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Kn“ (left) I gend you Soldering

Equipment and Radio Parts;
show you how to do Radio Soldering;
how to mount and connect Radio parts;
give you practical experience,

(left) KEarly in my
KlT 2 course I show you how
to build this N.R.I. Tester
with parts I send. It soon
helps you fix neighborhood
Radios and earn EXTRA

money in spare time.
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You can get
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in your ‘own
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G.1 Bill. Mail
coupon for
full details.
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For fast, stirring ACTION

U. S. ARMY INFANTRY

You’re the hardest-hitting, most versa-
tile soldier on earth when you join the
U. S. Army Infantry. You are master of
more weapons and you shoot faster and
straighter than any soldier in any army
anywhere.

The modern Infantry soldier is at
home in every clime and in every element

—Iland, sea or air. He moves like the

wind by truck, duck, jeep, glider, plane,
assault boat, transport and almost every
other kind of vehicle.

If you’re above aver-
age mentally and physi-
cally, if you’re between
17 and 34, with a yen for

excitement and adventure, you aré the
two-fisted type the Infantry wants.

You’ll learn how to take care of youre
self . . . how to make quick, sound de-
cisions in emergencies . . . how to be a
leader. You’ll get high pay, plus good
food and quarters. As an Infantryman,
you’ll even be able to study for your
high school diploma or college degree.

Don’t miss this great opportunity.
Visit your U. S. Army and U. S. Air
Force Recruiting Station
—today!

' *

U.S. Army and U. S. Air Force
Recruiting Service



, Raines’ Fist Exploded Against The Renegade's Jaw,

Brand New Book-Length Novel
By Clitt Campbell

Bill Raines was a young hombre, but he was old in
trail-savvy, and the menace that McBride and his rene-
gades presented to the wagon-trains took every ounce
of shrewdness he owned. And in addition, he and
Cather had to deal with treachery in their own outfit. .,
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some seven or eight hundred miles;
then it cut westward again, directly
across Nevada, first to Virginia City,
then a bit southwesterly to Carson
City, hence into Califcrnia. There
the train wouid break up with the
gold-seekers  striking  northward
through the Yosemite Valley to
Sacramento and points further north,
and the settlers, the farmers from
Ohio and Illinois, turning their heavi-
ly-laden farm wagons and top-heavy
prairie schooners toward the fertile
valleys in the south.

Dust swirled from the huge wagon
wheels and the mules’ hoofs as the
train forged over the plain to the foot
of the slope; then the lead wagon
mounted the incline. The panting,
sweaty mules pulling the wagon dug
their hoofs into the side of the slope
and the wagon began to crunch up-
ward. A whip snaked out over the
mules’ heads and cracked with the
echoing report of a pistol shot; the
canvas-covered schooner lurched
drunkenly when one of its front
wheels collided with a half-buried
rock, climbed over it and came thud-
ding down again. Axles, shafit and
harness creaked dismally, and the
mules wheszed nasally as they strug-
gled upward.

A couple of horsemen rcde up,
swung themselves out of their sad-
dles and ran up to the wagon and put
their shoulders to it. The wheels
turned and the wagon tongue jutted
out ahead of the mules and dragged
them along. The wagon reached the
halfway mark, then the three-quarters
point and finally, with the mules’
tongues hanging out of their mouths,
it came lumbering over the crest and
rolled to a stop.

ELOW, A whip cracked and a
second wagon started up the
slope. A lithe rider astride a nimble-
footed horse appeared, jogged up the
grassy incline, swerved away from
the climbing wagon, and reached the
top. He reined in briefly, glanced at
" the bonneted woman on the wide seat
of the halted wagon, and at the man
beside her, then he rode away. They

followed him with thelr eyes, saw
him stop a couple of hundred feet
beyond them, watched him twist
around and scan the countryside.

“What’s he doing, John?” the
woman asked. “Less he’s just takin’ a
look around t’ see that everythmgs
all rxght”

“Dunno,” her

"Oh."

John Andersons shifted the reins
in his big hands. He squinted at the
youth for a moment.

“Will Cather seems t’ think that
young feller knows a Ireap about this
part o’ the country,” he went on
shortly. “I sure hope so. Nob’dy else
knows where we are. Every mornin”
I hafta ask Will if we’re stiil in
Wyomin’ an’ if he thinks we’ll ever
get t’ California. He turns t’ that
Raines feller an’ waits f'r him t’ ans-
wer me.”

“Raines?” Mary Andersons repeat-
ed. “Is that his name?” Her hvsnand
nodded. -

“Yeah. Think his first name’s Bill.”

The second wagon lumbered to the
top of the incline and the Andersons
watched it rell past them, and halt a
short distance beyond them. A third
and fourth climbed the slope; a fifth;
then they came rolling up one hard
behind the other until there were
eleven of them. Raines returned,
pulled up near the Andersons’ wagon;
a big man astride a sweating horse
rode up the incline, remed in near
Raines.

“How’s it look, son?” he asked.

“Awright. How much further you
plannin’ t’ go on f'r t'day?”

Cather glanced skyward

“We'll stay put here,” he answered.
“There’s a storm coming.”

Raines looked up at the sky. Cather
smiled.

“You won’t find ’ny sxgn of it up
there,” he said. He tapped his right
leg. “Busted that leg more’n thlrty
years ago, an’ ever since I've been
able t’ tell what kind o’ weather we're
gonna have.”

He jerked his horse away and clat-
tered over to the waiting wagons.

“All right, folks!” he called. “Fol-
ler me!”

The mules stirred reluctantly wa-

husband answered.
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gons squeaked into movement, and
one by one they rolled away, halted
again probably a hundred feet beyond
the top of the slope; Cather wheeled
‘away, and rode back, and went down
the incline. Raines looked skyward
again. There was a black cloud over-
head, and Raines shook his head. He
rode down the slope, joined Cather
who was watching other wagons start
upward.

“See it?” Cather asked.

“Y’mean th’ cloud?”

‘Uh-huh. Hope we get all the wag-
ons up there b’fore it hits.”

%@AGON AFTER wagon lum-
' bered by, and the lines still
awaiting their turn began to lessen.
There were six wagons on the slope
when the rain burst upon them. It
came down suddenly, a pelting, pun-
ishing, swirling downpour that turned
the grassy incline and the range into
2.guapmire. A wagon haliway up the
~: 'pe stopped and rolled downhill
when one of its mules lost its footing
‘and fell heavily; there was a scream of
terror from a woman when the other
mules pulling the wagon became pan-
icky and found themselves being
dragged down the slope by the heavy
wagon. Shouts and cries and yells
added to the confusion and excite-
ment, then a loud agonizing splint-
ering sound indicated that the shaft
had snapped off.

Despite the weight of the four
slithering mules in the traces, the
wagon seemed to gather momentum
as it careened down the slope. Those
behind it struggled frantically to
pull out of its path, a couple of them
succeeded, but others found the slip-
pery footing too much for them.
Mules scrambled this way and that,
and the plunging wagon, swinging
around crashed inte two others. The
three swayed together for a moment
like a trio of great bulls or buffaloes
with their horns entangled, then two
wagons toppled over while the third
promptly collided with a fourth wag-
on and sent it reeling into a fifth. The
sixth wagon, turning aside desperate-
ly, was side-swiped and it crashed
over on its side. A huge wheel rolled
down the hill, rolled into a team of

mules that was plodding upward;
there was a frenzied scream, the
pained screech of an injured mule and
and the wagon behind the panicky
team tottered unsteadily, then the
canvas top of it collapsed on the heads
of those inside,

Bill Raines caught a fleeting
glimpse of a girl's face somewhere
among the crush; her face was white
and hec flung himself out of the sad-
dle and went plunging past a skidding
wagon, swerved away from the
threshing legs of a downed mule,
leaped recklessly for the seat of the
wagon beyond the mule. He made it
somehow, collided with the girl,
ripped the reins out of her hands and
pushed her back inside.

DBy this time other men had taken
a hand in the melee; rough but
strong haands jerked terror-stricken
mules to a stop, and the situation was
brought under control. Raines swung
around on the seat and peered into the
shadowy depths of the wagon. There
were pieces of furniture; barrels and
boxes; pots and pans, and even bits
of clothing strewn about; fortunately
the heaviest pieces of furniture
hadn’t been dislodged. Whoever had
stowed them aboard the wagon had
wedged them in and they had with-
stood the jouncing on thc slope.
Raines noticed too that there was a
half-opened blanket roll among the
other things.

“Hey,” he said. “You c¢’n come outta
there now.”

HERE WAS no response. He

frowned, dropped down into the
wagon and almost stepped on a hud-
dles figure at his feet. It was the
white-faced girl. He bent over her
quickly, crooked his arm under her
head, raised it a bit. Something
swung against his back and he turned
his head to see what it was; it was
a canteen and he could hear water
sloshing around in it as it swung back
and forth from a nail in the canvas
stave. He ripped it off the nail, man-
aged to uncork it with his free hand,
and he forced some water into her
mouth, prying her lips apart with his
thumb; a bit of the water trickled
down her chin and onto the tight bod-
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ice of her dress. Her eyes fluttered
and opened and fixed themselves on
his face. He smiled at her and color
‘surged back into her cheeks.

“Awright now?” he asked. :

Her eyes shifted a bit, from his
sun-bronzed face to his white, even
teeth, then up again to meet his eyes.

“I..I think so,” she replied some-
what hesitantly. She moved her head
a little and the motion made her wince,
“My head hurts. I must have
burmnped it.”

“Yeah, guess you did,” he said.”l
musta pushed you a heap harder’n I
realized. Y’see, I was afraid you’d get
thrown offa th’ seat in all that millin’
around an’ when I Jumped up on th’
wagon I had t’ do things in a hurry
I'm sorry that I was so rough.”

“The chances are I'd have gotten
lots worse than a mere bump i you
-hadn’t acted so quickly,” she said with
a wan smile. “It took a lot of nerve
to do what you did.”

He reached for the blanket roll,
drew it closer, and flipped it open;
then he lifted her off the floor and
onto the blanket.

“You stay put there f'r now,” he
commanded. “When we get t’ th’ top
o' th’ hill, we’ll have a look at your
head.Want 'ny more water?”

She noticed then that his shirt and
neckerchief were drenched; his hat
.was, wet, too but he had pushed it
‘back on his head to prevent the water
from dripping on her. He nodded to-
ward the canteen.

“No, thank you.”

He corked the canteen and slung it
up on the nail, got to his feet; when
‘he straightened up he bumped his
thead on the top curve of the stave.
He frowned again, turned and climbed
-up on the seat. She heard the hand-
;brake screech as he released it. There
There was a creaking, crunching
‘sound as the wagon lumbered for-
‘ward, then it began to hurl uphill.
‘It jounced and thumped and she

“winced and finally closed her eyss
itightly. That was all she remembered
until she was starmngly awakened
I?y the feeling that the rain was beat-
-xng down upon hevr, she tried to twist
|away from it but something prevent-

ed it. She opened her eyes to sece
what it was,

She was lying on her side facing
the wall of the wagon and her face
was barely an inch irom the wall. But
she was wet—there wasn’t any doubt
of it—that is her face and her hair
and her wrists were wet. She sank
down on her back. Then she saw him
agam He was kneeling beside her and
in his hand was a water-soaked piece
of white cloth with which he had
been bathing her face and wrists.

“Qh,” she said.

“Passed out while we were makin’
it up th’ hill,” he explained. “Feel
stronger now?”

“Oh, yes,” she said quickly.

“If you're sure you’ll be awright
f'r a few minutes,” he went on, “T’ll
go se¢e if I c'n rustle up some hot.
coffee. That oughta fix you up.”

A strand of damp hair dropped
limply on her cheek and he tueked ¢
back in place very gravely with a Big
finger.

“Mzy I sit up now, please?”

He considered for a moment, then
he shook his head.

“Nope,” he said. “You stay put till
I get back. I won’t be more'n a
minute or so.”

He tossed the wet cloth up on the
seat, then he arose, straightened up
forget*’ully and promptly bumped his
head. His lips tightened. He bent his
head, took off his hat and touched
his head gingerly.

"We're gonna hafta do somathin’
about that,” he said. “B’fore I get my
brains knocked out.” A faint smile of
amusement toyed briefly at the
corners of her mouth. He put on his
hat. “Be right back.”

T WAS five minutes later when

he returned.

“Coffee ain't ready yet,” he
announced as he climbed into the
wagon. He produced a flask of
whiskey, uncorked it and held it out
to her. “Take a swallow o’ that.”

“No, thank you.”

“Go on,” he urged, “A little bit of it
can’t hurt you.”
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THE DAY passed and finally it

was evening.

There was no change in Mrs. Arch- .

er’s condition; the women didn’t ex-
pect any that soon and insisted there
wouldn’t be any until morning. Some
of them insisted it would be two or
three days before anyone would really
know. The men didn’t argue; there
wasn't any argument any of them
could advance and for once the word
of the women was accepted as final.

Camp fires sprang up and.-lan-
terns gleamed all along the line of
wagons, and soon the appetizing
aroma of cooking filled the air. Sup-
per was barely over when night came
on.

Bill Raines .and Peggy Taylor had
had an early supper. Now they were
sitting in silence on the blanket-cov-
ered seat of Pezgy’s wagon. Bill's

.eyes rauged skyward and Peggy
watched him; a couple of times he
stood up aud looked westward.

“What is it, Bili?” she asked final-
1y.
“Huh? O-h, nothing.”

There was another period of si-
lence.
“Youre unusally quiet tonight,”

Peggy remarked. “Are-you-worried-

about anything?”

“Just wonderin’ how Hammond’s
bunch is doing,” he replied. “They’ve
got women an’ kids with th’m, y’know,
an’ I'd sure hate t’ think o’ them run-
nin’ into somethin’ they mightn’t be
able t’ handle.” :

“Oh,” Peggy said. “You mean like
McBride?”

He nodded mutely.

“I thought you said McBride
wouldn’t dare come near us again.”

“Hammond’s outfit isn’t part o
ours any longer,” Bill pointed out.

“Oh,” Peggy said again.

He got to his feet, hitched up his
pants and shifted his gun belt.

“Look,” he said, “It's late an’ it’s
beginnin® to blow up. Suppose you
turn in? I'm gonna go and see Cath-
er.”

“And then?”

“Y’mean after I see him?”
“Yes.” ,
“0O-h, I dunno. Maybe I'll kinda
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ride out a ways an’ have a look
around.”

She didn’t say anything further;
she simply looked at him. When he
looked at her, she turned her head;
he put a big finger under her chin
and turned her head around.

“If you'’re worryin’ that somethin’s
liable t’ happen t’ me, don’t. I ain’t
lookin’ f’r trouble, b’lieve me.”

“We-11,” she said and stopped.

“Well what?”

“Nothing. Good night, Bill,”

“G’night,” he said but he did not
move. Neither did she. Then he bent
his head and kissed her gently on the
lips. “You go t’ sleep. When I get
back I'll curl up under here same’s I
did last night. Awright?”

“Hey,” a voice called suddenly.
“That you up there, Bill?”

Raines wheeled and looked down.

“O-h, h’llo, Will. I was just gonna
look yeu up. Anything th’ matter?”

Cather halted and ieaned against
the big wheel. : .

“Evenin’, Miss Tayéer™ he said.
“Bill, I've been wondérin’ if it might-
n’t be a good idea”if one uv us was
to take a h2if o’ dozen men an’ ride
out 2-ways just t’ see that every-
thing’s awright. It ain’t that I've got
“hy particular love £'r that Hammond
feller or that I care a hoot what hap-
pens to 'im. It’s—”

“I know, Will., It’s th’ women an’
kids with ’im.”

“Right.”

“I'll go,” Raines said. “I ¢’n do with
some exercise.”

“You're sure you don’t mind goin’?
Miss Taylor, you den't—"

“She’s turnin’ in,” Raines said.

“0-h,” Cather said. “Then it’s aw-
right. Bill, if you mosey down th’
line you’ll find all th’ men you c’n
use just hangin’ around an’ waitin’ f’r
somethin’ t’ do.”

Raines jumped down and strode
away into the darkness.

“Bill!"” Cather called.

“Yeah?”

“T'll wait up till you get back. I'll

tvanna know if anything’s happened.
An’ one thing more.”

“What?”
“Watch y’self. Y’hear?”
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“She’s dead,” he said grimly. “We
buried ’er at noon.”

Her hand tightened on his arm.

“Bill!” she said in a shocked voice.

“Her troubles are over,” he added.
“Look, I can’t stand here all night
8o I'll make this short. When I d’cide
t’ get married, I'll be th’ one to tell
you. I won't leave it t’ someb’dy else
t’ do. That clear? Next, that Katrina
or Katey or whatever th’ heck her
name is she’s a nice lookin’ gal. That
don’t mean I'm gonna marry ’er even
if her Ma does think it’d be a swell
idea. I got some ideas o’ my own an’
they don’t include th’ Heydrichs.
Now th’ girl I marry’s gonna be
smart an’ calm an’ she ain’t gonna be
th’ kind that acts up like a kid who’s
still wet behind the ears. You might
remember that if you expect me t’
‘marry you.”

“And what makes you think I want
you to?”

The grimness in his face vanished;

he grinned into her face.

" T%"You,” he said calmly. He bent his
head ‘and kissed the tip of her nose.
“Come on. Up you go.”

He lifted her lightly. She caught
the rim of the seat and pulled her-
self up, turned and looked down at
him. .

“See you in th’ morning,” he said
as he turned away.

“Bill,” she called.

He stopped, looked at her over his
shoulder, then he came striding back.

“Yeah?”

“Bill, I'm awf’lly sorry I acted the

- way I did. It was childish and I'm
sorry. But it won’t happen again.
That’s a promise.”

He reached up and patted her hand.

“Forget it,” he said. “G’night.”

“Good night, Bill.”

T WAS midnight and the train
was shrouded in darkness and
slumbering silence. Even the usually
restless mules huddled together in
silence. A wind raced over the range,
rustled the grass, whipped some dust
about. The canvas top of one of the
darkened wagons creaked a bit when
the wind surged against it; after a
minute everything was quiet again.
Fifty feet from the Anderson wag-
on a nan lay on his stomach in the

grass. He raised himself once and
looked northward when he thought
he heard something; after a while he
relaxed, turned over on his back and
lay flat, looking up at the sky. Pre-
sently he rolled over on his stomach,
got up on his knees, picked up his
rifle and came erect on his feet. He
looked toward the long double row
of darkened wagons and shook his
head.

“Damn foolishness, I calls it,” he
muttered. “Nob’dy in ’is right mind’s
gonna attack ’n outfit th’ size o’ this.
I wish t’ hell Cather or one o’ the
others was out here ’stead o’ me. I'm
so blamed tired an’ sleepy, I'm
damned if I know what’s keepin’ my
eyes open. Could I do a job o’ sleep-
in’! Bet I wouldn’t wake up fr a
week if I got th’ chance, ’specially
right now.”

He was stiffly silent for a moment,

.considering, then he trudged away,

marched past the Anderson wagon
then past a couple of more, stoppe
finally in front of a huge prairie
schooner, looked around quickly,
then he got down on his knees and
crawled in between the big wheels.

“Th’ hell with it,” he muttered.
“I'm sleepy an’ that’s that. I ain’t no
soldier, If they want guards, let ’em
hire ’em. Me, I'm gonna get me s’'me
sleep an’ anybody who don’t like it
don’t hafta.” .

He stretched out on his back with
his rifle beside him, sighed deeply,
wearily; after a minute he rolled
over on his side. A minute later he
was asleep. A wind droned over the
range and swept dust and leaves over
him but he did not move.

Fifty feet northward of his post
shadowy figures crawled over the
ground, stopped every few minutes
to look up. Four shadows became
four men when they came closer.
They crept past the very spot on
which he had been sprawled out
earlier, inched their way forward to
the train, and finally halted when
they were within a dozen feet of it.
One of the men turned and made a
beckoning motion and his compan-
ions joined him. There was a minute-
long whispered conversation, then the

;four men rose and xjushed headlqng__
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toward the wagons directly ahead of
them. They came skidding up to
them, dropped down and pushed their
way in between the wheels, huddled
behind them.

There was a strange scratching
sound, then flame suddenly spurted
out beneath the wagons, and the men,
each of them gripping a couple of
lighted faggots in their handg, came
scrambling out. They had already
chosen the wagons they would at-
tack; accordingly they separated, and
dashed away. A flaming bLrand was
hurled atop one wagen and the heat-
dried canvas covering msLa'vly ig-
nited; another wagon was siinil a“ly
attacied but the firebrand slid off the
canvas top and dropped on the
driver’s seat where it sputtered nois-
ily for a moment, then flames ringed
the seat and hungry fingers of fire
reached out, come toward the wheels
anpd the shaft while others raced up
the lengih of the canvas curtain,
spanned it and reached the top of the

wagon and bit into it was a hissing-

sound that became an ominous crack-
ling. Sparks from burning wagons
leaped into the air and the wind
caught them up, whipped them
through space and dropped onto still
other wagons. Flames broke cut in a
dozen places along the line; there
was a scream, a cry, a yell, then there
was a rush of booted feet.

“Come on!” a voice hollered.

Shadowy figures wheeled away
from the burning wagons and darted
off into the darkness. A rifle cracked
and one of the running men stumbled
and fell on his hands and knees; he
forced himself up again, and stag-
gered away when the “fifle thundered
a second time. The man stopped,
stiffened and pitched forward on his
facein the grass. There was a clatter
of hoofs and a handful of horsemen,
six or eight of them, came whirling
down the line, swerved and dashed
through a dark space between two
wagons, then fanning out, they
pounded away in pursuit of the fag-
got throwers.

“Don’t let a one o’ th'm get away!”
a voice yelled,

In the darkness beyond the wagons
a gun roared spitefully and a man
cried out; other guns joined in, add-

ing their voices to the mounting din
of screams and cracﬂlmg fires. A -
man seeking to escape a pursuing
horseman came running back toward
the wagons; he twisted around and
fired. A rifle-armed mtan peered out
at him from between the spokes of a
big wheel, raised the rifle to his
shoulder, poking the barrel between
the spokes, aimed and pulled the
trigger. The man with the six-gun in
his hand‘ stumbled awkwardly and
ncarly fell, braced himself on fail-
ing legs, steadied himself and slowly
raised his gun. The rifie and the
six-gun roared simultaneously. The
six-gun siid out of the man’s
numbed hand and dropped into the
grass. He fell limply to the ground.
The rifleman dropped his weapon. He
sagged against the wheel, crumpied
up and fell backward into the shadows
beneath the big wagon.

The train was fully awake now.
Men ran this way and that. Men
leaped up on the burning wagons and
tore -the canvas away, while. the:s
dashed up and helped frightened
people to the ground. Mules milled
about, brayed to be untied from the
wagons, Knives flashed in the moon-
light and cut into tethering ropes and
the mules, released, wheeled and gal-
loped away.

