You'll learn,
Johnny. That is, if vou stay long enough.”

He reddened a little. Angus grinned at that.
“Don’t let her get your goat, son. As long
as she knows she can, she’ll keep riding you.
Indigo Springs is just ahead, over that rise.
You'll get a chance to see what all the fooferaw
is about.”

They pulled up at the summit of the rise.
Bawling cattle were milling around what ap-
peared to be a shallow waterhole about a
hundred feet in diameter. The water looked
brewn and roiled. A few stunted willows grew
near the seep.

“It doesn’t look like much for men to fight
over, does it, son?” Angus grunted. “It looks
as if Long$S stock are being watered down
there.”

“Long S stock,” Lottie said, “with Long S
men herding them. And tsn't that Cliff stand-
ing by the seep?”

“Yeah, with Bull' Munson,” Angus re-
marked. “Well, this should be interesting.”

He gigged his horse down the slope, followed
by Johnny and Lottie. They pulled up by
the seep.

Angus swung from his horse, saying, “How-
dy. Clff.”

Cliff Sunderson grinned and lifted a lazv
band in greeting. Bull NMunsnn's huttered
face bare a fixed scow!: he said nothing. Sun-
derson was taller than his fareman, not as
thick-hodied. hut cat-flanked and with a
powerful sweep of shoulders.

His face was ¢ood-natured, handsome, and
open looking, but with a latent shrewdness
Johnny did not miss. Whether it was fun or
a fight in the offing, Cliff Sunderson was nnt
a man who would be caught napping.

Clifi pushed his Stetson back from his
sweat-matted tlaxen hair, gave Lettie an ad-
miring nod, and looked at Johany, then a1
Angus. He said pleasantly, “New man, old-
timer?”

Angus bridled at little uncler this casuat
taunting reference to his vears, and said cold-
ly, “Yeah. His name’s Johnny Green.”

CIiff gave Johnny a tolerant once over. “And
what's yvour specialty, friend—rope, guns, or
fists?”

“Have vou looked at vour big bad fore-
man’s face latelv, sonnv?”’ Angus inquired
gently.

A brief wicked slanting of Cliff's eves was
the only sign of his irritation. He eved Mun-
son for a moment, and the bull-like foreman
flushed under his swarthy skin. CIiff spnke,
biting each word off.

“Do vou mean to say that this undersized
kid did that to vou?”’

“I was drunk,” Munson muttered.

“Drunk with his own meanness.” Angus said
with satisfaction. “Don’t let Johnny Green's
size fool you, Cliff. So you're still watering
here.”

Cliff’s eyebrows lifted a quarter inch. “Why,
yes. I told you I weuld. T mcan to continue
doing so.”

Angus gave an impatient jerk of his head.
“There’s eneugh good water for yvour stock
on the other side of your ranch. The rest of
us can’t reach it without driving acress your
land.”

Cliff shook his head. “And you'd better
never try it, Horne.”
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“We don't intend to. But I’'m asking you
straight, why hog this water that we nced,
when the other is available to you? You'd
only have te push your cattle a lttle farther
to reach it.”

of his long nose, nedding thoughtfully.

“That's a straight questien, and de-
serves a straivht answer. So I'll tell you.”
His cheerful gaze became diamond hard. “I'm
expanding. T'll need all the water T can get,
and T want it understood now that 1 claim
the right to this spring. Besides, not you or
any ef thesc other hardscrabble hangers on
can tell a Sunderson where he will or won't
water. And i vou think you can, just try
it now.”

That was the overriding arrogance of the
ald-time cattle baron speaking, Angus glanced
at the Long S herders, about a half-dozen men
occupied with their work. They’d be no
treuble. )

There were onlty Cliff and Bull facing Angus,
and only they were guns. Johnny ceuld see
the angcr beiling high in Angus, and knew
that the older man was strongly tempted te
have it out here. In fact his hand dropped
to his horn-butted .45.

Then Angus glanced back over his shoul-
der at Lottic and Johnny. remembering sud-
denly that they were in the line of fire. He
sighed and shook his head regretfully.

Cliff had been aware that he was staring
at the face of danger for the length of one
hard-held breath; now he let the breath out
1nd relaxed. But Bull Munson, dull-minded
and imperceptive, seemed not to notice the
falling off of tension: his thick hand brushed
his holster.

Angus might have been forced to a show-
down then, if it hadn’t meen for Lottie. Her
hand snsked down to the saddle boot under
her right leg and came vp holding her carhine.

“We don’t want trouble.”” she said sharply.
“Don’t you slart it.”

Bull rumbled a laugh ‘*‘Does she
like Dan’i Benne to you, Cliff?”

Angus said mildly, “Don’t make a mistake.
She can outsheot any man in your outht.”

Bull laughed again; Cliff didn’t even smile.
“Can you, Lottie?” he asked.

CLIFF rubhecl a finger across the bridge

look

“Cass 1aught me,” she said simply, not tak-
ing her ccld gaze off Munson.

"~ “Relax, Bull,” Clifi said good-naturedly.
“You too, honey.”

His gaze strayed insolently from her face,
down to the fullness that curved the flannel
shirt. Johnny's hands clenched white knuckled
on his reins. Cliff’s gaze fiicked suddenly to
him.

“You do look sort of mean, kid.” he re-
marked. He scemed to mull that ¢ver. “So
you whipped Bull. You know, I did some box-
ing back East. | was champion at the uni-
versity, as a matter of fact. 1 wondcr hew
you'd fare outside of a barroom brawl. 1 het
you’d get cut to pieces in a scientific bout.”

“]1 don’t know,” Johnny suicl softly. “But
you can find out any time.”

Cliff rcgarded him a speculative moment,
then laughed suddenlty and slapped his thigh.
“Good! I've been afraid of getting rusty, and
the boys at the ranch are a total loss as spar-
ring partners, except for Bull. But he’s an
easy mark when he has to fight clean. Step
down, kid. Let's go a bout.”

“Here?”” Angus barkecl.

“Why not?” Cliff grinned. “Your boy isn’t
scared, is he?”

For answer, Johnny Green swung to the
ground. “No, Johnny,” Lottie said softly, but
he didn’t laok at her.

He pulled off his hat and handed it to
Angus. Clff unstrapped his gun and passed
it and his own hat to Munson.

“We'll square away cver here, back of the
seep.” CHiif said cheerfully. “T'll need room to
lay you out. Marquis ef Queenshbury rules,
eh? Or wouldn’t you know about that?”

Strangely, those words struck an answering
chord of familiarity in Johnny’s mind. Queens-
bury. Eagerly, he tried to follow up that track
of thought. and then found there was no time
to think, for Cliff was moving after him.

Clifi's left was up: he jabhed with his
right. Johnny backed cautiously away, circling.
There was something f{amiliar, toe, about
Cliff’'s stance. Yet Johnny was bewildered,
and rashly he tried the same rushing tactics
which had brought Munson down the day
before.

He bored in at Cliff, and lung a punch high
to Cliff’s face with the speed of a striking
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snake. To his surprise, Cliff blocked it easily.
Then that polsed right fist, waiting for fust
this, exploded full on Johnny’s unguarded
chin.

ny's brain, and he felt the ground tilt and
rise and slam him in the face. Doggedly,
shaking his head, he lifted himself on his
hands. His head cleared and he looked around,
secing Lottie’s white imploring face, which
was asking him withoul words to quit now.

“No,” he whispered to himself, and looked
up at Cliff. The rancher’s smile was a sneer,
but there was admiration in it, too.

“That punch should have put you away
for an hour,” Cliff said. “But hell, you can't
box.” He began to turn away.

“Just a minute,” Johnny said huskily, and
Cliff pauscd, waiting, '

Johnny came to his feet, slowly, to give
himself time to gather his faculties and assess
his situation. Keep away from him, he
thought. He began to circle again, meving
always away from Cliff, not pressing an offen-
sive, just getting the fcel of his apponent,
warding off Clifi’s light jabs.

Now, more and more. there was a sense of
something remembered, something familiar
about to this. Tt was heginning to become
simple, this pushing away of Clif(’s jabs. An-
noyance flickered across Cliff's face: he was
becoming impatient with this stalking of a
moving figure which steadily evaded bim.

He maved in abruptly, landing another hard
right slam—Dbut this time, though awkwardly,
Johnny guarded his chin, deflecting the punch.
The blow hit him in the chest, knocking him
off balance. He let himsell fall, hut rolled in-
stantly on his side and spun catlike to his feet,
facing his antagonist again.

Cliff swore and went in after him. Johnny
saw Clifi’s breath coming harder, faster. Out
of condition, he was #lready winded. His own
breathing easy and controlled, Johnny sank
into a crouch. Tt was an automatic rellex,
purely without thought.

And now, casily and naturally, he countered
Clifi’s offensive with a flurry of jabs, yet
backing away in a circle, Clff began to pant
and flounder in his follow ups; his blews lost
timing. His foot slipped in the sand and he

L]GHT and darkness burst as one in John-

went down on one knee. For a moment he
stayed there, hauling in hard-drawn breaths.

“Want to take the count, ¥Mr. Sunderson?”
Johnny asked lightly.

Cliff's reply was choked with fury. “No,
damn yeu!"”’

He launched to his feet and forged in, wind-
milling punches. His scientific training wag
a thin facade: now he was fighting with a
primal fury. He drove a looping overhand right
to the middle of Johuny’s face, but Johnny
slipped casily under it, letting it graze his
hair.

Cliff’s own momentum catried Johnny inside
his gnard to the chance Johnny was watching
for. He slammed lightaing lefts and rights to
Cliff's midsection. When Cliff doubled up,
Johnny straightened him with an uppercut.

He moved back one step as Clifi’s knees e-
gan to bend, drove in a straight right, and
felt the cartilage of Clifi's nose crunch under
his fist. Cliff plunged down like a falling
tree, plowed on his face, and lay motionless
with outflung arms.

Johnay had moved back te let him fall
Noaw. without a break in his fluid movement,
he turned on his heel and walked straight for
Munson, who backed off quickly. The Long S
punchers had stopped working and were star-
ing open mouthed.

Johnny gently lifted Cliff’s hat from Bull
Munson’s lax hund and bent to fill it with
tepid water from the hole. He carried the full-
sloshing hat back to Cliff and poured the
water over him slowly, letting it spray ludi-
crously off his head. Cliff groaned, stirred,
mancuvered {0 a sitting position. Blood and
dirt caked his face.

“If you want to know,” Johnny said pleas-
antly, “it was T who hit you. Any time vou
wanl to give me Lesson Number Two, you
just let me know, Mr. Sunderson.”

He tossed the hat in Cliff’s lap and walked
back to his horse.

Angus sald nothing; his face was grim. But
for just a moment he settled one big hand
on Johnny’s shoulder and squeezed it* hard.
“Let’s mount up,” Angus said then, and they
swung up to their saddles.

“Wait a minute.”

It was Clifi’s hoarse croak. He had swayed
to his feet, and was stumbling drunkenly to-
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ward them. When he reached Johnny Green's
horse, he reached up one big raw-knuckled
hand

“Vou licked me fair,” he said. “This is just
4y «how there’s no grudge.” The words belied
the cold harredt in his eyes. Ruot Johnny sil-
ently t¢heok hands.

CEff stepped bhack, locking up at Arngus
Horne, “Tlo veu want 1o end this waterhole
fend withaut gunplay?”’

The question was biuni enough, but CIiff
was full of subterfuge, and Angus studied him
warily, wondering what was behind his wercic,
“Sure.”

"I have a proposition. Your Boy's ¢uiite
a fighter. Weuld you give him odds against
any man I could dig up?”

Angus permitted himicelf a brief fresty smile,
“1 reckon 1 would. Why?”

“Goad. TI'd like to arrange a fight between
him and a man I'll select. 1 he wins 1’1}
forfeil all rights tc this waterhole with a
signed quitciaim. 1§ my men wing, you for-
feit”

“To yen ‘have an ax ic grind, Clifi?” Angus
acked Bluntly.

“Hell, ne” CIff said impatientlv. "T'm
making you 2 vporting propositien. Of course,
i vou're not sure of vour hoy—"

“T'm sure of him,” Angus snapped. “It’s
vou ] have my donbte ahout. And T never flicl
Iike risking a wiwle pot on a single threw.”

LIFF laughed. “Think T've got srine-
thing up my s<leeve, eh? Look here—

we'll arrange the bout on neutral
erouncl, with an impartial cnteicer as referee.
All ahovehoard and 1o the satisfaction of hoth
parties. Hew dees it sounrd. kid?” He neqlded
1o Tohnny,

Johnny shrugrged. “1t’s for Angus to sav. 1f
he wants to accept, 1] meet your man.”

Angus pursed hic thin Tips. “Whe do you
have in mind for your fighter?”

“T'll let you krow Jater.” Chif smiled croek-
edlv. “There are a let of cietaiis 1¢ iron out
—nplace, time and so en. 1] get in torch
with you.”

“All right.” Argus turred his horse ab-
ruptly and swurg back toward Whippletree,
with Johnny and Lottie falling in beside him.

“You don't soind too enthusiastic, Angus.”

Lottie said. Her tone was chiding, but wor-
ried sounding, too.

Angus grunted sarcastically. “Any prepo-
sition of Cliff’s is likely (o have more hidden
teeth than a clese-mouthed ’gater. Still, he’s
a born garabler and sportsman. 1 there’s one
thing he might 1ake seriously, it's something
cn this order”’

He reached oul snd slapped Johnny on the
knee. "“Thanks for the cupport, sen. You
aren’t cbliged to fight Cliff's man, you know.”

“Yhink 1 am,” lohnny wid quictly. Aongus
was generaus; it was jike him to disceunt a
debt. But a man had 1o pay his due.

Angus was nodding to himself now, as
though confirming something. He eyed Jehn-
ny narrowly. “1 had a hunch when 1 saw you
Lick Bull. Alter the way veu just toak Cliff
apart, I'm sure of it. You're a uained fghter.
Tt played a big part in your past. Maybe you
ought to follew the clue up, instead of wast-
ing time around here.”

“Could be.” jehnny shrugeed.
happen te like it here”

He felt strangely indifferent 1c¢ this new
knowledge of hie forgotten past. Mayke it was
part of what he'd been trying to jeave behind
when he'd gotten eff the frain in this arid,
fittle-settlecd conniry. He felt strongly that
there had heen something he was trving to
Jeave behind. -

The week relled by, ard Johnny began to
acquaint himself with ranch work, and (o like
it. He made up in interest and aptitude what
he lacked in experience, and both Angus and
Lettie complimented him on his progress.
Meanwhile, as the days passed, there was no
word from CIff. That worried Angus; he was
sure now that CI¥f was up te semething,

On Saturday night, Johnny came in tired
anpd dirtv frem a day ol repairing fence. He
washed tp and welfed =uprer, Anguic watching
him approvingly.

“You've been working like a horse this last
weck, sen’ be said, his iresty eyes holding a
latent twinide. “You deserve to relax a Jittle.”
He glancect at Lottie, who was beginrning to
clear the 1able. “Lot, there’s a dance in town
tonight, isn't there?’

Lottie stacked the dishes with a clatter,
pusched a strand of hair back, and said careful-
v, “Now, hew would T know?”

"Only 1
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Angus pulled out his pipe and began to fill
it. He chuckled. “You know, all right. Vou
bought some dress goods when we went to
tewn the other day, and you've heen sewing
every night—and hoping.”

A faint flush rose in her tace as she carried
the cleared things to the dishpan. Johnny
watched the movement of her trim back, then
looked guiltily down at the red-and-white
checked oilcloth, knowing his face was redder
than even his deep sunburn warranted.

Angus chewed his pipestem. “Fighters make
good dancers, I've heard. Theyv’re nimhle on
their fect® Ile winked at Johany.

Johnny fidgeted for a while in his chair, then
got up and walked over to stand hy Lottie.
“I'll drv the dishes for you,” he offered
roughly.

“Thanks.” Color was high in her cheeks.

“Lottie,” he got out in a rush, “do you want
to go to that cdance?”

Her voice was cool
any favers, Johany.”

“Well, vou'd sort of be doing me the favor.”

“And that's sort of gallant.” She hit her
lip, but couldn’t holil back her smile now.
“Oh, Johnny, of course I'll go with vou! An-
gus, don't you have a suit? And do vou think
it would fit Johnny?”

“I reckon,” Angus said, nodding his gray-
thatched head and puffing quickly on the pipe,
the only sign of his ple:asure. “1 never wore it
much, and I don’t fill it out any more. [ was
about Johnny’s size when [ was vounger. It
should be a good ft.”

The suit was well-tailored black broadcloth
of rather old-fashioned cut. johnny stood
stiffly in it, uncomfortahly pacing the kitchen
while Lottie dressed in her little curtained-off
alcove.

“You look fine, son,” Angus reassured him,
“Relax.”

“You needn’'t do me

for their inspection. The checked ging-
ham clung to her rounded upper bedy,
flared from her hips into a full skirt. She was
surprisingly slender and graceful in feminine
attire; she’d fussed with her hair, and there
was an excited sparkle in her eyes.
“It makes me wish 1 were young again,”
Angus said. “You're a fine-looking couple.

LOTTIE swept from her alcove, whirling

Now go along; I have the wagon hitched up
outsice.”

“Aren’t you coming?” Lottie demanded.

“Such pleasures are long past for me,”
Angus suid regretiully. “And I'll be too strong-
ly reminded of it, sitting in the stagline shoot-
ing the guff with aging cronies. You two have
a good time.”

The wagon rolled briskly through a sage-
pungent night, neither the boy nor the girl
saying much. There was a beginning wonder
to this for them both, though possibly more
for Johnny, who was discovering life all over.
The tacit confidence of Angus, entrusting a
near-stranger with Lottie for the evening, and
having her here beside him, was the fuliillment
of a promise he’'d felt from his first recellec-
tions of this country.

The crowded community hall of Morene was
the nucleus for young and old tonight. Jehnny
discovered that he knew how to dance well
once he got the hang of the steps, as Angus
had predicted, and Lottie showed her pleasure.
Between sets she introduced him to many
people, and he tried desperately to keep track
of names and faces. Finally in the whirl of
dacce, noise, laughter, and the kaleidnscopic
blur of faces, he gave up.

Everyone knew everyone else, everyone was
out for a good time, and nobody steod on
formality. Lottie was whirled away for a
varsiviona with a grinning young cowboy, and
Johnny lost track of her for most of the
evening,

He danced with two buxom settlers’ daugh-
ters, and then a group of young men drew him
aside with the slyly whispered remark that
one of them had a jug cached outside.

They stood in the patio back of the hall,
and the jug was brought out. Johnny took his
pull when it was passed, and, with the ficry
corn liquur burning his gullet, knew finally
and for good that he was accepted.

There was the bragging talk, the drink-
blurred young mien's voices lifted in song, the
siapping of calloused hands on brawny shoul-
ders, and the telling cach other what fine fel-
lows they were. Then the jug was empty, and
there was the almost stealthy straggling back
into the noise and brightness of the hall to
face, with sheepish grins, the teasing or scold-
ing of sweethearts and wives.
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Lottie was sitting on the sidelines, chatting
with another girl. When Johnny came, shuffling
his feet, his face red with drink and shame,
she gave him a chiding look because that was
what he expected: but then she couldn’t help
laughing.

A heavy hand fell on Johnny's shoulder.
Chiff Sunderson stood there, tawny haired,
handsome, and affakle looking, in a well-cut
suit. He indicated the portly white-mustached
man at his side. “Kid, this is the J. P., Judge
Hasker. He'll referee your fight.”

Johnny shook hands with the judge, won-
dering if the man was to be trusted. His sus-
picion was swiftly dispelled when the judge
nodded to Lottie, courteously greeting her by
name, and Lottie’s reply was warm. Judge
Hasker must be solid and respectable, and if
Lottie accepted him as referee. so would An-
gus. If Angus was right and Cliff had an ace
in the hole, it must be that CIliff was mighty
certain of his fighter, Johnny decided.

“Understand, voung man,” the judge said to
Jehnny, 1 will name the time and place at
which the bout will ensue; and my judgment
will be final and unquestionable. T, for any
reason, one side should renege on the agree-
ment, or should choose to back .out prior o
the fight, that side will forfeit the stakes—1that
is, the right to water st Indige Springs—to
the ather party.

“Also, Mr. Sunderson has already named his

fighter, and 1 understand that you will repre-
sent' Angus Horne. This choice of antagonists
must be considered final; there will be no
changes. Mr. Sunderson suggested these con-
ditiong, and 1 find them sound. Will you ac-
cept the terms?”

Johuny hesitated. “I can’t speak for Angus,

sir.”
The judge smiled for the first time. “You're
a young man of scruple. I meant, however,
to receive enly your ewn approval I will
speak to Angus personally.”

Lottie spoke up. *‘That won't be necessary,
Judee Rausker,” she said clearly. ‘I know An-
gus would agree; since you are handling things.
I'm sure he'll let Johnny speak for him.”

