ALL STORIES NEW... NO REPRINTS

wmmmm

FEATURING

THE PROUD ONE

by Kenneth L. Sinclair

DECISION
AT THREE MILE

by Gift Cheihire



MOST ANY

Reducing Specialist Says: Where e o
LOSE WEIGHT s 00v Wit

Relaxing < Soothing
Penetrating Massage

ELECTRIC

S jo tft r a

FOR GREATEST BENEFIT IN REDUCING

by massage use spat REDUCER with

or without electricity i Also used as
aid in the relief of pains for which
issage Is indicated.

Seduce*

ONDftWRtmS
LABORATORY

TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT!

Don’t Stay FAT- You Can LOSE
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY V"BAS?'r*

With the SPOT REDUCER you con now enjoy ihe benefit* of RELAXING,
SOOTHING mouoge in the privacy of your own home! Simple to use—just
plug in. grosp hondle ond apply over moil ony port of the body—stomach,
hip*, cheit, neck, thighs, arms, buttocks, etc. The relaxing, soothing map
toge breoks down FATTY TISSUES, tones the muscles ond flesh, ond the in>
creased awakened blood circulation carries owoy waste fat—helps you
regain ond keep o firmer ond more GRACEFUL FIGURE!

fk IKE o magic wand, the “ Spot
Reducer” obeys your every

«ft* wish. Most any part of your
body where it is loose and flabby,
wherever you have extra weight and
inches, the "Spot Reducer” can aid
you in acquiring o youthful, slender
and graceful figure. The beauty of
this scientifically designed Reducer
is that the method is so simple and
easy, the results quick, sure and
harmless. No exercises or strict diets.
furkish baths— MASSAGE! No steombaths, drugs or laxatives. laboratory approved.

TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME!

Mail this coupon wifh only $1 for your Spot Reducer on opproval. Pay postman
wmaMmmEMmM

$8.95 plus delivery— or send $9.95 (full price) ond we ship postage prepaid. Use
it for ten days in your own home. Then if nol delighted return Spot Reducer for full
purchase price refund. Don't delay! You hove nothing to lose— except ugly, embar- jBODY MASSAGER CO., Dept. B-46
318 Market St., Newark, N. J.
* please send me the Spot Reducer for

YOUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME
Take pounds off— keep slim
and trim with Spot Reducer!
Remarkable new invention
which uses one of the most
effective reducing methods
employed by masseurs and

When you use the Spot Reducer, it's almost like hoving your awn private
masseur at home. Its fun reducing this woyl It not only helps you reduce
and keep slim—but also aids in the relief of those types of aches and pains
—and tired nerves that can be helped by massagel The Spot Reducer it
hondsomely mode of light weight aluminum ond rubber ond truly a beouti-
ful invention you will be thankful you own. AC 110 volts. Underwriters

rassing, undeSiroble pounds of FAT. MAIL COUPON nowl

ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS  LOSE WEIGHT

10 days trial

| period. | enclose 51- Upon arrival | will pay post-
OR NO CHARGE man only $8.95 plus postage rnd handling. If not
| delighted | may return SPOT REDUCER within 10

USED BY EXPERTS

Thousands have lost weight
this way — in hips, abdo-
men, legs, arms, necks, but-
tocks, etc. The same method
used by stage, screen and
radio  personalities and
leading  reducing  salons.

| days for prompt refund of full purchase price.

I O 1 enclose $12.98. Send DelLuxe Model.

Name

CAN'T SLEEP: MUSCULAR ACHES:

Relax with electric Spot Re-
ducer See how soothing its
gentle mossoge can be.
Helps you sleep when mas-
sage can be of benefit.

A handy helper for transient
relief of discomforts that
con be aided by gentle,
relaxing massage.

The Spot Reducer can be
used in your spore time, in
the privacy of your own
room

ORDER IT TODAY!

j C SAVE POSTAGE-check here if you enclose $9.95
I with coupon. We pay all postage and handling charges.
| Some money back guarantee applies.




Howto CRACK the education barrier

Is there an “education barrier” between you and promotion?
Are young college graduates being brought in to fill positions

above you?

You can break down that barrier
. surprise fellow employees and win

responsibility, prestige

.. gain real security,

their respect. You can match yourself against the smartest of
the college boys and come out a WINNER. Here’s how!

AN HOUR A DAY THE

If you can spare an hour a day, if
you have the determination to make
good, if you're willing to invest
pennies now for dollars later on-
then 1.C.S. can help you. You can
be a man or woman, young or old,
skilled or unskilled. So long as you

Just pick the subject you want!

Only 1.C.S. offers you such a wide range of
subjects to choose from. Drafting. Engineer-
ing. Television. Aeronautics. Business. High
891 courses
oldest, largest home-study school.
the best known in business and industry.

School.

in all.

For Real Job Security-Get an I. C. S. Diplomal!

1.C.S. WAY!

can understand simple language
and illustrated training manuals,
you need have no doubts. The I.C.S.
hour-a-day plan is success-proved.
You learn while you earn —any-
where, any time. And the cost?—
less than a quarter a day!

Free catalog plus free books!

1.C.S, is the
It is also

When you mail the coupon below, you get a complete
catalog on the subject you check with information about
employment opportunities, training requirements, etc.
And you get “How to SucceedT—8(i pages of valuable
Ups on winning recognition, pay raises, success. Also, a
free sample lesson in basic mathematics.

I. C. S., Scranton 9, Penna. Home S~udv'cTncll

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 622761,

SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

(Partial list of 277 courses)

Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED” and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which I have marked X (plus sample lesson):

ARCHITECTURE
and BUILDING
CONSTRUCTION

8 Air Conditioning—Refrig.

Architecture

O Architectural Interior

O Building Contractor

O Building Maintenance

O Carpenter and Mid Work

O Estimating

0 Heating

O Painting Contractor

O Plumbing

O Reading Arch. Blueprint*
ART

Q Cartooning

0 Commercial Art

ashion lllustrating
Magazine lllustrating
O Show C.,d hhd'Sign Lettering
D Sketching and Painting
AUTOMOTIVE
O Auto Body Rebuilding
Auto Elec. Technician
SAulo-Engine Tune Up
0O Automobile

Name_

Occupation”™
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Television Technician

AVIATION

Aeronautical Engineering Jr.
Aircraft 4 Engine Mechanic
BUSINESS

Advertising

Bookkeeping and Accounting
Business Administration
Business Correspondence
Public Accounting

Creative Salesmanship
Federal Tax

Letter-writing Improvement
Office Management
Professional Secretary
Retail Business Management
Sales Management
Stenographic-Secretarial
Traffic Management
CHEMI $ TRY

Chem. Lab. Technician
Genera! Chemistry

Natural Gas Prod. A Tran*.
Petroleum Engineering
Plastics

Pulp and Paper Making

—_Age

CIVIL, STRUCTURAL
ENGINEERING
ivil Engineering

Eonslruction Engineering

O Highway Engineering

D Reading Struct Blueprints
Sanitary Engineering

Q Structural Engineering

O Surveying and Mapping
DRAFTING

O Aircraft Drafting

0 Architectural Drafting

O Electrical Drafting

Q Mechanical Drafting

O Mine Surveying and Mapping

O Plumbing Drawing and
Estimating

O Structural Drafting
ELECTRICAL
lectrical Engineering
Electrical Maintenance

O Electrician O Contracting

D Lineman
HIGH SCHOOL

O Commercial O Good English

Q High School Subjects

O Mathematics

Home AdCr

LEADERSHIP o

O Foremanshtp
O Industrial Supervision
Q Leadership and Organization
O Personnel-Labor Relation*
MECHANICAL
AND SHOP
O Gas—Electric Welding

[¢]
[¢]
[u}
[u}

RAILROAD

Air Brakes O Car Inspector
Diesel Locomotive
Locomotive Engineer

Section Foreman

STEAM AND

DIESEL POWER

O Heat Treatment [ Metallurgy 0 Combustion Engineering

O Industrial Engineering O Diesel—Elec. 0 Diesel Eng*a

O Industrial Instrumentation O Electric Light and Power

D Industrial Supervision O Stationary Fireman

O Internal Combustion Engines [ Stationary Steam Engineering

O Machine Design-Drafting TEXTILE

O Machine Shop Inspection O Carding and Spinning

O Machine Shop Practice O Cotton, Rayon, Woolen Mfg.

O Mechanical Engineering D Finishing and Dyeing

Q Quality Control O Loom Fixi'g) Textile Des'ing

0 Reading Shop Blueprints O Textile Eng'rg O Throwing
Refrigeration D Warping and Weaving
Sheet Metal Worker MISCELLANEOUS

O Tool Design O Toolmaking & Domestic Refrigeration
RADIO, TELEVISION O Marin# Engineering

O Industrial Electronics O Ocean Navigation

D Practical Radio TV EngVng  Q Professional Engineering

O Radio and TV Servicing
O Radio Operating

_.Working Hours_

Q Short Story Writing

Q

Telephony

Canadian residents tend coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian. Ltd.,
. Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.

Montreal, Canada. . .
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| Trained These Men

(itn Mow)> H Spate Timt
“Four month* after enrolling

[ averaged $10 to $15 a week aervic-
| ing »ets in spare time Now have
\ full-time business.'.—William

; Weyde. Brooklyn. New York

C*W TttVik'in with tsfjs Shsg
"In a year | opened my full time
radio shop NR! training qualified
me as Instructor during war Now
Chief Radio arid TV Serviceman.”
—P <j. Brogan, Louisville. Ky.

Qoli /Cb 10 Suit Oan Buthwu

m

WWWwu nuafioruy

*1 decided to quit my job and do Radio, even without Television i* bigger

televiaion work full time 1 love my than aver. 115 million home and
work and am doing all right I'm

not just punchlng a time clock.”
W in F Kline Cincinnati Ohio

VMl Control Engineer
*My position with WNBT is
video control angineer on the
RCA color project. | owe a lot of
my success to your textbooks."
Warren Deem, Malveme, N. Y.

auto
radios and 3000 Radio Broadcasting
Stations give interesting jobs to service
technicians, operators, enigineers. NOW
ADD TELEVISION. 25 million TV
homes and_the total growing rapidly.
200 Television stations on the air,
hundred* more under construction.
Color Television soon to be a reality.
Vv AIl this adds up to good pay now, a
bright future for men who qualify

You Practice Broadcasting-Servicing

with Kits

‘WPROVtD MEMBER, NATIONAL HOME STU

of Parts | Send

pracucal expenence That¥ why NR1
by DOING. My training includes
you use to build equipment and get
common to both Radio and Tele-
~ower Broadcasting Transmitter you
build as part of my Com-
munications Course. Also

shown is modem Radio

you build as part of my
Servicing Course. My free

hook tells about other
equipment you build. Mail

<oupon. All equipment is

AVAILABLE TO

UNDER GI BILLS

DY COUNCIL,"

America’s Fast Growing Industry Offers You
GOOD PAY-BRIGHT FUTURE-SECURITY

Training PLUS opportunity is the
PERFECT COMBINATION for

job security, advancement When

times are good, the trained man
makes the BETTER PAY, gets
PROMOTED. When jobs are scarce,
the trained man enjoys GREATER
SECURITY. NRI training can
help assure you and your family
more of the better things of life.

Start Sow to Moke $10, $15
s Week Extra Fixing Sets
An important benefit of my Radio-
Television training is that you can
start to cash in fast. | start’'sending
you special booklets that show you
how to fix sets the day you enroll.
Multitester you build with parts |
send helps you discover and correct
troubles, helps you make money
fixing neighbors’sets in spare time
while training. Many NRI students
make $10, $15a week extra this way.
My training is practical, complete.
You benefit by my 40 years’ experi-
ence training men at home. My well-

GoodlorBaoth.

illustrated lessons give you basic
principles you need, and my skillfully
developed” kits of parts “bring to
life" things you learn from the lessons.

find Out AboutTkisTtttod Way
to M k Pay— Mail Coupon
Without obligating you in any way,
I'll send an Actual Lesson to prove
that my training is practical, thor-
ough. My 64-page book, “"How to be
a Success in Radio-Television',” shows
what my graduates are domg, earn-
ing. It gives important facts about
your opportunities in Radio-Tele-
vision, tells about kits I furnish for
practlcal experience. Youdon’t have
to leave home or give up your job to
take NRI course. You learn at home
in your spare time on terms as low as
$6'a month. Many of my graduates
make more than the total cost of my
training in just two weeks. Mail
coupon below now to J. E. SMITH,
President, National Radio Insti-
tute, Dept 5MQ, Washington 9,
D. C. Our 40th Year.

TREE

Notional Radio Imtitute, WothInfllon 9, D. C,
Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-page Book, FREE,
(No salesman will call. Please write plainly.)

Name

City.......

V«TS

-...Zone.

....Sute.,,



Bouncy Boxer
Dear Editor:

I would greatly appreciate it if you would in-
clude me in your RANCH ROMANCES Pen Pal
column. | am 24 years old, six feet tall, and a
boxer by profession. | would welcome some pen

pals of the opposite sex.
FRANK ISAIAH

929 North Robberson
Springfield, Missouri

Record Collector
Dear Editor:

I am 20 years old, 5'5" tall, and have brown hair
and eyes. 1 like dancing, collectin% records, and
most sports. | would like to hear from people of
all ages, and would especially like to hear from
servicemen. | will do tnv best to answer all letters.