WHEN THE dawn sun arose, the
smouldering embers of four-
teen wagons ofiered mute testimony
to the effectiveness of the attack.
Groups of white-faced, tired-looking
people stood around here and there.
‘Cliere was litile or no conversation
among them; they were too worn out,
now that the shock of the attack had
passed, to do anything but stand
around even though many of them
seemed to have little energy left for
any purpose. When they moved it
was listless, heavy-:ooi d movemem,
and meost limz 2i .c zement,
Twenty-one motxonless, blanket -cov-
ered bodies lay on the ground between
the rows of wagons. Heavy-lidded
eyes stared at them and stunned
heads bowed and shecok. Tiny child-
ren, some of them not fully dressed,
and some of them hollow-eyed and
still showing signs of frenzied fright,
wandered about toco. Each time one

e
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length, arid when he came to the last
wagon, he looked up at the driver

“We’re campin’ here f'r t'night,”
Bill called to him.

who simply nodded and Raines-— :.The man turned, whipped off his

wheeled and loped away to the head
of the train. He pulled up alongside
of Cather.

“Everything awright?” Cather
asked.

Bill eased himself inthe saddle.

“So far,” he replied.

An hour passed, two, three, then
four and the crunching rumbling
wheels rolled steadily westward. Five
o’clock came and went and still Cath-
er pushed on. The sun eased off pres-
ently, slipping away to the west, and
shadows Dbegan to appear. The line
of outriders on the northern side of
the train bent in the middle as horse-
men moved in close to the train, look-
ing in Cather’s direction, wondering
mutely when he intended to stop; he
gave no indication that he noticed
it, He rode on doggedly, even grimly,
with his eyes never shifting even the
barest bit from the range that spread
away before him. Slowly the line of
horsemen drifted back, straightened
out, and the train plodded on as be-
fore. After a while the shadows
lengthened and deepened and finally,
just as dusk came on, Cather jerked
his mount to a stop. Raines pulled up
too.

“Awight,” Calther said, turning to
him, “Reckon we’ve covered enough
ground f'r t'day.”

Bill nodded, wheeled and clat-
tered back,

“Pull up!” he yelled though cupped
hands. “Pull up!”

Wagon brakes squealed as they
pulled up hard; tired mules standing
on wide-spread, trembling legs,
breathed leudly with a nasally
wheeze, Raines twisted around when
he heard hoof beats....he saw the
two scouts ride up to Cather’s side,
saw them halt there and ease them-
selves in their saddles. Raines rode
on.

“Don’t crowd th’ feller in front o’
;you,” he called. He wanted to add,
*Fire ¢’n spread like all get-out once
it gets started,” but he held his
tongue.

He rode between two wagens and
onto the range. An outrider looked
up hopefully,

dust caked hat and waved it. The
other horsemen came riding toward

. the train as swiftly as their horses

could negotiate the distance. Raines
turned his mount and rode back to
where Cather had stopped. He
nodded to the scouts when they
trudged past him leading their hor-
ses.

“Might be a good idea,” he said
to Cather, “to string out another
bunch o’ riflemen t'night. They could
bust up a sneak attack even b'fore it
got started. That awright with you?”

“Yeah, sure,” the older man said
quickly. “I'm f'r anything that'll
save lives.” .

“Got another idea, too,” Raines
said with a grin. “How would it be
if we were t’ start a hull circle of
fires, sort o’ ring th’ train with th’m,
say at about a hundred feet away
from th’ train an’ th’ fires 'bout forty
or fifty feet apart? We could keep
’em burnin’ full blast all night long,
an’ if any o’ McBride’s mavericks
tried t* come through, hell, it’d be
like shootin’ at a standin’ target t’
knock ’em off. How’s it sound t’ you?
Awright?”

“Sounds like you’re expectin’ com-
pany t'night,” Will Cather said.

“An’ how I’'m expectin’ it,” Raines
said calmly. “But I won’t be th’ least
bit disappointed if nob’dy shows up.”

ATHER LOOKED at him for a
moment.

“You get ’'ny more bright ideas,”
he said, “an’ I'll be lookin’ f'r a new
job. What are you tryin’ t' do show
up th’ old man?”

“Huh?” the youth asked innocent-
ly. “What d’you mean, show you up?
You don’t realize it, partner, but it's
little things that you say fr'm time
t’ time that give me ideas so you're
just as much responsible f'r ’em as I
am. That showin’ you up?”

Cather laughed.

“G’'wan,’ he said. “Don’t try t' pull
th’ wool over my eyes.”

“On th’ level, WilL”

“You’re th’ blamedest, doggeonedest
liar an’ you know it,” Cather insisted.
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“Could be,” the youth said easily
and quite unworried. “But if you
keep it t’ y’self, nob’dy else’ll ever
- know it.”

“G’wan,” Cather said again. “Go get
y’self some grub, you fresh young
pup an’ don’t try t’ fool th’ old man
again. Y’hear?” .

“Nope,” Raines said with a grin.
“An’ if anybody asks me how come
th’ fires or th’ outriders, I'm gonna
tell ’em it was all your idea. So there.”

He wheeled his mount and rode
away. Cather followed him with ad-
miring eyes.

“I wouldn’t trade that young feller
£r a hundred men even up,” he mut-
tered. “He’s got more guts an’ more
natural savvy th’'n anybody I ever
saw. He’s awright, plenty awright,
b’lieve me. An’ with th’ gift o’ gab
he’s got, he could talk a painted post
into believin’ it was a gazelle.”

IFLEMEN, only this time they

-were dismounted and ordered
to squat in the shadows out of range
of the crackling fires that ringed the
train, tock up their posts under Bill
Raines’ eye. The fires themselves
were started on stony ground and as
an added precaution to prevent the
flames from feasting on and spread-
ing over the sun-dried -grass, rocks
and stones were heaped around the
base of each fire, thus confining each
to its immediate spot. The only fear
therefore was of a strong wind, but
fortunately while it was cool, even
chilly, the wind was negligible and
few sparks were wafted away from
the fires.

At the Andersons’ insistence, Will
Cather rolled himsef up in his blank-
ets in Peggy’s wagon, and fifteen
minutes after, when John Anderson
peered in on him, he found Cather
fast asleep and ‘snoring like a good
feller’. Raines did not turn in..he
insisted he couldn’t and added, when
Peggy looked at him, that he’'d sleep
all the next day. Peggy shook her
head but he chucked her under the
chin, tossed her a cheery ‘good night’
and went off.

“You’re going to marry him, aren’t
you?” Mrs. Anderson asked when

they were alone behind the canvas
drop. .

Peggy didn’t answer as promptly as
gshe should have and Mrs. Anderson
smiled understandingly.

“You don’t have to answer,” she
said. “You two were meant for each
other. Anyone can see that. It’s in
your eyes and in his, the way you
look at each other and so on.”

Peggy smiled a little, and blushed
a little.

N “He’s asked you, of course, hasn’t

e?’)

“We-ll, not exactly.” .

Mary Anderson’s eyes widened.
“Oh,” she said. “I'm sorry, Peggy.
I....”

“I meant,” Peggy said quickly,
“that while he hasn’t actually asked
me, he’s told me.”

“Told you?” Mrs. Anderson re-
peated, then she laughed softly. “O-h,
I see! But I suppose that that’s the
way of the modern generation. Ima-
gine a young man telling a young
woman in my time that he was going
to marry her and considering the sub--
ject closed and final. Our mothers
would have had a fit!”

Peggy smiled again.

“I'm sure it would have been dif-
ferent with us if conditions had been
different,” she explained. “Riding in
a wagon, doesn’t exactly lend itself
to romance, you know, particularly
with so many people watching you
all the time and so many things hap-
pening all around you. Then too
Bill’s had to be on the go all the time,
or nearly all the time, doing his work

as Mry. Cather’s assistant. So you
mustn’t think badly of him.” :

Mrs. Anderson patted Peggy’s
hand.

“I don’t at all,” she said quickly.
“In view of conditions, I think he’s
done wonderfully well. And now that
I think of things, it's a wonder to me
that you two had any time together at
all.”

“We didn’t have very much,” Peg-
gy admitted. “It was mostly at sup-
per-time or for just a little while
after supper that we got a chance to
talk and what little we knoew about
each other...”
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“This spot suit you awright?” he
asked. '

“Good as any other I suppose.”

Howell gave him a curious look,
took off his hat and scaled it away.
He unbuckled his gun belt, wound the
belt around the holstered gun and put
it down in the grass. He unbottoned
his shirt and took it off and tossed it
aside, hitched up his pants again and
looked up. .

“Awright,” he said. “Come an’ get

it”

Raines smiled fleetingly.
“Sure,” he said. “Anything ¢
oblige.”

Howell, his big fists clenched and
raised, came plunging across the
grass. Raines side-stepped nimbly and
Howell’ swinging right fist missed
him completely. He turned to meet
the big man’s second rush. It came
without a moment’s loss of time. This
tirae Raines did not side-step at once;
he waited until Howell was almost
upon him, then he twisted away,
ducked under a second wild swing,
came up suddenly with a short-arm
jolt that landed squarely in the pit
of Howell’s stomach. Howell grunted
'and dropped his hands and Raines
promptly struck him in the face, and
just as promptly moved away again.

Howell came lunging after him.
Raines, whipping around, drove a
long, lightning-like left into the
man’s face, brought up his right fist
with an echoing thud, and when he
stepped back again there was a crim-
son smear on Hawell’s lips and blood
bubbles in his nostrils, Howell moved
toward him again. He was breathing
through his open mouth. He plunged
across the intervening space, swung
a big fist wildly, missed by a wide
margin, and took a hard, full-bodied
punch in return. It made him gasp
and he stumbled and fell on his hands
and knees. Raines suddenly became
aware of a circle of spectators. He
made no attempt to force the fight-
ing; he backed a bit, his hands low-
ered, and waited.

Howell dragged himself up. Slowly
he advanced, with his guard high to
protect his battered face. Cautiously

he thrust out his left. Raines bruahed _

it aside and in almost the same motion
drove his own left fist wrist deep into
Howell’s stomach. Howell grimaced;
when a second left landed in exactly
the same place, he gave ground.

UDDENLY there was a yell from
somewhere along the length of
the train; and everyone looked up
quickly. Raines and Howell turned
and locked up too. There was another
yell, a more frenzied yell this time,
and the sudden crack of a rifle.
Flames leaped upward almost from
the very ground and enveloped the
last wagon in line. Then -the wagen
directly in front of it burst into
flames. A third wagon, a fourth, and
then a fifth wagon began to burn.
‘The entire train awoke. Men came
leaping out of wagons all along the
line; women and children appeared
too and in another moment the train
was in an uproar. Children were tram-
pled and knocked dcwn, screaming,
hysterical women clawed zt men who
bumped into them, and plunging, run-
ning men collided full tilt with other
men. Punches were thrown wildly in
the excitement.
Raines bolted away. Howell, breath-
ing heavily through his bloodied
mouth, leaped after him. The other

‘men, moved to action, followed -be-

hind then. Raines headed for a burn-
ing wagon' directly ahead of him;
Howell swerved away in another di-
rection.- There was a handful of peo-
ple standing around the wagon when
Raines panted up; he shouldered
them out of his way, leaped up on the
driver’s seat, ripped off the flame-
ringed canvas curtain and cast it
away. He reached up, got a grip on
the canvas top, jerked it furiously:
it came away suddenly and he whirled
around and sent it hurtling ground-
ward. A couple of men jumped on it,
stamped the flames out of it.

“Anybody in there?” a man yelled
to Bill.

Raineg shook his head.

“What’d you say?” the man yelled.
~ The smoke filled Raines’ eyes and
throat.

“Nob’dy in here,” he managed to
say.
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The man wheeled and darted off.
Raines jumped down to the ground.
The framework of the wagon was
burning but there was little that any-
one could do about it. The onlookers
moved away. The biggest crowd was
standing around the very last wagon
in the line and Raines trudged up to
it

“This one’s a goner, too,” a man
said at his elbow. “Wish t’ hell I'd
got th’ hellion who set it on fire. I
got one shot at ’im an’ honest t’ God,
I never saw a feller run as fast as he
did.”

“Who's this wagon belong to?”

“Tom Howell.”

“O-h, yeah? Tom Howell, eh?
S-ay, how ’bout his family? They get
out awright?”

“Yeah, sure,” the man answered
quickly. “On’y now that I think uv
it, th’ last I saw o’ Tom he went back
“into th’ wagon t' get somethin’ an’.
I'm damned if I saw ’im come out or
not.” He turned around. “Any o’ you
folks see Torm Howell?”

2YHERE WAS no answer. The
flames from the burning wagon

reached out hungrily and the onlook-
ers moved back quickly. The frame-
work that supported the roundcd top
- fell in on one side. A woman screamed
and pointed hysterically.

“Look! Look!” she screamed and
pointed falteringly. “A hand!”

Others pointed to a hand that
came creeping out of the folds of
burning canvas along the edge of the
wagon’s wooden wall, then the hand
was withdrawn. Raines pushed the
man out of his way, leaped up on the
wheel, yanked off the curtain that
hung in smoking tatters, tossed it to
the ground, then he eased himself
over the wide seat, and dropped off
it into the burning interior of the
wagon. A couple of other men
jumped up on the wagon..one of
them climbed up on the seat, and
bent down as if he were helping lift
something. Another man jumped
doewn, turned and held up his hands.

“Awright!” he yelled. “Lemme
have ’'im!”

Some men among the onlookers
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joined him. There was some strain-
ing just behind the seat, some labored
shoving and lifting, then a pair of
booted feet came into view and a wo-
man in the crowd gasped aloud. Now
a body was being slid over the seat
and big hands reached it, got hold of
it, cradled it in strong arms and
backed away with it. A path opened
before the men and they carried their
burden to a grassy stretch of ground
and laid it down. The men in the
wagon climbed down. Raines, dirty-
faced, made his way down to the
ground just as the remaining side of
the framework fell in. Sparks leaped
high into the air, spun around for a
moment and dropped earthward. Men
and children jumped for them,
stamped them out. Raines stumbled
away, sank down on the ground and
sprawied out on his back. He closed
his smarting eyes.

“Hey!” a man yelled. “He ain’t

ead! He’s alive!”

There were more excited yells and
everyone gathered around the figure
stretched out on the grass. Raines
forced himself up into a sitting posi-
tion. A man came running past him,
jerked to a stop, retraced his steps
and halted in front of him.

“Howell’s awright,” he said exci-
tedly. “Got a belly full o’ smoke an’
s’'me burns but outside o’ that he’s
awright!”

va § VA
The House Divided

T MID-MORNING when the
train got under way again
B smoke was still rising from the
burned out hulks of the five wagons.
By noon seven more were abandoned;
three o’clock saw two more evacuated
and left behind as the train ground
its way doggedly westward, and at
evening when the train came to a halt,
a tally of the wagons drawn up in the
usual double line totalled eighty-one
in all. _

“Eighty-one left outta a hundred
an’ thirty-nine,” Will Cather said
grimly, “That means we’ve lost fifty-
eight wagons shot t’' hell”
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folks want to make a change, it’ll be
awright with you?”

“Sure.”

“That’s doggoned decent o’ you,”
the man said. “Come on, you fellers.
Long’s Will is willing t’ be fair about
it, we’ll be th’ same. We’ll keep outta
things. We'll leave th’ decidin’ to the
others. If th’ m’jority still want Will
t’ run things, then awright an’ that’ll
be that. But if they want someb’dy
else, they’'ll get someb’dy else. Come
on.”

Hammond had stood quietly; now
when the others turned and started
away, he fell in with them and
trudged along.

“Well?” Cather demanded.

Raines shrugged his shoulder.

“What d’you want me t' say?” he
countered. “You know danged well
you won’t do what I tell you to.”

“I’'m listenin’.”

“Awright. It’s plain as the nose on
your face that ’less you do somethin’
an’ pronto, you’re gonna be out’ve a
job. ’Stead ¢’ gettin’ up on your high
horse an’ makin’ mad faces, you bet-
ter hustle back t’ th’ train an’ speak
your little piece. Everybody knows
you know more ahout runnin’ a train
than Hammond’ll ever know, but if
you don’t remind th’m uv it. he’ll sell
th'm a bill o’ goods an’ he'll wind
up with your job an’ you’ll have noth-
ing.”

“I’'m stayin’ right here. If they’re
dumb enough t’ fall f'r what he tells
th’m, he c¢’n have th’ job an’ what
happens t’ th’m afterward won’t be
’ny skin offa my nose.’

13 HATEVER you say,”
Raines said. “You're a stub-
born ¢!’ coot an’ maybes you oughta
get what’s comin’ to you. But I got
some o’ that Missouri mule in me too
so I suppose all I ¢'n do is stay put
an’ trail along with you no matter
what happen. ’Course I know I'll be
sorry f'r it afterwards, but what th’
heck?” :
Cather bristled; Raines looked
away hastily. He didn’t want Cather
to see the grin on his face.
“1I don’ t need 'nybody t’trail along
with me,” Cather reported. “G’wan,

you wall-eyed young pup—chase
y’self.”

“Nope,” Raines said, “Nothing do-
ing. An’ don’t try t’ flatter me. It
wont do 'ny good. I'm stuck with you
an’ that’s that.”

Cather looked at him suddenly.

“What are yu lookin’ at me like
that fr, huh?”

Cather smiled, then he laughed,

“Bill, y’know what?”

“What ?”

“I hired you, didn't I?”

“Uh-huh. So what?”

“What d’you figger is gonna hap-
pen when I get fired?”

“0O-h, Hammond’'ll do somethin’
hairbrained like he did before.”

“’Course he will, you idiot!” Cath-
er exploded. “D’you think I need you
t'tell me that?”

“N-o, I s’ppose not.”

“But gettin’ back t’ you, MISTER
Raines, th’ train didn’t hire you. I
did. I hired you t’ work f'r me an’
I've been payin you outta my own
pocket. So th’ way I figger it MI1S~
TER Smarty Pants, if I lose my job,
you lose yours. Just what d’you aim
t’ do about that, huh?”

“Not a damned thing,” the youth
said caimly.

“Then don’t you go tellin’ me t’ do
somethin’, you young so-an’-sol”
Cather roared.

R OH K
NNA AND Katey Heydrich were
sitting on the driver’s seat of
their wagon, while Kurt, his back to
them, leaned against one of the big
wheels, his interest and attention on
a group of twenty feet away.

“What will we do, Mama?” Katey
asked.

Kurt turned his head.

“Do?” he repeated. “First we will
wait and see. Then we will do.”

Katey moved forward.

“But, Papa, if everyone decided to
go along with that Hammond man,
we can’t do anything else but go with
him too.”

“Everyone will not go with Ham-
mond,” Kurt said calmly. “There are
many who do not like him, or trust
him. For me, he talks too much and

_too loud.”
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“Papa is right, Katrina,” Anna said
She patted her daughter’s hand. “Let
us wait and see. Then we can decide.”

“Hammond comes,” Kurt said.
“Quiet.”

Hammond came striding up to the
wagon. He nodded to Kurt, raised his
eyes to Anna and Katey, smiled fleet-
ingly and touched the brim of h1s
hat.

. “Evenin’,” he said. “I suppose you
folks know what’s goin’ on without
me havin’ to tell you?”

“We know,” Kurt said.

“Good. Saves me th’ job o tellin’
my story all over again an’ Lord on’y
kizows I’'m- about talked out. You

foiks are throwin’ in with th’ rest uv -

us; right”

“No,” Kurt said. “It is not nght ?

Hammond’s head jerked around.
Kurt’s eyes did not waver.

“We-11,” Hammond said ‘with a cur-
ious heaviness, “If that’s th’ way you
feel about it, awright. I kinda fig-
gered that after all th’ delays we’ve
hadda put up with, all th’ killin’s
we’ve had t’ stand for an’ all th’ burn-
in’s, anything’d be a heap better.
Guess I was wreng.”

There was no comment from the
Heydrichs. Hammend looked from
one to the other, then he shrugged his
shoulder turned on his heel and
marched off.

Ten minutes later a horseman rode
up to the wagon, drew rein and looked
up at Kurt.

“Understand you folks are gonna
trail along with Cather. That right?”

Kurt nodded.

“So am L* the man added. “Got
‘nything in th’ strong box? If you
have, hustle over an’ get it. Cather
wants th’ folks who are stringin’
along with him t’ get their stuff
b’cause he’s turnin’ th’ box  over t’
Hammond. Better get over there now,
Heydrich.”

Kurt hurried away. The mounted
man wheeled his horse.

“Please,” Anna said and he checked
the animal and looked at Anna.
“There are many others who have
refused to go with this Hammond?”

“Q-h, about a dozen,” the man ans-
wered. “The Andersons, th’ Turners,

th’ Kellys, an’ o-h, I kinda f'rget f'r
th’ minute who th’ others are but all
told we’ll prob’bly have about a dozen
families left. Tom Howell’s stringin’
along with Cather. I was kindz sur-

.prised t’ hear that 'cause he an’ Ham-

mond were pretty thick there f’r a
while.”

“There is a young lady,” Anna said.
“Her name is Tayior, I kelieve.”

“¥’'mean Peggy Taylor?”

Anna smiled.

“Yes.”
“She’s with us, too. Great girl that
Peggy. Understand che an’ that

young Raines are gonna get hitched
soon’s we get a breathin’ spell. We-1],
gotta get zcin’ again. Be seein’ you
folks.”

The man rode away; a minute later
he came clattering back.

“Look,” he said. “When Hammond
an’ th’ ones goin’ with him pull out,
you folks stay put. After they've
gone, we’ll all move up.”

E RODE off again. Anna and

Katey looked at each other.
Suddenly Anna’s right hand flashed
upward, then it came sweeping down-
ward in an echoing slap across Katey’s
face. The girl’s head snapped back;
for a moment she was stunned,
speechless, incapable of any movement
or show of emotion. .

“Fool, you,” Anna said thickly.
Katey’s hand crept up to her tingling
cheek. She touehed it gently. “For
you, I am nice to this Raines. But
what good does-it do? No good. You
sit and you wait and you dream, and
while you do nothing, this girl, this
nobody, she gets him. Sometimes you
make me so mad I could....”

Katey leaped to her feet. Anna
thrust out a restraining hand but
there was .no stopping Katey now.
She brushed it aside, then with in-
credible swiftness she had gathered
her skirts together, went over the
wheel, jumped to the ground, wheeled
and fled.

“Katrina!”

There was no response. Half up out
of the wide seat Anna sank down

again. ‘She sat quietly, hunched up.
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EN WITH rifles in their hands

appeared. They looked quickly
at Cather who looked at them and
slowly shook his head.

“That ain’t any uv our affair,” he
said quietly. “It might even be a trick
t’ get us t’ leave our wagons an’ go t’
help Hammond. We’re stayin’ put
on'y we’ll be set f'r anything if any-
thing comes this way. Couple o you
fellers get th’ women folks an’ their
kids outta th’ wagons an’ under ’em,
then those o’ you with rifles hustle
out a ways, say about fifty feet and
squat down in the grass low as you
can, If any o McBride’s hellions
show up, blast ’em down before they
o’n reach th’ wagons. Hustle it up,
you fellers.”

The men scattered. Cather jerked
out his gun.

“Bill, you take th’ tail end o’ th’
train,” he commanded. “I’ll take th’
front end. B'tween us we oughta be
able t’ keep things under control. Go
’head, boy.”

The distant outburst of firing
slackened off, swelled, and slackened
off again. Then the sky westward
brightened and glowed and anxious
eyes probing it knew that it meant
but one thing: fire.. There was no
need -to tell them that Hammond’s
train had run into trouble while it
was rumbling on; probably it had
been ambushed and the deepening
crimson in the sky was an indication
of what had happened. The firing
swelled and eased off again in turn
but it was fully half an hour before
it finally died away. It was midnight
when Cather came down the line in
search of Raines.