She Tooked at Johnny as she spoke, and he
saw the full measure of her confidence in him.
It was a good feeling.

“Very well, my dear,” the judge said. “It

will be as vou say. And what do vou say,
voung man?”

ITHOUT heshation now, Johnny
W agreed. Cliff slapped him heartily on

the arm. “Fine, kid. Now that’s
settled, mayhe you'd like to meet the man
you'll ight. He came in the train a couple of
hours ago.”

Lottie’s eves sparkied. “Sa you imported a
fighter, a professional prize-ring killer, 1've no
doubt! We might have expected something of
the sort from vou!”

“Temper, Lottie girl,"” CIff said, bathing her
in a bland smile. “l don’t recal) anything that
stipulated against my bringing in a man from
outside. Well, kid, do you want to meet him?”

Johnny nodded, and he, Cliff, and the judge
headed for the entrance. “That’s him, leaning
against the doerjamb,” Cliff said, as they
threaded their wiay among the dancing coupies.

The man indicated was a pale city fellow in
a checked flashy suit. He was a bull-chested
man of Johnny’s height, but older and much
heavier. His nose was flattened gristle. his
ears twisted cauliflowers. He was surveving
the dancing festivities with Wored and cynical
eves.

Johnny felt a sharp pang of recognition,
brief and tantalizing.

They reached the man, and Cliff performed
the introductions. “Buck, meet Johnny Green,
the kid youll slaughter. Kid, this is Buck
Kendricks, from Frisce.” Cliff grinned, not
pleasantly. “They call Buck 'Killex" Ken-
dricks, I saw him fght in Frisco last year,
watched him tear some young punk to pieces.
So T got in touch with him and paid his fare
to Arizona.”

Taking his time, to show his contempt,
Kendricks turned his battered face toward
Jehnny. His jaundiced eves froze suddenly,
then widened with surprise and something
close to fear.

The pug turned furivusly on Cliff with a
vellow-toothed snarl. “I}o you want e to
fight him?”

Cliff's eyes narrowed in surprise. then har-
dened. “What did you expect, a five-vear-old?”

“But yeu told me the kid I'd fight was
named Green! That’s why 1 teok your offer.
I never heard of a pug named Green; I figured
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this kid was a hick slugger, a pushover. But
him! Don’t you know who he is?” Without
waiting for an answer, Kendricks added, “The
hell with it! The deal’s off, Sunderson. If you
think I'll fight him, you're crazy.”

“Now just held on,” Cliff said in a softly
outraged tone. “If you think T paid out good
money fer a half-dozen telegrams, more money
for contacts to get hold of you, plus the ex-
pense to bring you here—and think yon can
back out now—"

“Here's my fraveling money.” Kendricks
dug out a thick wallet, stripped ofl same bhills,
and rammed them in Clifi's breast pocket. “As
for the rest of the dough, that's vour tough
luck. ['m taking the next train out.”

He spun on his hecl and stamped from the
ball with Cliff at his heels, saying furiously,
“Now damn you, Kendricks, listen to me!”

The judge turned with puzzled impatience
to Johnny. “What does this mean, sir?”

“Excuse me,” Johnny said dazedly, and
turned to maneuver back through the whirling
couples toward Lottie. The movements of the
dancers, the noise, only added to the swimming
confusion in his mind. He had nearly reached
Lottie before the full impact of what had
happened burst across his mind. Why, he
thought, that man knew me!

He pushed roughly back through the dan-
cers, multering “Sorry. Excuse me.” He ran
past the startled judge and burst onto the
boardwalk, (linging glunces up and down the
street. There was no sign of Cliff or Kendricks.
T've got to find him, he theught desperately.

He spent the next half hour rushing in and
out of a dozen saloons and the hotel and
railroad station before coming to a dismal
acceplance of the fact that. Kendricks, the
link with his lost past, had disappeared, swal-
lowed by the oppressive Arizona night.

Fecling drained and empty, he returned to
the hall, rcasoning that he was upset over
nothing: Cliff had probably argued Kendricks
into staying and going through with the fight,
and had taken hirs out to Long S for his stay.

faced anger. “What the devil are you and

Sunderson trying to bring off?” he de-
manded.

Johnny was trying to explain his personal

JUDGE HASKER met Johnny with red-

problem to the judge when Lottie, understand-
ing that something was wrong, came over and
calmly told Hasker about Johnny’s dilemma.

“T see,” Hasker said, not angry now so
much as puzzled. “And this man Kendricks
knew you hefore?”

“lt seems that way,” Johnny said tiredly.
Then he started in surprise as Cliff Sunderson
re-entervecd the hall. He moved quickly to CIliff

and grabbed him by the lapels. “Where’s
Kendricks?”
“He's gone,” Cliff said sourly. ‘Judge,

about the fight—” :

“Where?” Johnny cut in. “Gone where?”

Clifi jerked free, angrily. “How the hell
should T know? He’s gone, that’s all! Forget
him.” He turned to Hasker again.

“Well, Cliff,” the Judge said coldly, “what
is there to say? Tf your man has run out,
the tcrms of the agreement are broken—the
terms you yoursclf offered, T might add.”

“You mean T lose the stake?”

“Tf you mean to abide by your given word,”
Judge Hasker retorted. “The entire agreement
was verbal, of course, though Miss Horne and
T witnessed it. Then,” he added icily, “I detest
a cheat, Cliff. If you should be inclined to
renege, I might be inclined to prasecute you
—and believe me, boy, I'll snare you in every
technicality T know.”

“Nohady said anything about cheating,”
Cliff muttered sullenly. But his fists were clos-
ing and unclosing with repressed fury.

“Then,” the judge pressed quickly, “be in
my office tomorrow morning. And, Miss Horne,
please, tell Angus to be there. Mr. Sunder-
son has a paper to sign.”

Cliff hesitated for a moment, his face
dark with a fleod of violence, but he held it
in. He pivoted on his heel and left the hall.
Hasker tipped his hat to Lottie, clamped it
back on his sparse white hair, and followed
Cliff,

Lottie turned 10 Johnny, releasing her held
breath. “Well, doesn’t this call for a cele-
bration?” ‘

“Yes, ma’am. And may I have the next
dance?”

Sometime after midnight, the {estivities
broke up and folks began straggling to buggies
and horses, calling good-byes. Johnny gave
Lottie a hand up to the buckboard, took hig
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seat beside her, and took up the reins, driving
the wagon down the street, then onto the
moon-washed plain. Lottie eased off the fimsy
slippers she'd worn, wincing.

“Ouch,” she said,

“It was quite an evening,” Jehnny said.

“Neot all ranchhands dance as well as you,”
she said ruefully, massaging her sore feet.

Johnny grinned and lifted the horses into a
wrisk trot.

“Not so0 fast.)” Lottie protested.
pleasant night: let's enjov it.”

Soon, too soon, they reachecl the cotton-
woed-bordered lane that branched off the road
into the ranchvard. “Pull up, Johnny,” she
said. “Here, under the trees. T want to talk.”

He pulled up the horses and sat in silence,
waiting.

“TIt should be said.” J.ottie murmured, pleat-
ing a fold of her skirt between her fingers,
“and 1 have a feeling vou'll ncver say it. So
I will. What about us, Johnny?”

She knew, then. He wondered how long he’d
been wearing his feelings for her on his face.
But he hadn't been sure of himself in any-
thing as important as this, when he was so
unsure of his own tlife and its direction. And
he had hoped she would respond, but without
any real belief that she would.

“Let me say it,” he said. “I guess I can,
now. I love vou, Lottie. T have from the first
day.l}

Her skirt whispered as she shifted to face
him directly. “Then what are yeu wailing
for?”

Her voice was a tender sound, mingling with
the hammering of hlood against his temples
and the ruiny murmur ot the cottonwood
leaves. Her mouth joined his, warm and pliant,
the slim vouug body arching up to him with
the hard puli of his hauds.

They moved apart breathlessly. There was
hurt in Lottie's voice. “I'm not sure 1 liked
that, Johnny.”

“Fin sorey,” lie said stiffly,

“Oh, Jobnny! It wasp’t you. Tt was your
manner, as though vou were angry, as though
you were trying to hurt something.”

“T wasn't trying to hurt you,” he said miser-
ably, “just myself. It’s no good, Lottic. There’s
nothing I can give you, not even a name.”

“Nothing,” she said, “cxcept yourself. I'm

S3litisseal

not asking for anything else. But that I think
I insist on. Is it too much?”

“No. But what I'm saying is that T can’t
give you everything, not with this damned
blank in my mind.”

haven't given vourself time. Dr. Lane

said it would be slow. Tt's been only a
week. Wait, Johnny. You can wait, and I'm
wiiling to.”

He searched her dimly-seen face. “And
you're not afraid, Lottie, oif who, or what,
Johnny Green might have becn before?”

“I’ll never be afraid of you” She reached
over to kiss him lightly.

“Listen,” Johnny said quietly.

She straightened, alert to the night sounds,
then turned a leok of puzzled wonder to him.
“I heard a rider,” she said. “He seems to be
coming teward the ranch irom another direc-
tien,”

“Yeah,” Johnnv said.

They listened for another straining moment.
Suddenly there was a rifle shot, high and
sharp, not from the house but close by it.
Then there was the seund of a hard-driven
horse vanishing in the night.

“Let's get up there!” Johnny said.

He shouted at the horses, careening the
wago;m sharply up Lhe lane. In a'minute the
lights of the house shone among the trees.
Lottie jumped from the high seat, tearing her
skirt in her haste, at the wagen hauled to a
stop. She ran toward the house. Johnny
quieted the horses beiore he vaulted down and
followed her, fecling a sudden numbing fear
as he remembhered Angus here alone.

They found Angus face down on the floor,
a toppled chair beside him. He'd been sitting
at the table when the shot had spun him back-
ward. Blood had pooled on his back and run
down his sicle to stain the tloor. Lottie fell to
her knees by him, sobbing. “Oh, Johnny,
he's—”

At that instant, Angue groaned. His lank
body twitched.

“He's not dead,” Johnny said, “vet.”

He moved to the broken side window, his
boots crunching on the shattered glass litter-
ing the floor. The rifleman had station himselt
well beyond the house and picked an easy

SHE said soitly, persuasively, “But you
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target through the lighted window. He turned
to the girl.

“Can you take care of him till T get Doc
Lane?”

“Yes.” Her tear-streaked face had gained
a hard composure. “It was CIiff,” she said
hitterly.

Johnny made that churning buggy ride to
town and back in record time. e and the
stocky doctor trampec into the house and
found that Lottie had made Angus as com-
fortable as she could without moving him.
She’d stoked the stove, too, and had a kettle
of water boiling briskly.

“Good girl,” Boc said, giving her a quick
hard glance of approval. He made a cursory
examination, then said to Johnny, “Let’s get
him up on the bed. T can work better there.”

Gently they lifted Angus to his cot, and
then Doc set about his work in silence, except
for an occasional quick-snapped order. He
had to probe for the bullet, which was danger-
ously near the right lung. The quick gray
hours of pre-dawn had laid spectral fingers
over the land when Woc finished dressing and
binding the wound and turned to tell them
that Angus would live.

With a choked sob, Lottie buried her face
in Johnny’s shoulder. He held her for a mo-
ment, then told her, “Get some sleep.”

“T’'ll watch Angus, Johnnyv. You and the
doctor sleep.”

Johnny said flatly, “I can go without sleep.
T'll sit up, and 1l wake vou, Doc, if there’s
any need.”

Doc exhaustedly agreed and sought John-
ny's cot, while Lottie retired to her alcove.
Johnny sat by Angus’s bedside through the
long dragging hours of nigltt. Angus was only
slightly restless. He had revived very briefly,
but he was breathing steadily in normal sleep
now, and that was good.

Lottie was up early, coming from her alcove
in her rough familiar work garb. She stood
for a moment, silently watching Johnny, who
had already changed his clothes and was now
carefuly folding Angus’s suit and replacing it
in the commode behind his cot. There was a
hard decision in Johnny’s manner that she
did not miss.

“What are you thinking of?”

“T'm riding out to Indigo Springs,” Johnny

said curtly. “T may be wrong, but T don't fig-
ure Mr. Sunderson will waste any time now.”

“I'm going with you,” she said instantly.
“Theyll have guns, Johnny. And you’ve never
even held a gun as far as you know. You'll
need me, and you knew it.”

He let out his breath. “Yeah,” he said re-
luctantly.

OHNNY woke the dector, apologized for
J keeping him away from other business,

but asked if he could watch Angus for
awhile. They'd be back as soon as possible.
Doc Tane replied waspishly that he hadn't
any intention of leaving till he was sure Angus
was past the critical stage.

Johnny and Lottie saddled up and rode out
with few words; their concern for Angus and
the 'knowledge of the danger they might meet
at the Springs, along with the iron certainty
that it must be faced, held them mute.

They topped the rise above the watering
place and saw a stir of activity in the dawn
light. Men were unloading cedar pusts from
a wagon. Bull Munson was supervising the
work, while Cliff Sunderson stocd by watching.

Lottie said softly, “Thev're going to fence
off the spring.”

“No,” Johnny said tonelessly, “I don’t think
they are.”

He nudged his horse down the slope, hearing
Lottie keeping pace behind him. Bull Mun-
son saw them first and grunted a warning to
Cliff, who set bhis hands on his hips and waited
with a hard grin. One by one, the men left
off work and stood awkwardly by, as though
ashamed of what they were dcing.

Johnny saddled his horse around by Cliff.
“T sec that (he vultures are gathering,” he
said bluntly.

Without hurry, Clifi began shaping a ciga-
rette. “When T heard about old Angus’s mis-
hap, and knew he wouldn’t be needing this
water alter all, I just didn’t see any sense in
letting it stand unused.”

“How did you hear about Angus?”

Cliff shrugged. “Maybe Doc dropped by a
while ago 2nd mentioned it.”

“Doc’s still with Angus,” Lottie breathed in
a trembling voice. “You devil, Cliff Sunder-
son! It wasn’t enough to shoet him. New you
mean to cheat on an honorahle debt.”
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“Hell,” Cliffe said imperturbably, cupping
his hands to light his cigarette against a gust
of wind. “T made the bet with Angus, not
vou, honey, or the kid here. I owed Angus,
uot you. And it doesn’t look much as if Angus
will be collecting..”

“So that was your logic when you had him
shot,”” she cried.

“Prove it."”

“We won’t have to. It didn’t work, Cliffi—
because Angus is still alive.”

“Pon’t waste words, Lottie.”” Johnny cut
her off in a voice like steel. “Just get out your
rifle and hold it en these others.”

As he finished speaking, Johnny left the
saddle in one lithe motion, lifting his feet from
the stirrups and diving straight at CIiff from
horseback. He hit the rancher with an impact
that took Chff by complete surprise and drove
him backward, the wind gushing from his
lungs as Johnny's weight smashed him to the
ground.

He rolled away from Cliff and came to his
feet, his face flushed with a cold, killing sav-
agery. The movement brought his back to
Munson and the others, but he didn’t even
look their way. He gave Lottic one flicking
glance, and saw her rifle come out of its scah-
bard and train unwaveringly on the startled
Long S men.

Johnny Green’s mind held room for one
thought only—te beat Cliff Sunderson to with-
in an inch of his life. Circumstantial evidence
and the rancher’s money might save him in
the courts. But it would not save him now
from a beating he deserved.

Johnny watched CIiff gasp for breath, get
up on one knee, then labor to his feet. Seeing
Cliff’s face, Johnny knew there would be no
holds barred in this fight. But that was how
he wanted it. In his rage, CIliff forgot his sci-
ence.

Johnny ducked under the rancher, a frst
wild swing, and pistoned both fists to Cliff’s
soft midsection, working to wear him down.
When CIiff tried to protect his body, Johnny
shifted the blows to his facc.

A leoping right hurt CIiff, and as flinched
back, hooking a bootheel in a half-dug posi-
hole. He fell en his back in the mud of the
seep, the water spraying cut with the smack
of his fall, and rolling back to drench him.

Again, painfully, stubboruly, Cliff maneu-
vered to his feet. His broken nose had started
to hleed. His right eye was beginning to close.
Muddy water streamed from his soaked
clothes as he slogged out of the seep.

He turned his head till his eye fell on a
shovel rammed into the ground, left by one
of his men who had moved back safely beyond
the perimeter of battle. Cliff yanked up the
shovel and swung it to striking position as he
charged after Johnny.

The rifle bellowed in the clear morning; the
shovel was torn from Cliff's hands and flung
yards away. It fell in the sand by two Long S
punchers, but they made no move to retrieve
it. They were careful to make no move at all.
The sunlight glanced eloquently off the long
silvered streak on the rusty blade. Lottie cool-
Iy shifted the riile to bear on Cliff’s broad
chest.

“The next on'e,” she said clearly, “won’t be
aimed at what you're holding.”

al Johnny, hoping to bear the smaller

man ~down by weight and surprise.
Jehnny danced away, slashing again and again
at Cliff’s face until he saw the torpid drag of
exhaustion in Cliff’s movements, and knew the
fight was won.

He stepped in and breught up a leit hook
that traveled no more than ten inches. CIiff
went down on his back; his leg flexed. It
siraightened, but otherwise he did not move
again. Brealh bubbled through his nose.

Johnny looked up sharply as a horseman
started down the rise bevond. a stocky white-
haired man whoe looked born to the saddle.
“IU's Jin Baylor, Johnny,” Lottie said, her
voice shaky now that it was over, “the town
marshal at Movene.”

Baylor pulled up his dancing horse, his
agate-hard eyes falling to the unconscieus
man, then lifting to Johnny. “Looks as if you
beat me to him, young feller.” He explained,
“A dead man was found in the alley by the
town hall about an hour ago. He was a
stranger, and he’d been dead for hours. No
one knew him till Judge Hasker identified him
as the fighter from Frisco that Cliff brought
in. It looked as if his head was caved in with
the barrel of a .45.”

CLIFF made a snarling sound and lunged
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Cliff was sitting up now, staring from glazed
eyes at the marshal, listening. “What’s that
got to do with me?” he asked.

“The judge says you were the last one Lo
be seen with Kendricks,” said Baylor. “He
says you trailed him eut of the hall last night,
mad as blazes hecanse Kendricks refused to
go through with zn arranged fight between
him and Angus Horne’s man. The judge fig-
ured you might have pulled Kendricks into
the alley to argue with him, then lost your
temper when you found you couldnw’t talk him
around, and hit. him with your gun.

“¥You didn’t know the blow killed him, so
you let him lay. That sounds reasenable to
me, Sunderson. If a jury thinks so too, you're
facing a manslaughter charge.” He pulled his
Colt and coked it. “Get on your horse, Chff.”

CIiff rose and trudged., muddy and heaten,
to his horsc, aiter sending a single darting
glance of hate at Johnny.

RBull Munson growled suddenly to Johnny,
“You did this to Cliff! [ it weren't for vou—"

Munson’s gorilla-like arm twitched down;
he jerked out his gun and fired. Johnny felt
the bursting flare of pain in his head, felt him-
self falling, and heard I.ottie scream. The
marshal cursed s he spurred his horse around
toward Munson. Then sight and sound rib-
boned off, pinwheeling into blackness.

Much later at the ranch, Doc finished hand-
aging Johnny’s heud. “It’s just a crease,” the
wedico said as he packed his bag. “That thick
skull of yours wasn't damaged—as usuul.”

Johnny gingerly felt the bandage with ene
hand. Lottie stood by his chair, a hand rest-
ing on his shoulder. Angus spoke from his
cet, anxiously.

“No ill effects, son?”

“You can judge that,” Johnny said with a
wry smile, “when I tell you this. 1 didn’t
niention it before, but my memory’s returned.”
Lottie grasped, Doc jerked in surprise, and
Angus whistled. “Was it Munson’s bullet?”

“T guess so. Anyway, I can remember every-
thing—who I am, why T came to Arizona.
T’ve been trying to get it sorted out.”

Angus remarked, for Doc’s benefit, “I said
all along that we should huve lambasted you
in the first place. It's the quickest cure.”

“Be quiet, Angus,” Lottie said urgently.
“Let Johnny talk.”

Johnny told it tersely, swiltly, because he
knew she had waited to hear this. First be
gave his real name, Bill Loesser. He had
grown up in a San Francisco slum, he told
them. His father had died years ago, and his
mether had eked out a living as a washerwom-
an. When Johnny was eighteen, her health
had broken under overwork and the dank feg-
drenched air of Frisco. The doctor had said
her enly hope was a dry climate; Arizona
would be best.

Johnny had quite his mill job and had set
ahout to get the necessary money to move her
here in the fastest way possible—-in the prize
ring. He had hated doing it, but his natural
strength and rellexcs were those of a fighter,
and he rose quickly from obscrity. Meanwhile,
he read up en Arizona, burrowing out every
scrap of information on his future homeland.