DARLENE CAROTHERS

128 So. Inex Street
Hemet, California

Anxious
Dear Editor:
| hope there is room in your Air Mail column
for me. | am IS years old and have brown hair and

gray eyes. | like horseback riding, fishing and
huntin?. I will be glad to get letters from boys
or girls between the ages of 14 and 16.

DICK ATKINS

c/o H. G. Franklin
Route 1 )
Onalaska, Washington

Hard Worker
Dear Editor:

I am a very lonely girl as | go to work at eight
in the morning and get home late at night, so that
I dont have anyone to talk to or write to. |
am 52~ tall and have black hair and eyes. | Tike
to dance most of all, but I also like sports. So
please let me hear from all of you.

L. FONG

8 St. James Street
Montego Bay,
Jamaica B.W.I.

First Try
Dear Editor:

This is my first try at getting into your Air
Mail column. | am 17 years old, am 59" tall and
weigh 133 Ibs. | have brown hair and eyes. |
plré)mise to answer all girls from 15 to 20 years
old. '

RRI S
Forestville, Wisconsin

dennis McDonald

Baseball Fan
Dear Flditor:

I would like to have my name in “Our Air Mail.”
| am 17 years old, have brown hair and eyes, am
52" tall, and weigh 111 Ibs. |-like most sports, es-
pecially baseball. My pastimes are collecting dolls,
statues of dogs and horses, and writing letters. |
will answer all letters that | receive.

kathy McCarthy
Box 262
Dickinson, North Dakota
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EDITOR'S NOTE: For 30 years Our Air Mail ha* been
linking the reader* of Ranch Romance*. You may write
directly to anyone whose letter is published, ii you up-
hold the wholesome spirit of Ranch Romances,

Our Air Mail is intended for those who really want
correspondents. Be sure to sign your own name.
Address letters for publication to Our Air Mail, Ranch
Romances, 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y,

Five of a Kind
Dear Editor:

There are five of us in one tent who would like
to correspond with girls who come from the fol-
lowing states: West Vi'r\(n;inia, California, Ala-
bama, New Jersey, and Michigan. Our ages are
19 and 20 and our heights range from 510" to
6'3"2”. Right now we are stationed in Japan.

CPL, BAILEY

PFC. FERNANDEZ

PFC. GREEN

PFC. RISHKO

PFC. REYNOLDS
Regt. H & S Btry

12 Mar. 3 Mar. Div. F.M.E
c/o F.P.O. San Francisco
California

Marine in Japan
Dear Editor:

I would very much like to write to some nice
irls. 1 am a lonely Marine who's been in Japan
or almost a year now. | would like to write to
girls between the ages of 19 and 25 years. | am

23 years old, am 5' 9" tall and have brown hair and
eyes, | like all popular music and also all sports.
So come on, all you lovely girls, drop me a line.

CPL. RONALD G, HUNTER 1376786
Regt H-S 12th Marines
3d Mar. Div. FMF, c/o FPO
San Francisco, California

Two Lost Lassies
Dear Editor:

We’re two lonely girls lost in the midst of Wash-
ington. We'd love to have some pen pals. Wed
like to hear from anyone—men, women or chil-
dren. Betty is 21 years old, 5 3" tall, with brown
eyes and blond hair. Dolores is 21 years old, 5' 534"
tall, with brown hair and green eyes.

DOLORES FROEMBGEN
BETTY CLEVELAND
Route #2
Snohomish, Washington



WHAT'S REALLY BEHIND
THE DEBBIE-EDDIE “MIX-UP”?

What has come between Hollywood’s
most glamorous young lovers?

How do Debbie Reynolds and

Eddie Fisher really feel about

one another?

For the answer to this and other
questions about romantic Hollywood,
read SCREENLAND Magazine.

Buy your copy of the current issue
of SCREENLAND today.

On Sale At All Newsstands
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ACT NOW!

GET 4 I1SSUES OF
RANCH ROMANCES

FREE!

You can get what amounts to 4 issues of
RANCH ROMANCES //re... have more
than 1800 pages of Western love and ac-
tion delivered right to your home...by
acting now on this Special Offer:

32 Weeks

(16 Issues) of
RANCH ROMANCES
Only $2.99

Think of it! You pay the single copy price for twelve
but you actually get 16 big issues of
RANCH ROMANCES...page after page of...

Thrilling Western Novels and Short Stories
Stranger-Than-Fiction True Adventures

Ranch Flicker Talk — by Robert Cummings

Personal Mail Columns... Advice on Love and Marriage

Western Crosswords... Cartoons... Verse... and much, much more!

Don’t delay. Get 4 extra issues of RANCH ROMANCES at no extra cost by
mailing this coupon today!

RANCH ROMANCES <10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y.

Yes, enter mv RANCH ROMANCES subscription for the next 82 weeks
(16 issues) at only $2.99... a money-saving rate that brings me the equal
of 4 issues as a gift. My S2.99 is enclosed.

Name
Address.
City Zone State__

(Add 50c for Canadian postage; $1.00 other foreign) RR-11-1



DUST

PARDNPRS! Here's an open invitation to
yon to cut sign on colorful happenings of
today’s West. Send clippings tit us, and in-
clude tlie name and date of the paper where
you found them. We’ll send you one dol’ar
per tisalde item; in case of duplicates, firs!
come, first served!

AN ENID, Okla., wife waited outside the poll-
ing booth till her husband finished marking
his ballot, left the booth, took off his glasses
and handed them to her. Putting the glasses
on. the wife in turn went into the booth to
cast her vote.

HE’S not saying what he intends to do
with it, but a Los Alamos, N. Mex., po-
liceman was high bidder in an auction to
sell a government surplus jail.

IT WAS a rough ride for a North Hollywood,
Calif., cab driver when his fare threatened to
shoot himself and the cabbie. The driver
managed to disarm the customer, and called
over a motorcycle policeman—who tripped
over his cycle and broke his foot. Just before
another officer made the arrest, the customer
turned to the cabbie and paid his fare -35
cents.

A BEULAH, Wyo., politician got car-
ried away by the momentum of his cam-
paign, and had to be tipped off that he
had crossed the state line and was so-
liciting votes in South Dakota.

SCREAMING for help when a man snatched
her purse, a Portland, Ore., woman attracted
the attention of a passing motorist, who
stopped, picked up the thief, and drove off.

TWO young architecture students in
Vancouver, B.C., couldnt understand
why they were so rudely told to move on
when they tried to take measurements of
a new bank building for a school project.
They didnt know that the bank had been
plagued by eight robberies in the five
weeks it was in operation.

“HERE is S5 for the dent | put in your
fender,” read the note a Salt Lake City, Utah,
policeman found pinned to the steering wheel
of his car. The officer is still searching for the
honest driver -because he’s had the dented
fender for weeks.

WHEN a woman who couldn’t write ap-
peared at a Denver, Colo., election bu-
reau to register her vote, officials decid-
ed she could do so by making an “X.”
Then she wanted to register her hus-
band; so she was allowed to sign “X”
by “X.”

BURGLARS who looted a Toppenish, Wash.,
store made a “dean” getaway. They stole—
among other things - three pairs of new socks,
and left three pairs of dirty socks near the
back door.

POLICE in Joliet, 111, were stumped
only for a minute when they received a
report that a woman had been bitten by
a rooster. Then a quick-thinking cop

took out the regular police form,
scratched out “dog” and substituted
“rooster.”
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RANCH

FLICKER TALK

by movie editor BOB CUMMINGS

This famous top-hand of stage, screen and TV corrals the best of the Westerns

APACHE

AMBUSH

Rough-and-tumble action is easy for the cast of Columbia’'s new

movie ...

along that even the most demanding

fans agree is pretty special. Sometimes
its an off-beat plot that keeps the picture
from falling into the standard horse-opera
formula.

Sometimes a Western becomes “different”
because it has the kind of a cast that makes
you wonder if you are looking at actors or
the real thing. Sometimes its both, as it is in
Apache Ambush, Columbia’s new release.

The story has enough incidents of raiding
Indians and stampeding cattle to keep the
budding Davy Crockett’s wide-eyed. But
there’s more to Apache Ambush than blood
and thunder.

The action takes place in Texas soon after
the Civil War, during the time when Mexican
bandits were using renegade Confederate sol-
diers for their purposes. They took advantage
of the Confederates’ hate for the North to
10

EERY SO OFTEN a Western comes

all the actors are veterans of the real or the reel West

enlist their aid in the plan to win back the
New Mexico and California Territories for
Mexico.

Passions are running high when a wagon
train arrives in the seething town of San Ar-
turo, sent by President Lincoln to drive Texas
cattle north to relieve a critical food shortage.

The drivers immediately achieve some sort
of record for unpopularity. The Confederates
hate Northerners, the Apaches hate cattle
drivers, and the Mexicans hate everybody. To
confuse matters further, a load of illicit re-
peater rifles turns up in the wagon, which
causes all sorts of trouble.

As to how it all ends, there’ll be only two
things of which you, the movie audience, will
be certain. Texas will remain with us (it does
—as we know from our history books) and the
hero will get the girl.

Although there are few big names in the
cast of Apache Ambush, it is nevertheless



an extra-special group of performers. Prac-
tically everybody in the picture is either a
veteran Western actor or a real cowboy.

Bill Williams heads the list of hard-riding
actors. Bill has made more Westerns than
he can count, as well as starring as Kit Carson
on television for long enough to become the
idol of millions of junior cowpokes. Now Bill
isn't really happy making a picture unless
it is a Western.

“Westerns are our own American version of
knights, musketeers and pirates,” Bill says,
“and everybody loves em, including me.”

Other roles m~/ipache Ambush are played
by Ray “Crash” Corrigan, Ray Teal, and
Tex Ritter—all actors who have each starred
in more than a hundred Westerns in their
day. Their experience goes way back to the
days when making a Western was a rugged
job for rugged men.

Stunt men and doubles were unheard of
then, which meant that the actors took their
own falls and fought their own fights. But
that didnt mean that the action was any

Bill Williams’s injured ankle elicits Adelle August’s sympathy

less violent. Almost every one of the veterans
in the cast has some kind of a scar to remem-
ber the good old days by.

Its a big cast, all right. The average
height of the actors is over six feet, and the
average weight a hefty 186 pounds. “What
a football team wed make!” Bill was heard
to remark.

Adelle August, who plays the feminine lead,
is one of the few newcomers to Westerns
among the many hardened veterans. Adelle
had led a pretty quiet life of winning beauty
contests and such until Apache Ambush came
along. She says she hasn’t quite recovered yet.

“My other pictures didn’t prepare me for
making a Western,” Adelle said. “l was al-
ways sure that somebody was really going
to get hurt in one of those terrible fights.

“And | still have my doubts that all those
bullets whizzing around were honestly blanks.
But Il have to admit that Apache Ambush
was certainly an exciting picture to make.”

And | can add that it is every bit as ex-
citing to watch.



JAMES

DEAN

All Kinds of Talent

VER SINCE James

R E Dean hit  Holly
an Ch wood, studio execu-
FLICKER tives at Warners have

TALK been practically purring

with contentment. And

why not? Jimmy was fa-
mous even before East of Eden, his first pic-
ture, was released. And that makes him a
very valuable young man to have around
indeed.

But Jimmy's rise to stardom wasn't really
as meteoric as most people think. Like most
success stories, his involved a lot of hard
work, and even a period of not so steady
eating.

It all started back in Indiana, when Jimmy
won a contest as the best high school actor
in the state. He was a farm boy then, but in
between feeding the chickens and milking
the cows, he found time to win so many
prizes for so many different things that no
one could be sure just what career he would
finally choose.

His aunt and uncle, whom he was living
with, were sure he would become a pro basket-
ball player, when he was named the school’s
top athlete. When he won the art depart-
ment prize, his friends saw a future as an
artist for him. His father was sure that his
talented son would make a top-flight lawyer.

As for the object of all this guesswork,
Jimmy just wasn't sure. He quickly elimin-
ated everything but the theatre and law, and
went off to California and U.C.L.A. to make
up his mind.

After juggling pre-law and dramatic cour-
ses around for a couple of years, the decision
was made. Jimmy got down to business of
becoming a professional actor.

Life had been pretty easy till then, but
lhe easy days were over for a while when
limmv hopned a bus for Xew York. Pound-
12

ing the pavements is no fun no matter how
you look at it, but for a farm boy who had
been used to three squares a day, the big
city was downright frightening. So frighten-
ing, in fact, that he spent most of his time
and money in movie theatres.

But that didn’t get him” anything much
but a bad case of eye-strain, and a flat wallet.
So he got up his courage and went job hunt-
ing in earnest. The result was a year of tele-
vision extra work—just enough of it to keep
from getting too hungry.

Jimmy’s big break came when he took a
job as a sailor on a sloop. Although he knew
nothing about sailing, a little fast talking
convinced the owner that he practically grew
up on the ocean. The reason for all this was
that the owner of the sloop had important
theatrical connections, and Jimmy wasn’t too
happy at his snail-paced progress as an actor.
The subterfuge worked like a charm. By the
time the sloop had cruised up and down the
Atlantic coast a few times, Jimmy had an
appointment with a Broadway producer, and
it was clear sailing from then on.

Jimmy is currently hard at work on Giant,
a saga of a modern Texas family, based on
Edna Ferber's best-selling novel. 1t’s the kind
of a role that most actors would feel pretty
lucky to get after about twenty years of ex-
perience. But Jimmy more than makes up in
talent what he lacks in years.

It seems to be a truism that people who
work hard play just as hard. Jimmy does
both, and when it comes to recreation, he’s
nearly violent. If he isn't careening around
on his motorcycle, he is apt to be out racing
his sports car at breakneck speeds.