“Think Hammond beat ’em off?”
Raines asked.

“Must’ve,” Cather answered. “I'm
just wonderin’ how many lives an’
wagons it cost him. Still got your
men standin’ guard?”

“0O-h, sure,” Raines said quick]y.
“I'm figgerin’ on keepin’ ’em out
there f'r th’ rest o’ th’ night.”

There was a step behind them and
they turned. Anna Heydrich looked
up at them.

“Y’better get back t' your wagon,
Ma m,” Cather said. “T’aint safe out

in th’ open, y’know.”

“Wait a minute, Will,” Raines said
quickly. “I think I know what Missus
Heydrich wants. Katey’s awright,
ain’t she?”

Anna smiled wanly in the night
light.

“I do not know,” she said. “Per-
haps she is with her father. You have
seen my husband, Kurt?”

“I saw ’'im awright,” Raines an-
swered. “On’y that was earlier in th’
evenin’, Ain’t he been back t’ th’ wag-
on since then?”

Anna shook her head.

“Look, Ma’m,” the tall youth said.
“Suppose you go back t' your wagon
an’ wait there while I have a look
around? Then I'll come over an’ tell
you how I made out? Awright?”

Anna seemed undecided.

“That makes sense t’ me,” Cather
said. “You leave things t’ Bill; Ma’m.
He’ll take care o’ th'm.”

NNA LOOXED at him, turned
slowly and plodded away.
“What'’s this all about, Bill?” Cath-

er asked.

“I dunno exactly,” Raines replied.
“Earlier this evenin’ her husband
come up t’ me an’ asked me if I'd
seen their daughter. You know ’er,
Will, a good lookin’ girl with blonde
hair like her mother’s.”

“Yeah, sure. I've seen ’er any num-
ber o’ times even though I've never
said anything to ’er.”

“I got ’'n idea that mama an’ ’er
daughter had some words an’ Katrina,
th’ daughter y’know, we-11, she proba-
bly got peeved an’ stalked off. But
where in hell she went to, I'm damned

if I know.”
“ «But what about papa? Where
d’you suppose he is?”

“Y’got me there, Will, ’'less he’s

still out lookin’ for Katrina.”

“Th’ range is a helluva big place t’
hafta look f’r someb'dy,” Cather said
drzly “’Specially at night.”

I know,” Raines said. “I think I
better get started. Think you ¢'n han-
dle things f'r both uv us?”

Cather grunted and the youth
laughed.
“See you later, Will,” Raines

called over his shoulder.
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“Watch y’self,” Cather responded.

He followed the striding youth
with his eyes, saw him stop at the
first wagon he came to, bend down
and talk with someone under the wag-
on,

“As if ‘we ain’t got enough trouble
as it is,” Cather muttered as he saw
Bill straighten up and march off
toward the next wagon. “We gotta
have families fightin’ amongst th’m-
selves. Wish t’ hell they’d save their
mads f'r McBride. An’ speakin’ o’
him, I'd sure like t’ get a bead on that
polecat I'd blast him frm here t’ hell
an’ back again.”

Vel g
Life Is For the Living

ATEY HEYDRICH’S choked
up emotions burst when she
b stumbled away from her moth-
er’s wagon, She was sobbing hyster-
ically and her thoughts were con-
fused and incoherent. Like a tho-
roughly frightened child who had
been whipped without understanding
why she had been whipped, she
plunged away blindly, seeking in-
stinctively te put distance between
the one who had whipped her and
herself. She came around the wagon
and skidded te a stop. There was
movement and excitement all around
her....the train was dividing itself
in two, and those who had chosen to
accept Hammond'’s leadership in pre-
ference to continuing under Will
Cather were already on the move.
The excitement made Katey for-
get her own trouble for a moment,
and she watched with interest as big,
top-heavy prairie schooners and
equally big farm wagons that were
more solidly built rumbled past. The
tailboard of one wagon was down and
every time the wagon lurched the tail-
board swung iree and then it came
thumping down against the rear
wheels. Katey’s eyes ranged past the
tailboard to a length of thick rope
- that hung just inside the wagon from
the curving top of its framework and
dropped to within an inch or two of
the flooring.

She gathered her skirts together
and darted after the wagon, and when
the rope swung out she flung up both
hands and grabbed it and leaped up-
ward off the ground and into the
wagon. She collided with a heavy
packing case that refused to give way
before her and she went sprawling
in the wagon’s dark interior. Fortu-
nately she did not cry out; it was
fortunate for her because a man came
running up to the wagon, swung the
tailboard up and it slammed into
place.

“Awright!” she heard the man yell.
“It’s up. You ¢'n go ahead now!”

A whip cracked and the mules
pulling the wagon quickened their
pace. Katey got up on her knees and
huddled there. She peered around the
packing case. Fortunately too the
canvas curtain at the front of the
wagon hung at its full length, shut-
ting out the driver from the rest of
the wagon, and Katey, regaining her
composure, breathed easier. Slowly
she sank down on the floor, rested
her back and head against the case.
When the wagon lurched, the case
started to slide toward the tail and
Katey had to brace herself against it
to hold it in place.

She heard hoofbeats and she raised
lier head. There was no canvas cur-
tain at the rear of the wagon and she
could see out very clearly by peering
over the top of the raised tailboard.
She became aware of another wagen
following directly behind them, then
of other wagons behind the second
one. She wondered if the people in
the second wagen could see her. She
decided they couldn’t because she
couldn’t see them. A horseman came
up abreast of the second wagon and
he and the driver talked briefly but
indistinctly, that is, as far as Katey
was concerned. Then the horseman
clattered past.

“Hey, Hammond!” Katey heard
him call again. “You gonna keep goin’
right- straight through th’ night?”

“Yep,” came the answer in a voice
that Katey recognized as Hammond’s.
She caught her breath when she rea-
lized that Hammond’s voice had come
from the front of the wagon she was
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riding in, “We've got a helluva lotta
time t’ make up an’ I'm gonna push
these danged mules ’till we get t
where we’re headed f'r or they drop.”
The horseman didn’t answer; he
simply wheeled his mount and rode
back along the line of wagons.

ATEY HADN'T given a
@ thought to her parents; now
she thought of them and when Anna’s
face flashed through her mind, her
lips tightened. She would never for-
ive Anna, she told herself. As for
er fatlier, she wasn’t angry with
him. Kurt had always been kindly
toward her. In fact, now that she
thought of it, she couldn’t recall ever
having seen Kurt angry. Poor Kurt,
he’d feel badly about losing her. Anna
wouldn’t; she was hard and unbend-
fng. They’d never see her again,
When she got to California, she’d
disappear altogether. Perhaps after a
while she’d manage to get word to
Kurt that she was alive and well, but
she’d warn him that he wasn’t to
breathe a word of it to Anna. Anna
had to be punished. There weren’t
any two ways about that. She’d make
herself strong and unbending too,
and then maybe one day Anna and she
~would meet. Her eyes gleamed for an
instant. She’d live just for that day.
She didn’t know what she’d do when
that day arrived; she’d worry about it
later on,

Then a thought came to her and it
made her sit up.

She hadn’t any money and the only
clothes she had were the ones she was
wearing. What would she do when
she got to California? The thought
frightened her. She’d never been in
such a predicament. Whenever she
had needed anything, there had al-

ways been Kurt to turn to, or Anna;

she wouldn’t think of Anna again,
she told herself. She’d only think of
Kurt. We-11, there wasn't any sense
in worrying about it now. California
was a long way off. The rumbling
wagon made her drowsy and finally
her eyes closed; she opened them
‘again shortly, but only briefly, be-
‘cause the motion of the wagon lulled
‘her off to sleep.

She did not open her eyes when
she felt herself being lifted and car-
ried and then being put down again.

-She felt her head being raised and

something soft being placed under
it, then a hlanket was draped over her
A strong arm imprisoned her, held
her tight. A scream formed on her
lips; it was stifled when a heavy
hand was clapped over her mouth.
bruising her lips.

“Listen a minute,” a man’s voice
whispered in her ear. She tried to
squirm away but there was no es-
caping him. “Use your head. I'm run-
nin’ this train an’ what I say goes.
If you act up, I'll boot you outta this
wagon an’ then where’ll you be? Qut
on th’ range with nob’dy within fif-
ty miles t° hear you or help you.
If you're nice t’ me, maybe when we
get t’ California, I ¢’n do somethin’
for you. But that’s up to you. Now
what’ll it be, huh?”

She pulied away suddenly, brought
her knee up hard; the man gasped
and in that instant she had whipped
off the covers, scrambled to her feet,
flashed to the canvas curtain and
thrown it back. She never knew how
she managed to get over the driver’s
seat, over the high wheel and down
to the ground. .but she did. .and then
she began to rua.

“Come back here, damn you!” she
heard an angry voice cry but she
ran even faster.

She heard pounding feet behind her
as she fled along the line of plod-
ding wagons.

“Hey!” a man’s voice called.

“What’n blazes is goin’ on around
here, huh?”

HE TRIPPED over a half buried
rock and fell heavily..she was
panting for breath now and she
fought her way up to her knees
when a pair of arms caught her again
and imprisened her, lifted her; she
screamed and clawed her captor and
he cursed and put her down and
lashed out at her with his fist. The
punch was a cruel one. It struck her
squarely in the face and she sobbed
and fell. Then as the man bent over
her again she screamed:
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“Kurt!”

. The man dragged her to her feet.
She fought him off again and he
struck her a second time, a savage
blow that felled her. He strode up to
her, stood over her for a moment,
then he bent down.

“Well?” he demanded.
enough?”

She stirred, groaned and he grunt-
ed.

“Come on,” he commanded.
up to your feet an’ stop whimperin’.

He lifted her to her feet, steadied
her a bit; she kicked him suddenly,
broke away from him -and fled. He
ran after her. She heard approaching
hoofbeats and she ran faster, fight-
ing all the while for her breath. The
hoofbeats swelled.

“Kurt!” she screamed. “Kurt!”

A herseman rode out of the night
he puiled his mount to a stop.

Katey’s captor overtook her, caught
her by the arm and spun her around,
and slapped her across the face. Ka-
tey screamed and tried to pull away
from him. He slapped her a second
time, a third time. Other men ran
up.

p“That: you, Hammond?” one man
asked pantingly.

“¥t’s him awright,” another man
said. “But what th’ hell’s th’ matter
with him? He gene loco or some-
thin’?” _

Hammond held Katey by the arm;
he turned and glared at the men.

“Get back t’ your wagons,” he said
gruffly.

The men did not move.

“G’'wan{” he screamed. Katey be-

“Had

“Get

»rm”

" gan to struggle again and he cuffed

her soundly, “I'll break your damned
neck, see if I don’t!”

. She butted him with her head and
he lost his grip on her and she whirled
away from him. The horseman swung
himself out of the saddle. Katey flew
toward him with Hammond in mad
pursuit.

“Kurt!” she screamed again.
“Kurt!”

There was an awakening bellow
from the horseman; he rushed for-
ward, caught Katey in his arms.

“Katrina, baby!”

“Papa"’ Katey gasped and she

clung to him then she began to sob
again, brokenly and hysterically.
‘“That man, he beat me!”

AMMOND panted up, skidded

to a stop; Kurt Heyrich spun
Katey behind him. She went skidding
over the grass, fell on her hands and
knees. Kurt lunged for Hammond,
grabbed him by the shirt-front, then
holding him off at arm’s length, he
smashed Hammond in the face with
a. sledge-hammer fist. Hammond
struggled to break Heyrich’s grip but
there was no escaping Kurt’s fury,
He battered Hammond savagely,
ruthlessly, with every punch landing
in Hammond’s face with a sickening,
crunching sound. Hammond finally
collapsed, sagged against Kurt but
the big man dragged him up and
smashed him half a dozen furious
times more, then he simply cast him
aside. Hammond toppled over in a
limp heap.

Katey was on her feet now. Kurt
turned and strode up to her, took
her in his arms again and held her
tight.

There was a sudden yell.

“Look out}” a man shouted. “He’s
got a knife!”

Kurt pushed Katey away. He
turned as Hammond, a knife gleam-
ing in his upraised right hand, came
careening over the grass. Kurt met
him head-on. Hammond’s right arm
was suddenly thrust high ever his
head; there was a panting struggle
for a moment, a crunching sound
again and the knife fell out of Hams-
mond’s hand. The men who were
watching saw Kurt seize Hammond
in his arms, crush him to him, heard
Kurt grunt, then they heard an ago-
nizing scream from Hammond as his
spinal cord snapped. Kurt released
him and Hammond sagged brokenly
to the ground. Kurt went back to
Katey, lifted her in his arms, carried
her to his horse and swung her up
into the saddle as liglitly as if she
were a tiny child, then he c¢limbed
up behind her. Slowly they rode
away into the night.

They had covered probably a mile
when there was a sudden outburst of

_rifle fire from Hammond’s train,
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“Is there anything I can do?” Peg-
gy asked.

Kurt looked at her. He was big
and yet there was helplessness in
the slope of his big shoulders.

“Is she asleep?” Peggy asked.

He shook his head.

“No. Shc lays there but she does
not sleep.”

“And Mrs. Heyrich? Is she with
Katey?”

Kurt shook his head again.

“Katey does not want her.”

“Do you think she’d mind if I
came in and sat with her?” Peggy
asked. “Perhaps then she’d feel bet-
ter, even doze off.”

“You are very kind,” Kurt said.

Peggy smiled up at him. She
stepped past him to the wagon,
climbed up over the wheel, slid over
the driver’s seat, dropped down into
the wagon lightly, lifted an end of
the curtain, flipped it back and
stepped inside. The curtain swung
back into place behind her. A lan-
tern that hung from an overhead
stave furnished the light, a yellow-
ish and eerie light. Against a side
wall of the wagon lay a blanketed
figure, its face to the wall. Peggy
tiptoed forward, peered down for a
moment, then she dropped to her
knees beside the girl.

“Katey,” she said softly.

Katey turned slowly. Peggy gasped
inwardly when she saw the girl’s
face. It was battered and swollen.
One eye, the left one, was almost
closed, and her lips were bruised and
puffed Peggy steeled herself. She
smiled down at her.

“Is there anything you’d like?” she
asked.

Katey’s 11ps formed a single word.

HNO ”

“A drink of water perhaps?”

“No, nothing, thank you.”

Peggy bent over her, tucked in a
strand of hair.

“Your hair is beautiful,” she said.
“It’s like pure gold. If you wen't let
me get you anything, won't you please
try to sleep?”

“I don’t want to sleep.”

“But you ought to try.”

¥atey did not answer.

“I1l be right back,” Peggy said.

She arose and went out. “Mr. Hey-
drich.”

The tall figure standing near the
wheel turned.

“I’ll need some water, please,
Peggy said. “And a good sized piece
of white cloth. A towel or an old
shirt will do.,”

“I will get them,” Kurt said. ,

“0-h, yes. Have you any vinegar?”

“In tho wagon. In a big bottle in
the corner.’

“Fine. Now will you get me the
water and the cloth, please?”

“Right away. Katey..she Is all
right?”

“Of course,” Peggy answered as-
suringly. “In a couple of day’s times,
she’ll be herself again. I can promise
you that, Mr. Heydrich. Right now
the best thing for her is sleep and I
think that once I get some cold vine-
gar compresses on her they’ll soothe
her and help her doze off.”

“You are a fine girl.”

“Thank you. And when Katey's
herself again, I think we're gomg to
be awf’lly good friends.”

“That I will like very much.”

HE TRAIN was on the move

when Bill Raines rode up along-
side the first of the Heydrich wag-
ons and looked up at the figure on
the driver’s seat.

“Hey, that you up there, Peggy?”

Peggy laughed.

“Yes. And this is the laziest team
of mules I've ever driven.”

“Give ’em time. They’re_slow start-
ers, y'know. They’ll pick up as they
go along, Mules are like that, allus
have been an’ chances are, allus will
be.”

“They’d better show some signs of
life in a hurry,” Peggy retorted. “Or
I'll wake them up with this whip.”

“Hey, how come you’re drivin’ this
wagon?”’

“Someone had to, They tell me
mules won’t go unless they’re driv-
en.”

“No foolin? Seems like someone’s
allus comin’ up with somethin’ new.
No tellin’ what it'll be next. S-say,
where’s th’ Madam?” _

“She’s busy.”
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“Doin® what? Sleepin’, while you
are drivin’?” ]

“Mama Heydrich is taking care of
her daughter.”

“O-h, yeah? Then things’ve
changed since I was talkin’ t’ Papa

Heydrich a little while back. He told -

me you were nurse maidin’ Katey an’
" that Katey didn’t want ’'ny part o
her mother, How come th’ change? I
don’t suppose you had ’nything t’ do
with that, did you?”

“A little, I suppose. After I made
Katey comfortable it wasn’t hard to
talk her inte forgiving her mother
and letting her take over for me.”

“You're awright.”

“Thank you, Mr. Raines. Thank
you very much.”

“O-h, that’s awright,” Bill said
lightly. He rode alongside the wagon
for another minute, suddenly swung
his horse closer to it, swung out of
the saddle, stepped lightly on the
shaft and then up on the seat beside
Peggy. He grinned at her. “Haven’t
had much time f'r you lately. Seems
like there’s allus somethin’ £r me t’
do. An’ when things quiet down; an’
1 get a breather, it’s night an’ you
have turned in.”

There was no comment from Peggy.

“Been missin’ me a little?”

“A little,” Peggy said airily.

“I think o' you all th’ time.”

Peggy said nothing.

“At night when it’s so quiet an’
dark an’ I’'m ridin’ along somehow I
allus find myself turnin’ an’ lookin’
at the Anderson wagon, knowin’ you
are asleep in it, an’ wonderin’ if you
are dreamin’ an’ if it’s ever about
me.”

The mules plodded along and the
lines slackened a bit in Peggy’s hands
as she relaxed. Bill’s arm came around
her, tightened, brought her a little
closer to him. He cupped her chin
in his free hand, bent his head and
kissed her gently on the mouth.

“Maybe I've never told you this be-
fore or said it right out,” he said.
“But I love you. That kiss’ll help
you r'member if.”

He released her and got to his feet,
turned and jumped down. His horse
trotted up and Bill vaulted up into

the saddle, spurred his mount and
rode swiftly away. :

Valy V4
Another Day

T WAS the middle of the morn-
iing when they came in sight of

the waiting wagon train. There
seemed to be little activity in the
train, with scarcely a dozen persons
moving about. There were burned-out
hulks of wagons at different points
along the line, and Cather, riding at
the head of his party with Raines,
shook his head.

“God,” he said. “Lookit that. It
does somethin’ t' me t' see what’s
happened ¢’ decent people who come
out here with their hopes ridin’ high
on’y, t’ have a hellion like that Mec-
Bride slaughter ’em.” :

“Yep,” Raines said heavily. “I wish
t” hell I'da plugged ’im ’stead o’ let-
tin’ him go.”

“I’ve said that a million times since
that day,” Cather said bitterly. “An’
I’ll probably go right on sayin’ it as
long as I know he’s still alive.”

They nudged their horses and
sent them bounding away, checked
them again and slowed them to a
walk when they rode in among the
halted wagons. Grim, lined, bitter
faces looked at them from the wag-
ons. A single horseman with his rifle
cradles in his arms rode forward to
meet them, nodded to them as he
came up to them and reined in.

“All set t' move out?” Cather
asked.

“All set,” the man answered. “We
buried our dead at dawn an’ we’ve
bpen waitin’ around fr you ever
since.” '

They wheeled their mounts,
backed them in between two wagons
as the first of Cather’s wagons rum-
bled up. It was the Anderson wagon
and Mary Anderson was alone on
the driver’s seat. John Anderson
came riding up at that moment, clat-
tered past the wagon and rode the
length of the Hammond train, then
he pulled up, wheeled and waited for

_his wife to come on. Cather’s wag-
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over that California line. McBride
ain’t gonna beat us or stop us. He
might raise even more hell with us
than he’s done a’ready, but he won’t
kill us all off.”

“It frightens me,” Peggy said.
“Every morning there are fewer peo-
ple left alive and fewer wagons un-
touched. That’s daily. How long can
we go like that, losing people and
wagons so steadily? We're still a
long way from Califernia, weeks,
perhaps even menths. Then I get to
thinking that perhaps none of us
will ever get threugh.”

“Don’t think things like that,” he
said sternly. She bit her lower lip
and he moved a bit closer to her.
“Look, Peg. We're gonna be awright.
I know we are. S-ay, did I ever tell
you ’beout our place?”

She shook her head.

“Then you’ve got somethin’ to look
forward to. It’s a valley. Just about
th’ most beautiful place you ever saw.
And flowers? Every kind you ever
heard teil uv an’ they’re there in th’
millions. An’ th’ sun isn’t like any
other sun., O-h, it’s bright an’ warm
awright, but what makes it different
is that it doesn’t burn right through
you like this one does. It makes
everything look se alive an’ happy,
even makes you glad you’re alive,
Even th’ ground in California is dif-
ferent. It’s so doggoned rich, any-
thing ¢’n grow in it, once it takes
root. Y’know I’ll bet you ¢’n plant
pebbles an’ come up with a regular
stone plant. That’s how good it is.”

HE HAD raised her head higher,

P listening, drinking in every word
he was saying,

“Our house out there is somethin’,”
he continued. “It’s big an’ roomy
an’ comf’table. You'll like it same’s
I did. Y’knew how some houses smell
so damp an’ musty as if they needed
a heck uva let o’ sunshine t’ be run
through th’'m? Ours don’t smell like
that. It smells good, just like some-
onc’s been bakin’ there. An trees?
Heck, California’s famous f’r trees.
We've got a heap uv ’em, big an’
little ones. I like the evenings out
there best uv all. There’s allus a nice
little coolin’ breeze, soft an’ gentle-

like, an’ when you’re sittin’ qut there
under th’ stars an’ you hear it whis-
perin’ to the grass an’ th’ flowers,
golly it does semethin’ to you. You
feel so good all over, like you never
felt before. The breeze kinda carries
th’ smell fr'm th’ flowers right up
to you an’ drapes it all over you an’
you get th’ smell in your lungs, way
down inside o’ you, in your hair, all
over you, an’ there’s nething to come
up to it.”

He reached over, took her hand
in his.

“When I get talkin’ about Cali-
fornia,” he said lightly, “there’s no
shuttin’ me up. That'’s one thing I
like to talk about. When you see it
f'r y’self, you’ll say it’s everything
I said it was an’ then some. Anyway,
'till we get there, you've gotta keep
your chin up an’ keep tellin’ y’self
that we're gonna get there an’ ne two
ways about it.”

“But, Bill, suppose...”

“Yeah? Whyn’t you finish? Sup-
pose what?”

She shook her head.

“Nothing, Bill, Forget it, please.”

“I think I know what you were
there, meanin’ you, Peg, an’ I don’t?’.
Right?”

“Please, Bill.”

He looked down at her hand in his.

“Peg, if I didn’t have ’'ny ranch,
if I didn’t have ’'nything ’cept what
I got on me, would you still be will-
ing t" marry me?” he asked.