He'd had almost enough moncy, when his
mother died cuietly in her sleep. That had
been two years ago. Angry against society,
he had continued to fight.

“No wonder Kendricks was afraid of you,”
Lotlie breathed. .

Johnny continucd. He had never forgotten
Arizona, and when the sorrow of his mother’s
dcath had blunted enough for him to take a
long look at himself, he’d decided to leave the
sordid fight game for good.

He’d gotten off in Morene with the intention
of hiring a horse and riding to look over the
country which had become se close and fa-
miliar through his rcading. At the corral,
Munson and the others had pulled their trick,
Hc was Dbattered senseless when the horse
threw him, and his past was wiped from his
mind.

Now he looked at Angus and Lottie with
a wry smile. “You can see it wasn't really
much ¢f a loss.”

“T reckon,” Angus said gentlyv. He reached
out one corded hand to grasp the young man’s
arm. “You can forget it all over again, boy.
Johnny Green’s our man. He’s yours, too.”

Johnny teit Lottie’s hand move on his shoul-
der, and he looked up, mecting her radiant
smile. Then her lips bent to his, saying gently,
“Welcome home, Johnny.”
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his roan horse, while his posse also got

down from their saddles. They had the
two men bottled up here in this remote can-
yon of the Buscadero Mountains. Slipping
from rock to rock, the posse kept up their
steady fire at the boulder nest not far helow
them. The fugitives sent back a hot answer,

SHERIFF BURT SH@TWELL slid from

their bullets whizzing close to the lawmen.

Thorp Wallis, deputy sheriff, was crouched
beside Shotwell. He said, “Any way they
losk at it, Burt, their number is up. If we
den’t cut them to shreds, a gallows will take
care of their necks”

Shotwell nodded, squirming at the grisly
thought. “Hanging,” he said, “is barsh treat-

THERE W AS ONE THING about his job that the sheriff hated . . . the
kiflling, and the anger against him that always followed

4
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ment for just making off with a few cows. But
Pll do my job. Braden and his pal will get
the full dose, if they give themselves up.”

“Mayvbe they’re brave,”” Wallis offered.
“Maybe they prefer lead to hemp.”

Shotwell eased nearer. The local side of the
two-hit rustling, he thought, ought to end with
the finish of this pair. A week ago, Cartwheel
Ranch had been raided. Last night, Seven Dot
suffered losses. Ranchers and riders [rem both
outfits were in his posse.

For months Braden and his partner had
been hazing ofi local stock, bunching them in
a natural corral in the hills. The location was
outside of Shotwell’s jurisdictien. There an
outside gang paid off and took over.

As they narrowed their trap, the lawmen
increased their fire. Suddenly, only one gun
seemed to be oppesing them from the houl-
ders. Shotwell guessed that one of their slugs
had knocked the ether man out of the fight.

He concentrated his aim at the spot where
that lone gun was blazing, "Chen he holstered,
the better to get handhelds oc the slippery
slant, keeping a big rock between him and the
single foe. He was working along a course
that would bring him abeve the rustler.

While his gun was silent, the weapons of
his men mainta‘ned a shaking roar. They,
too, were manreuvering to claser positions. Here
and there the firing ceasecl, when a posseman
had- difficulty with the terrain. But slowly
they completed their encirclemert of the thief.

Then the abrupt sound ef gallaping hoofs
broke into the thunder of gurtire. “He's zet-
ting away.” The cry came {rom Hiram Swift,
whose Tincup outfit had recently lost twenty
head. “Damp it. how is it pnssible?”

But it was happening. Even while he was
sencling his lead crashing after the rider, Shot-
well zot the whole picture. The remaining
fugitive had had his horse ready just bevond
the boulder nest. Tn his last desperate try for
freedom, he was rocketing over rough guing
that no calmer man would even attempt. Shot-
well spent his last bullet as the rider whirled
sul of sight around the bend.

“He’ll have to take the ledge trail out of the
canyon,” Wallis snapped. “But with his fool
luck, he’ll probably make it.”

“Do we ride after him, Burt?” a Cartwheel
cowboy asked.

“No,” Shotwell said, emphatically. “Befere
we could get back to our horses, he’d be long
gone from the canyon. And I don't want mcn
and horses toppling off rims while chasing him.
If he doesn’t make i, he won't be bothering
your heef any more. [f he squeezes through,
we'll let him have the laugh this time. QOne
of these days his luck will run out. We'll head
for that rock nest and see if we've downed
Cus Braden.”

They worked toward the houlders, where the
quietness was ominous. The man might still
be alive and waiting to dust off as many of the
possc as he could. Shotwell kept advancing
horizontally along the slant until he had a
full view of the man’s position.

He saw a sprawled shape, with his fallen
aun just out of reach, The man was probably
cead: at least he had been put out of com-
mission. Shotwell was first to reach him. He
turned the body face up. The eyes were fixed
and lifeless.

“Why, it’s Sam Waggoner!” he exclaimed.

“So it is.” Hiram Swift nodded. “Who’d
have thought Waggoner would turn thief? He
kept pretty much to himself, and he wasn’t
much shucks a4t making a go of that Black
Horse Ranch of his, but he seemed too simple
to be a crook.”

“T guess that’s the answer” Wallis
scratched his head. “That run-down spread
of his wouldn’t support him and his wife, se
he tried grabbing the easy money. And he
tearned the hard way.”

“That’s right.” Swift said. “He's leaving a
widow hehind—Elsie’s her name, I think. She
isn't the town-going kind, either. She stays
cooped up on Black Horse, and heaven only
knows that's on the ragred end of creation,
way out on Rainwater Flats.”

“Somebody’s got to tell her.” Wallis was
shaking his head. “I'd hate to be the one.”

Shotwell moved away from the bodv. “T’ll
relieve yvaur mind,” he said evenly. “The job's
all mine; Tl tell Mrs. Waggoner. Some of
vou bring Waggoner along, We'll take him to
the undertaker's parlor in Sweetroot.”

They had slow going carrying the dead man
back to the horses. A Seven Dot rider found
Waggoner’s bay, and the body was lashed
acress the animal. They were a silent hunch
as they returned to Sweetroot.
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excited citizens with their clamor of

questions. Let them be amazed about
Sam’s guilt, he thought impatiently. He
turned the hody over to Clarence Perkins, the
undertaker. Then he swung the roan toward
the outskirts of town. The sonner he got this
next job over with. the better he’d feel

He rode teward Black Horse Ranch. It
was not teo far from town and it was within
his jurisdiction. Sweetroot Countv. However,
Rainwater Flats was the most barren. de-
solate stretch in the whole surreunding area.
Only fools, or the destitute, would try to ranch
there.

He dreaded this forthcoming meeting with
the woman mare than he dreaded a killer's
bultet. Mavhe she knew ahout Sam’s associa-
tion with Braden: mayhe she didn’t. But Burt
Shotwell’s lead. or somebody’s, had downed
her hushand, and the knowledge of it would
leave a wound inside [Elsie Waggoner deeper
than anv gun could.

Shotwell liked being sheriff. He'd come by
it naturally, he reckoned, becanse his father
hacl kept the peace in this county for twenty
years. Old Rafe Shotwell might still have
been sheriff. if he hadn’t died in a gunsmoke
duel with a bank robber.

His son had pinned on the buadae then,
knowing he lacked one gualification that would
make him the ermual of his father. e wasn't
tough enough. He wanted to he tough; when
he did his duty with a gun or a rope. he tried
hard to keer from going soft.

Sam harl heen voung, a few vears vounger
than Shotwell. Semewhere zlong the wav, he'd
gotten on the wrong side of the fence. Maybe,
with the right breaks. he'd have straightened
out. But he'd gme too far when he started
stealing his neigchbors’ cows. The law said a
man must hang for that. :

It was a cruel judgment, in Shotwell’s opin-
ion; Lhe punishment was worse than the crime.
He did think. though. that the lawbreakers
should be handed a stiff sentence, measured
by the extent of their crimes.

Shotwell was crossing the Flats, parched
and dry under the blazing sun. He remem-
bered that he had seen Elsie Waggoner a few
times in Sweetroot, but had never given her a
second glance. Tt was the same with Sam; he

BA(_TK in town now, Shotwell ignored the

had not been a man who attracted attention.

Reining up before the ranch buildings now,
Shotwell was surprised to find them in good
repair. New paint sparkled from the stout
frame house and the big rambling barn. ®n
the other hand. he thought, mavbe he
shouldn’t be surprized: Sam’s rustling activ-
ites must have provided him with enough
cash to put the place in order.

He was swinging down frem the saddle when
Illsie Waggoner ran from the honse. He was
uncomfortably aware of the sherifl’s badge
shining en his calf=kin vest. There was alarm
on her face, which was still young and pretty.
Tt showed mostly in the worry-shadowed blue
eves, ancl in the tightly drawn mouth.

“You've come about Sam,” she said. “Some-
thine’s happened to Sam.”

He had to he blunt. but he tried ta soften it.
“That's right. Mrs. Wacgoner. Sam’s been in
trouhle ”

“T knew it. Sam'’s been gone for two davs:
T knew somethine terrible had happened to
him. Tell me. Sherifi, is he hurt? Where is
he? Can T g0 to see him?”

“Sam’s dead, Mrs. Waggoner.”

She stepped back as if he had dealt her a
blow in the face. She went pale. and put a
hand against her mouth to keep from crying
out. .
“Samehndy had to tell vou.” The words
tumblecl cut of Shotwell. “Reing sheriff. T had
to be the one. And T reckon it goes further
than that. Yoo see in a wav, I'm responsible
for your hushand’s cleath.”

Tt was out now, without pulling the punches.
iust as it had to be.

She came forward again. She had mustered
some self-control. She stared at him. Shet-
well had the feeling, suddenly. that she hadn’t
received entirelv unexpected news. Perhaps
she had tried to prepare herself for tragedy.

“You?” she asked. “You killed Sam?”

“I'm not sure if T did it directly,” he tald
her truthfully. “But T was giving the orders,
and one of my posse dropped Sam in his
tracks.” He gave her the ugly details, then,
about the fight in the canvon.

“There’s one thing T don’t know,” he went
on. “T don't know if vou realized what your
hushand was doing when he was away from
home, But the fact is he was on the wrong side
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of the law. He traveled with a gent named
Gus Braden, and they were mighty free with
their wide loops. We caught them red-handed
this morning, shoving along some Seven Dot
steers they’d cut from the herd last night.
That’s when the chase began.”

But she didn’t seem te be listening to him.
“You killed Sam,” she repeated. It was a
stalement, nol a question, this time. “You
hide behind a star because that wayv you can
get away with vour cold-blonded lust for kill
ing. You diddn't even try to take Sam alive.
And now you're here, giving me a sermon
about law and order.”

HOTVWELL took 4 deep breath. He said.
S “Tf T had brought Sam in, the cards would

still have been against him—and me. He
woulcl have had a fair trial, hut the jury could
have come up with nnly one verdict. T would
have had to hang vour hushand. T wouldn’t
have liked it, but I'd bave done it. And vou'd
have brunded me a killer anvway.”

She said. “You’ve done your duty, Sheriff

-to Sam and to me. T'l] he grateful if you'll
leave.”

He should have gone from Black Horse as
fast as his roan would take him. But still he
lingered. *“You're alone now.” he observed.
“Blame me for it. if that helps. A woman
alone, thongh. has no husiness on Rainwater
Flats. After the—the funeral, you'd better
stay in town for a while till vou can =zet some-
hndy to run vour place.”

That made her anger flare again,

“If that's vor roundabout way of oft’ering
me help. Sheriff, vou're wasting vour time. T
have to live with what Sam’s been. and I'll do
it by myself.”

“So you believe Sam ran wild. You knew it
all the time.”

“Why should T deny it?” she ilashed. “I
don’t care what vou think: [ don’t care what
other folks think. All right. Sam rode with a
bad crowd, even before we were married. Call
me a chump, but T believed I could help him
get started on the right path. He swore he
would break with the old bunch if I hecame
hls wife.”

“And do you think he really tried?”

“Sometimes I did.” She forgot to be angry
now, and the tears, long held back, came well-

ing up. “Yes, I'm sure of it. But {t was a hard
row for him. His reputation would catch up
with him, and he'd lose job after jnh. Some-
how we saved enough to make a down pay-
ment on a ranch, even if it had to be a stretch
of ruin like Black Horse. But I thousht at
last T ¢ould hold my head up proud.

“You don’t know Black Horse, Sherift. It
had us whipped from the start. Sam kept
fighting, hard. From sunup to sundown he
was in the field, plowing. pulling up stumps,
clearing out vocks, and trying te build up a
scragaly herd. The land didn’t vield. as we'd
hoped it would. Sam had to take outside work.
Sometimes it was baying, sometimes it was
helping on a roundup. He'd be gone for days,
but I didu't question him. My faith, then, was
streng.”

Shotwell asked then, “What hapoenec to
change it2”

“He started flashing more meney than he
could possibly earn at a decent job. Stili 1
didn’t say anything. I kept trying to give him
the benefit of the doubt, but T knew T was
wrong. He spent the money building up Black
Horse, such as it is. He spent money on me
too.

“T was ashamed. T was afraid to go to town.
T felt as guilty as he was. Yet T'd still try to
belicve he was actually working with a haying
crew somewhere. Of course he never men-
tioned a man named Gus Braden. You were
the 1rst to do that”

She had dnubtless said more than she in-
tended to. But it was a much-needed release
—a chance to talk she hadn't had in a long
time. Then she seemed 10 remember she had
intended to hate Burt Shotwell, and the blaze
of anger returned to her hlue eves. She tossed
back her blonde hair with furious contempt,
and stood up straight and defiant.

Shotwell mounted and gathered up his reins.
He was really going this time. “Think over
what T said, Mrs. Waggoner. At a time like
this, yvou need people.”

He whirled the roan away, heading for town.
He tried to dwell en other things—Ilike what
he ought to do about Gus Braden—Dbut always
his thoughts came back to Elsie Waggoner.
She must have loved Sam a great deal te stand
by him so fiercely through the years. Sam had
never proved he was worth it, and now it was
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oo late.
too late.

The next morning bhe dressed for Sam’s fu-
neral. He would rather have faced hell itself
than see Elsie in her grief, but it was some-
thing a man had to do—pay his respects, even
if he was despised.

“Hold on, Sheriff. You can shed those fancy
duds and get busy. Braden’s on the prowl
again.” Tt was Hiram Swift, storming into his
office.

The Tincup owner was followed by his
rancher neighhors. The room became crowded
with grim faces. Evidently they’d met for a
pow-wow hefore confronting Shotwell.

“All right.” Shotwell said crisply. “1I'm lis-
tening.”

“He struck my place again,” Swift said. "I
had the herd guarclec, but somehow he got
away with ten head. What are you going 1o
do about Braden. Sheriff?”

Shotwell's juws twitched. “Tf he crowds his
luck enough. I'll get him. Either that, or he'l
get me. I'lt Took for his sign from Tincup,
Hiram.”

But Shotwell might bave made it

bristled. “We figure we macde a mistake

in electing you. You’re not the man vour
father was. and you never will be. Old Rale
wonuld have moved hell itself to bring in Bra-
den, either cokd with a hullet in him or hot
and ready for a rope. That's what we liked
about Rafe he wasn't sentimental He
weuldn’t go traipsing ofl to shed tears for a
rustler’s widow.”

“And that’s anather thing, Sheriff 7 Cart-
wheel's owner, John Mcrev, spoke up. “Are
vou going to let that Waggoner woman get
away with this? Sam cank stolen-beef money
into Blacl: Horse. We're putting in our claims
for our losses. We want everv cent of it back,
if we have to tear that run-down spread apart
You're the law here; vou should do something
about it.”

“Not so fast,” Shotwell said. “Elsie Wag-
goner wasn't a part of that mess. Tf you think
Black Horse owes you anyvthing, you'll have
to take vour claims to court and prove them.
That'li be a tough job. T'm betting you won’t
find a sin¢le misbranded cow on the Flats.”

“You'r> honine we won’t,” Kim Hollister

FRANK REPDING, Seven Dot’s owner,

accused. He owned Open A and he was the
youngest of the bunch. “Vou're shining up to
Elsie Waggoner. Maybe she reckons you're a
goond catch, now that Sam’s gone. Or maybe
you're just planning.”

In a single stride Shotwell reached Hollis-
ter. He brought his fist crashing against the
rancher’s chin. Kim Hollister was driven te
the wall, where he slid dewn in a heap.

“Keep vour dirty tongue quiet,” Shotwell
ordered, evenly. “That gees for all of you. T’ll
run this office the way T see 1it. Now clear out,
the whele whining hunch of vou. If it makes
you fecl any better, T promise to get Bradcn
or to turn in my star.”

He watched them drag Hollister to his feet.
Grumbling, thev left. In a couple of minutes
they were riding angrily out of town,

Shotwell did take 1ime 1o attend Sam’s fu-
neral. The minister did all he could for Sam,
but the brief eulegy necessarily lacked enthu-
siasm. FElsie sat quiet and withdrawn, emotion
showing only in her eyes and her quivering
lips. When the minister said something about
the law’s having to rake its course, Shotwell
winced. He [ollowed the somber procession to
Sweetroot's weed-grown cemetery. He was re-
lieved when the whole business was over.

Afterward he got inte rough range garb and
rode toward Tincup. He had the feeling that
Braden was laughing at him. Braden was get-
ting a little reckless now, baldly nlaving a lone
hand. Maybe he figured he dicin’t need a
partner. He had survived a suicidal dash out
of the canyon, and probably believed that his
Tuck would last a long time.

Shotwell was glad he didn’t have a pnsse of
cowmen along this time. If he had to takc
chances, he wasn’t risking anvbody else’s neck.
Resicles, it. was easier to work things out alone.
You could plan your own silent strategy, and
try to anticipate the other man’s.

This was the part of his job he iiked He
wanted te like all of it—but becoming the
image of tough Rafe Shotwell was a tal) order.
Mayhe it was something you never grew into:
vou had to be born that way.

He had never met Braden, but the rustler’s
reputation was well-known. He had eluded a
dozen sheriffs before coming into the Bus-
caderos. When the going was tight, he killed.
Cattle were his specialty. Sometimes he worked
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with a partner, sometimes he didn’t. Women
were his fancy, according to the reward dodg-
ers; whether willing or not, they made for
him a pleasant diversion from the cattle raids.

Tincup Ranch berdered Rainwater Flats
on the south. In a back pasture, Shotwell
located tracks of the ten hcad being pushed to-
ward the hills. In the distance be could see
the newly painted heldings of Black Herse.
Elsie would be going back there today, to the
bleak loneliness it now held. Before, her life

-

men were raging with impatience, threatening
to boot the sheriff eui now and hold a special
election.

Shotwell was crossing a corner of the

Flats, his search again leading him into

the mountains. He pulled up hard, suddenly,
fergetting all abeut Gus Braden.

A rider was hazing a small bunch of cattle

toward a fenced enclosure, here on the stony

I HE morning after another Tincup coup,

“I just happen to like to ride sidesaddle.”’

had been full of insecurity; from now on it
would have no purpose whatever.

He followed the tracks into the rocky rises
of the Buscaderos, and there lost them Still
he kept searching, but it was ne use.

Ile didn’t quit. Every day he went out. Ile
spent more time hunting Braden than he did
performing any of his other duties. He gave
himself a week to produce results. If he failed,
he was through as sheriff of Sweetroot County,

The raids continued. Cartwheel reported a
sizable loss, twenty-five head. Open A was
hit for the third time in a month. The cow-

edges of the Flats. The pen was crowded with
bawling, stamping steck. The rider was Elsie.
As he watched, a rangy steer turned on the
horse. With horns lowered, he rammed the
frightened animal, and Elsie was thrown to
the ground. She was momentarily dazed, but
she fought to her feet and started to run.
Any moment now, the steer’s attention
might swing from the horse to the girl. Shot-
well dug in the spurs and raced for the steer,
who now scemed to notice Elsie for the first
time, The steer was lumbering after her, cov-
ering ground with surprising speed. Elsie kept
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running and stumbling, Shotwell came along-
side the steer and threw himself from leather
onto its horns.

The steer was a wiry old devil. He thrashed
and pawed dust and tried to sheve his horns
knifing threugh Shotwell. Shotwell hung o,
twisting with a violent strength. He had to
turn that tough neck—or Elsie and he were
finished. Abruptly he heard something crack.
give wav, in the animal.

It was quickly over. The steer landed hard.
Shotwel! still twisting on the herns until all
of the brute’s fight was gone. After a few mo-
ments, Shetwell released him and stepped
back. The steer rolled, snorted, and struggled
upright. Whipped. he scampered off.

Shotwell ran to the girl. “Are you all right?”
he asked anxiouslv,

She brushed dust from her jeans with her
Stetson. “You've felt you owed me some-
thing.” she said tightly, “Well. you've paid.
Thanks to vou. T can go en living my messed-
up life.”