Jimmy has come a long way from that
farm in Indiana, and he's not through yet. At
the rate he’s going now, some people are
betting that he’ll be producing his own pic-
tures by the time he's twenty-five.
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Jimmy’s rise to stardom wasn’t quite as fast as most people think
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EX-RANGER CONWAY had trouble enough staying alive in the outlaws’

hideout . . . without protecting a woman whose secret sealed her doom

ORSESHOE BASIN was about as pretty a place, in a
wild and rugged sort of way, as a man could find any-
where. It was high in the Santa Margarita Mountains,

walled in on three sides by steep slopes that were crisscrossed
by big quartz veins. The other side had a narrow gap through
which you could see a hundred miles of desert country far
below.

There was water in the Basin, and a lot of shady live-oak
trees. Birds sang from dawn till dark. The miners who once
had been here had left a lot of stone shacks; so, if you wanted,
you picked yourself one that wasnt occupied, cleared out the
pack rats’ nests, and moved in.

You might not leave again, though. That depended on

15
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who you were. The outlaws who made this
their refuge made their own rules, and if
they got the notion that you might be a law-
man, you were dead. Ed Conway was think-
ing about that, wondering if he hadn’t made
a bad mistake in coming here, on the morn-
ing when the woman rode into the Basin.

Conway was sitting in the sunshine at the
front of his shack. He was a six-footer, spare
in build and tougher looking than a man
should be at twenty-eight, with a wry dis-
content touching his face. Things had gone
badly for him about a month ago, below
the Mexican line, and that had been in a
venture of his own choosing. When you struck
out to be your own man any mistakes that
you made struck directly at you, and nobody
else. They pulled you down fast.

He saw Will Garmish’s face, slyly watching
him from the glassless window of the shack
across the wash. And he tightened up a little,
inside, without permitting it to show on the
surface. Garmish had been doing too much of
that watching, lately. The man must suspect
something, Conway thought.

Garmish was part Indian. He had been
around a long time, and now he was a broken-
down old outlaw with nothing much
to do except brood about past times and hash
over the doings of younger men with a sort
of bitter envy. He would have a long me-
mory, and at some time or other he might
have heard of a Texas Ranger named Con-
way. If he succeeded in remembering that,
it would be too bad.

Garmish came out of his shack after a time
and crossed the wash. He was hatless, and
his coarse black hair was hanging over ears
and collar. His face was gouged by a pat-
tern of lines that went deep into dark, leathery
flesh and gave him a sardonic look. His eyes*
had a crafty, superior expression in them.
He was filthy; when he sat down without
being asked, Conway’s nostrils tightened
against the gamy Indian smell of him.

But Conway said. “Morning, Will.”

The old man grunted and said, “ Lew Strang
got in last night.” His sidelong glance watched
for Conway’s reaction to that.

Conway shrugged, not saying anything.
He had heard that Lew Strang was the king
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of the camp, but the man hadn’t been around
during the two weeks Conway had been here.
Now it would be up to Conway to convince
Strang that he had come here to escape
the law.

It was funny, in a twisted sort of way.
In most places a man was safe just so long
as he was considered to be reasonably honest.
Here you had to be on the dodge, like the
rest of them, or you were a hazard to their
safety.

If Garmish hoped to detect some sign of
worry in Ed Conway, he was disappointed.
Finally he said, “Lew fetched me some beans,
and coal oil for my lamp. I sat up till nearly
morning, reading that Shakespeare book |
have.”

“l saw your light.”

Reading, Conway wondered, or watching
me? It must be a hell of a way for an old
man to live, scraping along on the charity
of outlaws. But a man like Garmish wouldn't
have any folks who would own up to rela-
tionship with him. He was on the downhill
end of a misspent life, and seemed bitterly
aware of that.

“I told Lew about you,” Garmish said sly-
ly. “He wants to see you. He’s never been
down in Mexico and figures you might be
able to put him next to something good down
there.”

That was a lie. Strang had spent a lot of
time in Mexico, as the fat file under his name
in the El Paso office of the Rangers showed.
They were setting Conway up, giving him a
chance to tell some lies about his trouble be-
low the border. Garmish might even get a
bottle of whisky for his part in tripping Ed
Conway.

Conway’s expression didn't change, but he
berated himself inwardly. He had been a
reckless fool in coming to this place. But it
had seemed the only thing to do at the time.
He had been down there on the desert, half
crazy with fever and pain, without water and
without money. He looked tough enough to
be accepted in Horseshoe Basin, where he
could rest up and recover from the flesh wound
in his thigh.

Once he was on his feet again he might
be able to follow one of the outlaws away
from here and take him. A thousand dollars
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or so of reward money would give Ed Con-
way a fresh start—that is, if he had gone
low enough to turn bounty hunter. He had
taken the gamble, and now it might get him
killed if he weren’t careful.

They wouldn’t catch him in any lie about
what had happened down in Mexico. The
truth about that was good enough: he had
been lucky to get out of the country alive.
The real danger was that somebody would
remember something farther back. Even an
ex-Ranger was poison here.

A man could scare himself with this kind
of thinking. Conway looked toward the gap
in the hills and wondered if he could stall
off the questioning until dark and then steal
a horse and make a run for it. And then he
saw the woman.

the Basin itself, followed by a big-

hatted Mexican who led two pack mules.
She seemed young and she was rather small
in build, wearing a divided riding skirt and
a little coat that was tailored like a man’s.
Garmish saw her too. He made a startled
grunt and got up.

Conway kept his eyes on her as she came
steadily up the trail, which followed the other
side of the wash and swung past Garmish’s
shack. A woman wasn't any particular oddity
in the Basin, since several of the hardcases
had female friends living with them. But
this one didnt seem to be the sort that be-
longed here. She held her slim body very
straight, shoulders back, head high. She
looked about her with what seemed a wary
defiance.

She had a mosquito net pulled over her
mannish hat and tied about her neck. That
was a wise precaution, since the insects were
bad in these Arizona mountains at this time
of year. It kept Conway from getting a good
look at her face, though, even when she came
opposite him.

She seemed to stiffen in her saddle then,
and she turned to look squarely at Ed Con-
way. It was a long, searching, startled scrut-
iny. Then, as if regaining a control of her-
self that momentarily had slipped, she looked
straight ahead once more and gigged her

SHE was riding through the gap and into

horse, and passed out of sight behind some
trees.

Garmish gave Conway one of his sidelong
looks. “Know her?”

“Never saw her before, Will.’

“She seemed to know you.”

“She just gave me the once-over. They
all do that. You must have forgotten, old
man. how it was when you were young.”

That was pretty lame. It didn’t seem to
convince Garmish. The woman, Conway was
thinking, was a fool. She must know what
this place was. The Mexican must be her
guide, but he was little and old and he had
huddled in his saddle in a way that said he
was terrified. He must surely have warned
her about what she was getting into.

“They’re going on up to the well,” Garmish
said.

“Yeah. Those canteens bounced around
like they were empty.” Conway stretched
out his right leg to ease its aching. The wound
had gotten to that itchy stage now, which
meant it was coming along.

“I’m going up to the well and see the fun,”
Garmish said. “You stay here.”

That had sounded like an order. Conway
watched the old man cross the wash and
disappear among the trees, and scowled at
the dark stir of his own thinking.

He didn’t remember any woman like that
one, small-boned and proudly reserved in
manner. There had been one in Silver City
who’d been small— No, that one had been
a blonde, and the brassy sort at that.

This one had been startled by Conway’s
presence here. But maybe both he and Gar-
mish had read the wrong meaning into her
glance. Maybe she had simply divined,
by some intuition, that Conway didn’t belong
here. She might have figured that he was
a man who might help her, and it was possi-
ble that she had been trying to ask him to
do just that.

He swore under his breath. She had come
here of her own free will and shed have to
take her chances. Conway had troubles of
his own. and would only bring them to a
head by trying to help a fool woman tres-
passing in this place of rough and lusty men
who took what they wanted.
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That decision lasted abotu five minutes.
Then Conway got to his feet and limped
along the bottom of the wash, fairly well
concealed as he went toward the upper end
of the Basin. You’re getting to be a bigger
fool all the time, he told himself as he went.

He passed a woman who had spilled a
bucket of water into a depression in the
bottom of the wash and was rubbing clothes
against the rock. She must have been real
fancy once. She wasnt very old but now she
was down to this, a meager existence in a
18

mountain aerie. She gave Conway a smeary
look of invitation as he passed, but she didn’t
say anything.

He went along more swiftly. The wash
deepened and made a sharp bend near the
wooden building that had been a store and
postoffice in the days of the mining boom.
Lew Strang and some of the others lived in
it now, Garmish had said.

From the bend of the wash Conway could
see the well, which was near one corner of
the store’s porch. The slim girl was there,



sitting on her horse while the Mexican pulled
up buckets hastily from the well and, having
filled their canteens, started watering their
animals.

Garmish was over there beyond her,
slouched in the shade of a big tree with a
smirking expression on his face. Some other
men had come out on the porch and were
talking to the woman. Conway moved to a
slightly different position so that he could
see them without leaving the partial conceal-
ment of the deep wash.

ANN BARLOW

The woman was saying, “We got lost, as
I've told you. Finally we ran out of water,
and Julio thought we could get some here.
And so—" She made a little shrug, as if ex-
pecting her explanation to be accepted in the
casual way it was made.

19
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The men on the porch weren't accepting it.
Any stranger was a hazard to them. There
were five of them on the porch, all eyeing
her with suspicion that was mixed with some-
thing else. They hadn’t seen a woman like
this one in a long time, and they were mak-
ing the most of it.

with yellow hair and sideburns and a

long, coarsely handsome face. He had
a heavy-lidded look, as if he had been sud-
denly aroused from sleep. He said, “Where
was it you were going, ma’am?”

“Down to the Mexican line. My husband
is working there and | came out from the
East to join him. | left the train at Benson,
where Julio had been sent to meet me.”

The big man made a grin. “You've had a
long ride, ma’am. Better light down and rest
awhile. My name is Strang, Lew Strang, and
these boys here are all good friends of mine.”

“Thank you, no, Mr. Strang. Julio and |
have lost so much time that we must hurry
on. We are due at my husband’s camp sev-
eral days ago.”

Strang scowled. He was a chesty sort, with
shirtsleeves rolled up on muscular, hairy arms.
He had maintained a deceptive politeness thus
far, but now it was wearing thin His eyes
took on a hooded, speculative look.

He was seeing a mighty attractive young
woman, one whose small body was graced
by mature roundness that not even her man-
ish attire could conceal. Her face had a ca-
meo quality, when seen through that mos-
quito net. Her hair was dark, with .reddish
highlights in it.

And although Strang’s reactions seemed to
be slowed by the sleep that still lingered
in him, he looked her over boldly and then
asked, “Where is your husband, ma’am?”

“On the international boundary, as I ve told
you.”

She was trying to be coolly aloof, but there
was tension in her. She was scared, Ed Con-
way thought. She knew what this place was.
Then why in hell had she come here? Neither
she nor the Mexican—nor their animals, for
that matter—Ilooked as if they had suffered
from lack of water.

ONE was a big man of about thirty-five,

“Just what is your husband doing down
there?” Strang asked.

She took a deep breath. “He has charge of
a government crew that is surveying the line,
Mr. Strang.”

There was a silence. Strang blinked and
turned his pale eyes to look at the men who
were with him on the porch. They were an
assorted lot, one nearly as old as Garmish,
one of about Conway’ age and a couple of
kids who had a wild, unsteady look about
them.

Conway knew what was going on in their
heads. This was Arizona Territory, not Texas,
and the law over here was weak as vet. They
were fairly safe up here; their confidence in
that was revealed by the fact that they didn’t
even keep a guard at the gap. But there was
one thing they feared, and that was the fed-
eral government. Maybe the woman had
banked on that.

Strang put his hands on the porch rail.
“Well, now ma’am, much as wed like to
have your company for awhile, we sure
wouldn’t want to delay a lady trying to reach
her husband. That right, boys?’ He made a
sudden laugh that echoed raucously in the
Basin. The others smirked.

The Mexican mounted up hastily and
gigged his horse. The woman swung her
mount to follow him and then looked back,
giving Strang a brief smile through her mos-
quito netting.

“Thank you for the water,” she said as
she started off.

Will Garmish was waiting at Conway’s
shack when the ex-Ranger returned. Conway
had moved along slowly, favoring his leg.
He didnt like the way Garmish was looking
at him now.

“Thought Ttold you to stay here,” Garmish
said.

“That’s right, you did. But | dont take
orders from any man, friend. | eased up
there to see the fun, but there wasn’t any.”

“Thatll come later.” Garmish was gloat-

ing over something. “l didn’t see you up
there, though.”
“No, you didnt. | was in the wash, not

aiming to be seen.”
Conway listened for the sound of horses
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coming down the Basin, but didn’t hear any.
The woman had gotten out safely and no
one was following her. He wondered if she
realized how lucky she had been.

Garmish settled down on the ground, shift-
ing his bony back until he found a fairly
comfortable position against the rock wall.
“Now that Lew’s waked up, he’ll be coming
down here pretty soon.”

Conway sat down, not looking at the old
man. For one who had been in this place
nearly two weeks, he was thinking, he had
been slow to tumble to the fact that there
was a guard here after all.

During the first week Conway had been
mighty sick. And later, as the swelling
gradually left his wound and he hobbled about
to limber up his leg, nobody had bothered
him. They hadn’t even taken his gun from
him, and that had lulled him into a feeling
of security.