“I'd marry you, Bill,” she said
simply, “if we had nothing and if we
had to walk the rest of the way to
California. And when we got there
and we had to sleep under a tree
and keep house in the wide open
spaces, I'd still feel that I had done
well for myself.”

He looked at her and smiled.

“Thanks, Peg,” he said. “That was
swell.” He released her hand and got
to his feet. “You stay put here. I'll -
be back in a minute.” :

“But where are you going? It isn’t
half an hour yet, is it?”

“Nope,” he said. “I gotta go see a
man about somethin’ awf’lly impor-
tant but it won’t take more’n a min-
ute, then I'll be back.”






48 REAL WESTERN

Cather frowned, cleared his throat
again.

“Awright now,” he said. He read a
couple of lines of the marriage ser-
vice to himself, his lips forming the
words, then he frowned, and sudden-
ly jerked his head up. “Doggone it,
Mary, th’ print’s so blamed small, I
can’t barely make it out. Look, sup-
pose you folks just lemme make it
up as we go along? Awright?”

“We-11, all right,” Mary Anderson
said begrudingly. “But mind you,

Will Cather, this is a marriage ser--

vice you’re officiating at, not a
christening or a funeral.”

Cather closed the bible, put it in
his left hand.

“Awright,” he said for the third
time. “Lord, we’re askin’ you to wit-
ness this wedding. Th’ young people
are Bill Raines and Peggy Taylor.
Anybody got ‘nything t’ say why they
shouldn’t be married to each other?”

A handful of other people had ap-
peared, and now they came a bit
closer; they stopped when Cather
looked at them and shook his head.

“You, Bill Raines, d’you take Peg-
gy Taylor for your lawful wife, for
better or for worse, in health an’ in
sickness, for richer or poorer, ’till
death do you part?”

“I do,” Bill said.

“An’ you, Peggy Taylor, d’you
take this man for your lawful hus-
band, for better or for worse, in
health and in sickness, for richer or
fr poorer, to love, honor and obey
’till death do you part?”

“I do.”

Cather grunted. ,

“Take ’er hand, Bill,” he command-
ed.
“The left one,” Mary Anderson
said.

“Ain’tcha got a ring?” Cather
asked.

“Of course he has,” Mrs. Anderson
said. “John’s holding it for him.”

“Huh?” John— Anderson said.
“What d’you mean I'm holdin’ it?
When’d I get it, an’ who'd I get it
from?”

“0-h, dear,” his wife said. “I've
still got it and I thought I'd given
it to you. Take it, John, and give it
to Bill please.”

The ring. a simple gold band, was
passed to Bill who looked at it, then
he raised his eyes to meet Peggy’s.

“It was my mother’s,” she said.

“Oh.”

“Come on,” Cather commanded.
“Let’s get this bus’ness over with.
This is your last chance t* back outta
this thing, Bill, b’fore I pr’nounce th’
fatal words. What d’you say ?”

“Will Cather, I must say...”

Cather grinned.

“I was on’y foolin’, Mary,” he said.
“Bill don’t wanna back outta this
way more’n Peggy does.” He looked
very solemn now. “Bill Raines an’
Peggy Taylor, I pronounce you man
an’ wife. Bill, put th’ ring on ’er
finger, kiss ’er an that’ll be that. You
others hustle back t’ your wagons '
so’s we c¢'n pull outta here soon’s
these two love birds are set t' go.
Go, ’head, wili yuh, folks?’

HE NIGHT was dark and chilly.

The train was shrouded in sha-
dowy darkness and deep, sleepy si-
lence save for an occasional milling.
about of one team of tied-up mules
that seemed unable to settle down
for ‘the night. They bumped one
another, crowded against each other,
then curiously enough, suddenly sub-
sided and huddle together again only
to suddenly back away from the big
rear wheels as far as their tethering
lines permitted, kicking and tramp-
ling one another, then ceasing their
anti‘cs abruptly and coming together
again.

Fifty feet away camp fires crack-
led and shadowy figures with rifles
cradled in their arms kept watch and
probed the darkness beyond their
fires with keen eyes.

A single figure tramped up and
down wearily at the head of the
train, it was Will Cather. He turned
quickly when he heard a step behind
him. Then a tall, lithe figure of a
man came toward him. .

“Hey,” Cather said in surprise.
“What'n blazes are you doin’ up,
huh?”

Bill Raines, his holstered Colt
thumping against his right thigh,
came up to him.
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“l got somethin’ to do,” he said.
“Remember?”

“Aw, f’rget it f'r tomght “This is
one night you oughtn’ta be thinkin’
about anythidg but your..

“I know,” the tall youth interrupt-
ed. “‘Peggy knows I've got somethin’
t’ do an’ she ain’t th’ kind to expect
me t’ lay down on th’ job. Anyway
she’s asleep, so th’ sooner 1 get start-
ed, th’ sooner I'll be back.”

“We-ll if that’s th’ way you want
it..

“Wlll kinda keep 'n eye on Pexr-
gy, will yuh?”

“Sure, son. Don’t you worry none
"bout her. She’ll be awright, You just
watch your own step, get it?”

“You got them papers I gave you?
Th’ deeds t’ thdt ranch o’ mine?”

“They’re in safe hands. Mary An-
derson. Lock, you got your men all
set?’ ]

“They’re prob’bly waitin’ f'r me
now. We-l1l, see you later, Will.”

“I’ll be around,” Cather answered.

Raines turned on his heel and
sirode down the line of wagons, He
stopped beside one wagon for a min-
ute, disappeared around it briefly;
when he reappeared he was leading
his horse. He vaulted into the sad-
_ dle and rode away. Far down the line
other horsemen appeared and rode
forward to meet Raines, then they
guided their mounts in between the
wagons and rode onto the shadowy
range. For a minute or two Cather
could hear the hoofbeats of their
horses, then the clatter lessened and
finally died out altogether.

“Wish t hell I was with th’'m,”
Cather muttered. “I’d give a heap t’
be there if Bill runs into that hel-
lion, McBride. There’ll be hell t’ pay
if that happens, I'll betcha.”

Ve Ve

McBride Learns About Ghosts

AINES twisted around and
looked back at the troop of
men strung out behind him in
single file. He dropped down again
presently, settled himself in his sad-
dle, suddenly jerked his horse to a
stop, whirled the startled animal

_southward

around as the other horsemen came
crowding up to him.

“Hold it a minute!” he called.
“There’s somethin’ cockeyed ’round
here. We started out with eleven men
all told, an’ all uva sudden there are
twelve uv us.”

The men reined in. Raines swerved
his horse away from the others, cut
over and pulled up in the path of
the last man who was just riding up.

“Just a minute, Mister,” he said.
“Who are you an’ who invited you
along on this party?”

The man laughed. “Funny thing,

’know?” he said. “I was out exercis-
in’ my horse an’ all uva sudden you
fellers come past me an’ I got th’
idea that I might as well have comp’-

- ny on my ride so I just fell in b’hind

you an’ kinda tagged along Hope I
ain’t buttin’ in on anything.”

Raines inched his horse up close
to the other’s mount. He peered hard
at the man for a monent.

“Uh-huh,” he said. “Thought there
was somethin’ f’'miliar ’bout your
voice. What'’s th’ idea, Howell?”

“T’ tell you th’ truth, Raines, I
overheard some o’ th’ boys talkin’
’bout goin’ callin’ on McBride to-
night an’ we-l1l, I didn’t wanna be
left out’ve it. But b’fore you say
'nything, lemme say somethin’ I've
been meanin’ t’ say t’ you on’y every
time I go lookin’ for you t’ say it,
you ain’t around. Thanks for fish-
in’ me outta that burnin’ wagon.”

“Forget it,” Raines said. “You aw-
right now?”

“Lemme go along an’ you’ll see.”

“Looks like we’re gonna hafta let
you. On’y there's one thing you've
gotta promise me.’

“Awright. What is it?”

“You've got a family t’ think about
Don’t take 'ny chances no matter
what we get into.”

“It’s a deal.”

Raines wheeled his horse away,
loped to tl'\e head of the party.

“Let’s go,” he called over his shoul-
der. “An’ stick close together.”

HE TROOP reformed and fell
in behind Raines as before. The
range grass was thick and it muffled
their horses’ hoof beats. They rode
steadily, a strung-out
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with him. On’y you’re gonna lead
your horses, not ride th’'m. Half o’
you'll go one way, half th’ other way.
Howell'll tag along with me. We'll
hit th’'m fr'm th’ center.”

“Swell,” Howell said.

“Circle around,” Raines continued.
“Pick a spot an’ leave your horse
there, then creep forward on your
hands an’ knees to say about thirty
feet from th’ fire. Got that? Pick th’
man you’re gonna shoot-at, an’ when
I give th’ word, let ’em have it but
good. When I holler, get th’ hell out
again, hop on your horse an’ ride
like hell. We'll meet north o’ here
unless somethin happens to us, an’
then it'il be every man for himself.
Any questions?”

“I got one,” a man said. “How
bout two quick shots f'r a signal ¢’
begin shootin’ an’ two more f'r us t’
backtrack an’ hightail it? If there'’s
any excitement, sure as shootin’ we
won’t be able t’ hear your holler.”

“Awright,” Raines sid." “Two shots
t’ shoot an’ two more t' quit. Get
goin’ an’ don’t take too long getting
set.”

The men started away. Raines and
Howell, squatting in the grass,
watched them, saw them start to
swing in a circle as he had instructed.

“Come on,” Raines said prescntly.

“Right with you.”

They crawled forward slowly, de-
laying their advance in order to give
the other men sufficient time to reach
their positions. They took advantage
of the brief delay to raise their heads
for a quick look at the camp ahead
of them.

“Look,” Howell said. “Off to th’
left o’ th’ fire. Lookit them horses!
Must be forty or maybe fifty o’
them!” -

“Uh-huh,” Raines said. “So far I've
counted more’n twenty men layin’
around th’ fire. Then there’s a
bunch o’ th’m near th’ horses.”

“I see th’'m,” Howell grunted.
“Looks like McBride’s got himself a
regular army.”

They ~burrowed deeper into the
grass and crawled ahead.

“Wait up,” Howell whispered., “I
got a small bunch o’ faggots. Some-
b’dy musta dropped th’m here.”

“U.h-huh.”

“Y’know,” Howell whispered, “if
we could light th’'m an’ chuck ’em
in among tnose horses, we’d sure
raise hell with th’'m.”

“Wouldn’t we though!”

“Got 'ny ideas?”

“One idea,” Raines whispered back.
“How many faggots you got?”

“O-h, six or maybe eight. Why?”

“If you could light ’em all at once
time an’ chuck ’em one after the oth-
er, I could cover you an’ open up on
th’m.”

“Yeah, but lemme throw ’em first.”
Howell twisted a bit, grunted, an in-
dication that he had found what he
had sought..a tiny light sputtered
in his hands and promptly went out,

“Try it again.”

A second light flamed, sputtered
and suddenly crackled. :

“That did it!” Howell whispered
excitedly.

“Give it a minute t> start burnin’{”
Raines said.

Howell got up on his knees.

“Here we go!”

Z2IS RIGHT arm jerked back-
ward. A flaming faggot
streaked through the darkness and
dropped squarely in the middle of
a compactly-bunched group of
horses. There was a cry of fright
and they reared up, backed and
lashed out with their hoofs at the
burning branch that lay in the grass
at their very feet; a second faggot
came hurtling overhead, struck one
of the horses a glancing blow, ca-
romed off his back and fell sputter-
ing beside him. The badly frightened
animal whirled and fled; the other
horses followed suit.

A couple of men sought to halt
them by running out in front of
them and waving their arms vigor-
ously, but they were brushed aside.
One man lunged for the bridle of a
big white horse. He missed and went
sprawling on his face. He tried to
roll out of the path of an onrushing
horse when still another horse came
pounding down upon him. The man
disappeared beneath a flurry of
flashing hoofs.

Other men ran up and tried to
calm the rest of the horses; they had
almost succeeded in quieting them -
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down when a third and fourth fag-
got fell among them. The panicky
animals trampled the men, fought to
get away, finally broke their tether-
ing lines and like a herd of stamped-
ing steers, swept everything before
them as they bolted away. Some of
the hoerses ran a shoit distance,
stopped and came trotting back;
when the last of the faggots fell
near them, they wheeled and darted
off again.

There were scattered shots from
some of M:Bride’s men who were
just as badly shaken as the horses;
they fired wildly, this way and that;
now Raines’ Colt roared twice and

_there was an immediate echo. Ten
rifles thundered a volley and raiders
fell before the blast of gunfire.

The rifles thundered a second time
and more men fell. One man pitched
forward directly into the camp fire;
another man grabbed him by the boot
heels and dragged him out, straight-
ened up, jerked out his gun, raised
it when a bullet hit him. He tottered,
sagged and fell in a heap. Another
man ran up and backed away chok-
ing. A rifle bullet struck him and he
clutched at his chest; he turned slow-
ly, plodded away when a second bul-
let hit him. He fell down, forced him-
self up, started off again when his
legs gave way beneath him and he
fell a second time.

Now rifle-armed men sprawled in
the grass and fired at the flashes
of the attackers’ rifles. The thunder
of gunfire was deafening. Now too
some of the horses returned; they
came loping back, circled the camp,
and some of them stopped squarely
between the attackers and the at-
tacked. Raines and Howell, sprawled
out in the grass, halted their fire for
a moment.

- “I think we oughta get goin’”
Raines said.

“Aw, take it easy,” Howell
pleaded. “We’re doin’ awright, so
why spoil th’ fun?”

“We-11,” Raines said, then he
grabbed Howell’s arm. “Back up!” he

yelled.

A BAND OF mounted men came
‘XM out of nowhere, headed direct-
ly for them. Raines and Howell

scrambled to their feet, wheeled and
snapped a couple of discouraging
shots. A man fell off his horse and
a second rider slumped forward in
his saddle, then he slippsd out and -
toppled into the grass. The riderless
horses stopped, turned and trotted
back. A builet ploughed the ground
at Raines’ feet; another bullet
whined by Howsell’s head and he sim-
ply hurled himself the other way, fell
awkwardly, scrambled to his feet
again, cursing andshooting in a
blind rage. Bullets fell all around
them and Howel’, forgetiing him-
sclf completely, stood hLis ground,
emptied his gun at the oncoming
rorsemen. Rzines draggzd him away.
They reached their horses, got up
on them somehow, dug their heels
into their flanks and sent them
bounding away. A single horseman
came into view ahead of them.
Raines fired twice and the man was
lifted out of the saddie znd hurled
earthward.

There was sorne shooting ahead of
them and they could sze shadowy
figures astride horses, but there was
too much gunsmoke and too much
confusion, so they swerved away and
rode . eastward for a time., Their
horses seemed just as anxious as
they were to put distance between
McBride and themselves and they
flashed over the ground at a break-
neck pace. Finally they found them-
selves far removed from the camp;
the range was hushed and they
slowed their horses to a trot.

“Hcope th’ boys made it outta there
awright,” Raines said.

“They musta,” Howell said., Then
he laughed. “Hey, we sure raised
hell with th’m, didn't we?”

“Yep. Seemed t' me I could see
McBride’s men fallin’® all over th'
place. Wonder how many we actu’lly

ot?”

“Dunno. All T know is that I got
four or five f'r sure an’ three or four
who looked like they were hit real
bad. You musta got even more'n I
did.”

HEY RODE westward now and
after they had covered a couple

cof miles, turned northward.
“What are you plannin’ t' do when
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face to the wall.. He eased himself
down beside her. She turned around
instantly.
‘(Tom z’,
“Sh-h-h!
kids?” .
“Are you all right?”
“’Course I am.”

€< HERE WERE you?” she

asked in a whisper. She
moved closer to him. “Why didn’t
you tell me you were going off some-
where?”

“’Cause I didn’t want to worry
you,” he answered in a hushed tone.
“Raines an’ a bunch uv us went to
pay that McBride a visit. We
shoulda done it right off, then we’da
never heard o’ him again. But we
sure raised hell with him t'night,
b’lieve me.” He turned on his side,
facing her. “Y’know, Amy, it don’t
pay t' say you don’t like ’nybody
’till you’ve really had a chance t’ find
out what they're like. Take this fel-
ler Raines. You know how sore I
was at hira. We-ll, t'night I had a
danged good chance t' see what he’s
made uv, an’ he’s awright. Fact is,
he’s a swell feller.”

“I’'m glad, Tom.”

“Y’know, he’s got a ranch t’ go to
scon’s we hit California. His father
left it to ’im. Cather’s goin’ with him
as iore:m'n an’ the Andersons are go-
in’ along, to0o.”

Amy Howell offered no comment.

“Bet th’ kids’d love it if we had a
chance t’ live on a ranch, wouldn’t
they?”

“Better than anything else in the
world.”

“Wouldn’t it be swell if we got
that chance, an’ then save our money
an’ maybe after a while buy us a
little place that’d be all our own?”

She propped herself up on her el-
bows, peered at him in the darkness.

“Tom Howell,” she said finaliy.
“You haven’t been drinking. I can
tell that. But you’re up to something.
What is it? I want to know this very
instant.”

You wanna wake th’

He laughed softly, reached out,

took her in his arms and brought her
closer.

“We're goin’ with Raines, too,” hs
said.

“0-h, Tom!”

“That’s right,” he continued.
“Raines offered me a job same’s Cath-
er an’ th’ Andersons an’ told me t’
think it over. I told him I didn’t haf-
ta think it over f'r one single min-
ute. I accepted pronto. He laughed
an’ said I was on th’ payroll th’ min-
ute we hit California.”

She clung to him, her head on his
chest.

*““O-h, yeah,” he said again. “Nearly
Pgot t tell you th’ rest. Seems like
there are s’me cottages on th’ place
an’ Raines said one ¢’ th’'m would be
f'r us. How d’you like that?”

“Oh, I'm so happy, I could cry!”’

His arins tightened around her; a
tear rolied down her cheek, and she
turned her head away quickly. Her
cheek brushed his and he felt the
teary dampness of it

“Hey,” he whispered. “Amy, hon-
ey; for Pete’s sake!’

She bowed her head, rested it
against his shoulder. She sobbsd for
a moment, sofily, snifiled once or
twice, then beside him, pillowed her
head in the hollow of his arm.

“Awright now?” he whispered.

“Yes.’)

He smiled to himseilf. Women were
curious creatures. They cried when
they were happy, and cried when
they were unhappy. She sighed once,
burrowed a bit deeper into the bed
rell. He lay very still. He was think-
ing of California. He could almost
see young Tommy astride a hig horse.

“Amy,” he said.

There was no response. She had
dozed off. He closed his eyes. Pres-

ently he too fell asleep.
E INUTES AFTER Raines had
left him and climbed into the
wagon to rejoin his wife, Will Cath-
er came sauntering down the line of
shadow-draped wagons. He glanced
at each wagon as he passed. When he
came abreast of the firat of the Hey-
drich wagons he stopped and looked
up at it and grinned. He was reliv-
ing the wedding cermony he had per-
formed.

“Wonder if that Sally Higgins
ever got married?” he mused. “I sure
come close t' gettin’ hitched that time
awright, 'bout as close as a man ¢’n
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come to it without windin’ up mar-
ried. She was nice, awright, but th’
minute ’er mother opened ’er mouth,

I was lookin’ f’r th’ nearest door. An’

’er father, he listened' to ’er for a

minute, shook his head an’ went out.

I went after ’im, on’y he walked out

while I just about flew outta th’

place. I kinda remember runnin’ into
th’ old gent and havin’ a drink with
him an’ he shook hands with me an’
" patted me on th’ back. That’s th’ last
time I ever had ’ny thoughts ’bout
gettin’ mairied. ’Course I'm human
so every once in a while I get to
wonderin’ whether- I shoulda gone

through with it with Sally. Then I

get to thinkin’ uv ’er mother an’ then
I know I did th’ right thing.”

A man climbed down from a near-
by wagon and Cather eyed him cur-
iously.

“S'matter?” he asked when he came
up to him. “No sleep in you t’night?”

The man looked at him, hitched up
his belt.

“Q-h, 1 coulda done a good job o’
sleepin’,” he replied. “It was my
wife who couldn’t.”

“Ch,” Cather said.

“F’r two whole snlid hours she’s
been jawin’ away ’bout all th’ fellers
who wanted t’ marry ’er,” the man
explained in disgust. “I hadda shut
’er up somehow so I got into my
clothes and’ got outta there. Bet she’s
still yappin’ away. Once she gets
started there ain’t a damned thing
¢’n shut ’er up. Y’know, Cather, T've
been married almost thirty years.”

“Y’don’t say! Thirty years, eh?
That’s a long long time.”

“Yep, thirty years come Septem-
ber,” the man continued. “But y’
know somethin’, Cather? After all
them years I still don’t know if I did
th’ smart thing gettin’ myself hitched
or if I’da been better off stayin’

 single. O-h, I'm willing t' give th’
devil ’is due and own up that a wife’s
doggoned handy t’ have around.”

“But?”

“We-11, it seems there was one fel-
ler in particular who wanted t’ mar-
ry Dora, a drummer by th’ name o
Honeywell, Francis Oliver Honey-
well. He threatened t’ jump off a
cliff if she turned him down. He
was so doggoned pretty, all th’ girls

fell fr him. He never smelled o’
horses an’ such. Heck, no. He used
some kind o’ stinkum an’ when th’
girls got a whiff o’ him, they just
fell at ’is feet.”

“Did he jump offa that cliff like
he said he was gonna do?”

“Hell, no! He come past our place
about three years afterwards an’ fr’'m
what I could see o’ him, he sure
looked beautiful. An’ did he stink!
That stable o’ mine smelled a heap
better t° me. He didn’t reco’nize
Dora, didn’t even give ’er a second
look. F’r about a month after Dora
mooned around like a sick calf, then
she started yappin’ about Mister
Honeywell all over again an’ it’s been
goin’ on ever since f'r twenty-seven
years. Y’know, Cather, if anybody
had th’ right t* jump off a cliff, I'm
th’ one.”

MEZSHEY TURNED  mechanically
_%_, and strolled along.

“Got a brother o’ mine who mar-
ried a squaw,” the man began again.
“He allus was a smart one an’ I'm al-
lus willing t’ give him credit £'r bein’
smart. That squaw o’ his tends t’
everything, an’ never opens ’er
mouth ’cept maybe once or twice a
day. Even then she don’t say a heck
uva lot ‘cause she on’y knows a hand-
ful o’ words an’ most o’ them are cuss
words. But th’ point I'm tryin’ to
make is that she ¢’n do everything
any other woman ¢'n do an’ do it
without a peep. A woman like that’s
worth ’er weight in gold. Doggone it,
Cather, when that son o’ mine starts
moonin’ over girls, I'm gonna give
him a talkin’ to, an ’f he don’t take
it on th’ run f'r th’ nearest Injun
camp, I'm gonna beat ’is brains out!
Come on, man. I'll keep you company

f’r th’ rest o’ th’ night.”

Vel Wa

Westward, Hol
HE DAWN sky was drab and
! colorless when the train stirred
itself into wakefulness. Here
and there canvas curtains were
whipped back, and yawning and still
sleepy-eyed people appeared, glanced

_skyward mechanically and climbed
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had made contact with McBride's
fleeing horsemen. Now swelling rifie
fire echoed on the early morning air.
Rifles were loosened in saddle boots.
Their swift pace swept them over the
range and brought them closer to
their quarries. They topped a rise,
reined in briefly when Raines
checked his horse, stood up in their
stirrups and looked southward. A
quarter of a mile away dust clouds
were rising and billowing skyward.