“You didn’t seem eager to wait for that
steer 10 kill vou,” Shotwell pointed out, wry-
ly. “Why are vou out here trying to play
cowbov all by vourself?”

“You want to know whv?” She gave him a
quick look. “Tl tell vou. The peaple in this
country don’t like Elsie Waggoner. T don't
care about that: but they're not going to call
me a thief.”

“Rut why the rounded-up herd?”

“T’m going ta cell them.” she snapped. “T'm
going to find a buver and sell out everyvthing
that Sam put inte Black Horse. Don't worry,
vou wot’t find a rustled cow among them. Sam
was teo emart to bring them herc. T'll pay
back cvery rancher for his lesses-—or as much
as the eauity will bring. After I'm through,
maybe I'll have enough left for train fare to
take me awav from this countrv.”

“But yon’re doing a man’s chare,” Shotwell
argued, concerned. “And vou're working for
nothing. There’s not a buver who will give a
second lank at that scrubby herd. This dried-
up graze wouldn't fatten up a quarter eof vour
tallv, and your farming sod is nothing but a
bake oven. You couldn't gize Black Harse
away.”

She blazed up at that. “l wi¥ find a buyer,
Sheriff. And I'll do it alone, even if it is a

man’s job. Now stop wasting veur time and
mine. Sweetroot County’s paying you to do
their killing for them, not to hang around
Black Horse.”

He rode away, looking for Braden’s tralil
again. He tried to Ngure out Efste Waggoner,
and knew it was useless. To her, he was a
hired killer behind a badge. Whether his bul-
let or a posseman’s had found Sam made no
difference. Sam, however weak he’d been, had
been her reasen for living.

No. he thoutht suddenfv. Sam wasn’t her
only reason. She was carrving on now, trying
to right the wrongs he had done. A real pur-
pose was driving her—to pay a huge debt she
felt she awed. She helieved she shared some
of the guilt for Sam’s crimes—and in her self-
less way mavbe she was guilty. This country
shouldn’t expect anything greater than her
attempt at atonement. Tt made of Flsie Wag-
goner something wenderful.

Realization hit him then. causing him to pull
up. He was in love with Elsie. And his badge
would alwavs shine out between them—that
and a hlack memarv—preventing her from re-
furning his feelings.

EXT day he caught up with Gus Bra-

den. He had picked up the trail while

it was hnt, Braden was running off a

little batch of Seven Dat stuff. A small picce

nf luck had allowed Shotwell tn be clnse at

hand. Tnstead of returning tn Sweetroot after

one of his scarches. he had spent the night at
the hase of the Buscaderos.

The sound of shnts had awakened him in
the morning. Riding to investigate, he found
three Seven Dot riders giving up pursuit. They
had spotted Braden once—hence the shooting.
But Braden, from a vantage point. had driven
them hack with his blazing eun. Then he had
disappearcd with the cattle in the puzzling
maze of the hills.

Shotwell had been closer to that vantage
paint than the three riders. He sent his roan
streaking up a rock-walled canyon, hoping to
intercept Braden. He saw sign that Btaden
had iust been through here.

The trouble was, a lot of side draws
branched off from the canyon. Braden could
have cut the cattle into any one of them. Heed-
less of the danger ef the steep trail, Shotwell
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pushed his mount to the utmost. He lost the
tracks on the jumbled floor. hut he heard
bawling cattle ahead. All he had to do was
to follow his ears.

He must be entering the right draw now,
because the sounds were louder. He ceuld hear
Braden shouting at the cattle. The rustler was
just around the next bend. Shotwell slowed
up, to keep from betraving his presence. but
went on stearlilv enough to gain ground. He
drew his gun as he rounded the bend. Beflore
him was Gus Braden, shoving along eight two-
year-olds. ,

“Tt's all over. Braden.” Shotwell velled.
“Raise ’em high.”

Braden had evidently sworn to himself that
he would never be taken alive. He swung his
horse around. firing. Shotwell hadn’t pulled
his trigger yet. He felt pain hit his shoulder.
The force of it knocked him from his saddle,
and he struck the ground hard. He set his
teeth, fighting against bhlacking out.

Braden laughed. “Myv luck hasn’t run out
yet. Sheriff. But it’s getting kind of monoto-
nous, killing lawmen who want tn be heroes.
In an hour or two 1'H have these cattle cor-
raled in Scavenger Canvon: that’s out of yeur
bailiwick, and that’s where the rest of the
boys take over. Then I'm coming back for
some fun.”

Shotwel]l thought ef Elsie, alone on Black
Horse. He thought of Braden’s reputation
with women.

“Yep, Sam was some talker,” Braden weat
on, musingly. “He was always bragging abeut
that woman of his. how she was too good for
him. I decided sometime T'd have a look for
myself. I never liked husbands interfering,
and the other dav was just as zoed a time as
any to k'l Sam.”

Shotwell groaned inwardly; his gun was
just out ef reach.

“T fired an angle shot from a short distance,
and there were no powder marks,” Braden
boasted. “Not that 1 give a hang about hiding
a killing, but it makes it casier when T call on
his widow. It doesn’t matter how much ['ve
told yeu, because a dead lawdog doesn't get
very gabby.”

Braden nudged his meunt closer, te finish
the job if necessary. Shotwell deliberately
made himself limp. The ruse worked, because

the second shot didn’t come. Laughing again,
Braden rode on, pushing the cattle.

When he was out of sight, Shotwell strug-
gled to sit up. His wound was paining him,
wealkening him, but it could have been worse.
New he was cursing himseli more than the
wound. Braden's back had been to him, and
Shotwell could have gotten in the first slug.

He hadn't used his gun because he had gene
soft—because he lacked the necessary hard-
ness, even though Elsie was in danger. Burt
Shotwell might as well turn in his star, as he'd
agreed. He was of no use as a lawman.

He got to his feet, swaying, breathing heav-
ils. All he could think of was Braden’s evil
face, the deliberate movements of the big-
bodied man advancing toward Elsie. He
stooped for his gun and holstered it. He weuld
kill with this gun next time. Onlv there might
not be a next time.

He couldn’t afford any delays, if he was te
get te Black Herse. He weuldn’t stop to
bandage his shoulder, which was bleeding a
little. The pain was more intense. he hoped,
than the wound was alarming. Somehow he
stazgered to the roan, and climbed aboard.
He started the long ride out of the mountains.

Tt seemed as if he were riding forever. He
ignnred the ageny in his shoulder now, going
on his will. His wourd was more serious than
he realized, but he didn’t care. Once or twice,
he blacked out in the saddle.

Annther time. he found himself on the
ground, awakening to a blurrv world. How
long hc'd been there. he didn’t know. He lost
all track of time. Hours might have passed,
ancl Flsie might be beyond help.

himself back into the saddle. At last he

was conscious of leaving the hills and
of moving across the Flats. He was nearing
Rlack Horse, and the knowledge bolstered him
suddenly. Some strength began to flow
through him. He wondered if it would be
enough.

He pulled up behind the barn. Braden’s
horse steod here ground-hitched. The horse
was blowing. That meant Braden had just
gotten here. Shotwell slid dewn. Easing his
gun into his hand, he hastened toward the
house. He was still a little woozy, his sur-

I IF FELL two more times, but pulled
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roundings still a little foggy. But everything
depended on alertness and speed now.

He heard Elsie crv out, and now he was
running.  With one terrific shave the door
burst open, and he was in the room. Elsie was
trying to free herself from Braden’s grasp. At
Shotwell’s intrusion Braden leosed his hold and
spun, at the same time ierking his gun.

He never fired it. Elsie had darted to a

corner, giving Shotwell freedom of movement.”

His trigger squeeze was careful and measured.
He watched his bullet go into Braden’s chest
Rraden collapsed where he stood. He was dy-
ing.

“Damn you, lawman,” he choked,

Shotwell came to him. Tt was the [irst time
he felt nn pity for a man he had killed. “A
while back you were in a bragging mood, Bra-
den, when you figured T was a goner. Well,
you're the goner now, and you might as well
make vour last sterv straight. Repeal what
happened to Sam.” .

Who could tell what were a dying man’s
last thoughts? Braden managed a shert laugh.
“Why not?” he agreed. finally. “I damned
well won't hang for it now. Sure I killed Sam
—and the others.”

It was all he could say, becauge- Gus Braden
was dead. Shotwell dropped his gun and
lurched to the table. steadving himeelf.

Elsie rushed to him. Alarm in her voice,
she said, “You’re hurt. You’re hurt bad.”

“TII be going,” he said weakly. “l wen’t
make a nuisance of myself.”

“You'll do nothing of the kind.” she said.
“I'm going to take care of you.”

“I'm a badge-toter, remember?” He
couldn’t help saying it. “You hate all badge-
toters. T might have killed Sam Waggoner, if
somebhody hadn’t heaten me to it.”

Not until she’d dressed his wound, and he’d
refused to lie down and rest, did she look up.
“Burt Shotwell, yeure a persistent man.
Three times you've been to Black Horse
each time with a helping hand. And I gave
yeu nothing buf hate. What you don’t. know
is that T hated Elsie Waggoner.”

Shotwell stared. “That’s crazy.”

“I hated mysclf because T°d failed with Sam.
You were decent to me, but T resented myself
because you represented the law-—and 1 was a
criminal, trying to blind myself te Sam’s
wrongdoing. Sam’s fresh in his grave, but he’s
already a mistake deep in the past. For the
first time in my hLfe 1 know I’'m standing on
the good, solid earth. 1 know what 1 want.”

Tgnoring his wound, then, Shotwell took her
in his arms. He said, “Elsie, I have three
things to do. T have to tip off the sheriff of
Pinto Malo County, so he can corral the rest
of the gang in Scavenger Canyen. And I'll
find you a huyer for Black Horse. Then T'm
going to be powerfully busy, trying to make
up for yeur heartaches of the past. Maybe
someday you'll marry a lsnesome lawman.”

Maybe he would learn in time, Shotwell
thought, how te be tough. But he needed no
lesscns, now, in being tender.

INDIAN MARRIAGE CUSTOMS

VER since tinic began, man has pursned woman when necding a wife—he thiriks, One Indian
wibe of North America did it hackward. An Indicve maiden, when she saw the brave she
wanticd, went 10 her faiher and said, “Get that man for me.” The father then went tlo the boy’
parents, isld them of his daughter’s wishes, and proceeded to make the marriage deal. The groom
was expecicd to make some kind of pavmenm for the girl.

Among seme Apaclies. when a gir] reaghed marriagable age her folks gave a feast, and therc
was singing and dancing—probally like our medcrn coming-out parties. A brave who liked her
would come ot nighi and tie his pony ocutsicle her father’s ledge. If the father and the maiden
liked the man. she kept the pony four days, fed and watered him, then veturned him to his own-
er. This mcant that all was well and arrangements ceuld be wmuade 10 tic the knorn

In a Shoshone courtship, the braves had 10 run the girls down on foot and lasso them. As
a rule the givls were {lceter than the men, and managed to keep from getting caught by any
men bat the ones they wanted. The Pueblo ludians were of a more sentimental nature. The
unmarricd warriors sat outside the village and waited for the young girls to comc and sit by
their side. This arrangement seemed to work oul fine, although nothing is known about
what happened if iwe girls sat with the sume brave.

Fred Harvey
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a True Story

By T. J. KERTTULA
and D. L. McDONALD

x C
Koo N

Thet TisssCore? Efoit e

male population of Missoula, Montana,

was on edge and readv to stampede.
The reason for the excitement was that one
Martin Davis had reputedly bit pavdirt in the
gravel of Maginis Gulch, just before the win-
ter freeze-up set in

There wasn't a closer-mouthed man in camp
than Martin Ddvis, and people tigured that
if he'd been driven te talk about his tind it
must be something #ig. The only one he'd
confided in was his partner, one Jim Mein-
inger, and Martin had sworn him to secrecy.
But Jim had « drink or two too many and let
the secret slip, and in less than an hour the
whole camp was running several degrees of
gold fever. )

It would have taken only a word to start
every able-bodied man in Missoula on the trail
for Maginnis Gulch, which lay west of the
Flathead reservation and near Camas Praire.

84

D URING the winter of 1878-79 the whole

But cooler heads realized that, should a stam-
pede start in the middle of a Moutana winter,
a good many of the weaker and less experi-
enced prospectors would undoubtedly die
along the way.

They worked oul a plan whose purpese was
to hold the men i camp until spring. [t con-
sisted merely of a daily roll call of all males
at dawn. II a man failed to answer roll call,
a determined search of the camp would be
made for him. Tf he couldn't be found, it
would mean he had tried to get a head start
to Maginnis Gulch. It would then be time
enough for the rest of the gold seekers to hit
the trail to catch up with the over-anxious
prospectors.

The roll-call plan worked satisfactorily un-
til, on an unseasonably warm morning in mid-
February, three prospectors—Bill Lyons, Tom
McNamara, and Johnny Sheehan—failed to
answer. They'd been seen around camp late
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the night before, 8o they could only have five
or six hours’ head start toward the gold every-
one wanted. The town had no intention of
giving them more.

Less than an hour after roll call, Jim Mein-
inger took to the trail with two companions,
Dick Cunningham and Bill Prescott. They
moved out as the advance unit of a larger
party to follow. All over townm, other groups
were making up similar expeditions.

Since the day was warm and sunny, Mein-
inger and his men tried to gain an advan-
tage over the parties to follow by not bother-
ing to pack a winter outfit. In fact, they didn't
even take a pack herse. Each man just
wrapped ten pounds ef flour and a little coffee
in a mlanket and tied it on behind his saddle,
leaving the matter of additional supplies to the
main party, which was planning to start off
within a matter of hours.

In addition to the heavv mackinaws the
Meininger trio wore and the skimpy bundles
tied to their saddles, their “survival kit” con-
sisted simiply of three botdes of rum  that
Prescott had thoughtfully brought along.

They stopped for the night at the cabin
of a man named Alex Morrigeau, where the
rest of their party—Captain Townsend, Sam
Mitchell, 1'at AMahoney, Joe Booth and Bill
Chinn—caught up with them just before mid-
night. While they were preparing to bed down,
another party of gold seekers went past the
cabin in a sled.

Pat Mahooey and Joe Booth immediately
decided to follow them, but the rest refused to
budge until morning. About 2 A.M., Ma-
heney and Booth started out. The rest of the
stampeders lay down on the cabin’s dirt floor
to wait for dawn.

They made an early start and, accompa-
nied by Morigeau, who by now had caught the
gold fever too, they arrived at Antoine’s Ford
by full davlight. After the crossing, thev
pulled up to make coffee before hitting the
trail again. While they were searching for dry
wood to build a fire, sifting snow began to
fall.

The storm strengthened rapidly and the
men agreed that the important thing was to
get across Camas Prairie to the shelter of the
mountaios as quickly as possible. The thought
of a fire and hot ceffee was abandoned. While

their horses munched a couple of handfuls of
oats, the men gulped a celd breakfast.

By the time they swung into their saddles
the storm had reached almost blizzard pro-
portions. The flving snow, which had already
begun to drift, cut visibility to almost zero.
Within a mile or two Bill Chinn’s horse, rid-
den too hard the day before, began to play out.
Prescott was already leading his tired pony to
conserve its strength.

Slowly the two fell behind, without the oth-
ers noticing it. IFFor a while they were able
to follow the tracks of the larger party, but
soon the falling snow blotted them out and
the two men could only stumble along blindly
in the general direction they thought the
others had taken.

Neither man was sure they were on the right
track, and they differed as to which way they
should go. Both Chinn and Prescott were sure
now that there was little chance of contacting
the main party until the storm playved itself
out.

They lost all thought of gold as the icy
northeaster swept them along before it. Now
it was simply a case of survival, with Prescott
favoring an immediate return to Antoine’s
Ford—if they could find it—and Chinn insist-
ing they hole up right where they were until
the storm died down. IP’rescott finally agreed
to stop after Chinn Hatly refused to make a
try for the river.

hollow, they lay down and spread their

blankets over themselves, expecting the
snow 1o drift over them, sealing them in and
conserving the slight heat their bodies gen-
erated.

But the fierce wind, which might have cov-
ered their dead bodies bevond hope of discov-
ery until spring, refused to cooperat¢ to save
their lives. Instead. it tore at the blankets,
sifting the fine snow under them onto the two
men huddled together.

Here it melted and soaked their clothing,
making their discomfort grow almast unbear-
able. I'rescott, whose feet were already damp-
ened from his long walk in the snow, soon
realized that they were freezing.

Flinging off the blankets, he stumbled pain-
fully erect. “You can stay here and freeze if

KICKING away the snow from a slight
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vou want to, Chinn,” he said, “but I'm head-
ing back to the river while T can still walk.”
Chinn continued to argue, but when he saw

Prescott Turch off into the snow, he crawled to |

his feet and stumbled after himv. Now Llhey
were quartering the wind and the geing was
easier, but Chinn rapidly played eut and the
stronger Prescott kept him going only by a
judicious use of the ‘“survival kit” rum.

One bottle was empty and another lowering
fast when, long after dark, they rcached the
river and feund the ford. By then Chinn was
unable to meunt his harse to cross the river
to better camping sites on the other side, so
Prescott started off alone to search for a place
where they could wait out the night.

A short distance dewnstream he found what
he had hoped for—a little hollow in the lee
of a high bank. It held a small cliimp of cot-
tonwoods, some of the weod still dry enough
to kindle. There was even a little grass for
the horses, and plenty of yourg cottonwood
bark—elten used as emergency horse feed in
severe weather.

There, with their blankets pitched between
4 fire and the bank, the men spent the night.
After dividing a small can of sardines, their
only food, and washing it down with generous
amounts of rum, Chinn went to sleep. Pres-
cott, his [rost-bitten feet rapidly becoming
more painful, could not sleep, so he spent the
night tending the fire.

By morning the wind and snow had abated,
but ‘it was much colder. On the river, the
shore ice extended far out from the barks,
and the current itself ran sluggishly, choked
with slush ice.

An attempt to ford it with their unshod
ponies was cut of the question, for the ani-
mals cauld never climb oulL on the other side.
Reluctantly, the two turned back across Camas
Prairie. A cold north wind was still blowing.

Food was their first requirement. As the
prairic was often used as winter cattle range,
they decide their best bet was to find and
kill a steer. They only had sixguns, and the
chance of getting clese enough to game for a
sure kill was remote. And, in their present
state, the two knew that their chances of
calching up to the rest of their party depended
upon their finding {ood—seon.

After a mile or two they spotted a small

bunch of .cattle huddle together in a draw.
Creeping slowly toward them, Prescott drew
his sixgun. But when he was almost within
shooting distance, he stopped and motioned
Chinn to listen, Had it been only the wind,
or was he begipning Lo hear things?

They sat and listened. Abave the whine of
the wind it came again—the clear distant
clang of a bell.

“Tt’s the bell on the lead horse of a pack
train,” Prescott exclaimed. “It must be anoth-
er bunch of starmpeders heading out for Ma-
ginnis Gulch.”

He was right. A quarter of a mile away, a
pack train and five riders rounded a butte.
It was a man named Alex Bowns and his
party, bound for gold diggin’s, But when they
saw the plight of Prescott and Chinn they
immediately made camp, fed the weakened
men, outfitted them with dry clothing, and,
to the best of their ability, treated their frost-
bites. It was agreed that the two should ac-
company the group until they found their own
party.

They had not long to wait. Less than two
hours farther along the way they met Captain
Townsend and his group returning with the
discouraging news that there was no gold in
Maginnis Guich. The Downs party decided te
ride on and find out for thewselves, bul Pres-
celt and Chinn turned bhack with their own
friends.

The river crossing was still too dangerous
to attempt, so they elected to follow the west
side of the river in search of a better one.
After a time they met a small party of Flat-
bead braves. None of the Indians knew of a
dependable ford and, when asked whether any
of them would be willing to ride inLe the river
in search of one, they all shonk their heads.
Finally Captain Townsend flashed a five-dol-
lar gold piece, and one brave reluctantly
agreed to try.

er, he hander his clothing to a companion

and rode naked into the icy stream. Im-
medialely his horse was swept off its feet and
began to swim downriver. The Dbrave, with
only his head above water, worked frantically
to push ice cakes out of the way befere they
unseated him. Then man and horse disap-

STRIPP[NG in spitc of the sub-zero weath-
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peared around a bend. Whites and Indiars
spurred along the bank te keep them in sight.

A hundred yards downstream the brave and
his pony fetched up against a sand bar where
the water wac shallow enough fer horses io
cross without wetting stirrup-leather. He rode
back and forth to show the others just where
to go, then climbed: shivering cut ef the river.

Wrapped in robes by his companions, and
hustled to a fire, he was soon finishing off
Prescott’s final bottle of rum. The white men,
having seen what might have happencd (e
them if they'd auempted to find the ford
themeelves, gladly chipped in Lo provide an
extra cash honus for the brave.