Garmish had watched him, though, with-
out seeming to do so. Garmish%s shack was
just across the wash, and every time Conway
had stepped outside Garmish had been there,
watching. These two shacks were the ones
closest to the gap, so Garmish must be the
outlaw’s guard.

Lew Strang came down along the opposite
side of the wash about an hour later, crossed
over, and stopped in front of Conway. There
was no meaningless formality of greeting.
He got right down to business.

“Will tells me you were in bad shape when
you got here, Conway,” Strang said.

“That’ right, | was.’

“Had some trouble down in Mexico, eh?”

Conway only nodded.

“Sparing with words, arent you? Con-
way—that’s a name I've heard comewhere
before.”

“It’s a fairly common one, friend.” Con-
way was thinking that he should have given
some name that wasnt his own. But he had
been nearly delirious when he reached this
place, and not in any condition to think
ahead. Another mistake: and it was a man’s
mistakes that cut him down.

Strang seemed content to let the name pass,
however. He looked Conway over, his pale
eyes roving from Conway’s sweat-stained hat

to his battered boots, “You must have ridden
through a lot of brush country in a hurry,
judging from your clothes.”

“That | did. In a case of move fast or
get shot, | move fast.”

“Why'd you go down into Mexico?”

Conway smiled thinly. Tf he started pour-
ing out a story they’d get suspicious. Make
them dig for the lie and they might believe
it. “For reasons that seemed mighty good
ones to me,” he said.

“Where are you from?”

“California, to begin with. Havent been
back there in a long while, though.”

“Ever been in Texas?’

in a manner,that was a shade too casual.
Strang knew. He was a prudent man
who would have taken the trouble to learn
as many of the Rangers’ names as he could.

Conway looked straight at him and said,
“Yes, a time or two.”

It was hard to tell, from Strang’s colorless
eyes, what he was thinking. He smiled know-
ingly. “You had a job there, eh?”

“l don’t take jobs, friend. |*ve always pre-
ferred to work alone. Things got a little too
rough for my taste on this side of the line,
so | crossed over—and then got chased back.”

Strang didnt say anything. He merely
waited. Here’s a man who likes himself, Con-
way was thinking. Show him a way he can
be big, really big, and he’ll get busy think-
ing of himself in that light and ease off on
his suspicions.

“Look, friend, | can put you onto some-
thing you'll like. But it going to cost you.
I want a half share, split right down the mid-
Ide. You supply the men and T supply the
savvy.”

“Share of what?”

“Silver, a lot of it.” Conway nodded in
the direction of Mexico. “Theres a mine
down there, near a place called Nacozari.
Every month they pack out fifty bars of
metal, two to a mule, down to a ship that’s
waiting at the coast. Those bars are worth
twenty-five hundred dollars apiece, friend.”

Strang’ eyes held a restrained glitter. “You
didn’t do so well at getting them, eh?”

T HAT was the dangerous question, asked
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nd tried to go it alone, and got in trouble.
Don't let anybody tell you those rurales can’t
shoot. They may not shoot too straight but
they shoot often, and there are a lot of them.
I want that silver, though. Next time, with
the right kind of help along, I'm going to
get it.”

“How did you know where to find me?”

“l didn't. | needed a place to light and
I'd heard there were some boys up here.
Since |'ve been up here I've drawn some con-
clusions. You fellows don’t look too pros-
perous to me. Why not reach for something
really juicy?”

Strang considered for a minute and then
said, “I might.” He kept looking at Conway,
his pale eyes turning murky. It might be
that he was thinking more, about Conway,
and his real reasons for being here, than he
was thinking about the silver. But he didnt
want to lose the silver. “Stick around, Con-
wav, while | think it over.” He gave Garmish
a meaningful look and turned away.

Conway let out a relieved breath. He had
bought himself a little time; Strang wasn't
sure about him.

Will Garmish said, “Hev, Lew.”

Strang stopped, turned. “Yeah?”

“The lady that was here is a real looker,
isnt she?”

“She is that. What about her?”

Garmish slid a look toward Ed Conway.
Conway’s insides began to tighten; just when
he had swung things his way, Garmish was
going to spoil everything by pointing out that
the woman had recognized him. He shifted
his position slightly so that he would be able
to get at his gun in a hurry.

But Garmish surprised him bv saying only,
“There’s no survey crew working the border.
Lew.”

“Maybe one moved
Strang said.

“Man’d have to be in one place for quite
awhile, to send back East for his woman
and give her time to come out here. If thered
been a crew workin’ anywhere in this coun-
try for that long a time we'd have heard
about it.”

Strang’s yellow-maned head lifted.
hell, that’s right!”

in just recently,”

“By

He swung away and went back up the trail
with long, fast strides. Twenty minutes later
he came back down, wearing a hat and riding
a fast-looking black horse. He rode out
through the gap alone.

Garmish smirked and scratched one seamed
cheek with a square-cut thumbnail. Conway
said. “That ought to get vou the bottle after
all. Will.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Never mind. Will.” Conway stretched
himself out on the ground and covered his
face with his hat. “I'm going to sleep for
awhile.”

He merely pretended sleep. His mind
was busy with the puzzle of the woman.
She had gotten herself into this, and there
was nothing he could do to help her now.
He didn't think that her Mexican guide
would be much help to her either, since the
man had seemed a frightened, inadequate
sort. But Conway couldnt help wondering
about her reasons for being in these moun-
tains at all.

The Santa Margaritas were wild country,
lonely country. Some of the peaks were nine
thousand feet high, and there were canyons
where even an experienced man could get
himself lost. Hidden awav in that jumble of
mountains, Horseshoe Basin was an ideal
refuge for outlaws of various sorts. They
could make a raid somewhere and disappear
into these mountains and sit tight, knowing
that nobody was likely to follow them.

If somebody did, they could stand off an
army here in the Basin. Or if things looked
really bad they could slip into Mexico, only
thirty miles away. The dregs of the frontier
had gravitated to this place. And now the
woman had come here too.

There was a chance that she was what she
claimed to be, an Eastern woman trying to
reach her husband. It would be about one
chance in a million, Conway thought. The
more he mulled it over, the more certain he
was that she had really recognized him when
she first rode in. No Eastern woman could
have done that.

The other idea hed had at the time, that
she had picked him out as a man who didnt
belong here and had implored him for help,
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was no good. He was dirty and unshaved,
every bit as tough lookin'g as the others here.

Moreover, no man who had been in this
country for any length of time would have
sent out a lone Mexican to fetch his wife
through these mountains. This was no place
for an attractive young woman to be. Noth-
ing about the woman’s doings seemed to make
sense.

ONWAY'S thinking swung to Lew
C Strang, and he tried to remember the

contents of the file he had seen in El
Paso. Strang had been an Army officer, a
West Pointer, who had gotten cashiered. He
was an educated man and a dangerous one,
more clever by far than the general run of
badmen.

He never had bothered with the penny-ante
stuff, stage holdups and the like, but had
worked in a smoother way. He would spend
months setting up a job. He could dress well
and put up a good front when he chose to
do so, and he could work himself into the
confidence of people in key positions, and
use them.

A good hand with the ladies, he often got
information from women like the wife of a
mine manager, who once had told him when
and in what manner the payroll money was
delivered to the mine. Strang had gotten
that payroll. And instead of taking the
woman with him for the gay fling he had
promised her, he had left her to face her
disgrace alone.

The Rangers had gotten near to him once
or twice, but that was all'. He was a prudent
man and a wary one; when they sprung their
traps he was always somewhere else. Now
he was in command of a looselv-knit bunch
of hardcases in Arizona Territory, where the
pickings were slim. Things must have gone
badly for him elsewhere.

When Strang brought the woman back here
she might reveal Conway’ identity. Con-
way decided that he would have to get out
of here tonight, as soon as it was dark. *

He dozed off, finally. When he woke up
again, Garmish was nowhere in sight. But he
was around somewhere; Conway had the
feeling of being watched. Garmish was a sly

one, anxious to keep on eating by proving
his worth to Strang, and he’d been suspicious
of Conway all along.

It was evening now, with the western sky
aflame with sunset. Conway got up stiffly and
went into his shack. The place was crudely
furnished with chairs and a table that had
been fashioned from tree limbs. Conway
took a drink from his water bucket and stood
there for a minute, berating himself for hav-
ing left the Rangers.

He had been too smart for his own good,
dissatisfied with coasting along on a payroll.
He had wanted something better than that,
had wanted to be his own man. What it had
got him was this. He looked around the
gloomy cavern-like room, with its tiny fire-
place in which he did his cooking. There was
mighty little grub left.

Life put its pressures on a man like
Ed Conway. As a former Ranger, he was
branded in the eyes of every bardcase he came
near. He went or. taking his chances, but
didn’t get pay for them now.

Maybe he would turn bounty hunter after
all. A man did what he had to do. But he
would be a dead hunter if he didn’t get out
of here. He sat down on the bunk, took out
his gun, and checked its loads.

The shells were still in the cylinder—five
of them, with an empty chamber for the ham-
mer to ride. He snapped the loading gate
shut and thumbed back the hammer absently,
weighing his chances of getting a horse. He
brought the hammer back to full cock, staring
down at it without knowing, at first, exactly
whv he did so.

Then he saw it. The firing nib, a conical
projection on the hammer, should have been
more than a quarter of an inch in length
and should have ended in a rounded point.
It had been flattened off, filed back so that
it could no longer reach the primer of the
cartridge.

Ed Conway had a gun that looked all right
and felt all right, but that couldnt be fired.

He got up and went over to the narrow,
glassless window, and looked across the wash.
It was nearly full dark outside now. Garmish
had his oil lamp going in his shack.

That light was a dodge, though. Garmish
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wasn't in his shack, wasnt cooking supper nor
reading his book. Conway’s eyes made out a
vague figure that stirred furtively in the
heavy shadow behind the shack. Garmish
was out there, watching.

Conway sat down and tried to think. There
was only the one door in this shack, and it
opened toward the wash. Garmish would see
him if he went out; the lamp was placed in
Garmish’s window so that its sticky yellow
glow reached the wash.

Garmish would have to sleep sometime,
Gut there was no telling when that would be.
And after about an hour the moon would be
up. At any time, even if he got past Garmish,
Conway would have to go up to the very end
of the Basin, past the old store building, in
order to reach the corral where the horses
were kept. It was a long trip up there and
back down again, with the risk of being seen
by the hardcases.

The thing to do was to go out boldly, on
the pretext of demanding that Garmish give
him some grub. He must get close to the old
man and take his gun, without making any
noise that would arouse the others.

Conway moved toward his door. It was a
heavy door, made of planks that had been
warped by sun and dryness so that there
were cracks between them. Through the
cracks he made out a shadowy figure that
blocked off the light from Garmish’s lamp.

The door had no lock, only a latch bar that
could be lifted from either the inside or the
outside. It was lifting now.

The door swung open just enough for a
slim figure to dart inside. Then it closed
again, without sound. It’s Garmish, Conway
thought, sneaking in when he thinks |I'm
asleep.

Conway darted forward and grabbed the
intruder, pinning his arms to his sides. There
was a gun in the intruder’s right hand, and
Conway reached it free. But it was a tiny
gun, not a six gun at all.

to his ears, and from the softness of the

body that writhed and struggled under
his hands, Ed Conway knew that this wasn’t
Garmish. This was a woman.

THEN, from the gasp of pain that came

“Let me go!” she gasped. And when Con-
way stiffened but didn’t let her go, she asked,
“You are Ed Conway?” in a frightened whis-
per.

“That’s right. But what is this?’

“Thank heaven | found you! | didnt
know which cabin was yours. When 1 looked
in the one where the light is and saw that
there was no one in, | took a chance and came
over here.”

Conway released her, but kept her gun.
“Ma’am, | dont get this at all. How did you
get back into this place?”

“l crawled, mostly, so | could keep under
the brush and not be seen. | had to find you,
Mr. Conway. | Ve got to have help.”

“How did you know me?”

“You were pointed out to me once, across
the plaza in Sante Fe. Mv husband— He was
Tom Barlow, Mr. Conway.”

Tom Barlow, of the Rangers. “Tom’ not
down here with any survey crew,” Conway
said suspiciously.

“No, of course he isn’t. Tom is dead.”

Conway had a feeling of shock. He had
known Tom Barlow about as well as one
man could know another when both worked
for an outfit that kept shifting its crew
around all the time. He had known that
Tom was married, but had never seen his
wife.

“How did it happen, Mrs. Barlow?”

“There isnt time to talk now. T had a
feeling that someone was watching me when
I came in here. But 1d better tell you part
of it, so you’ll know that I *ve got to have help.
Lew Strang killed Tom. The Rangers know
it, but they wouldnt even try to bring him
back, once he had escaped from Texas, be-
cause of the cost of a widespread search. |
gave all the money | had to the Pinkerton
detectives, and they found out for me where
Strang was hiding, and Tcame here. |’ve got
him now, disarmed and tied up, just a couple
of miles away. Julio is guarding him. Julio
is all the help I have, and he’s badlv fright-
ened.”

“You've got Lew Strang?” Conway said
in a low, hollow voice. “How did you do
that?’

“It was simple, really it was. He followed



Julin and me. | have a powerful telescope
and | was watching him. When he got near
to us 1 had Julio leave me for a time, and
when Strang reached me | told him that Julio
had deserted me. Strang wjtf—well, he was
trying to kiss me when | got his gun from his
holster and struck his head with it. Julio
got up the courage to come in and help me
tie him, then.”

Conway stared at her in the near darkness.