“They’re drivin® th'm toward us,’
Raines said. “Let’s go but all o’ you
be ready t’ dismount th’ minute I
give th’ word. When I holler, get
down, turn your horses loose an’ hit
th’ ground on your bellies.- Don't
crowd. Th’ more room b’tween you
means th’ less chance McBride’s
men'll have o’ hittin’ anybody. Let’s
go.”

They rode on again, stirrup to stir-
rup, with one booted foot free of its
stirrup, ready to dismount the very
moment Raines gave the word. It
came soon, suddenly, far sooner than
anyone expected. It came suddenly
because when the dust clouds began
to lift they saw a band of horsemen
appear.

“There they are,” someone said but
no cne else said anything.

“Dismount!” Raines said calmly
and unhurriedly.

Fourteen legs swung over fourteen
saddles and in a moment fourteen
rifles were jerked free and gripped
tight. The horses were turned loose.
They simply drifted back, halted and
began to munch grass.

“Spread out,” Raines called.

A couple of hundred yards south
of McBride’s outfit ancther band of
horsemen appeared. It was Tom
Howell’s party. McBride’s troop had
halted.

“There’s about thirty o’ th'm,”
someone said.
“Yeah," another man said. “But

we’ve got th’m where we want th’'m
B’tween us.”

Rifle fire broke out from Howell’s
men who had halted and dismounted
.. rifle smoke swirled around them,
hiding them for a moment or two.
Now McBride’s men began to an-
swer.

“Awright!” Raines yelled. “Down

RN

on your bellies an’ start movin’ in en
th’'m! Fire!”

Half a dozen rifies opened up, then
the volume increased as Raines’ mea,
moving forward at a crawling pace,
settled down to the business at hand.
In another minute the crashing thun-
der was deafening. Smoke swirled
around, rzaching from the very
ground to tree-top height, and form-
ing a screen around the McBride out-
fit.

“Move in closer!” Raines yelied
and his sprawled-out men began to
inch their way forward again. “Pour-
it into th’'m!”

The rifle fire reachied a new high
and the ground vibrated from the
leaden thunder. There was a brief
respite when empty guns were hast-
ily re.’aoaded but the interlude was
short, and the ear- srﬂutmg din began
to swell again. The smoke lifted and
when their targets were revealed in
full, the firing was quicker and even
heavier. Howell's men were closing
in now and Raines kneeling as he
fired took note of it.

“Spread out mors!” he yelled.
“Don’t wanna give th’'m a chance ¢
break ou"”

EREE OF DMcBride's riders

sought to make a break for free-
dom at that very moment. They came
whirling away from their compan-
ions, flung themselves forward
against their horses’ necks and
spurred their way into the open.
Rifle fire sent two of the fleeing
horses plunging to the ground and
their riders, gaining their feet,
wheeled and raced back; the third
man survived as did his horse, bolted
eastward and just when success ap-
peared to be ready to crown his ef-
torts, his horse stumbled and fell and
hurled the man over his head. The
man twisted away in the grass and
staggered to his feet. A rifle cracked

" and the man stiffened and suddenly

pitched forward on his face. A man
yelled triumphantly somewhere in
the tichfening circle and then the
steady; merciless pounding of rifle
fire was renewed.

The grazing horses raised their
heads and watched the battle briefly;
then they forgot about it and its
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Howell who spotted them. Riding
with his left hand gripping the reins
and his rifle clutched tightly in his
right hand, he yelled suddenly, and
snapped the weapon up and fired.

“Got 'im!” he yelied excitedly.

He swerved southward sharply and
Raines, following his move, wheeled
with him. A hundred feet away a
horse . lay threshing sbout in the
grass. Just beyond him was a wait-
ing horseman who was beckoning a
lumbering man, urging him to run
faster., Raines needed no close-up
vicw of them to know that the horse-
man was the gunman, Lopat, and that
the big man who ran like a bear was
Mc¢Bride.

McBride reached Lopat’s side. The
gunman grabbed McBride’s upthrust
right hand and pulled hard, as if he
thought he could haul the big man
up behind him., Raines’ Colt inter-
fered.. in fact, a bullet from the big
six-shooter struck Lopat’s horse in a
vital spot and the animal cried out
and sank to his knees. The swarthy
killer kicked his feet free of the stir-
rups and leaped nimbly to the
ground, He whirled and snapped a
shot at the oncoming man. The bul-
let tore Howell’s hat off his head,
sent it lofting away. It fmally
dropped limply in the grass. Me-
Bride, turning, took a quick look, de-
cided that to stand and fight meant
death, and began to run, Lopat stood
his ground.. he fired twice more and
Howell’s horse cried out each time
and finally stopped. His injured legs
gave way beneath him and he fell
down, Howell cursed and got off
him. Lopat laughed and started away
after McBride when Howell’s rifle
roared with an authoritative voice.

Lopat staggered momentarily,
steadied himself and turned around.
His gun slanted upward. There were
two shots as Raines swerved away in

ursuit of McBride. He stole a quick
ook over his shoulder, He saw Lopat
spin and plunge face downward into
‘the grass.. shifting his eyes he saw
‘Howell sag and crumpie up on the
ground. He pulled up abruptly and
wheeled when four horsemen came
pounding up.

“Take care o' Howell,” he yelled.
Y“I'm goin' after McBride.”

The men dismounted, ran to How-
ell's side and bent over him. Reluct-
antly Raines spurred his mount and
darted away again. A bullet whined
past his head and he bent low; a sec-
ond bullet spun dirt in his horse’s
face. Raines decided he had had
enough. He pulled up and slid out of
the saddle, whacked his horse on the
rump and the animal, snorting pro-
testingly, wheeled and trotted back.
A Dbuliet ploughed the earth a foot
to the lefit of him and Raines prompt-
ly twisted away. A fourth and a fiftn
shot echoed but missed him too. He
skidded to a stop.

“Awright, McBride,” he panted.
“This is it, y'}:now This is pay-oif
time. You ¢’n use that last bullet on
y’'self. If you don’t, when I get to
you, I'm gonna blast you apart.
What'll it be?”

McBride did not delay in making
up his mind; his last bullet drilled
through Raines> hat and the youth
yelled and piunged forward. Theére
was a scampering and a big man sud-
denly appeared in front of him. It
was McBride and he whirled and
hurled his emptied gun at his pur-
suer. It sailed over Raines’ head and
fell to the ground. McBride bolted
away, He had put some thirty feet
between Raines and himself when the
youth’s Colt roared. McBride
stumbled and fell. Raines waited pa-
tiently and after a minute McBride,
forced himself up. His left arm hung
limply against his side.

HE COLT thundered a second
time and McBride grunted and
staggered. Now his right arm hung
uselessly at his side. There was a
stain of blood on his left shirtsleeve;
now blood dampened and darkened

- hig right sleeve., McBride steadied

himself, braced himself on wide-
spread legs. He raised his head,
moistened his lips with his tongue,
a quick, darting, nervous action. The
muzzle of Raines’ Colt yawned and
gaped at McBride’s ample stomach
and chest.

“In case you don’t know it,” Raines
said. “We got Lopat.”

McBride’s eyes gleamed. He raised
hia head just a bit more. The Colt
thundered in his face, and gun smoke












"64 . REAL WESTERN

piston. That meant there were two
hundred horsepower behind the
churns.

“Where is the Johnny Boy?” asked
his squaw, Broken Foot.

He said “Something must have
happened.”

Two days before, when the packet
Muddy Queen had docked to refuel
with cottonwood, the captain of that
boat had told them the Johnny Boy,
in all its splendor, would be the next
packet up the Missouri, on a trial
run to Fort Benton, yet here was the
old Rocky Belle, now puffing into
dock,

“There are soldiers on it,” Broken
Foot said.

Soldiers lined the dack, gray uni-

forms in the late afternoon sun. And
usually soldiers, when a boat docked
for cord-wood, were boisterous and
loud, calling and joking as the pack-
et siid into dock. Bu¢ these men, for
some reason, were, for the most part,
silent. Of course, a few had cat-calls
and jokes, but not many of them en-
gaged in good-natured horseplay.
- And their silence did not fit them
for they were all men in their early
twenties; some were in their ’teens.
And Spotted Hawk knew, without
being told, that they were bound for
battle. For many months, like a black
rain-cloud, threat of ‘the Blackfoot
war hung across the Territory of
Montana.

Broken Foot said, “They go to
fight with Running Cloud and his
Blackfeet, I think.” Then her inborn
optimism showed through with, “But
maybe the war has not started, and
they are just getting ready.”

The Rocky Belle captain hollered,
“Comin’ in, Spotted Hawk,” and the
mate threw down the line. Spotted
Hawk took dallies around the big cot-
tonwood post submerged deep in the
mud and tied the packet fast. Broken
Foot had hobbled down the dock to
the stern, where a sergeant heaved
the hawser line to her. There were
calls from the soldiers on the deck
and Spotted Hawk heard one say,
“Look, there™s a woman.”

“A squaw, fellow,” another soldier
éorrected.

Spotted Hawk ran to where his
wife held the rope. He said, “Pay
them no attention,” and he spoke in
Sioux. She answered, her wide face
smiling, “It makes no difference
what they say, my man.”

They had the packet tied fast and
the captain and mate came down, hit-
ting the cottonwood dock. “Where’s
Old Mack?” the captain said grufi-
ly.
“He's dead.”

The captain had been bending over
to see the hawser knct; now he
straightened quickly, He was an old
river man with a leathery face. He

repeated, “Dead?” as though he
doubted his hearing. “What hap-
pened?”

Spotted Hawk told him how the
day before, Mack Wilson, boss of the
wood-cutting crew, had gone back
into the timber, looking for trees to
cut into ccrd-wood. He had not come
in at sundown and they had found
him dead, the pine t{ree smashing his
head into the earth.

The captain rubbed his jaw. “That
don’t seem like O’ Mack,” he finally
said. “He knows how to fall timber;
he’s had years of experience. You
think he fell this tree and it fell
wrong, killing hin?”

Spotted Hawk nodded. He had
liked the old woodchopper, and this
wasn't easy for him, either. Broken
Foot stood silent, her weight, as
usual, on her right leg, her strong
leg.

The captain asked where OId
Mack’s body was and Spotted Hawk
told him the old man was in the cabin
on the bed. The captain seemed, for a
moment, undecided, and Spotted
Hawk, reading the cause of his inde-
cision, said, “I won’t run away. I'll
stay here. You have my word. Some-
body has to take care of the boats
as they come. Between us, we can cut
the cordwood. We have quite a sup-
ply on hand now.”

“What’s going on down there?” a
voice asked from the deck. “We have
to refuel and get going, Captain. The
Blackfeet won't wait for us.”

The captain turned, his dark face
darker, “You run your troops on-land,
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Major Smith, but by gum, I handle
this boat! If we aren’t churnin’ fast
eacugh for you and your grays get
off my pzcket and go overland!”

The major was a thin, immaculate
ran, He had a faint smile helow his
vreli-cared mustache. “Take the dead
inan on beard and we’ll take him into
Fort Benton for burial. Sergeant, go
to the cabin and get him.”

The packet’s crew was coming
down the gang-plank and going to-
ward the cords of cottonwood piled
in long rows on the bank. They
formed a line and passed the chunks
along it. The chunks moved along the
iine of men, came to the bend, then
cisappeared into the hold, where the
hoiler-room crew was stacking them
to be used for fuel,

A husky sergeant and two privates,
a stretcher between them, went to the

cabin, and ca:ried back Mack Wil- p

von’s body, an army blanket thrown
over the corpse, The Blackfeet, ac-
cording to the captain, had moved
against Fert Shaw, on the Sun River
to the west. He had left St. Louis be-
iiind the Johany Boy, the new packet
had developed steam trouble. No, the
Johnny Boy hadn’t been on a speed
run; she had run free as far as Fort
Union, where she had bzen forced,
under Army orders, to pick up sol-
, diers, heading for Fort Shaw. The
steam trouble—evidently a Ieaking
steam head—had docked her at Fort
Peck, seventy miles to the east. The
Rocky Belle, hauling equipment for
the Landusky mines, had been forced
to unlecad at Fort Peck, and take on
the Johnny Eoy’s soldiers.

The captain was gruff and angry.
He didn’t like the damn’ soldiers, he
didn’t like the damn’ officers. He had
started out of St. Louis with mining
equipment, silent and steady in the
hold, and he’d ended up with a bunch
of noisy, loud-mouthed army officers,
He cursed his luck in front of the
major, who still held to his thin smile.

“The Johnny Boy should be the
next one to dock,” the captain said.
“Give it two days, Spotted Hawk.
She’s loaded with arms from stern
to aft, and she’s got ca’tridges on her,
too. Boxes and crates of them. These

soldiers took all the arms and powder
we could crawl with and leit the rest
in the Johnny’s Boy’s hold, figurin’
it would dock in Ft. Benton ahout
the time the Rocky Felle ties to.” He
added, “She carried a few passengers
out of St. Louie too, an’ they're
aboard her.”

“8he’s all loadeqd, sir,
said,

The captain nodded. The mate went
aboard. Spotted Hawk saw that the
major’s smile, instead of showing
amusement, now showed impatience.
The Sioux had known the captain
for over six years, for he and Broken
Foot had worked with Mack Wilson
at this wood-cutter’s post for that
length of time. He knew, knowing
the captain, that the man didn’t know
quite how to put his feelings into
words,

“We'll stay here with the cord-
wood,” Spotted Hawlk said.

The captain gave him a quick look.
“Of course, I know you didn’t kill
Mack Wilson, Spotted Hawk, but the
authorities down in Fort Benton will -
think 1t damn’ funny an experienced
lumber-man like Mack’d let a tree
fall on him. The law down there will
want an investigation. By rights, I
should take you along, but there’d be
nobody to cut more fuel for the
Johinny Boy, and it will need plenty
when it reaches here.”

Broken Foot said, “We’il be here.
If we had killed him we would have
left, wouldn’t we?”

“The authorities will take that
into consideration, I reckon. This
army man would probably take you
in right now, was there somebody

b

th_e mate

-qualified to take your place here.”

The major spoke. “I certainly
would, sir. But we need every sol-
dier to Ft. Shaw. Will you please get
on board, Captian? We're held up on
your account.”

“To hell with you and your brass
buttons,” the captain -snorted. He
walked very slowly to the gangplank.

YHEY STOOD on the dock, hand
in hand, and watched the murky
gray of the Missouri claim the lighter
gray of the old Rocky Belle. Thus
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they had stood, many times before,
watching the packets move against
the current toward the west, or swing
grandly along, coasting on the big
Missouri, running for the east. But
always, as they had stood and
watched, old Mack Wailson had
watched them, pipe in his mouth, and
his gray eyes squinted a little, as was
his habit.

Finally the Rocky Belle was gone,
To Spotted Hawk it seemed, sudden-
ly, that they were all alone, that ci-
vilization was out there somewhere,
thousands and thousands of miles
away. Broken Foot was sobbing.

They were deep sobs, coming from
some hidden source he did not know
ghe had had, and they hurt him, mov-
ing behind his dark face and giving
his eyes pain. He had never heard her
sob this way before. He had heard
her cry in happiness, but that cry
was not like this, for her laughter
had been underneath it.

“He should not have said that in
front of you,” he said.

“He meant well, husband. What
else could he say? There will have
to be an investigation, as he said, and
after all we are only Indians.”

“We're human, even if we are
dark.”
He put his arm around her and

they walked off the dock., He kept
his walk in unison with her hobble.
When she had been twelve, back in
the lodges around Bismark in North
Dakota Territory, her pony had fall-
en with her, and since then she had
walked slowly. They had been chil-
dren together and together they had
heard, what seemed foolish to them,
even at that time, the talk of the war-
path. He had been twenty and she
had been eighteen when they had
married. There had been no tribal

ceremony ; they had gone to the Fath- .

er at Ft. Union. The Dakota Sioux
were restless, losing their hunting-
grounds against white trappers and
the buffalo-men, and they had not
gone back to the Bismark lodges;
they had gone west into Blackfoot
sountry and old Mack Wilson, out
of the kindness of his gruff heart,

had taken the “Injun” on as a wood-
cutter.

“Hush,” he said sternly, “we still
have an hour to work.”

He set to work with his saw and,
when he sawed off the blocks of yel-
low pine, she put them on a chopping
block. She sat on a log and chopped
the blocks in two, splitting them
down the middle, the grain parting
easily under her heavy hatchet.
Usually he and Mack Wilson had
sawed together, one at each end of
the saw; now he sawed alone, the
steel hard to handle even though he
had taken the handle off the other
end.

At deep dusk a packet slid down
the river, running fast with the cur-
rent. The boat did not stop for fuel,
for it was using little steam, and
would probably refuel at Fort Peck.

The deep throat of the steam
whistle opened and they waved the
white cloth, and the packet whistled
back. Then it was gone, the river
taking it. They were both tired. But
still sleep was slow to come to Spot-
ted Hawk. .

Next day, when the afternoon was
dying, the three men came into camp.
Spotted Hawk was working the saw
and it made a small, insistent noise,
The noise was big enough to hide
the sound of the men. Broken Foot
saw them first and she gasped,
“There are three strangers.” _

They were coming across the
clearing then, and each led two
mules, which they turned loose with
dragging halter-ropes to graze in tha
clearing. One was very tall, well over
six feet, and the other was tall too;
the third was short. The tall man
said, “How, Injuns?” ’

Spotted Hawk tried to hide his
surprise. Men came by the river, not
overland; he believed, in the six
years he had cut wood at this post,
only one man had come to the spot
by land—he had been a trapper who
had come down to catch a packet at
the landing. Now three men and
stepped out of the buckbrush.

He said, “How,” and laid down his
saw. Broken Foot looked at them over
the block of wood she had been ready
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to split, her hatchet idle on the chop-
ping-block. The short man looked at
her steadily.

“You want to catch the river-boat?”
Spotted Hawk asked.

The very tall man, whose name
turned out to be Weber, laughed
a little. “Yeah, we’ll catch the packet,
- We'll catch the Johnny Boy. It’s due
tomorow, I understand.”

Spotted Hawk watched them close-
ly. He didn’t like the looks of them.
He wondered why each man led two
pack-mules. He wondered also how
they knew about the Johnny Boy, and
that tomorrow would bring the super
packet into the dock.

“It’s late,” Spotted Hawk replied.

The short man, whose name turned
out to be Johnson, said, “It’s two
days late; it should be here tomo:-
row.”

Spotted Hawk asked, “How did
you know that?”

Johnson glanced at Weber. Weber
shrugged. Johnson said, “I left the
Rocky Belle right before it came into
dock here yesterday. I went over the
side an’ swum into land. I boarded it
at Fort Peck.”

Their plan was creeping on on
Spotted Hawk, the Sioux. He re-
membered the captain saying the
Rocky Belle and Jobnny Boy had
exchanged at Fort. Peck. The cap-
tain had said that the fehnny Boy
still carried many rifles and much
be used against the Blackfeet at Fort
Shaw. This man had gone out of Fort
Peck with the Rocky Belle to warn
these others that-the Johnny Boy not
the Rocky Belle, carried - the rifles
and pounds of powder.

Luck had played into the hands
of these men. For, -had the guns and
ammunition been on the Rocky Belle,
they could never have hit the side-
wheeler and gotten them; the army
rode aboard that packet. But the
blown-out steamhead had transferred
the army men to the Rocky Belle, and
now many rifles.and much ammuni-
tion rode with the Johnny Boy, with
a few soldiers on it—a mere handful,
according to the captain and a few
civilians.

Taking the johnny Boy would be
impossible for three men to do, unless
they had inside help on the packet.
These three, Spotted Hawk guessed,
were no fools, and he also guessed
that they had help riding on the
Johnny Boy. The pack-mules, then,
were to tote the loot away.

These thoughts went through him,
and he locked at Broken Foot, won-
dering at her dark expressionless
face. His rifle leaned against a stump
about ten feet away. He moved quick-
ly toward it. Johnson’s boot flew out
to trip him and, as he fell, the other
man, Lowe, kicized him in the neck.

For a while, Spotted Hawk thought
he was going unconscious, but, as he
rolled over, he saw Brcken Foot
bring her hatchet back, and fling it
at Webher. The tall man jumped, and
the hatchet went by him to land in
the dirt. Johnson had Spotted Hawk’s
rifle, and Lowe kicked again, but he
missed.

“Lay there, Injun,” Lowe ordered
savagely.

Broken Foot held a block of wood.
Spotted Hawk said thickly, “Do not
throw it, woman. You can do noth-
ing.” He spoke in Sioux.

Weber looked at Johnson. “What
did he say?”

“He told her not to tess that hunk
of cordwood,” Johnson replied.

Weber stood silent. Johnson un-
loaded Spotted Hawk’s rifle. He put
the cartridges in his pocket and put
the rifle down against the stump.
Lowe asked, “Should we kill them?”

Weber said, “Don’t talk like a com-
plete idiot, L.owe. These river-cap
tains never come into a dock unless
they see the woodcutters out to wave
them in. They aren’t taking any
chances. Too many wood-cuttin’
camps have been looted by Injuns
who had set a.trap when the packet
come in. Them captains make sure
things are all right before they dock.”

Johnson said, “He’s right.”
Lowe shook his head slowly.
“They’re dangerous to us,” he said.

“That may be,” Weber stated, “But
we can’t kill them, until the Johnny
Boy docks. That’s certain,”



68 REAL WESTERN

POTTED HAWK sat on the

ground, rubbing his neck. Bro-
ken Foot was beside him, whimpering
a little. Spotted Hawk was thinking
that, with Old Mack Wilson dead,
killed by a falling tree, and with
these men looting the jfolhnsny RBoy
from his dock, this would look bad for
him. Perhaps the authorities would
figure he had wanted to get Wilson
out of the way so he could let these
men loot the Jolinny Ecy? What
eise was there to think?

They had locked forward fer
months to the fohnny Boy's arrival,
talking about the grand day when the
proud packet would slide into their
dock: now the whole thing was a
broken dreain, and it seemed unreal
and impossible. But it was true. The
ache in Spotted Hawk’s necl told him
that.

And now, when the packet came to
dock, it would be boarded by river-
pirates, who would loot it of army
rifles and ammunition, these pirates
probably aided by other thieves,
working inside the boat. And up at
Fort Shaw, where soldiers needed
ammunition, there would be rifle-
haramers falling on empty gun-har-
rels, and the Biackfeet were on the
move.

And there was more to it than that.
There was his pride—and Broken .

Foots’ pride—in being part of the
great network of packets, moving up
and down this lazy river; there was
this responsibility, handed down to
him by dead Mack Wilson. For the
old man, who had cut woocd on this
landing for over fifteen years, had
always boasted that no packet had
ever slid into his dock and found him
without adequate wood cut—cord-
wood that would go into its Dboiler
and turn water into power. They had
accepted this responsibility and grad-
ually, day by day, year by year, those
packets had become a part of them,
and they, in turn, had become a part
of the river-crew. And Spotted Hawk,
the Sioux woodcutter, mentally prom-
ised that tomorrow, when the grand
Johnny Boy docked, he and Broken
Foot would wave it in, and there
would be cordwood for its boilers.