Morrigeau, with the only sharp-shod horse
in the party, rode into the river 1o break trail
Spurring his animal against the shore ice, he
cleared a path for the unshod horses to fellow.
The crossing was uneventful and the party set
oul immediately for Missoula.

Morrigeau left them at his cabin. but the
rest of the party did not stop there, for the
weather was getting colder and Prescott’s feet
were in very bad condition. They had 10 get
him to tewn while he could still ride.

They reached Missoula late that night, with
the thermometer reacding forty below. The
doctor summornied (e look at Prescott’s feet
was at first determined to amputate them.
But after the patient had profanely refused
permission, and had backed it up with his

sixgun, the medico reluctantly agreed te try
to save the frostbilten extremities.

Gradually the rest of the stampeders strag-
gied back to town with varying degrees of
irostbite and snow blindness a2s their souvenirs
ol Maginnis Gulch—but nc gold.

It was not until late spring. when Prescott
was again able to hobble around on cruiches.
that he met Martin Davis in a saloen and
put to him the guestion the whole town had
neglected to ask before stammpeding.

“Mattin, did you really tind gold in Ma-
ginnis Gulch last fall?”

H‘,’(‘p.J’

“How much?”

“Well, Jike T told }im Meminger. I panned
out a little color.”

“What did it run?” Prescoll persisted,

Davis considered a while. “Well, T don’t
knew. 1 didn’t figure it was worth assaying.
1'd guess maybe Lwo, three cents a pan.”

Prescoit stared dewn at his still-bandaged
feet. “Martin,” he said softly, “It seems te
me you shouldn’t mention that swn to the
rest of the beys. [ reckon they’re happier not
knowing they stampeded sixty or seveniy imiles
in the dead of a Montana winter for stakes
no bigger than a couple of cents a pan.”

With a nod, laconic Martfin Davis agreed.

As far as is known, most Missoulans never
did find cut that they'd taken part in a {wo-
cent stampede.

EKNOYW YOUR WEST

{ Arisivers 10 the guestions on page 53

1. Philip Kcachum, woiter; Philip Cue, Texas
gambler ; Philip Sheridan, anny olficer.

2. No. although all threc de belong te the grouse
famaly.

3. Use it on a horse. A muzzle strap of leather,
rawhide, metal or rope around a herse’s nose above
the nostrils, used for control in lien of a bridle bit,
s called a besal.

4. Cimarren, New Mexicc.

S. Sam Bass was 1he outlaw, Bass Outlaw the
Ranger.
6. Palomino.
7. Gravy.
8. The Comstock Lade, the world's richest silver
none, in Nevada.
9. PFaint, pinto or piekald
10. Black Jack Ketchum.



OUT OF THE CHUTES

HEN Jim Shoulders stoed in the mid-
dle of the arena at the Denver Nation-

al Rodee to be named All-Around
Champion Cowboy, he looked slightly sur-
prised at the ovation he got from the crowd.
There was a “Who, me?” expression en his
face, which was quite sincere even though he
had known for several weeks that he had won
not only the All-Around Championship, but
also the bareback bronc-riding and bull-riding
titles, and in doing so had racked up an all-
time record of $43,381 for cowboy earmings
during a single vear.

He was All-Around Champion once before,
in 1949 Since then he holds the dubious dis-
tinction ef being runner-up more often than
any other cowboy in the RCA—during four
vears of the intervening six. This vear he
won both his events and the All-Around,
bands down.

To Jim, the glamor, the excitement of rodeo
come second. He sees the sport fHrst as a
business, in which bhe is fortunate enough to
be successful. And he works at it like a busi-
ness. As soon as the dates of the important
rodeos are set, early n the vear, Jim hgures
eut an itinerary for himself se he van take in
the most shews with the greatest financial
rewards to the winners,

In 1956 he entered eighty rodeos. He ac-
cemplishecl the astonishing feal of winning
money at fiftv-seven of them.

He frankly admils he’s in redeo for the
money it brings him.

“Whe isn’t?” he inquires, net expecting an
answer. “No matter how much a cowboy may
like to ride or rope, he couldn’t go through
the gruelling schedule of big-time cempetition
just for fun.”

Recently he roughly figured his winnings for
the nine years he’s been in rodee-—-starting

when he was a high school junior. He came up
8K

000. But don’t think of that figure as a profit.

“I'd say that a fellow like me, who rodeos
fer a living and goes after the championship,
can keep about hall ef what he earns—before
taxes,’ says Jim.

Travel is his biggest expense. He covered
60,000 miles last vear to enter rodeos in six-
teen states and Canada. and he cressed nearly
all the forty-eight states in getting to shows
as far apart as San Antonio and Calgary,
Walla Walla and New York.

Entry fees, which are high in the big shews
Jim compeles in, take another large slice out
of his winnings. Clothes and equipment aren’t
cheap, either, but Jim avoids one large ex-
pense hy sticking firmly to riding events, thus
not needing his own mount, as call-ropers and
bulldeggers do.

There’'s no question, however, that Jim
thinks what meney he has left over after ex-
penses is werth his time and effort. He stead-
ilv invests his income in a ranch at. Henryetta,
Oklahoma. That ranch, and what it stands
fer, is probablv the basic reasen for Jim's
drive  First of all, it's 4 dream ceme true, be-
cause |im was a city boy, born and bred in
Tulsa, who was firmly determined to be a cow-
bov ever since he can remember Today the
ranch is home—where his high school sweet-
heart, new his wile, and their three children
live. Tomorrow—some tomerrow when Jim
decides to quit—the ranch will be security, a
place where he can live the life he’s always
wanted. ;

When will that tomorrow come?

Jim shakes his head at the question. “I’ll
know when I'm slipping. And when that day
comes ['ll say good-by to the bareback broncs
and fork a nice, comfortable saddle on my
own range.”

Adios,
THE EDITORS



WHEN THIEVES FALL OUT

By RAY BEATTY

ADE RYAN drew his horse off the
Wrutled wagon trail, back under the
sheltering branches of the elms, and
waited, keeping a tight rein on the jittery
sorrel. Behind him the Mojave River gurgled
convulsively in the darkness, churning toward
the open desert.
Rain clouds still hung ominously over the
foothills of the Sierras, and lightning flickered

uneastly aleng the dark ridges above him. The
towering elms were still wet from the eve-
ning’s rain, and Ryan sat there, slouching his
lean frame dcwn in the saddle, listening to the
slow dripping of water off the leaves.

At last he heard a lone horse coming down
the trail from the mountains. When the rider
loomed up a few feet away, Ryan called out,
“Brett?”

WADERYAN HAD LIVED in the wrong end of town too long . . . and now

he was gambling everything on this chance te break away

89
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Lightning arcd briefly ahove them, silver-
ing the gaunt elms, Brett Lane moved his
bay in off the trail. Wade reined up beside
him, and felt the tension slipping away.

“Hi, Brett! Al set for Wednesdav?”

“Yeah. T got all the horses we need, and
camped them out near the Arrewhead fork.
I'll bring them down tomorrow morning and
space ‘em out at ten-mile intervals the other
side of Greasevwnod, as we planned. T have
enough gru's hidden awasy at Deep Creek to
last us half the summer. if need he.”

“How’s The money holding ovt?”

“Tt’s just abeut gone. Good horses come
high, and T got the best.”

“We'll get it back twenly times over when
we clean out the bank Wednesday,” Wade
Rvan assureel him. “It's going to be easier
than T thoueht. Tt's heen hotter than the
devil on the desert all week. With the rain,
the humidity will keep mnst peopie off the
street We ant a lucky break, too. The sheriff
is sick in bed. Therc’s no law at all in town.”

They clicin't speak for a moment, just sat
there silenlly listening to the night sounds.

“I’lt be a cinch,” Ryan added.

Bretl Lane swung his bay closer to Wade
Ryan ihen reached out and caught him by
the sheulder. “It'd better be, Wacde,” he said
seriouslv in his slosw Texas drawl. “T've been
waiting 2 long time for this stake. When it's
over we'll both have aur own apreads; ne more
saddle-tramping, See you Wednesday!”

Lane slapped his bay hard with the loose
reins and rode away quickly, swinging left up
the wagon trail, back the way he'd come.
Apprehensively, Ryan waited until he could
no longer lear the hnofheats of Brett's horse.
Then he edged the sorrel back onto the wagzen
trail and set off at a steady lepe down the
winding road toward Greasewood. He’d been
born and raised on the upper desert, and the
sorrel followec the trail in utter darkness as
if it had been horn there, too.

At the hotel. Rvan stopped in at the lamp-
lit dining renm for a cup of coffee, then went
upstairs to bed. It might be a long time he-
fece he slept in a real bed again, and he felt
he might as well make the most of this ene.

By Wednesday the rain clouds had blown
away, the morning sun streamed in warmly
through the hotel windaw. and the het breath

of the desert tugged at the homespun curtains,
Wade propped a piece of broken mirror up
in the window and shaved the black stubble
ofi his face, stealing quick glances past the
mirrar at the old brownstone hank across the
street.

With what water he had leit in the tlowered
pitcher, he took a hath and put on a fresh
shirt and jeans. Then he packed his warbag
and crossed to the donr of his room With the
door half open, he lnaked hack for a long mo-
ment across the roem throuch the window
toward the bank,

For a split zecond he toved with the idea
of not gning through with it. But the Ryans
had lived in the wrong end of town too long:
there would he no turning back now. After
today he would he Wade Ryan, outlaw.

By eight o'clock the sun was high over the
shimmering desert, and with it came the
sweltering, humid heat that invariably fol-
lows rain on the Mojave. Rvan tried to re-
tax. to convince himself that the bank holdup
would come off without a hitch. But he sat
in the hotel dining room meast of ihe morning,
drinking coffee and rolling one cigarctle after
anothetr.

Then it was two o'clock. Wade Ryan picked
up his svarbag and moved out into the bar-
reont. Brelt Lane was standing at the bar
wailingz, lwo drinks in front of him. Brett
nodded curtly, indicating the drinks on the
bar  Ryan crossed the rpom and picked up
one of them. He sipped it slowly, letting the
fiery lirguid burn down into his throat.

Without speaking, the two men left the
hotel. stopping eutside long enough for Ryan
to tic the warbag securcly on the horse Brett
had hrought up for him. They led their two
geldings across the deserted street, and Ryan
tossecl the reins of his horse over the rail.

Jrett stayed outside with the horses. Ryan
went in alone. There was nothing to it. Cal
Summers and John Rotlland didn’t say a word.
They raised their hands slowly when Ryan
drew his 44 and poinled it at them. Paralyzed,
thev stood silently against the back wall while
Wade stuffed a canvas sack with bills. Meth-
odically he cleaned out the cash drawers and
the open safe, but left the silver alone. When
he had finished, he backed slowly toward the
door, turned, and ran to the horses outside.
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up the narrow rotted main street of

Greasewood. The street, dry now, and al-
readv baking hard under the desert sun, was
completely deserted. At the edge of town the
two riders turned right and headed west, run-
ning parallel to the wooded slopes of the
Sierras.

They changed herses at each ten-mile in-
terval as they had plannsd. Brett had tethered
fresh mounts and left in readiness. Thirty
miles out of Greasewood they swung sharply
into the purple fnothills 10 Neep Creek, cut
off from the world By a narrow rock-strewn
pass.

When they had dismaunted and unsaddied
their sweating horses under the shaded cotton-
woods, the two men entered the shack where
Rrett had laid in a supply of feod. Emptying
the canvas sack on the wobbling table, they
counted the take.

There was over ten thousand dollars. That
meant they had gotten away with five thou-
sand each, without firing a shet.

The davs dragged by slowly in the utter
solitude of Deep Creek. In five days a man
can do a lot of thinking. Wade Ryvan’s mind
slipped back time and again to the events
which culminated in the robbery. He thought
back over his twentv-twa vears, tc the poverty
of his childheod, the viciousness of his drunk-
en father. the death of his sickened, unhappy
mother in the tumbicdown hemestead outside
of Greasewood. He recalied the nights he'd
Jain awake listening to the coarse, liquered
snoring of his father, planning the things he'd
de for his mother some day.

Perhaps she was better off now, happy in
whatever werld comes after this one. Wade
and his father had buried her on the sandy
slope above the unpainted shack they called
home. With no reason to remain, Wade Ryan
had left home. and had never«seen his father
again.

He'd wandered through ‘Texas, New Mexi-
co, and Ariznna, where he’d teamed up with
Brett Lane. Together .they planned great
things. Somehow or other their plans hadn’t
worked out. and the two rode off together,
bound for Califernia, werking eut the, details
of the Greasewood robbery on the way,

Between them they’d raised three hundred

I OGETHER Ryan and Lane thundered

dollars. They had gambled it all on the bank
rchbery, and it was beginning to look as if
they’d won. Yet, day after day now, as Wade
Ryan sat quietly on the green grass. looking
up threugh the rippling cettonwoods teward
the purple ridges ¢f the Sierras, he wondered
how hic mother would have felt about it all.

Brett Lane had heen doing a lot ef thinking
during the five davs. too. But his thinking
ran 2long different fines from Ryan’s. On the
sixth day Wade found out what had been ge-
ing through Bretfs mind. During the night
the Texan had chisappearecd], taking the horses,
Wade's gun, and the ten thousand dollars.

Some things you can be philosophical
asout: seme you can’t. Somewhere in his
past, Wade had bheard the story about there
being no honor among thieves. But he hadn’t
thought it would ever apply to them, Brett
Lare and Wade Ryan.

Ryan felt a sudden anger, and a thirst for
revenge surged up inside him. Burning with
vesentment, he packed his warbag with some
of the food Brett had left behind, flung it
over his shoulder, and followed the hoofprints
the herscs had left in the sandy loam.

Brett Lane had most of the odds in his fa-
vor. He had the horses and the guns. But
there was one thing he had overlooked: Wade
Ryvan had been raised in the Sierra footbill
country. and Brett Lane had no idea what lay
ahcad of him along the wooded ridges on the
way west.

The nearest spread to Neep Creek would be
Rancho Verde, onerated by Brad Ritter. But
by this time Brad Ritter would knew all about
the Greasewood hold-up; he couldn’t help but
knew. On the other hand, Ritter protably
wouidn’t recognize Wade Rvyvan. Eut Wade
didn’t intend o take anv foolish ¢hances. He'd
scen Ritter around Greasewood. back in the
old days befere he'd headed out of town.

Cold, cynical. Ritter seemed to be bitter
againet the whole world. He had no reasen
to be, though. Rancho Verde had made him
a let of meney deawn throngh the vears, and
Ritter had been able 1o hang onto most of it.
His daughter Glenna had been one of the
prettiest girls at Greasewood school, but old
Brad had watched her closer than he watched
his meney.

Riiter was the largest shareholder in the
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Greasewood bank, and Wade knew he could
expect no mercy from old Brad, if the man
learned Wade had walked off with ten thou-
sand dollars ef bank money.

of Rancho Verde range. He watched

every tree and shrub for a sign of Brett
Lane and the two horses. Here the slopes
were pockmarked with stands of green juniper
and rageed sugebrush. Ryan kept to the low
ridges of the foothills. where the pines and
spruce thinned out to make way for the wild.
distarted brush of the desert.

With Ritter’s ranch house and outbuildings
in sight. Wade caught Bret's sign again.
There were fresh droppings on the yvellow soil,
twin hoofprints in the rippled patches of sand.
As RBrett's trail approached Rancho Verde it
moved hack up the slope again, into the
shaded evergreens. But by the time Ryan was
directly above the ranch house he’d lost the
trail again completely.

He cut a large circle, swinging back a few
hundred feet to pick up Brett’s sign again. his
mind deepl absorbed in tracking down the
renegade Texan. When he swung back up
into the cvergreens again, he hecard the girl's
voice call out to him.

“Hello, Wade!”

He stopped abruptly, not knowing for a
moament whether to run or to stav. But her
voice held a note of friendliness, and it struck
him that she hadn’t heard about the robbery.
Or she hadn't heard that he was connected
with it.

Glenna Ritter was sitting in the saddle of
her well-bred palominn. looking as if she'd
been horn there. Wade hadn't seen Glenna
tn three vears. but time hadn’t done her anv
harm. She was as sweet and gracious as ever.
Wade Telt a self-censcious reddening sweep
across his face. She smiled broadly and swung
down from the palomino.

“Wade Ryan! Whatever are vou doing way
eut here?”

She led the palomino up to him. shaking
her long golden hair back over her shoulders.
He’d remembered her eyes being blue. They
seemed even bluer now, hlue as the sky above
the Sierras.

He had never heen a good liar, and he knew

B\" NO®N Wade had reached the east end

she'd see 1t in his face if he didn’t tell the
truth now. So he turned away, facing the
Jagged rim. and shrugged toward the purple
ridges above them.

“My hovze threw me,” he said. and finally
turned back to her.

She looked at him queerly, as if searching
for something he was hiding from her, but
the shine didn't lrave her ceves. “Come on
down to the house.” she suggested. “IT'll get
vou one of nur horses. We can hunt for vours
together, if vou like.”

She started off toward the Rancho Verde,
leading the palomina. Ryan followed her for
a few steps. then halted uneasily.

“Is vour father home?”

Gleuna Ritler smiled. “He won't hite vou,”
she said sottlyv. “‘Anvwayv, he's gone to Grease-
wood. He won't be back until tonight.

“I guess he doesn't get to town very often,”
Rvan prodded. :

“Not recently, Wade. He's been busy with
spring round-up. We're short a few hands.”

He felt for a moment that she had caught
the look of relief creeping across his face. But
she turned back to the palomino again, and
he followed her down the recky slope. through
the pine archway Ritter had built over the
ranch entrance. As they walked, Wade
coulcin’'t keep his eves off the girl's trim, athle-
tic iigure, and he dreaded the possibility that
she might suddenly turn around and catch
bim at it.

Glenna Ritter had become a beautiful
voung wonman, and Wade Ryan wondered why
he'd never reully noticed the warmth of her
smile, the softness of her voice, back in their
schooldavs in Greasewood.

They rounded the house, following a grav-
eled lane flanked with transplanted Joshua
trees and yucca. Behind the house, straddling
a sweated roan, a tall, gaunt man wus waiting
for them. A cold chill of defeat swept over
Wade as he recognized the rider, the last man
on earth he wanted to mcet here. [t was John
Havdon, sherifi of Greasewood.

Glenna greeted the sheriff in her warm
friendlv voice, and Ryan stood silently at the
corner of the house as if he had suddenty lost
the power of speech.

“You know Mr. Havdon, don't you, Wade?"
Glenna was saying.
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deep lines creep across the old sheriff’s
face. The lawman leaned forward, his
folded arms resting across his saddle horn.

“Well, if it ain’t Wade Ryan! Where've
you been, Wade?”

Ryan wiped the sticky perspiration off his
palms against the roughness of his faded
ieans, and forced a grin. “Arizona. mostly,”
he said. “But 1 guess I just conldn’t <tav
away from California.”

“What brings you out this way, Mr. Hay-
dan?” the girl asked. “Won’t you come in
the house where it’s cool?”

“T'd better keep on traveling.” the sheriff
grinned, flicking a sly wink ioward Ryan. “I
doubt if I’'m wanted around here anyway.
Wade didn’t come all the way back to Grease-
wood country to talk with lawmen ”

Rvan forced a smile. You never said a truer
word, Sheriff. he said to himself. But he saw
little humor in the situation.

“T met with wour father this morning,
Haydon continued, turning his eves bhack to
(Glenna Ritter. “l've heen trving to get in
touch with him for days. The hank was
robbed in Greasewood-—cleaned out. They
got thirty thousand dollars.”

Wade started. Thirty thousand dolars! Tt
couldn’t be.

“Who did i11?” Glenna queried, taking a
quick breath. “Did they get it hack? Naddy
has evervthing he owns invested there!”

“T know he has.” Havdon agreed grimly.
“T guess vour father is pretty warried about
it. We know who did it. We're just being
careful, that’s all. Pretty sure we’ll get them
pinned down, but we have to make sure we get
the thirtv thousand, too. Thev sure cleaned
out the bank-—-even the floor safe nobady was
supposed to know about.”

“Do yeu think they've come this way?”
the girl asked.

Sheriff John Bavdon nodded. “We know
they did,” he said cuietlv. '“But they won't be
going much farther.”

Haydon reined his roan past the girl and
Ryan, and Wade eved the lawman carefully.
Despite the sheriff’s gray hair and the
wrinkled smile that had been molded into his
facc down through the years, Rvan knew
Haydon’s reputation. The tall, gaunt sheriff

I IAYD(}N smiled, and Wade watched the

»

wasn't a man to give up easily, nor was he
the kind to miss a single bet.

“T'd hetter keep going,” Havdon added. “I
just dropped by to water my horse. T helped
myszelf. Hope you don’t mind.”

Hayvden moved his roan slowly up the
graveled lane and through the pine gate, then
loned off into the heavy underbrush toward
the hills. Wade watched him ride away from
Rancho Verde and disappear among the
twisted junipers, and felt the raw chill of des-
peration ‘well up inside him.