She wasn’t wearing her hat now. Her face
was a pale oval, looking up at him anxiously.
She was quite a woman. She must have
knowm of Strang's reputation as a ladies’ man
and she had come here to bait him, to lure
him out of the Dasin. She had been smart
enough not to be too obvious about it, and
vet—
Conway shook his head. ““You must be
crazy, coming to a place like this alone.”
25
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“Your opinion of me doesnt matter, Mr.
Conway. But you must help me. With only
Julio, I'm afraid that | can’t get Strang out
of these mountains before those others come
after us.” She paused, then went on earnest-
ly, “I'm sorry if this spoils whatever it is that
you're doing here, but if we take Strang to
justice 1'm sure your superiors will count
it in your favor.”

Conway wanted to laugh. Having been
married to a Ranger, she knew that they
sometimes went far afield to get their men,
and often worked without legal standing
when they were in other states or territories,
or even in Mexico. She thought Conway was
still a Ranger, doing a job here.

“I'm just plain Ed Conway now,” he told
her. “Not a Ranger any more.”

“Youre not? Why, what happened?”

“l quit.”

“But why? Tom always said that you were
the perfect Ranger, a man with no family
ties to hamper him, one who never gave up
on a job. Tcan't believe that you'd—" She
broke off, drawing a swift breath. “Then if
you’re no longer a Ranger, what are you do-
ing here?’

She was a smart one, all right. Her mind
was quick and wary. Conway didn’t answer
her right away. He was thinking back to the
old times, and to the people he had known
then—Dbluff, kindly Captain Mears, Tom Bar-
low. Yeah, Barlow—the handsome rounder
who mixed women and law enforcement to an
extent that made Captain Mears shake his
head and wonder if Tom weren't a risk to the
organization.

Now Tom Barlow was dead, killed in the
line of duty. And Ed Conway, the one-time
“perfect Ranger,” was the renegade, the
man who had quit the outfit flat.

“Never mind what I'm doing here,” he
said roughly. “lve got to get out, so we
might as well do it together.”

“You’ll help me, then? Conway, |I'm not
sure about you now. | didnt know that you
had left the Rangers. | was all upset after
Tom’s death, and if someone told me about
you it just didnt soak in. How do | know I
can depend on you?”

“You dont.” He stiffened as his ears caught

some slight whisper of movement outside the
shack. He reached out, gripping the woman’s
shoulders, and whispered to her. “Go on talk-
ing. just as if | were still here.”

He handed her gun to her and then stepped
past her and went to the door. Cautiously,
straining in the darkness to mike no sound,
he lifted the latch, opened the door, and
stepped outside.

The dark figure of Will Garmish was
crouched against the wall below the slit-like
window, one ear pressed against the rock to
hear what was said inside. Within the shack
the woman’s voice went on and on, saying
something about not trusting Conway.

drew his gun and leaped forward,

striking down into that coarse black
hair with the heavy barrel of the weapon.
Garmish made no outcry at all. He merely
crumpled down, groaned once, and then lay
there, breathing raggedly. Conway threw his
own useless gun aside, and took the one from
Garmish’s holster, and went back into the
shack.

“There was a man outside,” he told Mrs.
Barlow. “Their guard. He wanted to find out
all about me, so he stayed out there and lis-
tened rather than going to fetch the others.
His mistake.” Conway went over to the bunk
and rolled up his blankets. “We’d better get
out fast.”

“Do you have a horse, Mr. Conway?”

“My horse died on me. | have a saddle that
Garmish, the guard, lugged up into the Basin
somewhere. We’ll let it go. 1'll walk.”

“No, | have a horse for vou, waiting with
mine outside the gap. It’s Julio’s horse.”

“You were pretty sure of yourself, ma’am,
bringing a mount for me.”

“Yes. |'ve found out that when I’'m going
to do something that seems difficult, |1 can do
best by going right ahead as if | were sure
I'm going to succeed. | don’t know why, but
it always seems to help.”

Conway looked at her in the faint light that
came through the open doorway. She was
a beautiful woman, but she was more than
that. She was a woman in a million, one with
daring and strength of will. Besides being a

GVRMISH suspected nothing. Conway
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looker, she was a real person. Tom Barlow
had been a no-good, and hadn’t deserved a
woman like that.

They went out through the gap together,
hurrying, crawling through brush along the
same route that Mrs. Barlow had used in
coming into the Basin tonight. Everything
was quiet behind them, thus far. By the time
they had reached the horses and had mounted,
the moon was up.

Mrs. Barlow led the wav, following a dim
trail that switchbacked up a ridge and des-
cended into a canyon. In a moonlit, grassy
spot at the bottom of the canyon Conway saw
the two mules, Strang’s black horse, and two
men. One of the men was lying on the ground.

That one was Strang. He was talking earn-
estly to the little Mexican when Conway and
the woman rode in. His feet were tied to-
gether, and his arms were roped tightly to his
sides. He broke off the talk and lifted his
head to look at Conway, and then said, “So
you’re what she went after, bucko. You two
have been pretty lucky so far. That’ a nice
piece of bait you used on me, Conway.”

“We weren’t working together on it,” Con-
way said, .stepping down, “but we are now.”

“So it’s Conway the Ranger, eh?” Strang
grinned widely. “Why didnt you speak up,
there in the Basin, and put me under, arrest?”
He started laughing, without making a sound.

“I’m not that much of a fool,” Conway said
shortly. “If you knew who | was, why did
you fool around with me?”

“l wasn’t right sure about you, bucko. 1'm
the only one of the bunch who’ been over in
Texas much, and | knew there was a Ranger
named Conway. But. as you said, it’s a fairly
common name. | figured | could take my
time, and maybe have a little fun with you
if you tried to use that gun Will fixed up for
you. After all, what would a man do for
amusement if he couldn play cat and mouse
once in a while?” Strang gave his silent, mock-
ing laugh once more and looked over to Mrs.
Barlow. “Now there’s a pretty little mouse.”

“1I’'m not a mouse. Mr. Strang.” She had
gotten off her horse and was standing with
her feet apart, hands thrust into the pockets
of her riding skirt. “You’re going to find that
out more and more as we go along.”

Strang shrugged. He had a livid bruise on
one temple, strongly contrasting with his
yellow hair and sideburns; the woman had
hit him hard. “I see you have Will’s old gun,
Conway. What did you do with him? Cut him
down?”

“We left him in the Basin/’ Conway said
shortly.

“All right, you two have me. Now what will
you do?”

“We’re taking you to Texas,” the woman
told him. “You're going to stand trial, Mr,
Strang.”

“Me taken in by a woman?” Strang seemed
to filial that funny.

“By a woman whose husband you mur-
dered,” she said gravely. “I’ll tell you my
name now. I'm Ann Barlow, Mr. Strang—
Tom Barlow’ wife.”

Strang’s astonishment made his rawboned
face take on a pasty look. All his self-con-
fidence left him for a moment. “Hell, |
didnt know that snake had a wife! So you
didn’t have any husband down here!”

“You’re beginning to get it,” she snapped.
“The Pinkertons were right when they told
me that youre a slow thinker. 1'd been
watching the trail into the Basin for days,
waiting for you to go in. Then I let you see
me and get interested in me—I know all about
what kind of man you are.

“The government survey business was an
outright lie, intended to hold you in check
long enough for me to get out of there. But
then you got to thinking, didnt you, and
realized that there wasnt any survey crew
down here. You thought you were the cat, Mr.
Strang, but you were the mouse all along.”

The outlaw swore at her. Then he said, in
a blustering way, “How far do you two think
you’re going to get with me before my boys
catch you?”

Conway said, “We’ll get as far as we can.
Texas, maybe, as the lady says. Can you sit
on a horse?”

Strang said no, and showed his teeth in a
wide grin. “She hit me so hard that | didn’t
come to until after she was gone. |'ve got a
headache that 11l remember, and if you put
me on a horse 1l just fall off.”

“We’ll tie you on, friend,” Conway said
savagely.
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he had noticed before, this Julio wasn’t

an impressive sort. He was pretty old,
and his eyes had an uncertain look. He didn’t
even own a gun, it seemed, but had struck
Strang’s fine-looking weapon under the waist-
band of his tattered pants.

“Get some ropes, Julio,” Conway said.

They put Strang on his black horse, tying
his feet with a rope that passed under the
animal’s belly. Conway didnt let him have
the reins, but tied his hands behind him in
spite of Strang’s protests.

“Julio will lead your horse, friend. Mrs.
Barlow, you follow along behind him and keep
your gun on him every minute.”

“All right,” she said. “But we haven't
enough horses, Conway, for the four of us.”

“111 ride a mule.”

It turned out that one of the mules had
only a dummy pack which contained nothing
of value. But once it was discarded, Ann Bar-
low insisted on riding the mule herself, bare-
back.

“We can make better time that way,” she
said. “You take my horse, Conway, and
lead the way. Do you know these mountains?”

“Not too well, no. But I don’t want you
riding this mule. A mule can get pretty mean
if he takes the notion.”

“l ride the mule. I’'m a determined woman,
Conway, and weve got to get out of here
quickly. I've done a lot of riding. It was
about all | had to occupy my time while Tom
was away on trips for the Rangers.”

Conway looked at her and shrugged in re-
signation. One murky corner of his mind was
wondering what sort of knothead Tom Barlow
had been, to fool around with other women
when he had one like this waiting for him at
home. They started out, with Conway lead-
ing the way straight south.

“Conway!” Ann Barlow called after a
time. “Aren’t you going in the wrong direc-
tion? Tucson is almost due north.”

“That’s the way they’ll expect us to go,”
Conway called back.

“But they’ll find our tracks and know that
we've gone this way instead,” she protested.

“That’s right, they will,” he retorted in a
dry way that put an end to the talk.

After a time he found what he was looking

I IE LOOKED around at the Mexican. As

for; a stream that flowed down from the east
and had a hard, rocky bottom. He turned into
it and followed it, looking back to make sure
that the horses and mules all stayed in the
stream. This was slow going, but worth the
trouble. They had splashed along for perhaps
two miles when Conway saw a wide expanse
of shelving rock at the left and turned onto it.

The horses would leave almost no sign on
this granite. They toiled upward for an hour,
then broke over the top and struck out across
rolling country that was studded with big
trees.

They were climbing most of the time, head-
ing deeper into the mountains. Finally Ann
Barlow called a halt, told Julio to watch the
prisoner, and ranged her mule up beside Con-
way.

“All right,” she said, “you’re doing fine, up
to a point. Riding in that creek so no one
could track us was a good trick.”

“It’s one |'ve had worked on me, maam.”

“But now you’re heading northeast. That’s
the long wav out of these mountains. |'ve
studied the maps and | know.”

“That’s right, it is.”

“Well, why are you doing it?”

“Look, Mrs. Barlow, if 1'm going to help
you I've got to do things my way, without
stopping to explain all the time. We can lose
a lot of time that way. Put yourself in the
place of somebody who’ lost our trail and
starts circling to find it again.”

“Oh.” She gave him a swift look of com-
prehension. “They’d think we had tried to
throw them off by heading toward Mexico,
and that now wed take the shortest way
out. They’d waste time by looking in that
direction.” Her small, perfectly-formed face
lifted in anger. “You’re right, of course. But
you neednt he so stubborn about it.”

Conway didn’t know why he had been so
rough with her. She didn’t entirely trust him,
and he couldn’t blame her for that. It might
be, he thought, that he was inwardly angry
with her because of the way she had risked
herself out here.

He held to a pace that was as fast as the
horses and mules could stand, all through the
moonlit hours of that night. Just before dawn
they reached high pine tree country, where
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the air was bitterly cold. Looking back, Con-
way saw that Ann Barlow was so tired she
swayed on her mule. He found a narrow gully
that had had good grass in it, and stopped
there.

“We’ll get some rest.” he called.

While the Mexican was rope-hobbling the
animals, Conway untied Strang’s feet. “Get
down, Lew.”

The outlaw got down, almost losing his
balance because his arms still were tied be-
hind his back. His pale eyes gave Conway a
savage look. “Pretty smart, aren't you?”

“Not smart, just careful—like you always
were, Lew. | dont want those friends of yours
catching us before we get you out of here.”

“You’re a long way from Texas, and you
haven’t any authority here. You cant take
me back without extradition proceedings.”

“lI’'m not a Ranger any more, friend. I'm
my own man and | can do as | please with
you.”

Strang was moving his arms as much as the
ropes permitted, trying to restore circulation
in them. He gave Conway a startled look. “If
you’re not a Ranger now, what are you getting
out of this?”

“The satisfaction of seeing you hang, may-
be. Tom Barlow was a friend of mine.”

was getting into his eyes. “Look, Con-

way,” he said in a low voice, “that Bar-
low thing went sour on me. There’s ten thou-
sand dollars lying around in Texas somewhere,
and | cant go back after it. Get it for me
and half of it’s yours.”

“No deals. Lew.”

Strang slid a wicked look toward Ann Bar-
low, who was helping Julio with the horses.
“I’'m beginning to catch on. The skirt’s a par-
cel, all right. Better sleep with her and collect
your pay while you can.”

Conway cocked a fist, but changed his mind
and merely gave the outlaw a violent shove.
Strang staggered back and then fell. He lay
quietly, looking at Conway with a hating
grin while Conway tied up his feet.

Ann had heard Strang’s last remark. Her
face was very red in the gray light of dawn.
But she said, “Someone will have to stand
guard, Conway.”

STRANG wasn't laughing any more. Fear

“1ll do that. I’ll watch him. Julio, throw a
blanket over him.”