They had his rifle. Without that,
2 mzan could net run into the woods,
even if he found the opportunity,
which he probably would not find.
For without a rifle a man would
starve. He had a sudden plan: he
would break away and go down the
river and, from: the bank, trv to wave
the johnny Boy in, try to warn it of
the danger at the dock up the river.
But that plan held shert life. Tor
river captains, under no circumstan-
ces, would send a boat out to heed
such a call, Hostile Indians had used
that plan too often to lure a boat into
ambush and robbery. No, that would
never work,

Then what would work? They had
only until tomorrow in which to do
something, he realized. That night
Broken Foot, although tired from her
chopping, cooked for the three men,
She said something to Spotted Hawk,
speaking in broken Crow.

Weber asked, “What did she say,
Johnson?”

_Johnson was frowning. Finally he
admitted, “I don’t know. They didn’t
talk Sioux. They talked Blackfoot, I
think.”

Weber spoke to Lowe. “Do you
know what the squaw said?” :

Lowe was chewing on boiled pem-
mican. “Sounded like Blackfoot to
me, too. But hell, I cain’t understan’
it.” He went back to his meal.

“Let ’em talk,” Johnson said. “Talk

- never hurt nobody.”

From then on, Spotted Hawk, who
knew but little of the Crow tongue,
talked to his wife in that language,
stumbling over words, fumbling for
others. There were rifles, he said,
back in the timber. She knew that and
she nodded. She was afraid ke wculd
get killed. She told him that. He
tried to conscle her by joking and
saying her fears were groundless,

For he and Mack Wilgon, as a pre-
caution against attack, had hidden
two rifles and some ammunition,
wrapping the rifles in canvas and
strapping them to pine trees, the ri-
fles in the lower boughs and hidden
by the needles. They had thought, if
they were ever driven by the Sioux
or Crow from their wood-cutting

-4
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back and look into eternity? No, let
the bullets come: one has come and
gone past me.

He came into the buckbrush, with
the thorns of wild rosebushes pull-
ing at his buckskins. He heard a rifle
talk again and again, and another
talked also. But they were shooting
by guess, for the brush was protect-
ing him now, and he was going
toward the rifle, strapped to the pine.

He heard Lowe say, “I'll get him.
He can’t do much. He hasn’t a gun.
T'll get him, and bring him back or
kill him.” .

Spotted Hawk went up the tree and
got the rifle. He unstrapped it and
took the canvas frem it, catching the
box of cartridges as it fell from the
wrappings. He had a rifle. He had
hope. He had a chance. He put car-
tridges in it,

Lowe came along the path. He dog-
trotted, reading sign, and Spotted
Hawk watched, hidden by wild rose-
bushes, his rifle on the man. Lowe
came to the deadfall. His right foot
came down, it went through; he
screamed and turned, other foot
reaching for a hold. Then he was
gone, down into the pit. He could
not climb out. He was hollering, but
the sound, muffled by the earth, was
not strong. But they heard it.

One said, “Hang tight, Lowe.”

They did not come running to him.
They were not that foolish. As it was,
it took Spotted Hawk almost two
hours to get them both. They played
a sniper’s game, moving through the
brush; they soon found out he had a
rifle. For Johnson, the knowledge
brought death, for he fell within the
rifle’s sights; for Weber, it brought
a stumbling, slow halt.

And when the Johnny Boy came in
to dock, Broken Foot alone waved
the river-packet in. Weber lay on the

.

'B‘ank, feet tied but his hands free,

the bandage around his chest, and
beside him sat the Sioux, Spotted
Hawk, watching the Missouri river
queen glide in.

She was everything they had said.
She was the queen, red and shiny
with her paint and brass, and she
rode the waters like she was born
tiiere. If she had had trouble on her
maiden trip, she did not show it, for
she was proud. And her captain stood
and waved to Broken Foot.

“Where is your husband and Old
Mack?”

“Old Mack is dead,” the sguaw.
said. “My hushand is wounded.”

LMOST A month later, after the
Blackfoot rebellion had been
put down, there on the broad deck of
the Johnny Boy, Colonel Smith, the
former Major Smith, read an army
citation. Army men stood at stiff at-
tention, lining the rails of the river
queen, their guns rigid and shining
in the sun, and beyond the rim of the
ship civilians stood on the Fort Ben-
ton dock, listening to the Colonel’s
boeming voice. -

“And to Mr. Mack Wilson, who lies
in his grave on the hill we see to our
north, the United States Army and
the Government of the United States
does award, posthumiously, this Medal
of Courage, for his part played in
the Blackfoot Rebellion, the part he
played withh courage and devotion,
and for which he gave his life. I
award this meta] to the Sioux woman,
Broken Foot, to keep in her posses-
sion at all times.” .

Broken Foot glanced uneasily at
Spotted Hawk.

“You go forward now,” he szid.

The day before, in the court-room
of the army post, he had seen Lowe
and Weber convicted of murdering
Mack Wilson, for the old woodcutter
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had stumbled on their camp. They
had clubbed him and then dropped a
teee, making it look as though the
tree had killed him. They had si-
lenced him forever. That morning
they had been hanged.

The Army had asked him to wit-
ness the executions but he had not

ttended.

“And to Captain Milton Myers,
captain of the river-packet Johnny
Boy, a grateful Gevernment, in recog-
nition, of Captain Myers’ courage and
the courage of his crew, who, fight-
ing pxrates aboard their own ship,
saved the rifles and ammunition
neecded to bring peace to the Frontier,
I present this Medal—" :

Yes, they had fought on the jJohn-
ny Boy. They had fought with rifles
and pistols and knives. But when the
packet had sailed into the dock to
meet Broken Foot, the decks had been
cleared; the Captain had been in com-
mand,

“And to the Sioux, Spotted Hawk,
the devoted companion of deceased
Mack Wilscn, a grateful Government
and a grateful Army does not award
a medal, for a medal is something to
only cherish, and not for useful pur-

oses.”

The Colonel c‘earcd his tlnoat The

sun was bright, the alr warm, the
crowd silent.

“To Spotted Hawk, then, the Gov-
ernment and the Army, in grateful
esteem, this new Winchester repeat-
ing rifle, with the message carved on
its barrel. And in addition the Army,
as an added measure, hereby commis-
sions Spotted Hawk to have full
charge of his woodcutting post, post
number twenty-seven, said Spotted
Hawk also having full charge of all
crews working there. This rank is to
be held by him forever, or whenever
he, of his own volition, sees fit to
withdraw.”

Broken Foot whispered,
ward.”

Spotted Hawk took the rifle, hold-
ing it by barrel and stock. The bar-
rel was blue-steel, the inscription
fine on its blueness; the stock was
polished walnut, sleek to his touch.
He breathed deeply, the pain of his
wound still touching his chest. He
wanted to say something grand. He
wanted to speak in English. But he
couldn’t,

So he said, in Sioux,

sir.”

“Go for-

“Thank you,

THE END
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ONE-GUN LAW

lined the duties which would be his
if he accepted the post as Marshal of
Abilene.

“There’s a fairly recent law against

discharging firearms in the city lim-
its,” the white-haired jurist told Fer-
ber. “The boys disregard this law
whean they get a bit too much forty-
rod under their belts. One thing al-
ways leads to another, and Boot Hill
is becoming entirely too populous.
Worst of it is, most of the deceased
are respectable citizens!”

jim Ferber listened without com-
ment. He wasn’'t big as to physical
stature; five-feet-nine, and he

- weighed about a hundred and fifty-

five. His age was a year or two under
thirty, and he wore only cne gun
strapped low -on his right leg. He
was smooth-shaven in a land where
most men wore cow-horn mustaches,
and his voice was low and quiet
when he spoke. But his tawny-gray
eyes were the give-away; they looked
right through a man without waver-
ing.

§We paid George Crum a hundred
a month and shells,” Judge Wilson
told Ferber. “Not a man in Abilene
will take the job, and I'm oifering
you two hundred!”

“You've hired a man, Judgs,” Fer-
ber accepted without hesitation. “It
would have been some easier if your
town committee had prohibited the
carrying of weapons in Abilene, but
no matter. Where do I spread my
bed-roll?”

“Better use that back room behind
your office,” Judge Wilsonsugges-
ted, and he stared hard at the bur-
nished Celt .45 in the new Marshal’a
holster. “Better get yocu another
shooting iron, even if you only pack
it for a spare,” he advised.

“I never needed but one in El Pase
or Tombstone,” Ferber said shortly,
as he pinned the ball-pointed star te
his faded vest. “A man can’t to his
best work when he has too much on
his mind, and one gun is all I ever
needed!”

Dutch Sam Speigel coughed sug-
gestively when the new marshal came
out of the office of the Judge. Spei-
gel had just won a toss-up with
Twins Malone, a scatted-face killer
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from Dodge City. The two men had
tossed a dollar for first chance at
Jim Freber who was untieing his
bed-roll from the cantle of his sad-
dle.

Twins Malone had wanted that
first chance at the new law, but he
had lost the toss with his own silver
dollar. Now he threw the coin high
into the air, and Dutch Sam made his
double pass for the two six-shotters
riding in his buscadero holsters.

Like the flash of bright sun from
a mirror, Jim Ferber’s Peacemaker
45 cleared leather. The Ilong-bar-
relled six-shooter roared gustily be-
fore Speigel’s guns had cleared lea-
ther. The silver dollar pinged and
flipped spinning through the hot
Kansas air,

The startled bad-men in front of
the Legal Tender stared at the bat-
tered dollar which fell to the ground
near Dutch Sam Spéigel. When they
turned to study the new marshal,
Jim Ferber was carrying his bed-
roll toward his office, and his gun
was snugged deep in holster leather,

JERBER laid his bed-tarp on the
board sidewalk and walked slow-
ly up to the five badmen. He looked
each man over slowly and without
threat. Then he called each by name.
“Dutch Sam, Nations Bassett, Waco
Bane, Bisbee Jenkins and Twins Ma-
lone,” he recited quietly. “Every one
of you a killer, and wanted by the
law in one place or another. Just
wanted to tell you bqys that I'm
wearing George Crum’s old star, and
it’s again the law to discharge yore
hardware 'in the city limits. Course,
none of you has done so since I
pinned on the star, and mebbe so you
won’t!”

Dutch Sam hawed in his throat and
pulled on his long mustaches. Then
he stepped away from the tie-rail
with his elbows spread wide, and his
big hands shadowing the grips of his
belt guns.

“I bought first chance,” the big
killer announced bluntly. “Trick
shooting won’t win you no argu-
ments with me, Mister One-Gun
Law!”

“Hold it, Dutch!” Ferber warned
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swiftly. “You killed Marshal George
Crum on a sneak, but I'm looking
straight at you!”

“One chance I give you,” Dutch
Sam almost whispered. “Tie your bed
on your hoss and light a shuck back
to Tombstone!”

“And if I don’t?”
slowly.

“Boot Hill for you!” Dutch Sam
answered viciously. “Well?” ‘

“I'm staying,” Ferber spoke softly,
but now his eyes were like glare ice.
“Your move!”

Dutch Sam thrust out his jaw, and
his wide shoulders stooped into the
gun-fighter’s crouch. Then his two
big hands pistoned down to the
notched guns in his holsters with
the speed of long practice.

Jim Ferber watched with his head
turned slightly to the side. Like the
flipping dip of a net, his right hand
scooped the six-shooter from his hol-
ster, whipped up level with his right
eye while his thumb was curling
back the hammer, and the Texas pis-
tol belched pale flame just as Dutch
Sam’s twin guns leaped from the hol-
sters.

The tall outlaw jerked back and
twitched a pair of slugs into the sun-
baked earth at his feet. The smoking
guns fell from his hands, and Dutch
Sam followed ‘them to the ground
like a tall pine which had been cut
off at the base. He stirred up acloud
of red dust which mingled with the
acrid smoke of his useless sixshoot-
ers, and the toss of his rusty boots
rattled a time or two before the dust
had settled.

Marshal Jim Ferber faced the
stunned outlaws with his smoke-
grimed Peacemaker in his hand, His
voice was calm and low as he watched
the four killers with an invitation
in his tawny-gray eyes.

“One down, and four to go! Any
more heroes in this wolf pack?”

Waco Bane glanced at Twins Ma-
. lone, but the stocky killer shrugged
carelessly.

. “It was a fair go-around, and Dutch
Sam asked for showdown!” Malone
stated coldly. “I'll match you for
the drinks, Waco,” and he turned his

Ferber asked

back and walked into the Legal Ten-
der.

Jim Ferber smiled grimly as the
other three desperadoes followed
Twins Malone. Then he holstered
his gun, hooked his fingers in the col-
lar of Dutch Sam’s shirt, dragged
the dead outlaw to the board sidewalk,
and picked up the dead man’s guns.

There would be an inquest, but
that was up to the Corcner. His job
was to maintain law and order, and
Jim Ferber went back to his bedroll
and carried it inside his office. Judge
Wilson had told him that he was
drawing fighting pay, and Twins Ma-
Ione had called the fight a fair shake.

IKE A master craftsman, Jim
Ferber was taking care of his
toois. He cleaned his six-shooter and
fingered five new cartridges with
his oily fingers. He slipped the shells
through the leading gate, set the
hammer on an empty, repladd the
weapon, and shaped the holster to
the burnished frame. :

As he worked, Ferber watched
the door of his office. Not that he
was afraid that any of the wolf pack
would shoot him without warning.
He knew that none of the four lacked
for courage, and each was proud of
his prowess with his tools. Accord-
ing to the unwritten law, every man
was entitled to a chance for his taw,
just as every man who packed a gun
was supposed to know how to use
it.

Jim Ferber knew that every one
of the four killers had what was
known along the frontier as “gun
pride”. Ferber nodded his well-
shaped head; he had it himself. Nei-
ther did it trouble him that all four
were wanted by the law in one place
or another. A man could be wanted
for a killing in Texas, and wear the
law-star in Arizona or bloody Kansas.

Many a good lawman was called
outlaw, according to the political
powers-that-be at the time. But each
wild town along the lawless frontier
had to make and maintain its own
laws. They hired the most fearless
men they could get, paid them well,
and their tenure of office depended
upon both speed and skill.



-ONE-GUN LAW 75

Ferber carefully washed his hands
to remove every trace of cil. He
pulled his gray Stetson low over his
eyes before he stepped out into the
noonday sun. A quick glance at the
tie rail in front of the saloon showed
him that the body of Dutch Sam had
been removed by Funeral Talbot, and
then Ferber stiffened slightly,

Waco Bane and Bisbee Jenkins
were standing at the far end of the
Legal Tender saloon, which was only
three doors away from the Marshal’s
office. Both men had been drinking,
but there was a difference between
them.

Bisbee Jenkins had his hat pushed
to the back of his balding head, and
he was scowling with disappointment.
Waco DBane was smiling, and his
Stetson was pulled low to shade his
narrowed greenish eyes.

Jim Ferber read all he needed to
know at a glance., One of the two
was a winner; the other had lestat
some game of chance. Then Ferber
saw a card stuck in the snake-band
of Banc’s high-crowned Stetson. The
Ace of Spades. Lying under the tie
rail was the Deuce of Spades, near
the feet of Bishee Jenkins.

Ferber stopped when Waco Bane
cleared his throat, preparatory to
speaking. The sun glittered on the
law badge pinned to the marshal’s
vest,

“You ever hear of Coe Banning?”
Bane asked in a slow Tezas drawl.
“He was killed by a gun-sneak down
El Paso way!”

it FERBER felt a pulse beat-

. ing at the end of his right index
finger. This was the build-up for
a showdown, and the Texas man was
confident of his own abilities, In
fact, Waco Bane showed his eager-
ness in every line of his crouching
figure.

“I knew Coe Banning,” Ferber an-
sered ‘quictly. “He killed a deputy
down Texas way where I was wearing
a star. 1 gave Banning a chance to
surrender, but he went for his six-
shooter instead!”

“What was goecd enough for Coe,
Is good enough for me,” Bane said
slowly. “I taken up for my pard!”

“Hold it!” Ferber said stormly.
“And don’t cloud the sign, Waco.
You and Bisbee played Acey-Deu-
cey for the chance to bait me into a
gun ruckus. You won, and you’ve got
the death card stuck in yore hat!”

“That there’s reading sign with the
best,” Bane agreed without hesita-
tion. “How you want it?”

‘“You’re drunk, Bane,” Ferber said
slowly. “See me some time when you

.know what yo’re doing!”

“He knows what he’s doing!” Bis-
bee Jenkins put in roughly. “Or meb-
be yore sand run out!”

Jim Ferber stiffened as a flush
of anger stained his bronzed cheeks.
His eyes were watching Waco Bane
who was now in a_crouch with both
hands taloned above his twin sixes.
And once again the pulse began to
pound in the trigger finger of Jim
Ferber’s right hand.

From the corner of his eye he saw
the tall spare frame of Judge Tom
Wilson in the door of the Justice's
Court. Other townsmen were watche
ing from doorways and windows. Al-
most imperceptibly, Jim Ferber
turned his lean body from the left
to thin the target he made, and then
Waco Bane struck him like a start-
led rattler.

Both taloned hands rapped down
for the black-butted guns on hislean
thighs. Gun barrels hissed against
oiled leather and flashed in the bright
overhead sun,

Jim Ferber siashed down for his
holster, his hand moving like a flash
of heat lightning. Even as he made
his draw, he knew that the outcome
was going to be close.

The guns belched flame at the
same time, but only one of them was
in the hands of Waco Bane. His
left-handed gun exploded when Fer- °
ber’s slug struck him down like a
pole-axed steer, and a bullet from
Bane’s right-hand gun licked at the
edge of his outflung vest.

Waco Bane -did a back flip to land
on his broad shoulders under the
Legal Tender tie rail. His long legs

straightened convulsively, and then

the toss of his worn boots sagged
outward. A pool of blood began to
form under his shoulders while Jim
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Ferber held his smoking gun ready
for a follow-up that would not be
needed.

Now the pulse had died down in
his trigger finger!

“Yo’re the best!” Bisbee Jenkins
said judiciously. “Waco won the
death card, and it brought him-bad
luck!”

He turned abruptly on one worn
heel, strolled slowly across the board-
walk, and pushed through the bat-
wing doors of the Legal Tender.

Jim Ferber smiled frostily, and
without mirth. He jacked the spent
shell from his gun, thuimbed a fresh
cartridge through the loading gate,
holstered the smoke-grimed weapon,
and shock his shoulders to fit his
vest., Then he walked on down to
the Long Horn restaurant and took
a seat at a table with his back against
a side -wall.

He glanced up when a tall man
took a chair beside him. Judge Tom
Wilson nodded and spoke quistly.

“Two down, and three to go. I'm
glad you are not quarrclsome, Mar-
shal!”

OUD VOICES came from the

Legal Tender saloon as Mar-
shal Jim Ferber was walking back
to his office from the lunch room.
Ferber slowed his stride with his
head turned to catch the drift of the
heated argument floating over the
swinging batwing doors of the big
salcon. Then he moved up closer
when he recognized the voices of the
disputants.

“It’'s my go-around!” he heard Bis-
bee Jenkins declare angrily. “Me and
Waco played high-low for the chance
to take seconds on that badge-totin’
gun swift from Tombstone. Then he
won, but that gives me the next
chance!”

“Qwan, he’s got you faded,” Na-
tions Bassett growled in a low deep
voice. “You and Waco allowed that
Coe Banning was a pard of yores.
Mebbe he was, one place or another,
but me and Coe pulled that job to-
gether outside El Paso. They never
did catch up to me, and I had to
high-tail out of Texas. This is my

chance to tally for pore Coe Ban-
ning!”

Jim Ferber straightened his back
and raised his head. He wasn’t a
drinking man, but he shouldered
quietly through the swinging doors
and stopped at the ead cf the bar.
He ordered a smail beer and let it
stand on the wet mahogany as. he
watched the two outlaws continue
their private quarrel.

Neither man had seen him enter
the saloon, and now they were in-
tent on nothing but watching each
other. Twins Malone saw the mar-
shal, but the scar-faced desperado
gave no sign. He stood apart from
the pair, a glass of brandy in his
left hand, and only a mild interest
expressed on his ugly features.

“I’'m bracing the marshal,” Bisbee
Jenkins declared flatly, “It’s either
him or us!”

“Him or me,” Bassett corrected
harshly. “Or else, it’s mie and you!”

Jim Ferber made no attempt to
interfere. If he did, he would be
between a cross-fire, with Twins Ma-
lone sitting on the side-lines with
sixes full to copper an outlaw bet.
A sure-thing bet, and as yet, no law
had been violated.

“So it’s you and me,” Bisbee Jen-
kins answered Bassett. “So Coe Ban-
ning and you did a job together, and
you ran out on him. He got a .45
slug through the ticker, and like as
not you got away with all the loot!”

“Make yore pass, owl-hooter,” Bas-
sett whispered hoarsely. “I'll play
what I catch on the draw!” .

Bisbee Jenkins was proud of the
fact that he was a two-gun man. He
had often boasted that he could
shoot as good with one hand as the
other. Now his two hands whipped
down to his holstered guns with daz-
zling speed, but the treacherous Bas-
sett played an Ace-in-the-hole.

Nations Bassett shook his right
arm, and flame lanced from his hand
as the spiteful crack of a small der-
ringer shattered the stillness of the
saloon. The hide-out gun barked
again just as Bisbee Jenking got his
guns free of leather, and the heavy
weapons bellowed thunderbu§ly and
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man through a side door and into the
cell block of the jail.

Twins Malone was an interested
spectator at the murder trial. Judge
Wilson had cut red tape, and now
it was only thirty-six hours after the
death of Bishee Jenkins. Malone had
made no trouble for the new marshal;
the two had not even spoken since
the arrest.

Nations Bessett was in the prison-
er’s box, and he wore handcuffs on
his bony wrists. Marshal Jim Ferber
stated the charge, and the Coroner
was acting as the prosecuting attor-
ney.

Doc Brady was a little man of
cold nerve and determined mien. He
called a dozen witnesses who testi-
fied that Nations Bassett had killed
the deceased without giving him a
chance.

Bassett told his story, claiming
that he acted in self defense. Jim
Ferber was watching Twins Malone,
and he saw a sneer curl the lips of
the scar-faced killer.

The Judge dismissed the prisoner
from the stand, gave instructions to
the jury, and called a recess when the
twelve men filed out to a back room:.
They were absent less than ten min-
utes when Judge Wilson again called
the court to order.

“Gentlemen of the Jury, have you
arrived at a decision?” the Judge
asked.

“We have, Your Honor,” the fore-
man answered promptly. “We find
the accused Guilty as charged!”

“The prisoner will stand up and
face the bar!” the Judge ordered.

Nations Bassett stood up, and now
his hands were trembling. His shoul-
ders were stooped, and he seemed to
have aged ten years in less than two
days since his arrest.

“You have been found guilty of

murder by a jury of your peers,”’

Judge Wilson announced coldly. “It
is my duty to pass sentence upon you.
I hereby order that you be hanged
by the neck until you are dead...
And may God have mercy on your
soull”

IM FERBER felt old for the
first time in his twenty-eight
years. It had been his duty to spring
the trap which had plunged Nations
Bassett into eternity, and the ordeal
had left a marked imprint upon the
marshal of Abilene.