It didn’t make sense. 1f the sheriff knew
who robbed the bank, why hadn't Haydon
arrested him on sight? He hadn’t said ten
thousand dnllars, either; the ficure was thirty
thousand. Rolland and Summers, the two
bank emplovees, had known Wade for vears.
Thev must have recognized him!

But John Haydon was no fool. A veteran
of thirty-odd years as a lawman, the aging
sheriff had something up his sleeve. \Was he
waiting. perhaps, for Wade to lead him to
Brett? Or had they arrested Brett already,
but hadn’t recovered the monev? There was
an undercurrent of mystery about this man
Haydon, and the uncertainty of it all burned
deenlv inside Wade Ryan.

“You look awfully werried,” Glenna said,
breaking into his thoughts,

Wade looked down into the hluesness of her
eyes. Something stirred inside him whenever
the girl spoke, as if a long-dormant emotion
within bim had suddenly been awakened. He
felt a tightness in his chest as he wondered
what this gir] would think if she knew even
a small part of the truth about him.

Bitterly, Wade wondered whv he had
teamed up with Brett Lane in the first place.
But it was too late for reerets now. He and
Brett had brewed up their own bitter medi-
cine, and no one was going to drink it fot
them.

Glenna raised her voice. “Wade, T said vou
looked worried,” she repeated. “What’s the
matter?”’

Ryan shook his head. “Nothing serious. 1
was just wondering where to look hrst for my
horse. I'd better go alone, too. Tf there’s
Iikely to be trouble up in the hills, you’d be
safer here. Mind if T borrow the horse you
offered me?”
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The girl took a long deep breath, and he
felt her eyes searching deeply inte his agaiu.
“You're up to something, Wade Ryan,” she
said. “You clon't get a horse until you tell
me what it is.”

His eyes swept away from hers, to a pre-
tended interest in the gracieus adobe home
Hrad Ritter had built for his wife and only
danghter. Wade was somewhat surprised at
the sudden strength in the girl’s voice, and it
occurred to hine that Glenna Ritter was a
young lacly no man could fool fer long. There
was a lot of Brad Ritter’s strength in his
golden-haited daughter. Ryan (ound himself
thinking of (he Ranche Verde ewner in a dif-
lerent way than he previously had.

“Can you keep a secret?” he asked, grin-
ning.

STTry 'mel
her eves.

“Let’s sav [ know a ot more about the bank
robbery Lthan 1've let on. T have to go back
into the hills to do something about it. Some
day T'li tell you the whole story. Now wilt you
let me have a horse and @ pun? Those bandits
might start plaving rough.”

“Why didn't vou say sowething te Mr.
Haydon?"” :

“That’s part of the same secret,” he said,
hoping she wnuld accept that. “Will you trust
me?”

She stepped inside the adobe house [or a
moment, then returned, carrving a rifle and a
hand-tooled scahbard. Qm:!\h and efficiently,
she strapped the scabbard to the saddle of her
palomino, then gestured toward the horse.

“Take him.” she said. “There’s ammunitien
in the scabbard pouch.”

ADE RYAN swung his lean body up
Wimn the qaddle and lifted the reins.
Thanks.” he said.

She was smiling again as she looked up at
him. With a look he had never seen in a
woman'’s evez hefere, she called out brightly,
“I'ake care of htm—and vourself.”

As Wadc loped away from Ranche Verde,
up toward the purple ridges, he knew there
were only two courses he could take now. He
could find Brett Lane and recover the money
he had stolen. then either surrender te Jehn
Haydon or make a break fer the Mexican

The warmth moved back into

berder. Mexico was a geod hundred miles
away, mest of the trail over wild, blistering
desert country.

He tried to dismiss the thought of breaking
through the mountains in the direction of
Mexico, vet he knew he could not face John
Haydon again. Nor could he spend the next
ten years of his life in prison. Above all
Wade Ryan ceuld never face Glenna Ritter
apain, once she knew he was an outlaw,

First things first, he fold himsell, as the
palomino reached the crest of Angelus Ridge.
Here the ridge remained comparativelv level,
and he urged the powerful gelding forward to
the west. Find Brett Lane first, he thought,
as the palomino thundered along the rocky
half-forgotten trail that followed the ridge.

Stepping only at long intervals to rest the
horse, he drove the anima) almost to the limit
ol ils epdurance, filled with wonder that such
a well-hred show horse could possess such
stamina.

Finally, as the day drew to a close, he felt
the gelding shudder under him, then stumble.
Abruptly he drew Glenna's horse to a quick
halt, then dismounted.

“Sorry, Goldilocks, or whatever she calls
you,” he told the horse, “T hated pushing you
like that. Bul we have to catch up to Brett
Lane. We robhbed a bank, Goldilocks, and
we're in a heap of trouble.”

Quietly ke led the palomino dewn off the
rim, toward the warmer air below {he timber-
line, to avoid chilling the horse while they
vested. In the basin of a powdered arroye,
Wade halted the ponv and unsaddled him, As
he swung the saddle down to the dry sand,
the palomine swung its head about sharply
and nudged him.

“Hungry, aren't you?" Ryan said. “T bet
you're thirsty, too. Sorry, Goldilocks, you
don’t get a drvink until you cool down a bit.
You just Jook around for some grass, and I'll
fincd some waler for us.”

He unsnapped the reins from the palomino’s
bit. and looped together a makeshiit hobble
against the possibility of the horse's wander-
ing off. “You aren’t going to like this, either,”
he said softlv. “If 1 had a pretty boss like
you, I'd ge running home to hcr, too.”

He drew the ancient Winchester out of its
scabbard, and shoved a handful ef amunnition
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in one of his pockets. Tn the gathering dark-
ness he moved wearily up the arrovc toward a
patch of green grass. There was water nearby.
Well, that was one prohlem solved.

Rvan turmed and began walking slowly
back teward the hebbled palemino. wordering
what step to take next in his pursuit of Brett
Lane. Somewhere up herc in the hills John
Haydon would be continuing his search, too,
and the thought troubled him. Fer the life of
him, Wade Rvan couldn’t ficure out what the
crafty old sherifl was up to.

Still wondering. Rvan ceilected an arminl
of deadwood and built a fire in the lowest dip
of the arrovo. As the flames blazed up, paint-
ing the vucca and greasewond a flickering vel-
low, the idea struck him.

Rurriedly he kicked the tire out. and
climbed back up the sandv slape to the crest
of Angelus Ridge. There he built another
fire, piling dead branches high until the flames
leaped wildly inta the maonlit night

I won’t have to find Brett if he’s within
sight of the ridge, Rvan toid himself. 1{ Wade
knew Bre1t Lane, the Texan would came for a
closer ook once he saw the firelight. Then
he’d want fo kncw who was on hic trail. Trust
Brett Liane's inquisitive nature! The logic of
it all was childishlv simplc: if Wade couldn’t
find Brett Lane. he’d let Brett Lape find him.
And he’d he waiting for Breft to come.

Ancther possibility came t1e him. John
Havdon might drop in to investigate the fire,
tos. Rvan chuckied deeply to himsel{. won-
dering what would happen if both men showed
up st the same time. I that happened, a man
calted Rvan would make t1racks out of that
vicinity, without wasting any time about it.

At Tast. with the fire burning furicusly in
the blue af the spring night, Wade went back
down to the arrovo and watered the horse out
of his battered hat. Then he moved care-
{ully back up to the ridge keeping well hidden
in the shadows. He slid down in the darkness,
his back against a granite boulder, and waited.

The almost interminable night dragged on.
Above him the copper moon rolled clowly
acyoss the starlit sky, bathing the huge rocks
and ragged evergreens with an aura of silvered
biue. Wade moved out of the shadews when-
ever the fire began to die down, building it up
with heavy deadwoad branches.

NGELUS RIDGE lay quiet except for
A the crackling 6f the fire and the natural

sounds of the night. Now and again
Wacde heard the strange rasping chord cf the
cicadas and the murmur of fretful wild life
somewhere in the darkness.

Then it came, loud as a ritle shot in the
night, the crack of a snapping branch beyond
the Lre. At first Ryan thought it was only
the crackling of the dipping tlames. hut the
silence of the night sounds teld a difierent
story

Slawly, keeping {0 the shadows, Wade rose
to his feet, holcling the Winchester tightly in
his hands. Semewhere beyond the fire he heard
the rattle of rolling pebbles, and he strained
his eyes against the darkness. There was a
movement in the underbrush, no more than
iorty feet away. Ryan slipped back silently
away from the fire; and cut a circle toward
the movement.

Spang!

A pistol shat crashed out of the darkness.
and the fiash hadn’t ceme {rom the direction
ol the movement For a moment there was a
loud thrashing of feet in the brush ahead of
him. Then suddenly the night air was filled
with the scund ef gunfire

Shots were ceming frem beth directions
new, Then the shoating stopped as abruptly
as it had started. Wade fimgercd the cold
trigger guard of the Winchester and stood si-
lently in the darkness, waiting.

As he watched, a paunt, crouched figure
slipped (hreugh the trees ahead of him, mak-
ing a wide circle away from the flames, his
hndy silhcuetterd for & moment in golden fire-
hight. From the other side of the clearing a
single rifle shot slashed through the night,
and the tigure stlumped tc the ground. Then
there was silence.

His fire had attracted visitors, all right,
Ryan thought. And whaever they were, there
seemed to be little lave lost between them.
For dragging minutes Ryan stood motionless
i the dark, waiting fer a sound. Finally, as
he watched the faint glow of dawn swell up in
the east, he heard a muffied proan beyond the
dying fire. There were no footsteps, no voices,
only the sound of a human being in pain.

Wade crept toward the sound, no more than
thirty feet away. choosing hic steps carefully
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in the half light ef the cold dawn. Above him
the slim lines of the evergreens took form.

“Don’t come any closer!”

The voice cut through the silence of dawn
like a knife. Ryan stopped, holding his breath.
Ahead of him. half lving against a houlder,
wa< lohn Rollanc], the bank teller.

“What are vou doing here?”’ Ryan asked.

Rolland held a heavy ritle weakly in his
hands, and he pointed it directly at Wacle
Rvan's chest. “The same thing you are!”
Rolland grated. his voice thin with pain.
“We're hoth in the same boat. Ancl if T'm
dying. vou're going 1o die right with mc. like
Cal Summers and that friend ef yeurs who
just shot me.”

Friend> The man who had crumpled to
the ground directly in front of Rvan, those
long minutes ago, must have heen Brett Lane.
Spravled in the sandy lcafmold, a few feet
from Rolland. lay Cal Summers.

“What do vou mean, the same boat?”

“You started the whole thing, Ryan,” Rol-
land accused hitterlv. “T haven't much time
left, so vou mav as well know why I'm taking
yvou with me. Cal and I picked up a few dol-
lars around the bank, and we fixed the books
our own wayv. Nobody knew.

“We knew the robbery vou sprung would
bring on a full-scale audit. Cal and T had
nathing to lnse. You got ahout ten thousand.
Cal and T cleaned out the floor safe you
missed, and left town while the getting was
good. Only that crazy sheriff has been run-
ning us ragged for a week now, and vour part-
ner just ambushed us.”

Surlelenly: all the answers appeared nut of
nowhere, and Ryan understood why John
Havdon hadn’t arrested him, Because Cal
and Jobn Rolland had left town immediately
with their own loot. Ryan hadn’t been con-
nected with the robbery at all.

If Summers and Rolland bhad the twenty
thousand with them, and Brett had the ether
ten thousand. it would be only a matter of
time until Tohn Haydon recovered it.

ADE RYAN felt the heavy weight of
fear lift from his shoulders. Whatever
happened now, if Rolland was dying

there would be no living witnesses to the rob-
bery he and Brett had committed.

Somehow, if he ceuld escape the rifle Rol-
land was aiming at point-blank range, Ryan
could return the money to the bank and be
in the clear. Above all, he could face Glenna
agan,

But Ralland was talking again, his high-
pitched. grating voice cutting through the
stillness on Angelus Ridge. “Just to make it
interesting, Ryvan, do vou know what T'm go-
ing 10 do? T'm going to start counting to ten.
That gives vou a chance at the thirty thou-
sand. Ti T die before [ get to ten, it's veurs.
If not. T'm going to kill vou,”

Ryan shid his hand slowly along the cold
breech of his Winchester. There was no chance
now to draw a bead on Rolland: no chance at
all. Rolland would fire the split second Wade
meved his rifle. Keep him talking, that was it.

“You picked a crazy time to start playing
games, Rolland,” he said quietly.

“One!”

Rolland never knew what hit him, and later,
when Wade Ryan looked back on that cold
morning on Angelus Ridge, he swore he aged
twenty vears when the lone shot rang out.

But when it was all over, Ryan Ilnooked te
the source of the shot and saw the tall, gaunt
frame of Sheriff John Haydon standing there
silently in the morning light

“Don’t ever become a lawman. son,” he
said. “It seems like everv time T have to kill
a man, T die a dozen deaths myself. But 1
guess somebody has to do it.”

When a2 man makes a speech like that,
there’s nothing vou can do but change the
subiect. “Rolland has most of the money in
that hag”” Rvan tolel the sheriff. “T euess the
rest of-it is on the other fellow.”

Hayvdon shook his head. “You sure must’ve
wanted that reward money bad, Wade,” he
said. “That was a fool stunt, drawing them
to a fire. It’s a good thing you drew me, toe.”

For the vest of his days, Sheriff John Hay-
don would continue to wonder whvy Wade
Rvan turned down the reward maoney. every
cent of it. Old Brad Ritter couldn’t under-
stand it either. But with a‘consnlation prize
like Brad's golden-haired daughter., Wade
Ryan never gave the money another thought.
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N MAY 5, 1866, the seuthern and east-
O ern boundaries of Nevada were in-

creased. Gains such as that are typi-
cal Taurian events, for the Second Mansion
of the Zodiac is concerned with increase. No
wonder, then, that Mr. Taurus is such an ex-
cellent businessman, and able to-build up so-
cial sccurity early in life.

If you were horn when the Sun was pass-
ing through Taurus, vou are a plodder, capa-
ble of working long hours, interested in
achievement that lasts. You believe in getting
inte your chosen career early in life.

Your home is ultra-important to you. It is
vour caslle, the place where you relax and
knew love. You reequire lovely surroundings
and a wile who will keep them looking allrac-
tive and comfortable. You expect her to sce
that your children are the best behaved in the
community and among the most promising
students at school. Once you have achieved
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the type of home you want, you leave its ep-
eration completely in your wife's hands.

Since you can't stand admitting defeat, you
will work constantly to make yeur marriage a
success, and forlunale deed is the wile of a
Taurus man. You are apt te resent Miss
Aries’ preud, tofty ways because they are too
self-reliant. You are attracted to Miss Gem-
ini's versatility, but do not want it in yeur
heme. Veu see Miss Cancer as your ideal wife
because she is such a wenderfully dowmestic
woman.

Miss Leo has a mind of her own, and you
question it. You are attracted to Miss Virgo's
homemaking capacities, but find Miss Libra
beautifully enigmatic. You fall in leve Miss
Scorpio quite casily awml know thal you can
depend on her. Miss Sagittarius seems elusive,
Miss Aquarius too independent. Miss Capri-
cern manages your home well, and yvou want
to pretect Miss Pisces.
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TRAIL TOWN MARSHAL

By TODHUNTER BALLARD

THE STORY SO FAR: MARSHAL JOE CON-
DON learns that a respectable citizen, knowing
Dexter Springs is almost lnished as a trail-end
town, has organized the outlaw clement to make a
quick killing, e also learns that the ex-marshal,
CAP LENNOX, and honest saloonkeeper PETE
ORTMAN were killed hecause they stood in the
outlaw lcader's way. Joc suspects the leader is
LLOYD WARNER, father of LUCY, thc girl he
loves. Actually the leader is HARTIFORD HULL,
newspaperman  and  Lucy’s flance. IFRENCHY
TALBERT takes over Ortman’s saloon and, on
Hull's erders, pays gamblers in the other places te
cheat openly—so the other saloons will be closed

down. This causes a gun battle with the crew of
Texas cattle baron PAT ALDER. From Al
YALE, the gambler caught cheating, Jec learns
fie got his orders from Talbert. Joe jails them
botly, to the annoyance of Huil. Hull decides Joe
must he killed to stop his interfering.

PART THREE

OE CONDON came out of the marshal’s
J office, carrying a felded copy of the Sen-
tinel under his arm. e was, at the mo-
ment, as thoroughly angry as was possible.
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Hartford Hull had devoted the full front
page of the paper to the stary of the gun fight,
the arrest of Yale, the closing of the Western
Belle, and the arrest of Frenchy Talbert.

Not only that, but in a two-column editorial
he had reviewed everything that had happened
since Cap Lennox's murder. But it was the
last paragraphs of the editorial which had
raised Condon's irc.

Hull wrote:

Every citizen of Dexter Springs must be
aware that this town’s whole survival depends
upon the herds which ceme up the long trail
from Texas, and an the geod will of the men
whio bring those herds.

Yet cur new marshal seems to be doing his
best to alicnate these very men. I was respon-
sible for his appointment, and I now ask for
his removal. If he had his way he will close
every ectablishment south of Railroad Avenuc.
He will arrest every rider as they ceme into
town, Fvery member of the Council, with the
excepticn of our mayor, agrees with me.

[ therefore call upon all citizens to help, to
talce up the cause. 1 demand a new deal in
the marchal's affce. 1 demand the arrest of
the deputy who caused twa deaths yestercday
and wha, i net checked, can well cause more.
To arms! This i1s no time far men to hesttate.
If eut government has failed to function. then
it is time for a committee of citizens to take
over the duties . . .

Condon marched down the street and into
the newspaper office. Hull was not there. The
printer wiped his mouth with the back of an
ink-stained hand and spat into a battercd can.

“T haven’t seen him all morning, Marshal.”

Condon sensed that the man was laughing
at him behind the mask of his dirty face. He
turned on his heel and left the office. It oc-
curred to him that Hull might be hiding, but
then he dismissec] the thought with a shrug.
Hartford Hull. whatever else his faults, was
not a coward.

Condon passed a dozen men on the street.
They all spoke to him, but there was a definite
change in their attitude. a reserved quality
which had not existed before, as if they were
helding themgelves withdrawn until they
could make up their minds.

He came to the hardware store which Mayor
Jerome Boyce operated. and went in. A wem-
an was buying a coil of small rope und tatk-
ing vehemently to the mayor as she complcted
her purchase. She turned and saw Condon,
and the flow of her words stopped abruptly.
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She accepted her change and scurried {rom
the store as if the air had suddenly become
unbrcathable. Boyce watched her in silence,
then turned to Condon. Surprisingly, he
winked.

Condon meved ever to the counter and Jaid
down the paper. “I suppose you've seen this?”

The little mayor nodded. “Hartford is a
good writer. He makes the words go together
real nice.”

“Look,” said Candon, “I appreciate vour
backing mc¢, but you seem to be about the
only one whe is. You're in business in this
town, and vou have to live with these people.”
He reached up to unpin the badge from his
shirt.

Boyce said, “I didn’t think yeu were a quit-
ter, sen.”

Condon stopped. He stared at the little
man, then slewly let his hand fall to his side.
“Say that again.”

Bovce smiled, a small, twisting smile. “I've
lived a mite longer than you have,” he said,
‘“and Pve proBably seen a much larger number
of people. People get stirred up: that’s Hart-
ford’s job, to stir them up. Tll bet he sold
more papers this morning than he ever will
again.”

Condon said, “He’s playing with fire.”

“Sure he is, but he isn't the one who’ll get
hurne.”

“Then you think he wrote that merely to
sell papers?”

“And advertising. Don’t forget that a Tet
of the men south of the tracks carry ads in his
paper. They figure that Pete Ortman and
Frenchy Talbert were big, powerful men. Tf
Ortman can be killed and Talbert arrested
and closed, they donw’t know what will bappen
to them.”

“Then you don't think FHull was ordered
to write as he did?”

Boyce squinted a1 him over his square, steel-
rimmed glasses. “Ordered by whom?”

Condon did not know. He certainly did not
want to mention Warner’s name. He said, “It
docsn’t matter. The thing is, he did write it,
he did stir up this tcwn as it’s never been
stirred up before, and it’s going to make things
twice as hard when Pat Alder rides in."”

Boyvce said, “Why don’t you ride out and
talk to Alder? He was riled yesterday. He
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might have calmed down some by today.”

Joe Condon did not believe this. He had
known Pat Alder too long to believe that any-
thing would ever calm the rancher down. But
he could not well refuse to try.

“[ hate to leave town. I hate to let Blank-
tow step out of the oftice onto the street alone.
Some fool will probably take a shot at him if
he does.”

Bovce shrugged. “You can’t be evervplace,
Joe. Just tell Blankton to watch himsell.”