Strang said. “I can’t sleep like this. Aren’t
you going to untie me?"

“No. You won’t be doing much sleeping
anyway. You’ll be watching me, and 1l be
watching you.”

Ann turned away, biting her lip. Maybe
she was thinking that this was cruel. Maybe
she still didn’t fully realize what they were up
against here, with a man like Lew Strang on
their hands.

There weren’t enough blankets to go
around. Conway got some wood to build a fire
and sat beside it, smoking and looking at the
figures that were stretched on the ground. The
gray little Mexican had fallen into an ex-
hausted sleep almost at once. Ann had re-
mained awake, propped up by an elbow,
watching Conway, for a long time. But final-
ly she too had gone to sleep. Strang didn’t
sleep at all. He lifted his yellow head from
time to time to look at Conway with a fixed
grin.

When the sun came up Conway let the
fire go out. Hours later, the Mexican stirred,
got up, and took grub and tin dishes from
the mule’s pack. Conway watched while the
Mexican built up a fire and started fixing
breakfast. Julio was about fifty* slight in
build and stooped by hardship. He looked as
if he had never had quite enough to eat dur-
ing most of his life.

His full name, Conway found out as they
talked in low tones, was Julio Perez y Mar-
tinez. He had come up across the line in hope
of earning some money, since times were hard
down in San Ignacio, Sonora, where his family
lived. Mrs. Barlow had hired him in Tucson,
not in Benson as she had told Strang.

Ann was awakened by the sound of their
voices. She lifted her head and the sunlight
struck reddish glints in her dark hair. She
looked about for a moment as if she couldn’t
comprehend how she came to be here, and
then she sat up, giving Conway a long, search-
ing look.

He smilled at her a little. “Everything’s
all right, ma’am. It’s near noon, so weld better
eat and shove on out.”

They had to untie Strang’s hands so he
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could feed himself; it was either that or
spoon the grub in him. Conway, in a sour
mood this morning, figured he could watch
the outlaw closely enough to cancel out the
risk.

They sat in a half circle around the fire.
Strang didn’t say anything wTile they ate,
but from time to lime he gave Conway a
meaningful grin which seemed intended to
remind him of that five thousand dollars. Con-
way didn’t need to be reminded of it. Five
thousand was a lot of money to a man who
was down. And Tom Barlow hadnt really
been Conway’s friend at any time, merely an
acquaintance.

The money was a temptation, all right, as
Strang had intended it to be. Ed Conway
owed nothing to the Rangers. It was their job

to go after Lew Strang for killing one of the'

outfit. A man who was on his own had to
look out for his own interests, and five thou-
sand would give him a fresh start.

Still, he didn't want any part of it. Which
added up to the fact that Ed Conway was do-
ing a dangerous job for no good reason at all.
He looked at Ann’s face and saw her dark eyes
watching him. She was a beautiful woman,
with the sleek aliveness of a fine horse. He
wondered if she had gotten under his hide.

Strang made his move without warning, and
with a lightning swiftness that caught Conway
completely off-guard. With a forkful of pan-

cake halfway into his mouth, Conway saw _

the outlaw throw’ himself to one side, boots
kicking the fire and showering embers over
the others, while his hands darted into the
blankets in which Ann had slept.

Conway saw the glitter of Ann’s tiny gun
as Strang’s hand jerked it up into view. She
had kept the weapon beside her while she
slept, and had neglected to take it with her
when she got up.

Strang had it now. Conway dropped his
tin plate and lunged across at the outlaw,
tripping over the rumpled blankets so that he
fell against Strang and the two of them
went down together. It was a close thing.
Strang wasn't familiar with the little gun, and
seemed to have trouble with it. He fired now,
but the bullet went into the air.

It scared Erl Conway, though. It scared

him plenty, having the gun go off so close to
his face that burning powder grains bit into
his skin. He grabbed the gun with one hand
and struck at Strang’s big-boned jaw with the
other, a blow that carried all the might he
owned. It landed solidly. The outlaw’s body
arched in reaction to it, then made a flounder-
ing effort to roll away.

Conway let his go. He had the gun now,
and he reared up to his feet, breathing hard
and glancing down at the little weapon in his
hand. It was a ladies’ model and had a safety
catch on it; that was what had confused
Strang.

NGRILY, Conway threw the thing
A down and drew the gun he had gotten

from Will Garmish. He didnt know
why he hadn’t used this gun in the first place,
except that the presence of a woman who
might have been struck by a bullet if a gun-
fight started had put a restraint on him. That
was bad: being hampered like that could get
a man killed. A woman had no business on a
trip like this anyway.

Strang was lying on his side, panting, look-
ing up at Conway in a way that said he had
tried, and would try again.

“Tie his hands, Julio,” Conway said thick-
ly. “Then pack up. I'll get the horses and
we’ll get out of here.” He picked up Ann’s
gun with his left hand and tossed it to her.
“Can you shoot straight with that thing?”

She had been brushing away some embers
that had clung to her clothing. There was a
smell of burned cloth in the air. She caught
the little weapon deftly and looked at Conway
with eyes that were wide with something like
fear.

“Yes, | can,” she said.

“All right. Watch him, and shoot him if he
makes a move.”

Conway was mad. He had nearly gotten
himself killed, and for nothing. He went out
after the horses and mules, which had drifted
for some distance along the gully in spite of
their hobbles. He was halfway back to camp,
leading the animals, when Ann met him.

“Julio is watching Strang,” she said. “Con-
way, I'm sorry | left my gun in my blankets.
It was a foolish thing to do. But you and |
had better have a little talk, right now.”
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“Go ahead and talk. But if Strang tries any-
thing like that again, I'll kill him.”

“No, you mustnt. You mustn’t do that Con-
way.”

“Why not? You want to be gentle with him,
is that it? What do you think they’re going
to do to him in Texas?”

She bit her lip. “If you hadn't been so harsh
with him all along, keeping his hands tied
while we were riding and it wasnt really nec-
essary, he might not have tried to break
away.” f

“Treat him gently and he wont make any
fuss about being taken to the rope, eh? That’s
a woman’s way of going at things, and it’s no
good out here. This isnt a woman’s game,
and you've got to let me handle him as rough
as need be. It’s his neck he’s trying to save,
remember. He’ll break away from us anv
chance he gets, and if he cant get one he’ll
try to pry us apart someway, turn us against
each other and thus make a chance for him-
self. He has you feeling sorry for him already,
and he’ tried to buy me off. I know his kind,
and I'll handle him my way.”

She gave him a look of hurt and reproach.
“I suppose you’re right. But you needn be so
savage about it, Conway.”

He shook his head with a shake, saying,
“Can’t you understand what you've gotten
yourself into? You were luckier than you’l
ever believe, getting him out of Horseshoe
Basin like you did. Dont get to thinking it’s
going to be that easy from here on. The
chances are ten to one his friends will find
us before we get out of these mountains.”

“Yes, | know. Conway, | overheard what
he said to you when we first made camp.
About—about me, T mean. | think we had
better know exactly where we stand, both of
us. | can’t understand your leaving the Ran-
gers. Why did you do that?”

“1’'m a maverick, not cut to fit in anybody’s
harness. | wanted to be my own man, with a
chance of making some real money so | could
buy myself a cattle ranch some day and
have something solid. | got an offer from a
mining outfit down in Mexico, of a job guard-
ing the silver they shipped out every month.
It looked good, so | quit the Rangers and
went down there.

“The job was a good one, all right, I got

ten times the pay 1'd had as a Ranger, and
I had some good men working with me. We
took the silver through, and made things hot
for the bandits who tried to take it from us.
But there was a political switch-aroynd, and
next morning the leader of the bandits was
a general and his muchachos were what they
call an army down there. He had papers from
the new governor of the state of Sonora, en-
titling him to take over the mine.

“l didnt like having him move in on the
silver by the back door, and I was fool enough
to try to make a stand. We lost out and |
had to get away as best | could.”

“You were wounded, Conway. |’ve noticed
that you limp.”

“Yeah.” He glanced down at the pants leg
which he had crudely mended where the bullet
went through it. “I'm pretty well over it,
though.”

“You could go back to the Rangers, Con-
way.”

He smiled down at her crookedly. She was
going to tell him that they’d give him his
old job back if he took in Lew Strang. He
cut her off bv saying harshly, “No. I've got
to have something better than that.”

She looked away. “There’s a reward for
Lew Strang. | dont know how much it is,
but you’d be entitled to it when you get him
to El Paso. You can have it all, Conway. |
wouldn’t want any of it.”

That made Ed Conway mad all over again.
She was trying to buy him. She was a beauti-
ful young woman of about twenty-five, and no
doubt she had learned that the men on this
frontier country" were rough and demanding
in their wavs. She thought Conway, the rene-
gade Ranger, was a hardcase, and she was
trying to get him thinking about money in
order to head him off from making other de-
mands upon her.

“l don’t take that kind of money,” he told
her.

She looked at him, lifting her head. “It
won't be the other way, | warn you—not the
way Strang suggested to you. If that’s what
you have in mind, forget it. |1've got to take
Strang in, but I'll not sell myself to do it.”

She hadn't needed to worry about that. Ed
Conway had always been a sobersides, con-
cerned with getting ahead and finding a solid
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place for himself somewhere. He hadn’t avoid-
ed women, exactly; and right now he was
acutely aware of Ann Barlow’s nearness, the
softly sad look of her mouth.

He had known a few women pretty well,
but had found that the ones who could be
had by a man whose job might take him
away at any time were always the cheap ones.
He wanted something better than that, and
he was a man who looked ahead to the long
pull. Once he got the kind of life he dreamed
of, he would want a woman to share it with
him. But he wouldnt get her by some dodge
like helping her out of a fix.

He had a lot of stubborn patience,

and no taste at all for the kind of
life enjoyed by those—men like Tom Barlow
—who were continually on the lookout for
some skirt or other. Looking at Ann now, Con-
way wondered how much she had known about
Tom’s doings. Maybe she knew; her eyes had
a haunting sadness in them. But on the other
hand, that could be accounted for by grief and
loneliness.

“You've got me wrong, Ann,” he told her,
and cursed himself for having taken so long
in answering. “You needed help, and | sure
needed to get out of Horseshoe Basin. Let’s
sav it’s a fifty-fifty proposition, and let it go
at that.”

Relief and gratitude flooded her small face.
“But Conway, you’re away from the Basin
now. You don’t have to go on risking your life,
much as | need your help.”

“1’m just stubborn, and fool enough to fin-
ish something once | start it.”

“Then you will go on?”

“I never told you | wouldn’t. How about
Julio—can we trust him?”

“l—I suppose so. |’'m paying him well.”

“Strang will offer him anything he can think
of, and Julio’s a poor man. How much do
you know about him?”

“Very little, except that he claimed to know
these mountains. | didn’t tell him | was going
to Horseshoe Basin at first, only that | had a
husband up here and wanted to reach him.
When | did tell him the truth, Julio was ter-
rified. But he didn’t desert me, even then.
That counts for something, doesn't it?”

I\/IEANWHILE, he held himself in check.

“Maybe. 1'm wondering about you, though
—a lone woman, going after a man like Strang
in a place like Horseshoe Basin. It’s all
done now, but it seems crazy when | think
about it.”

“Why wouldn't | do it? My husband is
dead, and the Rangers didnt do anything
about Strang.”

“That’s queer. When a man has Kkilled a
Ranger they generally go all out to get him.”

Her eyes took on a guarded look. “Well,
they kept talking about not knowing where
Strang was, and about the cost of bringing
him back. And what’s so strange about my
going after him? If | were a man and Tom
had been nty brother, it would have been ex-
pected of me. As his wife, should | be less
loyal to him than that?”

She stopped talking and put out her small
hand, man fashion. Conway took the hand
and found it soft and yet firm. When he gave
her a questioning look she smiled and said,
“We'e all straightened out, then. | think I
can trust you, Conway. | can’t offer you any
pay, but it should be pay of a sort to know
you’re doing something for Tom.”

“There’s one reservation, maam. Strang’s
a snake, and if he cuts loose again I'm not
going to stand there and let him kill me. I’'m
going to kill him.”

“No!” She pulled back her hand. “You
mustnt do that.”

“You said that before. You’re holding out
on me, Ann, keeping something back. What
is it?”

She gave him a faltering, cornered look.
“All right, I guess | can tell you now. There
was—some uglv talk after Tom was Kkilled.
There had been a shipment of money to a
bank in ElI Paso—a very big shipment—and
the money disappeared. Tom took it off the
train at Marfa to deliver it to El Paso him-
self, but it was taken from him—by Strang,
of course. People said that Tom had been
working with Strang, had doublecrossed him,
and had been killed by him because of that.

“There was a woman involved in it too,
one who worked in the bank. The officers
wouldnt let me talk to her. 1ve got to get
Strang back there so that he can be made
to tell the truth. Hell have to testify that
Tom was only doing his duty and wasn't
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working with him at all. That will put an end
to the talk.”

Conway had a shaken feeling, as if he had
been struck a blow. Ann didn’t know about
Tom Barlow, after all. She believed in him
and was trying to clear his name. That was
why she had taken crazy chances.

She had been wrong about Tom, though.
Conway felt that in his bones. A Ranger had,
gone bad, just this once. Old Captain Mears
had been faced with a difficult choice: bring
Strang in and have his testimony blow every-
thing sky-high, including the good reputation
the Rangers had built for themselves, or sit
light in the hope that the talk would die
down. Mears had chosen to sit tight, it seemed.