It wasn’t like facing a known kill-
er who was fighting for his life,
Right or wrong, a man had pride on
his side in a six-shooter showdown,
Ferber shrugged his shoulders irri-
tably. He shuddered when a long
black wagon left the stockade which
enclosed the gallows. Funeral Talbot
sat on the driver’s seat, and ’'there
would be another new grave in Boot
Hill.

The marshal mounted his horse
and rode along a back street toward
the jail. He rode up an alley to the
corral, dismounted, stripped his rid-
ing gear, and started for his office.

A stocky wide-shouldered man
stepped out from' the corner of the
jail. “A minute, Marshal!” he called.
“I want a word with you!”

Jim Ferber faced Twins Malone,
and some of the weight was lifted
from the marshal’s heavy shoulders.
His tawny-gray eyes flickered to the
twin guns in the cutlaw’s holsters.
The butts had been set carefully,
pointing slightly out for a quick
draw.

“I always give a man a chance,”
Malone - began slowly. “I'm giving
you four hours to leave town!”

Jim Ferber drew a deep breath
and smiled coldly. “I was going to
look you up for the same reason,”
he told Malone. “You’re the last of
the Wild Bunch. I'm giving you un-
til sundown to leave town!”

“Looks like a draw so far,” Malone
remarked carelessly. “If you are here
at sundown, I’'m coming to get you!”

“Check!” Ferber answered with a
nod. “If you haven't left town by
sundown, I'll start for the Legal Ten-
der to find you!”

“Keno!” Malone agreed. “I've been
thinking, Marshal. Don’t seem fair
to handicap you this way. I've al-
ways used two guns up till now, but
I’ll give you a chance. I can use either
hand, and I'll only use one gun. It’s
up to you to guess which one!”’
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“You’re smart, BMaleone,” Ferber
answered gravely. “When a {eller
uses two guns at the same time, he’s
got twice as much to think about.
This cuis down his speed by half.
and T'll feel better abhout the whole
thing, knowing you will be doing
your best. If vou cdon’t change your
mind, better see Funcral Talbot
ahout the necessary arrangements!”

Twins Majone smiled and nodded
his head. The eight notches whit-
tied on the haadles of his killer guns
were mute evidence to the fact that
he was a veicran at powder-smolke
showdow:. Anger slows up a man’s
muscles, and up to now, Twins Ma-
lene had never shot... second.

%U%‘JDOVJI‘J! The 1ain Street of
~hilene was devoid of horses and

Thz sun bung in the west
Haces

raen aiike.
like a great red ball of fire.
could be seeir at all the " windows
fronting the street which had been
chared for action. Leadly acticn, and
a test between the law and the law-
less

Jim Ferbar appeared -in the door
of his office. He glanced at the sun
which he would have to face. He
pulled his Stetsen low over his taw-
ny-gray eves, twitched his six-shoot-

er with the tips of his fingers, and
stepped to the board walk.
Ifrom the Legal Tender saloon

three doors down the strest, another
wide-shouldered man stepped into the
clear., His twin six-shooters caught
the red glow of the sun and glitt ereri
like bloody rubies.

Both men walked to the center of
the red dusty street. Both turnedat
the same "time, although they were
not watching each other. Both started
the walk of death without hurry, but

with purposeful stride. While men be--

hind shuttered windows watched and
held their laboring breaths.

The unwritten law of old Judge
Colt was about to be given another
test. No arrangements had been made,
because none were necessary. These
men were warriors, and gun-proud.
They knew the rules, and would
abide strictly by them.

Ten paces was aiways the pre-
scribed distance. Neither man would

‘with

t

take an advaniage. They fought for
something big gger to t rem than right
or wrongj; their test would be for
spead and accu uracy. When the smoke
cleared aw ‘ay, there would be no
need for a jury trial. As they saw
it, perzonal honor was at stake, and
they would fight in self defense.

Jim Ferber was watching the
scarrcd face of Twins Malone as the
distance lessened betwzen them.

Those twin guns fascinated the mar-
shal. He had never met a gun-fighter
who could use either hand with facil-
ity, but perhaps there was always a
first 'mne.

Beth men stopped as though at a
giveu signal. Jira Ferber had noth-
ing to conceal. He was wcar"ng one
gun, aid he turned his left shoulder
in to thin the target he presented.
He watched for Twinsg Malone to
give a tip-oif, but the two-gun man
fazed him squarely with Loth hands
taloned above the notched guns on
his powerful legs.

Then Funeral Yaibot walked out
from the little store where he scld
furnitare when not otherwise en-
gaged. Talbot was a tall spare man,

ressed in a black broadeloth suit
tails. fie were a black flat-
crowntd Steison which he now re-
moved frcm his bald head. He was

‘staniing on the kigh board walk be-

tweenn the two grim gun-swifts, and
both could see him without remov-
ing their eyes from the other.

Funeral Talbot made no explana-
tion. iNone was needed. He extended
his right arm holding his hat by the
crown. Jim Ferber was leaning for-
ward "a triile, and again the pulse
was beating at the tip of his trigger
finger. Twins Malone had hunched
his wide shoulders, and he was bent
ie at the knees.
Talbot held his position
man cou’ia have counted up
Then the undertaker opened
iingers. His .black hat fell
straignt to the ground

jim Ferber stabbed down and
twined his supple fingers around the
grips of his law-gun. He was watch-
ing the hands of Twins Malone as he

(Continued On Page 105)




Hell At Starvation Camp

Fact Article by Harry Van Demark

RCM Springfield, Illinois, to

.’ Starvation Camp at the base of
bleak Donner Summit was an ardur-
ous trip in 1846, when only the faint-
est of trails led the way westward
over plains and rugged mountains.
But the Donner party was a happy
and prosperous one when it set out
in April of that year for California.

Two brothers, George and Jacob
Donner, and their families number-
ing sixteen persons, together with
James F. Reed and a family of seven,
and another family of twelve formed
the original group that left Sanga-
mon County, Illinois,

At Independence, Missouri, they
were joined by additional recruits to
the wagon train, The party in all
then numbered ninety persons, but
by the first week in May, after they
had reached Independence, the train
increased to over two hundred wag-
ons, all well provisioned and ex-
tremely well outfitted for the- long
journey westward. - '

At Fort Bridger in Wyoming a .

portion of the immigrants decided to
try a new route to California by way
of Salt Lake. This was known as the
Hastings Cutoff. The remaining
members of the party took the longer
but better known route by which
they eventually reached their destin-
ation.

Those who chose the Salt Lake
route were the ones whose tragic
fate led them to Starvation Camp—
a place of horror and hardship that
has become one of the darkest pages
in the history of the westward expan-
sion. The great desert beyond Salt

Lake was a trackless, barren and
foreboding place. From that point
misfortunes laid hand heavily upon
the wagon train whose supplies were
diminishing.

When their plight became appa-
rent, a party of volunteers was called
upon to ride ahead seven hundred
miles to Sutter’s Fort on the Sacra-

mento, a mission which, if success-

ful, would bring back supplies 1o save
the lives of those in the wagon train.
When the weary traveiers reached
Gravelly Ford on the Humboldt in
Nevada, the worn out travelers and
cattle were subsisting on short ra-
tions.

At Gravelly Ford, John Snyder,
who was driving one of the teams,
became involved in a quarrel with
James F. Reed. During the fight Say-
der lashed at Reed with the front end
of a whip, and Mrs. Reed, who was-
rushing in to separate the two com-
batants, received the cruel blow in-
tended for her husband.

Enraged at this incident, Reed

‘stabbed Snyder, who died a short

time later as a result of the wound.
For this murder Reed was banished
from the wagor train without food
or a gun, At that time he was well
over seven hundred miles from the
nearest settlement, which was cver
the Sierras in California.

During the first night after his
banishment, a friend, accompanied by
Reed’s little daughter, stole away
from the wagon train and provided
him with provisions. But for these
supplies he would have perished in
the desert. However, the focd was
enough to énable him to make his
way westward and over the Sierras
before the heavy winter snows set in.

‘The banishment of Recd from the
Donner party left it without one of
its best leaders and was one of the
main reasons why the party tarried
too long in the Truckee mzadows and
was unable to get over Donner Pass
befeore heavy winter weather descend-
ed on the scene.

Strange it was that Reed, who was
banished from the wagon train, was
one of those who reached safety and
eventually became one of the leaders
of the rescue parties who went back
to relieve the suffering of the Donner

party.
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Juan Fia

By Johmn L. Cooney

No one has ever written an epic poem about the ride of

Juan Flaco, but someone ceriainly should. By compari-

son, Paul Revere's famous ride shrivels to a tame mid-
night canter through Central Park.

the sleepy little pueblo of Los
Angeles in Mexico’s “Depart-
ment of California”—hbut the pueblo
wasn’t very sleepy that day. '

The United States had been at war
with Mexico since May. Some six
weeks before this fateful September
day, Fremont and _Stockton had
marched into Los Angeles with bands
playing and flags waving to notify
the little pueblo that it was captured
—to which no one objected. Then
they marched away leaving a young
Marine lieutenant, Archibald Gilles-
pie, with fifty men to guard their
conquered realm.

Every time Gillespie saw two cabal-
le-os talking, he thought a revolt was
brewing. He ordered the citizens to
remain indoors at night, required
military passes to enter or leave the
city, issued a series of threatening
proclamations and generally made a
pest of himself. He finally topped off
his accomplishments by arresting
three of the pueblo’s leading citizens
as hostages to insure the good be-
. havior of the town. Gillespie may
not have known he had been en-
trusted with a hornet’s nest—or if
he did, he was igncrant of the habits
of the hornet.

The Angelenos revolted, driving
Gillespie into trenches on Fort Hill
overlooking the town. The revolt
grew and within twelve hours, Gil-
lespie found himself in a serious pre-
dicament. There was no food and
very little water and ammunition.

Gillespie realized that his only
hope was to get word to Commodore
Stockton in Monterey, some 400 miles
north, Gillespie appreciated the dan-

§ ET WAS September 24, 1846 in
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gers of attempting to send a meszage
to Stockton. Even if the messenger
should manage to elude the besieging
force, the route weculd be through
country in which every inhabitant
must be locked upcn as an enemy.
Nevertheless, he asked for wvolun-
teers.

“I think I'd probably be the best
man to send, Lieutenant.” The speak-
er was a slight, middle-aged Swedish
sailor named John Brown—better
known as Juan Flaco (“Skinny
John”). Juan Flaco had served in the
British navy, fought with Bolivar in
South America and hdd served as a
soldier-of-fortune in several of the
revolutionary armies in Mexico.

Gillespie would have preferrcd
sending a younger man, but Juan
Flaco’s ability to speak Spanish like
a native outweighed othet factors.

T WAS eight o’clock at night, that

. September 4th, when Juan Flaco
started from the trenches at a point
near where the Los Angeles City Hall
now stands, Juan Flaco carried no
weapons except a riata—if that could
be called a weapon. In the band of
his sombrero was a small pack of
cigarette papers on one of which
Gillespie had written, “Believe the.
bearer!”

The plan was for Juan Flaco to
convince the Californians that he was
a deserter. But he never got the
chance.

With a whoop and a yell, fifteen
lancers bore down on him. Juan
Flaco took one look and lit out for
Cahuenga Pass, with the lancers giv=
ing chase.

Juan Flaco, crouched low over hig






JUAN FLACO’S RIDE _ 83

“Just stand right where you are,
pardnert”

The speaker looked almost comical
with a red and white nightcap
perched precariously over one eye

and holding his trousers up with one

hand. But there was nothing comical
about the .75-caliber “Brown Bess”
musket he held cradled in his arm.

“Come on, friend, speak up. ‘Pears
to me like you’re trying to steal a
horse. Where I come from, we make
short work of hoss thieves!”

“Are you an American?”
Flaco asked eagerly.

“Yep, name of Lewis Barton. This
here is my ranch, and I wanta know
what you’re domg sneaking around
my corral.”

Juan Flaco told of the Los Angeles
revolt, explaining that he was on his
way to Monterey with an appeal for
aid from Stockton.
© “Well, in that case you’re welcome
to a horse. But you sure got a rough
trip ahead of you, Them Mexicans'll
be thicker'n fleas ’tween here and
Monterey!” '

It was eleven o’clock that night
when Juan Flaco rode into the Amer-
ican camp at Santa Barbara. News of
the Los Angeles revolt had spread,
and the caballeros in Santa Barbara
area had followed their Southern
neighbor’s example. The young Amer-
ican lieutenant who, with a handful
of men, was trying to hold the town
against repeated assaults by the Cali-
fornians, gave Juan Flaco a fresh
horse and he rode on.

Juan Flaco wasn’t out of sight of
the Santa Barbara Mission when he
was sighted by a company of Cali-
fornia lancers—and the chase was
on!

Juan Flaco, realizing that his horse
couldn’t compare with the superb
mounts of the Californians, left the
road and took to the hills, urging his
horse on with spurs and riata.

Crouched low over the horse’s head
to avoid the low-hanging limbs of the
scrub oak trees dotting the hills,
Juan Flaco urged his horse down an
almost vertical hill, the lancers bare-
ly twenty yards behind him.

Too late he saw the fifteen foot

Juan

ravine at the bottom of the hill. He
jammed his spurs into the horse’s
sides. The animal leaped!

For a second or two, it looked as
if the horse would topple. back into
the ravine, but with one supreme ef-
fort it scrambled up the opposite side.
Juan Flaco reined to the right, head-
ing for the mouth of a small canyon.
He had no sooner reached the can-
yon when the gallant animal stag-
gered and dropped dead—killed by
the strain of the chase.

But once more, the California night
was kind to Juan Flaco and the lan-
cers galloped by searching vainly for
him,

He sighed and started off on foot
again.

The morning sun shone down on a
bedraggled figure trudging wearily
along—a few feet off the highway for
safety’s sake. His clothes were torn
and his body badly scratched from
the brush into which he ducked every
time he heard a horse on the road.
His boots, in none too good condition
at the start of his ride, had been cut
to ribbons by the sharp rocks, and his
feet left bloodstains along the road.

T WAS nearly noon when Juan

Flaco spotted the herd of half-
wild horses feeding on the lower
slopes of a nearby hill.

He didn’t stop to think that most of
those horses had never been ridden.
All he knew was that he had to get ta
Monterey as soon as possible and that
he could make much better time on
a horse than on foot.

He watched the herd carefully as
he crept closer. The wind was right,
but he stopped every few feet so as
not to scare the animals. Foot by foot
he crept closer. Now he was thirty
feet away. One of the horses snorted
and sidled away. Juan Flaco stopped
dead in his tricks, remaining motion-
less for several minutes, Finally the
horse returned to its feeding. Juan
Flaco picked out a little sorrel mare
and edged closer. Now he was twenty-
five feet away. Now twepky. He fin-
gered his riata, then dro d his arm
for the throw. At the same moment,
Juan Flaco’s arm shot forward. The

(Continned On Page 112)
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at him, gun in hand, with a ball-point-.

ed star pinned to his faded vest. Sher-
iff Ranse Cotter was the law in Lan-
usky.

“How old are you, Jimmy Shando?”
the sheriff demanded brusquely, a
deep sullen anger glowing in his
grey eyes.

“I'll be twenty-four come noon,”
Shando answered, taken by surprise.
“Why?” .

“It’s nine o’clock straight up right
now,” the sheriff said coldly. “The
country lins is ten miles to the South,
and you've got three hours to get out
of my County a free man. If you are
hereabouts when you are twenty-four,
I'm wrapping the jug around you!”

“I shot in self defeuse,” Shando had
his say. “Sontag was laying for me,
and he cleared leather first!”

“He sent you word that he would
shoot on sight if you rode into Lan-
dusky,” the sheriff said through
tight lips. “You didn’t have to come!”

“I had to come,” Jimmy Shando
contridicted, but his voice was low,
and heavy with regret. “I had to get
my mail.” ‘

“You don’t live in Landusky Coun-
ty,” Ranse Cotter said grimly. “I'll
send your mail over to Red Horse in
Jimpson County, and you can pick
it up there. Sontag makes two men
you've killed in two weeks, and it’s
got to stop. Top your cayuse and
ride going away. The law is speak-
ing, and taking no slack jaw!”

Jimmy Shando holstered his
smoke-grimmed gun, stared at the
doorway to the Post Office, and
mounted his horse with a sigh. He
had known Sheriff Cotter all his
life,and Cotter always meant what he
said.

Sheriff Cotter turned on his heel,
and his gun also turned to cover two
rough-looking men who quickly
droppcd their hands away from the
half-dravn six-shooters in their hol-
sters. The sheriff’s action probably
saved the life of Jjmmy Shando who
was riding out of town without a
backward glance.

“You heard me say I was the law
here in Landusky, Shep Talone,” Cot-
ter addressed one of  the pair. “I
know Swifty Sontag was a pard of
yours and you didn’t have what it

takes to draw your shooting iron
while Jimmy Shando was watching
you and Prime Lee.”

“He killed Sontag, and he killed
Idaho Kurtz,” Shep Talone answered
viciously. “Jimmy Shando is a born
killer, and too fast with a six-shooter
to be alive!”

“Jimmy Shando owns the Triangle
S, and you sheep walkers keep your
woolies off his range,” the sheriff
said pointedly. “If he turns up with
a slug in his back, I’ll know where to
find his killer.”

“He did own the Triangle S,” Shep
Talone gloated. “Come high noon, me
and Prime Lee will have something
to say!”

The two sheepmen turned away
and walked into the Eagle Saloon.
The sheriff watched them go with a
puzzled expression on his weathered
face, after whichiYe went to the Post
Office and handed in a change of
address for Jimmy Shando.

“Send his mail over to Red Horse,”
Cotter told the clerk. “Every time he
rides into Landusky, there’s a kill-
ing.”

“We've got a registered package
for him,” he clerk said with a frown.
“It’s from a bank down in Texas, and
that Red Horse stage has been held
up three times in the last two weeks.
Justas you say, sheriff.”

Jimmy Shando rode his fast-step-
ping bay along the Snake River trail
which separated his Triangle S
range from Shep Talone’s sheep-land.
The Triangle § wasn’t much of an
outfit since the death of his father,
Cal Shando.

Ten sections of good grazing land
with plenty of water the year round,
and perhaps five hundred head of
beef critters. A comfortable three-
room house, the only home Jimmy
Shando had ever known.

“The old homestead,” he laughing-
ly called the Triangle S, which like
many homesteads, had a five thousand
dollar mortgage hanging over it by
a thin thread of time.

Jimmy Shando was old for his
years, like many another rough-coun-
try cowboy. His crew consisted of a
rheumatic old cow-hand who stayed
on because he needed a home, but
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Misery Fenton was a tophand cow-
camp cook.

Misery Fenton limped out of the
barn as Jimmy Shando rode into the
.Triangle S ranchyard. The old cooky
was leading a tail black horse, and he
yelled at his young boss in a wind-
roughened voice.

“Strip your gear and bolt your hull
on the black, Jimmy. Prime Lee rode
by the river ford not long ago, and
his horse was about done with the
staggers. I seen him rope out the mate
to that bay yo're straddling down in
the river pasture, and then he hit out
for the stage road!”

Jimmy Shando was out of the sad-
dle like a relay rider. Prime Lee was
six feet tall, just Jimmy’s size. The
stage had been held up twice, and it
was carrying salvation for Jimmy
Shando and the Triangle S.

Jimmy didn’t know why the blood
was singing through his veins as he
pulled his latigo and changed saddle
to the tall black. He put it down to
long practise when he drew his
smoke-grimmed gun, ejected the
spent shell, and thumbed a cartridge
through the lcading gate of his .45
Peacemaker Colt.

“Keep back in the tules down there
by the crossing, Jimmy,” old Misery
warned, and Shando nodded as he
raced out of the yard.

Jimmy Shando tried to piece the
puzzle together as he rode toward
the river. He had seen Prime Lee and
Shep Talone in Landusky, watching
him with hands on their holstered
guns. He and his father had always
had trouble with the sheepmen until
old Cal Shando had built a high wire
fence along the Triangle 8 side of
snake River.

That had been three years ago,
just before Jimmy’s twenty-first
day. Old Cal had borrowed money to
pay for the hog-proof wire,and the
mortgage was due and payable on or
before his twenty-fourth birthday...
at high noon,

Jimmy Shando frowned as his
right hand fingered his gun, Old Cal
had been shot in the back while rid-
ing fence had been dead several
hours when Misery Fenton had
found him by back-tracking the dead
man’s riderless horse,

REAL WESTERN

Idaho Kurtz and Skep Talone were
sheepmen, but Prime Lee and Swifty
Sontag were hired gun-fighters. Now
Kurtz and Sontag were dead, but one
of the four had killed Cal Shando.

“I'll get that hoss thief,” Jimmy
voewed under his breath. “Sheriff or
not, I'll take Prime Lee back to Lan-

“dusky!”’

IGH TULES f{ringed the banks

of Snake River where the stage
road made a crossing at the ford. A
glance at the heavy silver watch taken
from his overalls pocket showed the
time to be ten minutes past ten.

Jimmy Shando rode into the tules
and dismounted just as the creak of
wheels announeed the coming of the
Landusky stage, and he crept for-
ward under cover. A horse had
crossed the ford recently, the muddy
waterstill swirling in the deep hoof-
prints on the opposite bank.

Old Whip Crockett usually stopped
his four-hitch for a blow after cross-
ing the Snake, and Shando strained
his eves when the wheels stopped
creaking up around the bend.

Jimmy Shando left his horse and
sped the hundred yards up the slight
grade on the balls of his feet. He
ducked into the brush when he heard
the old driver crack his whip and yell
for his team to step lively.

The stage coach whirled past Shan-
do’s hiding place in a flurry of red
dust. Then Jimmy was speeding up
the rutted road to the place where
the stage had stopped.

His high heels braked to a sliding
stop when he saw a tall man in the
road, dumping the contents of a slit-
ted mail-sack on the ground. Except
for the mask which covered his eyes,
the bandit could have passed for Jim-
my Shando.

The hold-up man heard Jimmy’s
sliding heels and slapped for the gun
on his right thigh. Just as the heavy
six-shooter was clearing for leather,
Jimmy Shando made his pass.

Two guns leaped into sight with
orange flame tipping the muzzle. Two
stuttering reports blended, but the
;Stutter meant that one of the gun-

fighters had shot second.
{ Jimmy Shando leaned against the
arecoil and zeared back the hammer
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for a follow-up. The Road Agent
ccughed, and his falling body pitched
a long shadow out ahead of him. It
stopped at Jimmy Shando’s scuffed
bects, and the cowboy walked slowly

“I¢’s Prime Lee,” Shando muttered,
as he peared under the black silk
mzck. “He robbed the United States
Mail, and I've got to pack him to
Lzndusky to prove my innocence.”

"A flat package had fallen to the
ground near Lee’s lifeless body. Shan-
do picked it up and his eyes widened.
It was addressed to himself, and the
heavy wrapper at one end had been
broken. Paper money was visible
through the torn wrapper.

“I needed that money,” Shando
murmured, and pushed the package
into the left hip pocket of his over-
a'ls. “I'il have to work fast to beat
tlie deadline.”

Sheriff Ranse Cotter rubbed his
grizzled chin thoughtfully as he
waliked into Drovers Bank. Sam Bur-

ett owned the bank, and he glanced
up as the sheriff entered his private
office.