“I already have. He won't listen. He thinks
someone will take it that he's afraid.”

The little stevekeeper sighed. “The trouble
with nien is pride. Half of them would keep
clear of trouble if it were not for their pride.
Well, you and I can’t change that. We'll just
have to do the best we can.”

EAVING the store, Joe Condon had a
L warm feeling for the little man. Not since

Cap Lennox died had he felt like this for
anvone in Dexter Springs. He realized now
something which he had notl suspected hefore.
that Bovce and the dead marshal had certain
traits in common. They were honest, and they
did not back away from anvthing.

He debated going back to the marshal’s
office to warn Blankton again to stay off the
street, then changed his mind. Instead, he
turned directly toward the livery stable where
he kept his horse. He had almost reached the
runway enlrance when Lucy Warner came
areund the corner of the side street bevond
the building.

He stopped, waiting for her to come up, then
said casually, “It's nice to see vou. It turns a
bad morning into a gnod one.”

She gave him no answering smile. Her face
remained grave. her eves shadowed. “You've
seen the paper?”

He said, “@f ceurse.”
gone {rom his voice.

“Have vou talked to Hartford?”

He shoek his head.

“T've heen trying to find him.” Her voice
had gaincd an edge of anger. “T simply can’t
believe that he did it.”

Condon’s shrug was slight but expressive.
“Sometimes we aren’t our own bosses.”

“What do you mean by that?”

He hesitated. He had no desire to discuss

All the levity was
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Hull with anyene, especiall this girl Hull was
supposed to marry. He said, “I guess I didn't
mean much of anything. I have to ride out
and try to talk some sense into Pat Alder’s
bard head.”

She said without thinking, “I wish I could
go with you. TI've never seen a trail herd on
the move. For that matter, I've never seen
very much of this ceuntrv.”

“Why dan’t vou?” He spoke on impulse.
“T can get a buckboard. We'll be back before
dark.”

She started to refuse. She knew instinctive-
v that Hull would not approve, but the very
thought f Hull and ber anger with him made
her decision.

“Why not? But we'll have to stop by the
house for a few minutes.”

He nredded, and they moved en into the
stakle. After his fust impulse, he was already
regretting the invitation. It would be no pleas-
ure to be with her. knowing that she belonged
to Hull, that he must be careful what he said.

But bhe found. as he swung the buckboard
into the broad hoof-marked trace which led
south-eastward. that there was satisfaction in
just riding at her side. feeling her light body
jeunce against him as the wheels struck a
hump in the road. and listening to her talk,
easy and unvestrained.

“T like it.”" She was staring out across Lhe
rolling hills. “Tt’s funny, but I've hardly been
out of the Springs since we moved here. Hart-
ford savs there's noplace to go. Tt never occurs
to him that it’s fun merely to ride in the sun-
shine. merely to be alive.”

He laughed.

“Did vou and Kern Alder ride a 1o1?” she
asked.

He turned to lonk at her then, to tell her
that whatever had heen between Kern and
himseli was long gone. “We were crazy kids,”
he said. “We thought nothing of riding a
hundred miles to a dance.”

She sighed. “It’s strange how different peo-
ple’s lives are. T don’t think T've been to more
than four or five dances in my life. Father
never approved. and Hartford thinks they’re
a waste of time."”

“I'H take you,” he said, again without
thinking, “next time the firemen threw their
dance.”
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She gave him a small smile. Do you think
it would be wise?”

He knew a sudden welling urge to catch her
in his arms. to hold her with his strength, to
ferce his mouth against hers, to tell her that
he loved her as Hartford Hull could ‘er
Jove her. PBut some inner conscience which
was stronger even than his desire held him
silent for a leng moment.

Then he said. his voice emaotionless, “Some-
times 1 tire &f heing wise.”

She sensed the strain bencath his words and
was startled by her own awareress. She tried
16 shift the conversation quickly. “What will
you do when vou leave the Springs? Surely
veu wan't be content 1o wear a marshal's
badge ail your life.”

He looked cfi acress the hills steadying
hig thonehts. No one had ever ciirred him as
this girl did. yel even with the violence of his
desire ridimg through him, he censed her quiet
depth, her cteadfastnese and loyalty. This
was a person with whom vou could plan an
ordered life. future rich with companionship
and commaon enjovment. His feeling for Kern
had been surface sensation, wild moments of
desire, and then deep anger at her fckleness.

“T want a riinch.”™ he caig, “canzething that'e
mine, that T've built myself. 1 want it north
somewhere, in new country witheut the feuds
and bitternese which <till linger in Texas from
the war. T guess what F'm looking for is
peace. 1've seen a lot of fighting and 1'm
tired of it. Fighting alwavs means defeat fer
someone.”

There was more feeling in his wards than
she had cver heard there hefore, and she
looked at him with new understanding, seéing
a2 man whe had gone to war a boy. who had
come back to find no peace.

“T want a place te raise my {amily.” He was
speaking new moere to himself than to her. He
had never really put hic hepe for the future
into words before.

“Your family?”

He flushed, his laugh a small boy’s embar-
rassed sound. “T suppose every man wants a
family. somecne to carry on his name. al-
though a lot of them won’t admit it.”

“With Kern?”

He explnded then. “Definitely not with
Kern. She l-ac her points—beauty, brains and

»

TODHUNTER BALLARD

a ruthless drive—but trying to live with Kern
is like trying to ride an unbroken horse. Just
when you think you know exactly where she’s
going, she changes direction. Nc. When I
marry, if I ever do. it will be t¢c some girl
who loves the land, who will work and put
up with hardships and disappointments and
bad times to help build something permanent.
I want someone 1 can talk to, whe will want
o share the problems and help make the deci-
sions.”

Lucy smiled. “That sounds wanderful, Se
few men consider that women have brains
¢nough to do more than cook and wash dlshes
and sweep the floor.”

There was a deep hunger in her tone. They
looked at each other, and suddenly, without a
word being spoken, she was in his arms and
he was kissing her fiercely. But after the first
passienate response she was motionless, not
fighting him, but not returning his caress.

He pulled away. “Lucy.”

“Pleace. T've got ta think.”

“What’s there to think about? This had te
happen. T guess. T love vou. T've loved you
almost from the first moment T saw you. It’s
what kept me in town. Tt's why T havenlt
pulled out before now.”

“Fhere’s Hartlord.”

He felt a great violence, a surging desire to
say “To hell with Hartfordd. To hell with
evervthing but us.”* But he checked himself,
knowing by instinct that a wrong word at this
moment might well alter her mood. At least he
had hope. He had waited without hope {or a
long titme; he could wait a little Jenger with it.

He glanced araund the horizan. steadying
himself, giving the girl a moment to collect
her self-possession. He saw the dust kicked
up far behind them by twe riders. and won-
dered idly who they were.

11 he had not been so engressed in her he
might have noticed them before. They had
been following him ever since he had left the
mirshal’s office.

stood at the window of the marshals
office staring moadily out at the street.
He too had read Hartford Hull’s editerial.
Curiously, he did not feel the deep rage at the
newspaperman which had heen Joe Condon’s

D EPUTY RLANKTON was restless. He
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teaction, but he did imagine that people all
over town were thinking that he was hiding,
cooped up herc in the city hall.

Phil Moere and Blankton’s vounger bhroth-
er were out on the street. He wished that one
of them would come in and telieve him. 1o
hell with what Condon had said: he was not
going to stay out of sight. He would show the
town that no matter what thev thought of
him, he was not afraid of anyone

Finaily he could stand the inactivity no
longer. He called through the window to a
boy, and sent him in zearch of either his broth-
er or Phil Moore. Moore came in half an hour
later, leokinz at him inquiringly.

“T've heen in here long enough,” Blanktan
said flatly., “You stay and play nursemaid to
the prisoners.” :

“But Candon said-—"

“Condon isn't God.”

Phil Moore was troubled. He did not ac-
tually like Blankton, but he bad associated
himself with the older man in his own mind,
feeling that they were put upon, that they had
both gotten a poor deal.

“T don't know. The town is fairly stirred
up. Half a dozen gamblers tricd to ride me
awhile ago. T just walked away.”

“I won't walk away,” Blankton told him
darkly. “When the rats see me they'll run for
their holes.”

He turned without another word and van-
ished through the doorway. Phil Moore meved
over to the window and watched bim stride
around the corner. Then he went back to the
desk. A voice from the jail wing called bis
name. He hesitated for a moment, then went
to the grille which separated the office from
the jail corridor, and unlocked it.

“Whaut’s the matter?”

Frenchy Talbert was in the end cell, the one
in which Sam Scller had been killed. “Come
here a minute. T want to tall to you.”

Phil Moore did not move, and Talhert said
in a mocking tone, “What’s the trouble, are
you afraid?” .

Moore came forward. He swaggered a littte
as he camme, and his laugh sounded empty.
“Why should T be afraid of a man who's
locked up?”

“T won't be locked up for long”

“That’s what vou say.”
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Talbert was annoyved. He was used to hav-
ing people like Moore try to curry his favor.

“Listen, kid. You haven't many brains, but
use the few yvou have. You saw Lhe paper this
morning, Condon is through, and that fool
mayvor who's supporting him is through. [
have friends. If you don’t helieve it, whyv do
you think T could mnve into the Western Belle
when Pete was killed?”

In spite of himself, Phil Moore was im-
pressed.  All of his short life he had taken
orders from people in authority, and he was
deep!y worried by the uncertainty of Canden's
position.

The swageer was zone from his voice now.
In its place was a grudging respect. “I never
did anything to vou, I'renchy.”

Talbert smiled to himself. He was an old
hand at pushing venal public officials, “You
never did anything for me, either. T've got te
get out of here.”

“No.” The very idea horrified Phil Moore.
“Condon would kill me.”

“Loek,” said Talbert. “It’s enly a matter of
heurs until Condon won’t be marshal any
more. And Blankton's going to get killed on
the street; you can be sure of that”

Phil Moare didn’t say anything.

“Who'll be marshal then?"

Phil Moore thought about it. After all, if
Blankton and Condon were out of the way, he
would be next in Line. “T dow’t know.” His
mouth was cotton dry.

“You can be, if you play it smart. All you
have to do is stand close to the door. T'I!
reach out and grah your gun. No one is going
to blame you if you open the cell when you
have a gun lined on vou.”

“r'd ook like a fool.”

Talbert said, “Veon'll ook like a worse fool
it you don’t. Who do you think runs this
town, anvhow? You read the paper this morn-
ing. Why do vou think Hull wrote as he
did?”

Phil Moore did not know.

“Recausc he was told tn. When a man like
Hul! takes arders, what about you?"”

Still Moare could think of nothine {o say.

“Here.” Talbert reach in his inside pocket.
“At least Condon didn't take my money. [
have five hundred here.” He beld it up for
Moore to see, careful not to extend it be-
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tween the bars. “This ic only the first pay-
ment. There’s a lot more where this came
from. If vou play it right yeu can ke the
hicgest man in Dexter Springs.”

had never in his life had a hundred dol-

lars m his hands at any one time. His
eyes lit hungrily. He wavered, then slowly ad-
vanced toward the cell door, one hand ex-
tendecl. Talbert watched him like a rattler
walching a desert mouse.

When the extended hand was within inches
of the bars, Talhert's hand shot through. His
fingers locked about Phil Moore's wrist and,
with surprising strength he jerked the deputy
against the bars with a force which ncarly
stunned Moore. The deputy’s head struck
againet the grille.

For an instant he stned there. and in that
time Trenchv’s left hand snaked the heavv
eun fram the holster. The next moment it was
pointing at Moore’s stomach, Talhert’s glit-
tering evesz were only the bars’ width from the
depnfv's.

“Al] right, open up.”

Phil Moore stared at him. a protest grow-
ing an his Tins. Rnt the protest was never
uitered. His eves fell before those of the
saloon man. for he had read the resolution
there. He knew that Frenchy Talbert wauld
shoot him as dispassionately as he would step
on an ant.

He unlocked the door. Talbert was through
it with the auickness of a cat. He brought up
the heavy @um and ruthlesgly slammed it down
across Phil Moare's wead. Aloore dropned
without a =ound and Talhert stood over him
for a full ininute. looking down,

“Chump.” he said viciously, Then he
crossed to the oppecsite cell and veleasecl Yale.

The gambler huhbled with thanke< hut Tal-
bert said caldlv, “Get out of town. H vou're
caugkt azain I'll have vou killed ”

T'he man’s face went hlank. He stnad {or an
instant withont speaking. “T hope thev hang
vou.” he said. and. turning, bolted eut of the
corridor,

Talhert gave him no second thought. He
stuffed Moore’s gun into his waisthand and
walked casuifly from the office. On Second
Street he et twn men who knew him. They

PH]L MOORE was enly twentv-one. He
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stopped and stared. He nodded, a sarcastic
smile on his dark, bandsome face, and walked
by them with no apparent concern.

At the corner of Railroad Avenue he looked
up and down its dusty length, and saw Blank-
ton’s tall figure a full block away. For the
first time since he had left the jail he hesitated.
Then he darted across the tracks to lose him-
self in the maze of alleys to the south.

Blankton did not see him. Blankton's prog:
ress along the street which divided the upper
part of town from the saloen district had seen
slow and studied. At each place he had turned
in, entered the long, dark. smoky rooms,
walked as far as the end of the bars to give a
long. examining look. then had deliberately
turned, presenting his back as if inviting an
attack.

He was nnt, as a general thing, a particular-
lv daring man, and each step he took in leav-
ing was a painful uncertaintv. As vet nothing
had happevned, but each time he entered a
new saloon it took more will power. He knew
that the news of what he was doing hud passed
ahead of him dawn the row

He reached Kirk Aminstead’s place. It was
the last place in the whaole town in which he
would have expected trouble. Kirk was as
near a friend as Blankton could claim among
the men along the south side of Railroad Ave-
nue.

He turned in and found Kirk behind his
own bhar. He had barelv reached the high,
scarred counter hefore his sixth sense warned
him of tensinn. The ronm was fairly small, not
half the size of the Western Belle, vet there
were more men present than he had seen in
any other saloon that morning,

He recognized mast of them without know-
ing their names. They were garmblers from a
dozen spots along the street, hangers on who,
without visible means of suppert, somehow
managed to continue making the Springs their
heaidquarters.

He looked at
this?”

The saloon man refused to meet his eyes.
He hent to get a bettle, saying in a tone which
carried the words only to Blankton’s ears,
““Yeu shouldn't have come in here, Carl. Get
out if you can.”

Blankton turned around, his cold eyes

Kirk and asked. *“What is
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watching the faces which made a kind of wall
befere him. “I’ll take six of yeu withk me.”
There was no boasting in his voice. Now that
his moment of destinv had caught up with
him, Carl Blankton lost the fear which had
driven him fer most of his adult life.

strangely the very knowledge wiped

awav his fear. He was perfectly calm,
detachecl. He stood therc selecting the six
men. Contrary to general practice, he carried
six foads in his Colt's,

When he had made the selection, he said
mockingly, “Start the Dball. hovs. We can’t
alt live forever.”

They walched him. This was a trap, a
planned thing. vet they hesitated to spring it.
They had had the courage of numbers, but
now, under the flat threat of Blankton's eves,
each man stood alone. certain that one of the
bullets m Blankton's gun was meant for him.

One after another thev turned away. seme
clustering at the card tables. some lining up
against the bhar. The last three left facing
him, as ii realizing their loneliness at the same
time, suddenly headed for the rear door,
crowding each other in their hurry.

Blankton laughed. the tautness running out
of him. and his jeering voice cut at them
across the heavy silence. “Rats. If T see any
of vou in town after tonight, vou die.”

He backed away then. still too cautious to
turn. as he had in the other saloons, working
slewly toward the street door. He never made
it, for Frenchy Talbert had come around the
corner from the alley and reached the door in
time to see the last of the play.

He drew Phil Moore's gun. When less than
ten feet separated him from the retreating
man. he shot Blankton squarely in the middle
of the back.

At once there was turmoil within the small
room, but it stopped as Talbert stepped across
the body of the man he had just shot. He still
held the warm gun in his hand.

His voice was edged when he said. “The
street is open, bovs. The Western Belle will
be doing business within the hour.”

He turned then and went out onto Railroad
Avenue, with a dozen men following him. By
the time be reached the corner and paused to

I Ih KNEW that he was going to die. and
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unleck the big saloon, the group had swelled to
nearly a hundred.

Watching from the safety of the railroad
station waiting room, Hartford Hull had seen
the full play. He smiled to himself. His bunch
were hack in control without his even having
to show his hand. Blankton was dead. and
Joe Condon would not return to town alive.
There was no one to stop them now. Dexter
Springs would fall into their laps like an over-
ripe apple.

To TLucy Warner. who had onlv seen
caltle in pens or as thev were driven up
the town streets, the sight was breathtaking.
It was still early in the season, and wnot
many herds had preceded the Box A. Some
grass still remained along the trail. The mov-
ing herd was nearly three miles across as the
riclers let their charges zdvance slowly, feeding
as they went.

The second section of the herd was less than
half a dav behind now. o that the joint crews
hacl mingled and the animals would be driven
into the shipping pens in a continuous stream.

Joe Condon was surprised that they were so
close to town. The buckboard had covered
Jess than ten miles hefore they picked up the
point riders and learned that Pat Alder was
at the headquarter camp two miles away.

Both men on point were cool and reserved
in their greeting, altbough Joe had known
them both for a long time. He realized that
the breach between him and the Box A was
very wirde. So he was not surprised, when he
pulled up to the chuck wagon, to have Pat
Alder look at him as if thev bhad never met,
and then turn away.

What did surprise him was the fact that
Kern Alder was present. He guessed that she
had ridden out from town that morning, and
this was confirmed by the sight of a newspaper
tossed on the ground which he recognized as
that dav’s Sentinel.

Kern came forward as he stepped down and
offered Lucy his hand, and her voice was
sharp, commanding as she called after her fa-
ther, “Lucy Warner is here. Come and make
her welcome.”

Pat Alder could he brusque with men, but
it was not in him to be rude to a woman. He

T HI Bax A herd was spread wut for miles.
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came back. pointedly ignoring Condon. and
said to Lucy, “You are welcome, ma’am. I'm
glad you came out. You can tell your father
that we’ll reach the pens with the first caitle
sometime tomnrrow. and that three days
should see them all delivered.”

Lucy was looking around her. “T've never
seen so many animals in my life.”

Pat’s mouth twisted. “T'l] be glad to see the
last of them. You can get real tired of a steer
in three theusand miles.”

Kern laughed. "“And six months from new
vou'll be ready te bring up ancther herd.”

“Noi here.” His hard eyes had scttled on
loe Condon. and there was a threat in his
voice. “We're coming in armed,” he said, “and
youd betier have that murdering deputy out
of town if vou don't want him hung.”

The coek and helper had stopped to listen,
and from the tail of his eye Cendon saw them
edge closer. Had the girls not been present he
would have suspected that this could develop
into deep trcuble. But e knew the rancher
well enough (0 be certain that Alder would not
allow anything to start while they were there,
nG matier how great Ins rage.

He said, “You've known me a long time,
Pat. You know T don’t like killing, and T don’t
like trouhle, and there isn’t going to be any
trouble at the Springs as leng as I'm wearing
this star.” He said it quietly, with no boast-
ing. but with an edged warning in his voice.

Thev glared at each other. Tt was not the
first time that he and Pat two men with strong
personalites and native stubbornness, had
differed.

“Your crew will he treated like any other
crew. They will take off their guns the min-
ule thev ricde into town, and they will leave
Lthem off until they ride aut. That’s final.”

“And if we don’t?”

“T’Il personally jail everv one T catch. This
game is for keeps, Pat. You'll have 1o kill me
to stop me.”

Lucy Warner had never seen Condon like
this. She glanced at Kern Alder, her eves full
of worrv. Kern was watching the two men, a
small pleased smile on her face, almost as if
she were egging them on, urging them to fight
for her entertainment.

But Lucy did not share her enjovment. She
took a step forward, saying to Pat Alder, “If
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you won’t listen to him, listen to me. There
are a lot of decent people m Dexter Springs,
people who regretted the death of vour man as
much as you de. Don’t turn eur town into a
shambles. Joe is doing his best tc handle a bad
sitnation. Help him; don’t fight him.”

Alder turned to look at her, and he came as
near rudeness as he could with a woman. He
said, *You should try to straighten things out,
Condon is vour man; make him have some
sence. TIf he’ll turn this Blankton over to us,
1 promise you there will be no trouble, that
ne gun will be worn in town, that nct ane of
my riders will enter a saloon or even stay in
tewn overnight.”

She glanced at Condon. His face looked as
if it had been carved out of granite. He said
evenly, “You know 1 can’t do that. Pat. You
wouldn’t give up a man of your crew to any-
one, not even if he were the worst murderer
alive” .

Alder grunted.