“Was the money recovered, Ann?” Con-
way asked.

“No, none of it was ever found. The offi-
cers seemed to think that Strang didnt get
it. But he must have, somehow.”

“How much money was there?”

“About seventy thousand dollars.”

Conway whistled. If Strang had gotten
that much he would have lived high and
fancy somewhere, instead of holing up in a
place like Horseshoe Basin.

“All right,” Conway said.
him in alive if we can.”

Conway was just talking for Ann’s benefit,
though. There had to be some other way,
some way to keep her from getting hurt, as
she would be if the real truth came out.
But he didn’t see how he could do that with-
out killing Strang. Yet he might not be cold-
blooded enough to do that unless Strang gave
him provocation: and anyway it would make
Ann hate him for upsetting her plans.

They walked back to the camp, with
Conway leading the animals and Ann strid-
ing along beside him. She held her slim
body erect, shoulders back and head high.
She had an air of self-possession and confi-
dence. It filled Conway with a queer ex-
hilaration, just having her close to him like
this.

“We’ll take

tones at the camp. Julio started when

he heard the horses approaching, and
got very busy gathering up the utensils and
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grub. Strang looked at Conway and Ann
with a knowing grin.

He said, “You two had a nice cozy talk
out there, eh?”

“Get up,” Conway ordered, untying
Strang's feet. “Get on your horse.”

Strang crossed his feet and threw his weight
forward, getting up without help in spite of
having his hands behind his back. He
swelled his chest and gave his silent, mocking
laugh.

“You're the boss, bucko—so far.”

During the remainder of the day, Strang
kept looking up at the mountains that sur-
rounded them. He was looking for help, and
there might well be some around. There had
been time for the Horseshoe Basin bunch to
realize that they had been tricked, time for
them to fan out through the mountains until
they found the trail again.

Once, when they stopped to blow the
horses, Conway took Julio to one side and
said, “He’s been talking to you, Julio, offer-
ing you big pay to help him out.”

“Si, sehor.”

“Don’t listen to him.”

“l don’ listen, sehor.”

It was impossible to tell what was going
on behind that brown, rumpled old face. But
Conway well knew the grinding poverty of
such men as this one. Money would be a
temptation to him. “You have folks in your
own country, Julio. You want to get back
to them. The only way Strang will ever pay
you off will be with a bullet, and then you’ll
never get back. Just remember that.”

“Si, sehor.”

Conway gave it up, not knowing whether
he had made an impression or not.

Hours later they emerged from heavy tim-
ber at the top of a ridge. Far below lay a
valley, miles wide and stretching far to the
north, with the buildings of a ranch in the
distance. Conway’s heart leaped. That was
the first habitation they had seen, and there
should be help to be had down there.

In order to get down they had to dismount
and lead the horses diagonally along a steep
slope. Conway sent Ann and Julio on ahead
with the animals, and followed along with
his gun at Strang’s back. He took it slow
and easy, letting the others get well ahead

so that he could talk with Strang privately.

“You were trying to buy me cheap, Strang,”
Conway said. “You told me there was ten
thousand dollars lying around for you in
Texas. The real amount was seventy thou-
sand.”

Stang didn’t look around. He was walking
carefully to avoid losing his balance on the
steep slope. “She’s been telling you about it,
eh? Well, get her to tell you all of it. |
haven't a thing to say to you, Ranger.”

“I've told you I’'m not a Ranger any more.”

“You sure keep acting like one.” Strang
looked around, now. “Would a third of that
seventy interest you?”

“No. Because | dont think you know
where it is, any of it. You slipped up badly
that time, friend.”

Strang swore. “I’m getting a pretty good
idea where it is,” he said darkly. “I never
could understand why Barlow didn’t have it
on him when | got him, but I think | see
what he did, now. The money was being
shipped to El Paso by train. 1 found out
about it from a woman who worked in a
bank. Barlow got on the train at a water
stop and told the boys in the express car
that he had a tip the train was going to be
held up.

“He was supposed to take the money un-
der his wing, saying that the Rangers would
deliver it, and got off at the next town, Alpine.
But he didn't. He rode on to Marfa and got
off there, crossing me up. He must have
mailed that money to his wife, wherever she
was, to make sure | didnt get it if | caught
up with him.”

Conway’s mouth twisted bitterly. Strang
had run true to form, using someone else as
front man—a Ranger, this time. And Tom
Barlow, crossing up his outfit for a cut of
seventy thousand, had thought it worth the
risk to go ahead and cross Strang as well,
for the whole amount.

Conway said, “You’re thinking wrong,
friend. Where was Barlow when you caught
him?”

“Up near the Pecos, heading for New
Mexico, fast.”

It looked bad. Ann had said that Conway
had been pointed out to her in Santa Fe.
Maybe she lived there. And Tom Barlow
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had been headed straight for Santa Fe when
he was killed.

But Conway said, “If she had that money,
friend, she wouldnt be bothering about you.”

“Wouldnt she?” Strang looked around
again. “It’s the one thing Barlow could have
done with it, send it to her. She’s going
through the motions of helping out the law
because she doesn’t dare start spending that
money until the case is closed and it won'’t
attract attention to her.”

“So she takes you in and gives you a
chance to tell everybody about her having the
money? That doesnt make sense, Lew.”

“Nobody will believe what | say. And it
might be she doesnt intend to let me talk.
She can get me close to Texas and then get
me Killed, can’t she? It’ll look good for her,
the brave little woman who tried to help the
law but had trouble, as might be expected.
That’s how a woman’s head works, bucko, in
crafty ways that don’t seem to make sense to
a man at first. That one’s a hellcat, and it'd
be a pure pleasure to tame her. Listen, Con-
way, you could have a lot of fun on a third
of that seventy thousand.”

“No deals, Lew. | told you that before.
And you might as well forget that crazy no-
tion about her having the money. She hasn’t
got it.”

“Then tell me what happened to it, bucko.
Think about it. Think carefully. You're not
very smart, or you wouldn’t have fallen so low
as to turn bounty hunter.” Strang gave his
mocking, silent laugh, and that ended the talk.

down to the valley floor, by a narrow
bench where Conway heard a sound of
running water. The horses heard it too, and
smelled it. They hadn't had water for a
long time, and were unwilling to go on until
they’d had a drink. Conway wanted a
chance to talk with Ann, anyhow, so he left
Julio to watch Lew Strang and then, with
Ann helping him, led the horses and mules
along the bench until he located the water.
It was in a little pool, almost hidden by
ferns and brush, into which a steady drip
fell from a spring farther up in a narrow
cleft. The animals ranged themselves about
the pool, drinking eagerly.

THE slope was broken, about halfway

Ann stood at the edge of the bench and
looked down into the valley. The place was
in shadow now, since the sun was low in the
sky. “It’s a beautiful place, isn’t it?” she said.

“Yeah. | was talking to Strang a while
ago about what happened in Texas. He thinks
you have that money.”

“Why, that’s silly. How could I possibly
have it?”

“He says Tom was working with him, and
he claims Tom crossed him and sent to money
to you, and you've been keeping quiet about
it.”

Her face whitened. “That’s ridiculous, Con-
way,” she said.

“Tom was on that train, though.”

“Of course he was, as | told you. It was
his duty to do anything he could to prevent
the holdup, once he’d gotten wind of it.”

“He was up near the Pecos River when he
was killed, not on the way from Marfa to
El Paso. Ann, where did you and Tom live?”

“In Santa Fe. My people are there, and
Tom bought a little house for us so that |
could be near them. Of course, he didn’t go
directly to El Paso with the money, once he
found out that Strang was after him. He'
tried to circle around, but Strang caught him
anyway, and took the money.”

She had a ready answer for everything,
and always one that protected that no-good
Tom Barlow. She was blindly loyal to a dead
man. It angered Conway, her being so foolish.

“All right,” he said roughly, “Strang got
seventy thousand dollars and then lived like
a bum in Horseshoe Basin. Does that make
sense, Ann?”

She turned to face him now. “You're a
strange, harsh sort of man, aren’t you? You
don't believe in anything but yourself.”

“We’re all strange in one way or another.
I guess I'm stubborn, but Ive got to get
things straight in my mind.”

“Ed.” This was the first time she had
called him by his given name; his heart leap-
ed. “You've got to believe in Tom, and in—
in me, Ed. Strang is clever, too clever to let
anyone know he has the money. And now
you'Ve let him put doubt in your mind.”

Conway was looking at her with his blood
racing, when his eyes registered furtive move-
ment beyond her on the bench. She stopped
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talking when she saw his head jerk up. And
then he saw that Lew Strang was edging to-
ward them, his big body flattened against the
rock slope and his gun uptilted in his hand.
There was a triumphant grin on his face.

Conway didn't try for his gun. He and
Ann were in the open, and she was between
Strang and himself. She would almost cer-
tainly be struck by a bullet if shooting started
now. He locked his arms about her and
plunged in among the startled horses and
mules, through the pool and into the cleft
where the rock had been worn away by the
dripping water. He was hasty about it, and
rough; they fetched up against the rock with
a jolt that shook both of them. He thrust her
around behind him, drew his gun, and looked
warily out along the beach.

“No hurry about this, Ranger,” Strang
called mockingly. “All 1 want is the horses
and the lady. Do | kill you to get them?”

Conway didn't say anything. That damned
Julio, he was thinking angrily. 1 shouldn't
have trusted him. He didnt see the Mexican
anywhere. He glimpsed a portion of Strang’s
body and threw a shot at the man, quickly
and in anger, and knew that he had missed.

The shot scattered the animals. Tossing
their heads, they wheeled away from the
pool and galloped back along the bench past
Strang.

The outlaw laughed and called, “That gives
me the horses. Now send out the lady. |
want her real bad. Ranger. Besides being
worth seventy thousand to me. she’s—”

Conway threw another shot, although he
had no target at all because the same rock
that shielded him kept him from seeing
Strang. He was gripped by an unreasoning
fury. It was something he hadn’t ever ex-
perienced before, something scary; he had
always been a steady-going sort who could
keep control of himself. He started to step
out into the open, but was checked by Ann’
hand.

“Ed, please. Don't let him shoot you. |
couldnt stand that.”

He looked around at her white face in a
wondering way. Nobody had ever been con-
cerned about Ed Conway’s safety before.
But he shook his head to her and looked out
once more.

He saw Julio Martinez now. The Mexican
was moving along the bench toward the spot
where Strang was flattened in a dip of the
wall. Julio had a portion of dead tree limb
in his hand, and his eyes were fixed upon
Strang’s back.

Strang didn’t see the Mexican coming up
behind him. He fired at Conway, and his
bullet spanged against the rock inches from
Conway’s face. Conway jerked back, frag-
ments of the rock gritting between his teeth.
He couldn’t fire now without taking the risk
of hitting Julio.

But he had to know what was happening
out there, so he looked again.

Strang sensed the Mexicans presence
somehow, and whirled around into full view
just as Julio lifted the club to strike. Strang
fired at point-blank range. Julio crumpled
down, the club spilling from his hand.

Conwav fired. He fired in the way the
Rangers had taught him, unhurried, coldly
taking aim on the middle of Strang’s body.
The outlaw was moving, though; the shot
struck his right arm and spun him violently
around.

He didn’t lose his gun. He swung to face
Conway and fired swiftly, hammering out
shot after shot. There was blood on his right
hand, and his aim wasn't good. Conway
stepped back, however, it would have been
suicide to remain out there in the open. Trad-
ing shots with a man was a fool’s way of
fighting.

The Rangers taught you to be prudent and
to wait for your chance.

Conway waited, counting the shots. Three,
four—the fifth shot didn't come. He stepped
out anyway.

Strang had fooled him. No doubt the out-
law knew about the Ranger trick of waiting
until a man had emptied his gun and had to
reload. Strang had made use of it to get a
little time. He had given up here, and now
he was running back along the bench to
the point where the horses had stopped. He
flung himself onto his black gelding and
spurred the animal to a leaping run.

Conway aimed and fired, but the horse
rounded a bulge of the slope and was gone
from sight. The fading sound of hoofbeats
drifted back.
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ULIO MARTINEZ was hit in a bad
J place, just under his ribs on the right

side. The bullet had gone clear through
him. When Conway and Anna bent over him,
he stirred weakly and said, “Seiior, 1 am
sorry. He fool me. He show me his hands
an’ they are blue, an’ he ask me to loosen
the rope a little. W’n | untie it he whirl
around an’ hit me, hard, an’ take from me
the gun.”

Conway could see how it had been. In or-
der to work on the rope that had bound
Strang’s hands, Julio had had to put away
the gun. Conway had taken Strang’s gunbelt
and holster away from him during the trip,
and had given them to Julio. Strang had
left here in too much hurry to get them back,
so he was without ammunition now.

Julio hadn’t been traitorous, only unwise.
He tried to lift himself now, saying, “You
mus’ get the sehora out of this place. Go. It
don’ matter about me.”

Conway got to his feet and saw that Ann
was looking up at him with wide, anxious
eyes. “Strang’s gotten away from us,” he
said, “so we’ll forget him and take Julio on
down to that ranch. There’ll be someone we
can send out for a doctor.”

There was no help to be had at the ranch,
however. Conway knew that from the mo-
ment they reached the floor of the valley,
where the grass was belly-deep to the horses.
He didn’t say anything about that to Ann, but
kept hoping that the rancher might have re-
mained here, even though he had no stock
on the graze.

They rode slowly, Ann on her mule and
Conway on the horse, keeping Julio upright
on his mount between them. When they
reached the house, Conway’s hope was
blasted; the doors of the place stood open,
and the windows had been smashed. No one
lived here anymore.