“And Blankton isn’'t that. He was shooting
in self-defense. The real peopie to blame are
Frenchy Talbert and that gambler Vale. 1
have them in jail.”

"“Give them to me.”

“T can’t do that either. I'm a law officer.
If I can prove anything against them, I'll send
them to prison”” He was talking to emply
air. Pat Alder had turned and walked away.

Kern said in an casv tone, “You're wasting
your time. loe.”

-He gave her a weary shrug.

“You might as well ge back to town,” she
said. "In fact, 111 ride back with you. My
horse threw a shoe coming out. and he’s a
little lame.”

Conden said stiffly, “I’m surprised that any-
one from the Box A would ricle with me.”

She laughed at him and turned te Lucy.
“You're lucky you have your handsome editor
and don’t have to put up with this bull-headed
cowboy. T thought T might marry him once.
In fact, if worst cemes te the worst I'll prob-
ably marry him after all. Bur you have to
undersiand Joe, know how to handle him.”

neath the heavy tan. At the moment he
could have strangled Kern with his two
hands. He swung and walked awav.

C’ONDON knew that his face was red be-
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Behind him ke heard Kern say, “Men are
all atike. You have to handle them. The min-
ate you treat one as an equal yeu've lost your
power over them.” She laughed again and
came toward the buckboard, with Lucy War-
ner following uncertainly.

They drove in silence, moving carefully
through the scattered herd so as not to stam-
pede them. The steers were being pushed fast-
er than they had been on the trail. Tt took
almost two hours before they passed the out-
flung point tiders. Condon judged that they
were not over five miles, at most, from the
pens.

There was little time for him to do any-
thing. The showdown was plodding up the
trail behind him. not fast, but moving with
relentless steadiness.

They had no warning. They were driving
threugh a break in the rew of sand hills, where
a small creek had cut a path across the rolling
terrain, when two riders pulled clear of a
thicket of cottonwood to their right and were
on each side of the team before he recalized that
anything was wrong.

Both men had their neckerchiefs up across
the lower puart of their faces, and his first
thought was of a holdup. He almost laughed,
thinking of the very small stm of monev he
carried. One rider had grabbed the reins and
was holding the nervous team. The other rode
to the side of the buckboard.

“Alf right, Marshal, step dewn.” Not untit
then did Condon realize that the masked men
knew who ke was. Both girls had been staving
at the men i uncertain surprise,

Involuntarily Tucy said, “No,” and started
to stand up. The man on the horse heside the
huckboard reached over swith his free hand
and pushed her back into the seat.

“Sit down, act sensible, and neither of vou
girls will get hurl. We just want a little 1alk
with {the marshal.”

Condaon got to his feet, Had he been alone,
he would have tried for his gun. But, with the
girls in the wagon, he made no effort toward
it. Kern Alder chase this moment ta scize the
lines which Condon had dropped. The atten-
tion of both men wus certered on the marshal,
and neither was watching her.

She bent forward carefullv, lifted the lines,
and caught them in her left hand. She edged
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her right down along the dangling ends. Sud-
denly she rose up, yelling at the horses, bring-
ing over the ends of the lines to snap smartly
across their backs.

They jumped, stactled, jerking free of the
grip the rider hefore them had on the left
horse’s hridle, rearing so that their pawing
front hoofs knocked his mount sidewise.

The scared horse went to his knees, threw-
ing his rider over his head. The team plunged
on, one hoof striking the fallen man’s head,
killing him instantly. The second man breught
his horse around with a curse. Kern was still
standing, screeching at the top of her voice,
as the buckbeard jounced over the rough
¢round.

Behind them, the secondd man was spurring
desperately, his gun raised. He fired ocnce, the
bullet cutting over their heads. The second
shot caught Kern in the back, and she would
have faflen from the carcening wagon had not
Concon reached out to grab an arm and pull
her free of the spinning wheels,

He lifted her already limp body across him
ieta Lucy’s fap, shouting, “Hold her.”

Then, ignoring the racing horses and the
ckingling tines, he twisted. His first shot struck
the following hiorse in the head and the asimal
somersaulted in the air, pitching its rider to
the ground

Condon dropped the sun and leaned far
forward to catch the lines. Then, siraining
backward with all his might, he tried to check
the frichlened horses. But they had traveled
a gnod quarter of a mile before he zot them
under control.

He swung clowu then. not trusting them. He
led them to a stand of cottonwood along the
creek and tiecl them before he turned to the
wagon. Kern was entirely limp in Lucy's
arms now.

In answer to his unspoken guestion, Lucy
saicl in a shaken vaice, “T think she’s dead.”

Surprisingly, Kern said in a weak voice,
“Not vet.”

Condon reached up and lifted her down as
gently as he conld, shocked at the ameunt of
bloed that stained her dress. The weund in
her back was close under the left shoulder
blade, and he could not see how the heavy
bullet could have missed her heart.

“We've got to get her to the dactor, quick.”
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I IF.R eves opened, and there was the

barest trace of the old smile he had
known so well. “Kiss me, Joe.”

He kissed her gently, his lips just brushing
hers, and she said against them, “No doctor.
I won't last a mile. This is it, Joe.”

He had trouble with words; his voice mus-
cles were stiff. “Sure vou will.”

Her hcad moved slightly and she saw Lucy.
“He's about the best there is, and I treated
him rough. Make up for it, will you?” She
coughed then, there was a sudden rush of
blood from her mouth, and che was dead.

Condon stared down al her, not believing i,
feeling empty now, completelv washed out.
She had been a part of his life, she had Jleft
marks on him, and. with all her selfishness, her
lack of real feeling for others. <he had still
offered him something which he would never
quite find in anyone else.

Slowly he eased her lieht hody to the
ground. for a momeni unable ta think clearly,
to decicle what tn do. Tt was Tucy who tonk
over with a hriskness foreign to her, as if she
had gained a certain decisive quality from the
dead girl.

“Her father will have to know.”

“Of course.”

“And those men-—are they dead?”

He thought of them with rising ¢neer, The
whole thing had heen an frnitless. 1f Kern had
not tried te drive awav. she would still be
alive. And then it hit him with full sudden-
ness. She had saved him. She had given her
life for him.

Theyv drove slowlv back to where the gun-
man’s horee had gone down. The man hacl
dragged himself to one sicle. He sat up as
Condon jumned down. hard faced. his gun in
his hand. and walked forward.

“My leg’s broken.” The vaice was whining,
pleading.

Condon leoked at
hired vou?”

The man turned sullen. Condon retrieved
his gun irom the grass fiftv feet awav. As he
turned, he saw two riders in the southern dis-
tance, and guessed thev were the men who
had been on point. riding over to investigate.

It was a silent, stony-faced group which
rode to where Pat Alder still sat beside the
chuckwagon. He stood up and moved forward.

him unmoved. “Who
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He stood leoking at his daughter in a kind of
dazed, unbelieving way as if his mind refused
te credit what his eyes told him. Then he
looked at Condon.

But it was Lucy Warner who told him what
had happened. She took his gnarled. rope-
broken hands in both her own, and told of his
daughter’s ceurage, of how she had driven the
team against the mounted man. of how she
had saved her and Condon’s lives.

When she had finished, Pat Alder lifted his
daughter’s body in his arms and, carrying her
over, laid her on a blanket beside the fire.
Then he walked te the killer who had been
brought in by the point riders.

The man sat. his broken leg stretched out
hefore him, his sullen face gray with pain and
fear, his eyes on the grouncl. He had no hope.
He knew already that in the minds of every
ene of these reck-faced men his fate was
sealed.

He stared un at Pat Alder now. saving in a
shaky voice, “T didn’t mean to kill vour girl.
We were going to let her go. We wanted him.”
He nodded to Condon.

“Who hired vou?” Alder could barely con-
trel his words.

“Why should T tell veu?
way.”

“Yau're dead.” There was no feeling in
Alder’s words. “But vou'll tell me before vou
die, or there won’t be an unbroken hone in
your hody.”

Sweat macle an inhealthy sheen acrnss the
pallor of the man’s face. “What do 1 owe
Frenchy? T wasn’t even paid.”

Condon said, “It wasn’t Frenchy who hired
vou. He's in jail. Who did hire you? Who's
behind Talbert?”

The man's nuzzlement was  genuine.
“There’s no one hehind Talbert. He’s the boss,
as far as T know. T went and talked to him
through the jail window.”

Condon turned his back. There was no way
to pierce the blanket of secrecy which seemed
to surround Talhert's actions. TIn his own
mind he had decided to beat the information
out of the saloon man.

They buried Kern beside the small creek.
Lucy said timidly that she sheuld be taken to
the little graveyard in town. Pat Alder looked
at her, and his veice was harsh.

['m dead any-
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“T wouldn't have her in that stinking town.
I wouldn’t bury a dog there.”

Afterward he stood beside Condon, not
speaking for a long minute. Then he said,
“She was a good person.”

He spoke as if he wanted confirmation, as if
he were not quite sure in his own mind.

“She was the best. There was no one like
her.” Joe Condon said it honestly.

“This Talbert that you have in jail—give
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the Box A was gathered around the fire, si-
lently watching him talk to Alder.

He turned and went over to where Lucy
steod, saying in a low voice, “We’d better go.”

She understood. He ceuld see it in her eves.
She said nothing, realizing that there was
nothing to be said. Thev drove off in silence,
moving back through the vast herd. The sun
was well down in the west and he wanted to
get clear of the cattle before darkness.
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him to me.”

Condon said steadily, “I’ll handle him, Pat.”

Alder did not secem to hcar.

“We’ll be in,” he said. “You'd better go on
ahead. I wouldn’t want Miss Lucy around
when it happens.”

ONDON knew he was talking about the
C killer. He nodded. Even if he had had
any impulse to try to save the man’s
life, there was nothing he could do. Most of

Neither of them spoke, yet there was an
awareness between them which made the air
strained and uneasy. It was as if both knew
that there were things which had to be said,
but were not vet ready to face them.

Once clear of the cattle, he whipped the
horses into a trot and they bounced across the
uneven ground. The lights of the town come
up before them as they mounted the last rise
of swelling hills and dropped down toward the
railroad, two miles away.
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They came in at the southeast end, since
the trail led te the catile pens and loading
chutes, and crossed Railroad Avenue on Sixth.
Out of hahit, Joe Condon looked down the
long wide street. Then he froze, jerking the
jaded team to an abrupt halt.

Five blacks away, the lights of the Western
Belle blazed out through its windows Be-
fore the saloon was a crowd of men, reaching
almost 1o the railroad tracks. Even at this
distance he could hear their shouts and
laughter.

Lucy was staring past his shoulder. “What's
going enp”

“T don’t know,” hc said grimly, not sus-
pecting that the celebration was because of
his supposed death. “But I'll find out.”

He whipped up the team and drove
quickly across to the Denver Street entrance
10 the livery and into the runway. The barn
man came fcrward g« Condon helped the girl
down.

He said, "Marshal, where've vou been?
There's hell to pay.”

Condon laoked at him. “What's happesed?”

“Car] Blankten's dead. Talbert is out of
jail and has reopened the Western Belile.
Evervore on this side of the tracks is scared.
Thevre talking about hiding under the beds.”

Cenden turped to the girl. “T’ll have Bob
drive you homc.” He nodded to the barn man,
then, without waiting for an answer, turned
and headed quickly for the deor.

Lucy stopped him iust before he vanished
inte the street. *Joe, be careful”

He came intc the marshal’s office to find
it dark. A voice halted him as he entered the
door, a frightened voice. “Stay where vou
are.”

He caid <harply, “It's Joe Condon,” and
heard a long-drawn breath.

“Joe, it's you” There was reliel, amaze-
ment, unbelief blended

He said impatiently., “Of course it’s me.
Light a light. What the hell i geing on
here, anyhow?”

He heard a man scratched, and saw Phil
Moore cutlined in the tiny flame. Then the
big lamp’s wick caught, dissolving the shad-
ews {rom the room. It showed him Harvey
Blankion at the open window, a shoigun in
his hands. Phit Moore was just turing from
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the lamp, after replacing the chimney.

“Have vou heard? Carl’s dead. Talbert
shot him in the back,” I’hil said.

Condon nodded. “How did Talbert get
out?”

Phil Moore teuched the side of his head,
where 3 swelling bruise shewed through his
thin hair. “1 got toc close to the door. He
grabbed my gun ang got the keys.”

Condon stared at him hleakly. “All right,
tell it the way it happened.”

Phil Moore tried 1¢ stare him cdown, and
failed. His eyes fell away. He was scared,
shaken. In fumbling words he teld exactly
what had happened.

Condon cursed him. “1 chould kill vou, but
I haven't got time. Now, what’s happened

since?”
It was Harvey Blankton who said. “Every-
thing. Talbert immediately reopened the

Western Belle, and all the toughs gathered
around him. Then he sent word here that if
either Phil or 1 tried te cross Railroad Aven-
ue, we were dead. In the middle of the aiter-
noon a rumor went through town that vou
had heen killed, and when you didn’t show up
by dark we believed it. What else could we
do?” He zounded a little guilty, as if he
feared that Condon would blame him, along
with Phil Moore.

Condon said, “There’'s nothing veu could
have done that T know of. Have you scen
the mayor?”

“He and Hull were here earlier. Both of
them told us to stay out of sight und not stir
things up. I den’t know where they are now,
but people were gathering at the mayor’s
house.”

“All right. Stay here. Put your lights cut,
and if they try to come after you, slip out
the back door. You aren’t going to help
things by getting yourselves killed.”

He was gone almgst before they could an-
swer, hcading down Second at a run. He saw
the blaze of lights long before he reached
the house, and realized that it was full of
people and there were men in the yard.

E WAS challenged as he reached the
H the gate, and stopped, calling his name.
The shock of hearing Condon’s voice
was almest tos much {or Harfcrd Hull, for
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it was he standing in the darkness, a shotgun
In his hands.

All eveping it had amused him to play
his double part, to sit in the ceuncil and de-
bate ways and means of protecting the people
north of the tracks from the moly prewling
between the zaloons south of Railread Avenue.

He knew that there would be no reul attack,
since it was not part of his plan to destroy the
town, but the more he could make these people
believe their danger the more he could control
their actions.

In mid-afternoon he had voluntecred to
cross the street for a confercnce with Tailbert,
estensibly Lo get the saloon man to call off
his wolves, actnally to set their plans in the
privacy of Talbert’s office. It was then he
feaned that I'renchy had put two men on the
marshal’s trail, with erders to follow him
wherever he went and ambush him.

Talbert had not known, when he gave the
order, that Condon would leave town, but
that happening had played directly into their
hands. Hull returned to the mayor with the
rumor that Condon was dead.

The news had shaken Boyce, and for the
first time the little man bad lost part of his
nerve. He was aware that in mneither Phil
Moore nor Harvey Blanlkton did he have the
strength to centrel the situation,

It was then that he had called some forty
merchants and their wives to his home, form-
ing a kind of citizens’ committee for their
joint pretectien. He had appointed Hull as
the lcader, celying on the man's past military
experience,

It took Hull only a few moments to recever
frem his sheck. His voice was warm when
he came {orward, saying quickty, “Joe, you're
alive! We heard you were dead.”

“I'm net.” Conden brushed past him, hur-
rying up the walk with Hull at his heels. “But
the men who tried to kill me are dead, and
they shot Kern Alder by accident.”

The news jarred Hull, but he was jarred
morc when he stepped inside and heard Con-
don say to the mayor, “You can s5top worrying.
Pat Alder is en his way up with twenty riders.
As soon as they get here T'll clean out that
bunch around the Western Belie and close
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every saloon along Railroad Avenue.”

Hull said in a diskelieving voice, “You mean
Alder will fight with you, after the trouble
you two had?”

Condan turned to look at him. “These two
men Taibert sent after me Kkilled Alder’s
daughter.”

There was silence in the crowded room, an
air of stupefying shock. Few of these people
had known Kern Alder, hut they had seen her
during the short pericd she had been in town.
Her death touched them more than the news
that Klankton and Cap T.ennox and Dete
Ortruan had been murdered. 1f she were
dead, then their wives and daughters were
not safe.

No one noticed that Hartford Hull had
slipped from the roem. Ii anvone saw that
he was gone they would have assnmed that
he had returned to his post in the vard. But
Hull did not linger there. He hurried along
Second until he reached the corner of Railroad
Avenue. There he called to a member of the
shouting crowd and sent him with a message
to Frenchy Talbert. Condon was at the may-
or’s house. Condon bad te dic before Alder's
men arrived.

The mob came up both Second and Third.
Despite the fact that mere than hall ef them
were drunk, they were orderly, and there was
purpese in their march. The men within
the house hcard them long before they arrived.
Hull, who had rushed back to his post in the
yard came in, his face showing strain.

“We'd betier get the women and Kids out
of here, quickly.”

Boyce was steady, the rest of the ceuncil
members inclined to panic. He gave his or-
ders, and the women and children stole
through the rear door and across the dark yard.
The mob advanced along the street, & dozen
flaming torches lighting its noisy progress.
Boyce started for the {ront door.

His wife had remained. She elbowed for-
ward 10 seize his arm. “Jerome, don’t go out.
They’l] kill you.”

He put her aside, not gently. and went
along the hall. Hull stopped him near the
door. “Let the marshal go. It’s his business.”

Condon had heard, and was shoving for-
ward. Jerome Boyce’s voice was more com-
manding than anvone had ever heard it. " Stay

TODHUNTER BALLARD

where you are, Joe. I'm the mayor. I'm the
one to talk to them.”

He went on then, thrusting the front door
open and coming cut ente the porch as the
leaders of the unwielding crowd came against
his light fence, splintering it by the very
weight of their numbers. He stood there, a
small figure facing them, and the shock of
ceeing that he was alone made them pause.

“What's the meaning of this?” His voice
cutl through the night, loud and demanding
and steady. “(Go back where vou came from.”

“We want Condon. Where's the marshal,
the butcher?”

“I have no idea.”

“You're a liar.” Tt was Frenchy Talbert, in
the forefrent of the mob. “He’s inside. Bring
him out hefore we burn yvour place.”

BUT Joe Coundon was no longer in the

house. He slipped across the rear yard.
stopping suddenly uas he saw someone
maove in the darkness. “Who is it?”
“Joe.”” There was a surge of relief in her
voice.
“Lucy, what are vou doing heve?”
“Some of the women ran to cur house. |
came over to see what was happening.”
“Boyce is talking to the mob from the
porch. Listen.”
Through the night they heard Talbert
shout, “You’re threugh, Boyvee. You and Joe

~Condon made all this trouble. You're leaving

town first thing in the morning.”

The mayor’s voice was deceptively mild.
“T amp”

“We'll elect 2 new mayor. You and Joe
Condon started all the trouble here.”

“And who will vou elect?”

There was a pause, then Talbert <aid, “T'm
in busincss here, like vou are. T don’t want
trouble, but T was arrested and my place was
closed without cause. 1 want semcone who
wiil be fair to both sides. What about Hart-
ford Hull? You surelv can’t ohject to him,
and the boys south of the tracks know he’s
fair and honest.”

Lucy drew a breath of relief. “Ii they let
Hartford take over, everything will ke all
right. He's a good manager. He'll stop this
trouble.”

“Nothing will stop it unti]l Pat Alder gets
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here,” Condon said quietly. Then, before she
realized it, he was gone, fading back into the
darkness. She would have fnllowed, but she
did not know what direction he had taken.
Reluctantly she turned to the house.

On the surface, a compromise had Dbeen
reached, and everyone within the wayor’s
home was relieved. Boyce resigned and, as
his last official act, appointed Hull as acting

mayor. Hull made a short speech to the
crowd.
He said that Joe Condon was suspended

pending an investigation, and he appointed
two men as acting marshals. Then he walked
to a corner of the porch and talk to Frenchy
Talbert in a low voice.

“Condon’s gone. 1 don’t know where he
is, but I've told Bunch and Forster to arrest
him on sight.” He nocdded toward the two men
he had just appointed marshals, and who were
the two riders who had lead the attack on
the beef herd.

Talbert was worried.
this Alder have?”

“Condon said abeut twenty. If they ride in,
Bunch will try to make them give up their
guns. They won’t, so he'll deputize every man
in sight and try to arrest them. The only
thing we don’t want is for Alder to get killed
before he collects the geld for his cattle. We
want that gold and the cows too.”

Talbert said, “It’s in the bank.”

They looked at each other in a long mo-
ment of understanding. The risks were great,
but the rewards were high. Hull went back
inte the house, well-pleased with himself. The
mob was making its noisy way back dewn the
street.

Lucy said,
yOU»"

He smiled at her. “The trouble is over. If
Condon had used his head, it might never
have started. You can’t arrest a man like
Talbert. He has teo many friends.”

She started to protest, but he had already
turned away. Outside, Frenchy Talbert was
giving orders, posting guards at the edge of
town to warn him of Aldet’s approach, and
perhaps to catch Condon. But he was too
late. Joe Conden had already ridden out.

(To be concluded in the next issue)
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