They found an old rawhide-strung bed-
stead in one of the rooms. Ann got blankets
from the pack and spread them on it. By
the time Conway carried Julio in, she had
found the stub of a candle somewhere and
had lighted it. The ride had been bad for
Julio. He was inert, breathing weakly, with
crimson foam dribbing from the corners of
his mouth.

Ann turned her back and tore strips of
clothing from her petticoat. They bandaged
the wound with them and then, while Ann
tried to make the Mexican comfortable, Con-
way went out onto the porch. He stood there,
smoking and looking out at the gate they
had come through.

The moon was up now. In its light he could
make out the lettering that had been fash-
ioned from twigs and extended across the
arched top-frame of the gate. It read: L-
CRESCENT RANCH. He heard Ann come
out and he turned to face her, his boots
grating on the splinters of windowglass that
littered the porch.

“He can't go any farther, Ed,” she said
in a low voice.

“l know that.” Conway looked up at the
mountains which still surrounded them. “If
any of Strang’s friends were near enough
to hear that shooting, he’s gotten in touch
with them by now. He’ll be coming after us.”

“Yes.” She kept looking up at his face.
“Julio is a human being, Ed, even if his skin
is different from ours. He was brave, trying
to stop Strang as he did. Ed, have you any
family?”

“Not that | know of. | was an orphan,
raised by a drunken horsetrader. Why?”

“If Julio gets medical attention he may
live. If he doesnt get it—” Ann pushed a
stray lock of hair back from her face. “He
has a family, Ed, down in Mexico.”

Conway ground his cigarette under a heel.
“You dont have to hit me with a club, girl.
We’re not leaving him.”

“What are we going to do, Ed?”

“I ve been trying to think it through. We’re
not out of the mountains yet, but there’s
a town somewhere north of here.”

“Coronado. | remember it from the maps.
It must be thirty miles from here, and it’s an-
other twenty miles to Benson, where the rail-
road is. Julio wouldnt live if we tried to
take him that far. But this isnt fair to you
at all, Ed, making you risk yourself. If
you start at once you can get out, and send
help back in. I'll stav here and take care of
Julio.”

“I’'m not leaving you here. You’re the one
Strang wants. He’s got that idea about you
knowing where the money is.”
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“That’s just a crazy notion.”

“Crazy or not. it’s the one he has. You
couldn’t stand them off alone, Ann, so that’s
no good. You’re a good rider, though. Do
you think you could find your way out?”

“Well, this valley must drain into the
lower country, so if | follow it down— But
Ed, | don’t like—"

“Come on.” He took her arm and led her
out to the horses. “Better not take time to
eat. Take this horse I've been riding.” He
looked up toward the moonlit end of the
valley, but saw no movement there. “Good
luck, Ann.”

She reached for the reins but then paused,
looking back at him. “Good-by, Ed. You're
a fine person, doing this for someone you
hardly know.”

“Maybe you and | are different from most
people. Ride on out, fast. Send back a doc-
tor, and the law if you can.”

She gave him a strained look. “You’ll be
careful, wont you?”

He nodded, and part of his mind was tell-
ing him that he might not see her again, ever.
That broke his restraint, and he turned her
around to face him and kissed her—not harsh-
ly, but in the way of a rough man who was
being awkwardly gentle.

“Oh, Ed, Ed!” She clung to him, sur-
prising him with the fervor of her response.

“You’re the woman for me, Ann, if you'll
have me.”

“Then you've felt it too? | tried to fight
against it because | didn’t trust you at first—
Ed, | can’t leave you here. Not now!”

“Youve got to,” he said thickly. “Go
find that doctor.”

HEN she was gone he hobbled the
Wremaining horse and the mules, and
limped back into the room where

Julio lay. The wounded man’s breathing
made a faint wheezing sound in the silence.
Conway cleared glass fragments from a por-
tion of the floor and spread his blankets there.
In the morning Julio was no better. Still
unconscious, he just lay there, his old brown
face slack and his eyes closed. Conway built
a small fire outside, heated water in a tin
can, then tore some more strips from the petti-
coat Ann had left. After boiling the strips

he used them to replace the blood-soaked
original bandages.

He didnt know what else to do. If this
had been merely a flesh wound it would have
been fairly easy to handle. But there was
no telling what damage had been done inside
that ribby little body.

There was a well at the rear of the house,
wtih a bucket and a rope that wasnt too rot-
ten for use. Conway drew water for the ani-
mals, then cooked a meager breakfast. After
eating he lighted a cigarette and hunkered
down at one corner of the house, looking
up at the mountains.

He saw no one up there. But there was
a lot of brush and timber from which men
could watch him wtihout letting themselves
be seen. And they were there. Conway had
the feeling that distant eyes were upon him,
watching every move he made.

He took all the gear into the house. The
place would make a fairly good fort, since its
walls were made of peeled logs and they
were thick ones. But it had three outside
doors and a lot of windows that had had all
the glass shot out of them. No one man
could stand off an attack here, if it came
from several directions at once.

Julio grew steadily worse during the day.
The first shock of the wound had worn off,
but fever was building in him now. He was
never entirely conscious and at times he was
delirious, trying to rise up on the bed, bab-
bling incoherently in Spanish. Conway tried
to get a little food and water into him, but
failed for the most part.

Night came, and Conway spent most of
it outside on the porch, not sleeping at all.
He had taken a chance on getting some rest
the first night, on the likelihood that Strang
hadnt had time to get together with his
frihnds. It was different now.

Julio’s fever was higher on the second day.
He seemed to be burning up, and nothing
Conway could do seemed to help him. On
the evening of that day, while Conway was
smoking on the porch, the company came.

They came riding up the valley, three
mounted men who jogged along with their
eyes fixed upon the L-Crescent house. Con-
way’s heart leaped when he first saw them,
since they might have been sent in by Ann
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and this would prove she had gotten out
safely. But, watching them narrowly, he saw
that their gear was not the sort townsmen
would have: Too, they didn't seem worried
about approaching this place, as men who
had been warned by Ann of the danger in
the valley would be.

When they swung in through the gate and
stopped, the rail-thin, bearded one who was
a little ahead of the others called, “Hey!”

Conway was at one corner of the house
now, his back against the logs, his gun lifted
high in his hand. He called, “What do you
want?”

The bearded man cast a swift look in Con-
way’s direction, spat, wiped his mouth with
the back of his hand. “No need to be edgy,
friend. 1'm Jake Logan and these are my
boys, Sam and Ben. Its getting late and
wed like to camp for the night, if its all
right with you.”

“What brings you here?”

Logan rested a forearm on his saddle-
horn, “Why, we’re just riding through. We
heard this place was for sale and decided to
swing by and see if its worth our time.”

They looked like cattlemen, all right. At
least they had stockmen’s gear, and they
carried catch ropes on their saddles. The
two “boys” looked to be near thirty, and the
old man was about sixty.

Conway stepped out into view, partly to
get a better look at them. “Whered you
come from- Coronado?”

“Not recently, no. We've been scouting
this border country for awhile, looking for
a place to light. Seems as though you could
put away that gun, friend. You’re not alone
here, are you?”

“Not exactly alone. |
with me, who’s been shot.”

Logan spat again. “Well, can we camp
for the night?”

“Light down.”

Conway shrugged and holstered his gun.
There was a chance that they were what
they claimed to be. It was possible that they
had just happened by at this particular time.
But it wasn’t likely. They hadn’t asked how
Conway happened to be here, and they were
a little too incurious about Julio being shot.

The strong possibility was that they were

have a Mexican

some of Strang’ friends. Conway hadn't seen
these three at Horseshoe Basin, but they
could have been holed up elsewhere in the
mountains. It might be that Strang had sent
them to find out whether Ann Barlow was still
here. It was probable that Strang, busy lo-
cating some help for himself at the time,
hadn’t seen Ann ride out. He wouldnt want
to take chances on getting shot in making
an attack if she weren’t here, though.

If that were the case, Strang hadn’t fol-
lowed her when she left. Conway had wor-
ried about that, and he breathed easier now.
But not for long. He got to thinking that
if these men had been sent by Strang, they
would be aiming to get on the inside and be
in a position to cut him down from behind
when things came to a fight.

He couldn’t be certain about any of this.
It gave him an edgy feeling.

night, although he watched them. They
built up a fire in the yard, cooked their
supper, and rolled into their blankets.

The doctor came next morning, just as
the Logans were getting up. He was a testy
little man by the name of Newcomb, and he
had been driving all night in his buggy.

“That Mrs. Barlow is a determined young
woman,” the doctor said when Conway met
him at the gate. “l told her that | had
patients to look after in Coronado, but she
insisted | come up here.”

Conway was aware of the glances exchanged
by the Logans, who had overheard this. He
said. “The sick man’s in the house, doc.” .

The doctor took his bag from the buggy
and followed Conway into the house. He
snipped Julio’s bandages with a tiny pair of
scissors, looked at the wound, thumbed up
one of the Mexican’s lids to peer into an eye.

“How long since it happened?”

“Three nights, two days. Can we move
him out of here?”

“No. He would be dead right now if you
hadn’t kept him here. The bullet passed
through his lungst and there’s no telling what
other damage it did. About all I can do is
disinfect the wound and watch him. In a day
or so we should know whether hes going to
make it. Is he a friend of yours?”

THE Logans didnt bother him during that
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“No, not exactly.”

The doctor’s cold blue eyes looked Con-
way over. “You're doing this for a Mexican
you hardly know?”

“He did something for me, or tried to.
Look, if you’re wondering who%s going to
pay you for—”

“l wasnt thinking about that,” the doctor
snapped. “But I've found that human life
isn’t valued very highly in this country, and
your attitude is something new to me. [I'll
do what | can. He's full of infection, and
this long unconsciousness looks bad. It’s not
my job to ask questions about what hap-
pened here. Mrs. Barlow said only that there
had been a shooting, and she asked if there
were a law officer in Coronado. | told her
there wasn, but that there’s a deputy sheriff
who lounges around in Benson. She gave
me directions for reaching this place, and
then she left for Benson.”

“You didn't see anybody following her
when she left?”

“No, | didnt.” The doctor gave Conway
a sharp look, but then began taking instru-
ments from his bag.

The Logans had a breakfast fire going in
the yard when Conway went outside. The
doctor had demanded boiled water, so Con-
wav got a large tin can and filled it from the
well bucket and placed it on the fire.

“We have plenty of grub,” the bearded Jake
offered. “Sit down, friend, and eat with us.”

“Well, 1'll throw in some of mine to go
with it,” Conway said. “Ill need a meal for
the doctor as well as for myself.”

“Anything you say. How’s your friend
making out?”

“He’ bad off.”

Conway was not missing the sly alertness
in the eyes of those three. Maybe they were
hoping he would make some slip which would
tell them whether he was or was not ex-
pecting Ann to come back here alone. He
wasn’t; but as he sat down he glanced around
at them, and saw that all three carried well-
worn sixguns. That in itself, though, didn’t
mean much of anything.

“You boys riding out today?” he asked.

“We thought we might look around a lit-
tle,” Jake said. “This valley looks good. A
man could run a thousand cattle in here.

Seems some Eastern folks started up this
ranch and then found out there were hard-
cases in these mountains that could rustle
stock faster than they could raise it, so they
got discouraged and quit. Are there any ob-
jections on your part, if we look the place
over?”

“It’s not my ranch. Help yourselves, boys.”

Conway watched them while they saddled
up and rode on out. They had left their
blankets and cooking gear, so they intended
to come back. At no time had they asked
just what had happened in the shooting of
Julio Martinez. That might be put down
to the natural reticence of men who lived
in the land where questions weren’t wel-
comed, or it might be that it hadn't occurred
to them to ask, because they already knew.

If they were working for Strang, they were
being slyly careful. If Conway called them
on it and told them of his suspicions they
would blandly deny that they had ever
heard of Lew Strang. And the hell of it was,
they might be telling the truth. Either way,
they would resent being questioned. And
Conway would be one man against three.

When the water had boiled awhile, he
folded a bandanana to keep the can from
burning his fingers. Carrying the water and
the doctors breakfast, he limped into the
house.

Julio had several bad spells during the
day. Once he got to babbling and struggling
again, so that it took both Conway and the
doctor to hold him down.

Toward evening Ann Barlow rode in. Con-
way was helping the doctor at the time, and
glanced warily out through a window when
he heard the lone horse come into the yard.
When he saw Ann he ran out to her.

“Ed!” she cried, coming swiftly into his
arms. “Thank heaven you’re all right. Did
the doctor come out?”

“Yes, he did.”

“How is Julio?”

“Pretty bad.”

She drew back a little, giving him a look
that held a wveiled hurt that was occasioned
by his abruptness. “l went to Benson and
found a deputy sheriff. He was partly drunk,
and he said that he was just one man and he
couldnt do anything for us. He claimed that
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the law has given up trying to do anything
In the Santa Margaritas. | sent a telegram
to the sheriff in Tucson, but though | waited
hours | didnt get any answer. So | sent
another one to El Paso, telling the Rangers
that Lew Strang was here if they wanted
him. Then | started back. | bought some
groceries and a rifle in Coronado, and— Ed,
why are you looking at me like that? Have
| done something wrong?”

“It was dangerous for you to come back
here. Ann, why did you do it?”

“Could I do anything else?” She took hold
of his arms, smiling and trying to shake him
a little. “Oh, Ed, you’re not a man who
changes his mind about things. We've both
decided about—about us, haven’t we? And
my place is by yo