“I heard about that killing, Ranse,”
the banker said, and shook his head.
“You've got to do something about
young Jimmy Shando.”

“He chot in self defense,” the sher-
iff answered gruffly. “I saw the
whole affair, and Swifty Sontag
drew on Jimmy first. How much
time had Jimmy got on that mortgage
you hold against the Triangle S?”

“Not that it’s any of your business,
Ranse, but his time is up at high
noon,” the banker answered with a
twisted smile. “Shando hasn’t made
any money to speak of, and I've got
a cuctomer who wants to buy the
Triangle S.”

“Wait a minute!” the sheriff
barked. “Would this customer be
Shep Talene, by any chance?”

“Now that you mention it, Talone
is the man,” Burnett answered acid-
ly. “I lost ten thousand dollars in
thoze two stage hold-ups, and I’ve got
to raise some quick money.”

Ranse Cotter remained silent, shak-
ing his head. Jimmy Shando had said
that urgent business had brought him
to Landusky; had mentioned that it
was important for him to get his mail.

“Mebbe Jimmy borrowed that mon-
ey he cwed you, Burnett,” the sheriff
said to the banker. “He was anxious
to get inside the Post Office, but I
had his mail sent over to Red Horse.”

“In which case he can’t make it
back here by noon,” the banker an-
swered with a satisfied smile. “I can
make a thousand by selling to Shep
Talone.”

“You can’t do that to a caitieman,”
the sheriff argued angrily. “There
was a registered package for Jimmy,
and it might have been the money to
save the spread. You've got to give
hym an extension of time!”

“T’ll give him until high noon; net
2 minute more!” the banker snapped.
“I've got to make back some of my
losses.” ’

The sheriff stared suspiciously
when the banker began to smile. Bur-
niett ruibed his hands together as he
nocdded his bald head.

“Yo

I’'ve got it,” he announced trium-
phantly. “If Jimmy Shando had mon-
¢y coming on the stage, it was him
who robbed the stage those other
times. All he’d have to do would be
send the money away to some other
place, and then have it sent back to
him. He’s trying to pay the mortgage
lie owes me with my own money!”

Sheriff Cotter frcwned and left the
bank office,. He had known Cal Shan-
do for thirty years; had known Jim-
my since his birth. A hard-working
cowboy who knew his-trade, and was
trying to build up his herd.

The sheriff glanced up as he
brushked against a man just entering
the bank. Shep Talone grinned and
weint on into Banker Burnett’s office.
Ranse Cotter glared at the sheepman
and wrinkled his nose with disgust.
The odor of sheep-dip foilowed Ta-
lone where ever he went, and the
sheriff didn’t like sheep.

“Looks bad for Jimmy Shando,
any way you figger it,’ the sheriff
muttered. “If he comes to Landusky,
I’'ll have to do my duty.”

IMMY Shando found the bay
horse Prime Lee had roped in
the Triangle S river pasture. He used
his brush jumper to blindfold the
horse, lifted .the dead man and laid
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him across the saddle face down. Af-
ter tying ankles and wristz together,
Shando fastened the lead-rope to his
own saddle.

Shando mounted the tall black and
jerked the jumper-blind from the bay
horse. In spite of the sheriff’s warn-
ing, Jimmy Shando was riding to
Landusky with a presznt for Ranse
Cotter. And to do some business of
his own, he told himself grimly.

Once again the underground tele-

raph began to spread the news as

hando rode into the dusty main
street with his gruesome burden.
Hard-faced men looked at him and
glanced hastily away, but a crowd
had gathered in front of the sheriff’s
office.

Jimmy Shando drew rein in front of
the jail and swung to he ground.
Ranse Cofter was outside watching
him with cold hostile eyes. Jimmy
jerked a thumb at the corpse across
te saddle of his bay horse.

“Brought in a hoss thief, sher’ff,”
he said to Cotter. “You can see my
Triangle S burned on that bay’s
left shoulder, and I caught this jas-
er robbing the stage. Yonder's the
mail pouch hanging on the bay’s sad-
dle horn.”

“You got any proof?” the sheriff
asked, his voice stern with authority.

“0Old Misery Fenton saw Lee rope
out that bay horse of mine,” Shando
answered without hesitation. “Whip
Crockett can identify the robber easy
enough. What time 1s it?”

The sheriff glanced at his watch
with a suspicious gleam in his gray
eyes. As though he knew what was
coming, and didn’t like any part of
it.

“Fifteen minutes to twelve,” he an-
swered, “Yonder comes Banker Bur-
net.”

As the banker walked close to stare
at the dead man, Jimmy Shando
pulled the flat package from his hip
pocket, Burnett stared at the regis-
tered package and nudged the sher-
iff.” Shando spoke to Ranse Cotter
In an earnest voice. “Take enough
money out of the package to pay. Bur-
nett, and hold the rest for me.” ’

“Just a minute,” the sheriff said,
but he took the package of money.

“How much is in this bundle?”

“Ten thousand dollars,” Shando
answered without hesitation., “Sent
to me from the Cattleman’s bank in
Daliag, Texas.”

“Remember what I told you,
Ranse,” the banker warned the sher-
iff. “I lost ten thousand doliars, and
this killer can’t pay me with my own
money!”

Jimmy Shando faced about like a
cornered wolf. His lips snarled back
to show tightly clenchked tceth,

“Explain that remark, banker!” he
ripped out at Burnett. “About me
paying off my morigage with your
money !”

“The stage was rebbed twice, and I
lost ten thousand in currency,” the
banker answered with guiet grimness.
“You sent that money back to Texas,
and some pard of yours sent it bacik
to you. The sheriff ordered you out
cf town, and sent that money over
to Red Horse on the stage. You rob
the stage, take the mcney, and kill
Prime Lee to make him look guilty !’

Jimmy Shando stared at the banker
with his hand above his smoke-grimed
gun, Only the sheriff’s low voice pre-
vented the Triangle S cowboy from
losing his head.

“Don’t draw, Jimmy. I've got vou
covered, and you're under arrest!”

Jimmy Shando turned his head, saw
the cocked gun in the sheriff’s right
hand and dropped his wide shoulders.

“Looks like a stacked deck,” he
murmured wearily, “All I'm asking
for is an extension of time until I
can prove my innocence.”

“Every man is innocent until prov-
en guilty,” the sheriff said gruffly,
“Step aside and pass your word not
to try to escape.” -

“I promise, Ranse,” Jimmy Shando
said in a husky voice, ’

“You men scatter about your busi-
ness,” the sheriff ordered the crowd.
“I heard that talk about a hang-rope,
and I'm letting Jimmy Shando keep
his gun. On your way!”

Jimmy Shando walked intc the jail
office and leaned against the back
wall, Galloping horses were coming
into town, and the careening stage
coach came to a stop with grinding
brakes in front of the jail.
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darummed along some rocky trail not
far away. Toward town. I lay awake
after that, thinking or trying to
thiak. And the more I thought, the
stronger my hunch grew that the
rider had been a messenger, on his
way back to town after carrying the
news someplace. About me. With a
little more experience and sense,
maybe I'd backed out right then. But
1 was more scared of looking silly,
if the rider turped out to be just a
stray cowboy out late, rather than
of any hunch, This was my first as-
signraent, sort of my initiation, and
I feit I wouldn’t afford to fall down
on it for any reason. Just the same,
it was about then my backhair began
turning up the wroang way.

I was stiff with morning chill
when 1 roliecd my blanket, got on the
horse and rode a few miles farther,
to scuth of the split peak that loom-
ed tall and close in the grey haze of
coming dawn. I found a spring, pick-
eted the horse on grass and built a
fire. Not a smocky fire, but not a
plomb dry one either. I could see a
thit spiral rising above the brush
and trees as the sun came up. I took
oy time cooking breakfast, adding to
the fire for warmth while I ate.

was still eating when a wolfish
gent rode out of the brush and sat
loc%ing down at me from his saddle.
Ec wore two sixshooters and a mean
look, and he didn’t answer my grin
nor my invitation to ’light and help
eat. Instead he kept one hand close
to its sixshooter and grumbled at me
that camp was a mile farther and the
bess wanted to see me.

They’d sent the meanest-looking
one to fetch me, but that wasn’t brag-
ging rauch on the three left in camp.
My hunch about the messenger
strengthen=d; nothing human could
look hard as that without special oc-
casion., But I managed a grin at the
boss when he named himself—Rick
Turaer—and started right in on my
play. ..

“Look, Turner,” I began, trying to
lcok as tough as they did and at the
same time sound straightforward and
truthful; “I’'m a stranger down this
way, but I figure you must be the
boys I heard about back a ways. Eh?”

Nobody sald anything and nobody
grinned back at me. My mean-look-
ing guide tested one of his guns in
its holster, sort of fondling its han-
dle. Two of the others edged a little
further in their flanking positions, so
nearly behind me I had to move my
head to keep track of first one then
the other. My own gun seemed a mile
down from my shoulder, my arm too
short to reach it. I tried using will-
power on my backhair to make it
lie down, It didn’t werk.

I took a long slow breath and let
my tongue rattle: “Needn’t be leery
of me, boys. I’m on the dodge, from
up North, and looking for a hookup
with some good outfit. NMaybe you
heard of the Laramie Kid? Well],
that’s me. I'm supposed to be kind of
handy to have around, wherever guns
is being used.” i

That didn’t go over so good either.
My two flankers still watched Turn-
er for a signal. My ex-guide just
watched me, kind of like a cat
watches a mouse that thinks it’s get-
ting free. I felt about the way I had
the morning I woke to find afoot
of sleeping rattler sticking from be-
tween my blankets, its head just un-
der my armpit.

E FISHED out the clippings Rand
and I had cut from Northern pa-
pers, dealing with the Laramie Kid
and his salty doings up in Wyoming,
leaned to hand them to Turner. He
reached with his left hand, gingerly,
looked them over with about as much
interest as a kid reading geography
the last day of school. There was
one picture of the Kid that looked
a lot like me, but even that didn't
seem to impress him.

I was about ready to melt and drip
down the saddle, by now. Not a bold
bad law man any longer; just a green,
scared kid with four hard cases eag-
er to see who could shoot the biggest
hole in me. I fished desperately in
what I use for a mind and came up
with:

“Fact is, I got special news for you
boys. The sheriff in that last town
thinks he’s some punkins as a detec-
tive. Tackled me to act as stool-pi-

geon for him.”
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I threw back my head and laughed
good and loud. Turner joined me to
the extent of a sour grin. The others
couldn’t see any joke. But at least
they were still listening, and they’d
filled out my hunch that Tinsley was
their stakeout. I unstuck my tongue
again and sailed right on:

“Ran into another gent first.
Smart Aleck named of Rand Fletch-
er. Some kind of Federal law dog. I

. pulled the wool over his eyes and he

took me to Tinsley. Whee-ew!—do
those two think they’re Sherlock
Holmes.” I went on from there with
a few details, leaving out special
stuff like the ladder signal, that they
might make use of.

That seemed to help. I decided I
must have kept my voice steadier
than I'd thought. The tension went
out of them; not all at once but lit-
tle by little as if they hated letting
go of this good excuse to kill some-
body. My ex-guide, non-philosopher
and un-friend let go the handle of his
gun disgustedly and began rolling a
cigaret. I got out my pack of store-
madeé ones and offered it. He took
one gludamgly and lit it and com-
plained it wasn’t the brand he liked.

Turner made a motion with one
raised hand, and a fifth man came
out of the brush, letting down the
hammer on his rifle. Their holecard
in case I'd turned out tough to han-
dle or had a pal of my own stashed
in the brush. My backhair took one
final scratch at my hat and subsided.
I was in—on probation anyway—or
Turner would have left him out there
awhile longer.

Once he decided to be friendly,
Turner went as far as his nature
would let him. Taffying me up, talk-
ing all around the idea I could see
squirming back of his eyes. Rand
Fletcher had got to be a thorn in
Turner’s side, and the sore was be-
ginning to fester.

“We get rid of that gent, the next
one be a while learning how to get
so nasty,” he told me, lolling around
camp while the others took turns
as lookouts. “We got a good thing
here, our pay waitin’ reglar as we
kin make a trip. But the higherups
—the gents we deliver to and git

our pay from—is gittin’ worried.
Twice now this Fletcher had laid
traps and dang near nailed us. The
higherups is scared they’ll lose a
shipment.

“Got any ideas?”

Naturally I had ideas—all but the
one he was fishing for. I kept him
talking awhile, mostly by shying just
clear of the subject of me shooting
Rand Fletcher for him. But he was
wary, not giving any real informa-
tion, and I knew my value as a spy
was gone. Tinsley’s message - had
spoiled that, even if I'd temporarily
spiked it. Best I could do now was
try and get out with a whole skin,
and I needed some sort of break to
do even that. But it was important,
because besides my own skin, there
was Rand needing to be warned in
time about Tinsley.

UR TALK drifted around, until
pretty soon Turner brought up

the matter of Fletcher being in that
town right now, and how he wished
he could just move in with his bunch,
locate Rand and go to shooting. I
grabbed at that and asked why not.

“’Cause that’s a fightin’ town,
brother,” he told me ruefully, “and
four of us has got scars to prove it.
Y’see me and Bush, that guided you
in this morning, and Doc Payne and
Jerky—him with the rifle—stuck up
their bank about a year ago. That was
’fore we got into this present hook-
up, when we was gatherin’ ourn the
hard way.

“Well, somebody caught on and
hollered siccem, and the populacs
come out of it with a bang. Reglar
old street fight like Coffeyville, with
us on the run but shootin’ back, and
half the citizens geitin’ a good look
and. a shot or two at us. We got off
with the cash, though—and it busted
their bank, which spells our names
m-u-d around there. 'Most every citi-
zen has got a description of us four
in each eyc and a warrant in his hol-
ster—or handyby if he favors a rifle.
Me and Bush and Doc, we tried ridin’
in awhile back, hopin’ they’d fergot.
Mebby you noticed the new holes in
Bush’s hat, and the bandage under -

_Doc’s shirt.”
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That was the best news I'd had
since Rand told me maybe I'd do for
the border. If I could get this bunch
close to town and somehow attract
attention, I'd have ’em on the short
end. But Turner was tired of talk-
ing; he eyed me hard and threw it
straight at me: )

“What’s the matter with you han-
dlin’ Fletcher? You could let on you
was still wita- him, and—"

“I got a better notion,” I cut in
hastily., I wasn’t interested now in
just getting clear myself; I wanted
Turner and his bunch close to town.
“I'm supposed to hit that shed in the

ark, like I told you, and keep out
of sight till he shows up to talk.
Well—how’s he to know how many's
waiting in there?”

That. did- it. Once he’d thought it
over and decided it was his own idea
all the time, Turner could hardly
wait till dark. He went right to work-
ing out details, and I soon saw why
he was leader. I'd be a few feet in-
side the door when Rand came, 8o
his attention would be on me. To save
rousing the town with shots, Doc
Payne would be at one side the door-
way ready to put on his-favorite act
—sliding his knife upward under the
ribs into the heart. Turner himself
would be in the fringe of timber up-
slope from the shed, just in case. And
§0 on.

When he had everything set and
timed, Turner dug up a bottle and
we did some advance celebrating. One
quart, six thirsts; he didn’t fall for
my hints about another bottle or two
or three.

“We git that so-and-so outen the
way,” he bragged, “we got a cinch.
First thing we do is—" he hesitated
there and shot a glance at Krieg, the
fifth man of the bunch. I'd already
noticed Krieg seemed to be a sort
of outsider; I knew now he was the
“higherup’s” man, planted to keep a
check on Turner’s doings. This time

Turner hesitated only an instant and -

went on, his coarse voice defiant:
“First thing we do is jack up our
rice. Dang it, takes brush-hands
ike us to git the stuff outen Old
Mex, but so far we been gittin’ only
the drip....”

E HIT the old shed an hour

before dawn. Jerky stayed in
the timber upslope. Turner stationed
Krieg in a thicket of brush opposite
the shed door, with open ground all
around it. As an extra holecard like
Jerky, Turner explained carzfully.
But [ saw Kreig hesitate and go a
little white, and knew he understood
what I did: that if there was shoot-
ing and the tewn roused, he was to
be seen leaving and carry the blame
for killing Rand Fletcher. The rest
of us could duck out, keeping the
shed between us and town, and reach
the timber unseen.

....That is, the rest of them. Five
minutes after we reached the shed I
knew Turner meant to leave me there
alongside Rand. Because Turner
went straight to the old ladder and
leaned it up on the side toward town.
I’d kept still about that ladder signal,
letting them think Rand was sup-
posed just to come out here every
morning. But Tinsley’s messenger
had told of that too, and I hadn’t been.
fooling Turner anywhere along the
line—he’d fooled me instead, leading
me on.

The ladder meant something else
too: it meant I couldn’t make my
break until daylight when Rand
showed up. Because if I tried sooner
and they downed me, Rand would
have no warning and would walk
right into them. .

The shed was a shell, with no
boarded stalls or anything else big
enough for a man to hide behind.
Turner pointed out how everything
had to break at the instant Rand
Fletcher filled the door, before he
got a look along the wall. Doc Payne
went to his post by the door and
hunkered down squaw style, caress-

‘ing his razor-sharp long blade like

Boy holding Girl’s hand, making a
few practice thrusts upward imagi-
nary unsuspecting ribs.

Bush was to freelance it, filling in
where and if needed, with no parti-
cular stance. But as the first gray
light seeped in around us I noticed
him glance at me and lick his lips in
that gloating way he had, and I knew
Bush had special private orders from
Turner. About me.
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I spotted a wide loose board that
I could hit with my shoulder and go
through, the instant Rand showed
this side of town, and while their at-
tention was on him coming. Once
clear of the shed I'd be hard to
catch with a bullet, because I didn’t
mean just to run—I meant to fly.
That would warn Rand, and between
us we'd kcep Turner & Co. busy till
the towa roused....

Yep, I had it planned all careful
and almost safe. So when Rand
Fletcher came walking down the
road out of the last fringe of town,
I dumped said plans and got ready
to commit suicide,

For someone was walking with
him, and as they came closer I recog-
nized Sheriff ‘Tinsley by his brignt
and shining star. And when I saw
how he walked half-a-step to Rand’s
rear, and turned his head now and
then to make certain no one watched
from behind them in town, and slid
his holster farther back around his
hip so the gun would come out in
line with Rand’s kidneys, I knew
what Friend Sheriff was up to next.

INSLEY COULDN’'T know what

had happened at the camp after
his messenger had left. He’d seen
the ladder signal, supposed the gang
had someway slipped up and I was
on deck with information that had
to be headed off. So....Rand Fletch-
er shot in the back at the door of this
old shed, and a certain gunhandy kid
with Wyoming clippings in his pock-
et shot in front—by Tinsley aveng-
ing Rand’s death—what could be nic-
er? I heard Rick Turner chuckle at
his knothole ten feet from mine, and
I knew the same thoughts were in
Turner’s mind.

If I made my dash through the
shed wall now, Tinsley would simply
backshot Rand Fletcher without wait-
ing to reach the shed. I spent the
next sixty seconds trying to stop
shivering, but at the same time plan-
ning and timing every move I knew
I had to make.

Then Rand with Tinsley half-be-
hind him was swinging wide around
the shed’s corner. I was in the place

Turner had appointed to me, a few
fect inside the doorway. When the
two saw me and Tinsley’s shoulder
started lifting, I drew and fired; and
in thie same wmotion kicked miy own
feet from under me and went rolling
onto my hback. '

My bullet took Tinsley in the left
upper chest and waiirled him away
from Rand, so that the gun he’d
pulied sent its builet through thin
boards into the back of Dcc Payne,
hunkered beside the door. Doc hard-
ly moved, just stifiened and twisted
his face against the pain and died.
MNot that 1 paid direct attention to
him then—all hell breke loose with
those two shcots and I had no time
for dead or dying men who couldn’t
shoot at me.

My trick fall dropped me under
Bush'’s bullet from the side; as I
struck on my back I slanted a shot
upward between my legs and Bush’s
gloating mouth took that one and
Bush malkze a lurching dive squarely

‘on top of me, blood gushing from

his mouth all across my face and up-
per chest. I still dream about that, I
rolled free of Bush and pawed at it,
it slickened my palms so the gun
slipped to the shed floor and for a
terrible blind moment I couldn’t
find it. :

By the time I did, and pawed the
red film out of my eyes and could
see, Rick Turner was face down half-
through the door and Rand Fletcher
was striding straight away, across
open ground toward Krieg. Krieg
must have got excited, for he had
left the shelter of his thicket and
was standing this side of it playing
crosscatch with Rand. I saw Rand’s
jacket jerk twice as bullets tore
through it, and saw Krieg’s left arm
go slack and lifeless. Then Rand’s
hat got a dimple in it on one side
and I remembered Jerky and his rifle
upslope in the timber.

It was too dangerous in that door-
way anyhow, with Krieg’s bullets
coming around Rand and hunting for
me, so I grabbed Rick Turner’s Colt
from his dead hand and hiked into
the open and began dividing Jerky’s
attention with all the lead I could
squeeze out of both guns. It was a
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ers. They only robbed a dozen or so
banks here in Indian Territory, and
killed half a dozen men. They stole
probably a hundred thousand dollars
all told. And by the great Gallop-
ing Gelding, you set there and tell
me about them gettin’ away just like
it was the mest unimportant thing in
the world.”

“To me it is the most unimportant
thing in the world,” Merle told him.
“Now if you’ll close that window so
that cold air’ll quit blowing in here,
I'il go on and finish this article be-
fore the coal oil’s all gone out of my
lamp.”

“You danged worthless, half-wit-
ted, no-account, overgrownhunk o’
coyote bait, why didn’t you yell or
something?”

“Why should I holler?” Merle
asked. “I don’t owe Dumpy nothing
except a punch in the jaw for break-
ing up my fight with Cooper. He laid
his gunbarrel over my head and
dragged me down here, didn’t he?”

“If he hadn’t laid his gunbarrel
over your head you'd have beat Coop-
er to death, and then where’d you
b2? You'd been hangnoose meat by
now.” '

cooper didn’t have no right try-
ing to cheat that widder woman that
was trying to sell her dead husband’s
plows for enough money to get back
to her parents. And Dumpy didn't
have no right interfering whin we
was fighting about it. That cheap
skunk deserved a beatin’.”

“That don’t make no difference,”
Nesbit stormed.

“Them Royces got Dumpy, and es-
caped. They’ll sure as shootin’ crack
seme bank - around the jail while
you’re gone.”

“You’ll play whaley,” Marshal Nes-
bit snapped. “I cain’t ask nobody
else to go out and help me on a
night like this. You ain’t no crinimal,
you're just a worthless nuisance. I'm
turnin’ you out and deputizing you
to go with me. You know every foot
of them mountains—"

“Yeah, I know ’era. In fact, I know
just where them hombres went. But
that don’t mean I'm going there with
you. I'm a prisoner, not an officer.”

“You aint no such thing! You're
dis¢harged from jail!’ Marshal Nes-
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bit took out his keys and unlocked
Merle’s cell. “And I now hereby
deputize you as a deputy marshal,
subject to my orders until you’re un-
deputized. Now! That'll cure you o’
the idea that you’re going to lie
around in a nice warm jail, while I'm
out in a blizzard lookin’ for men you
shouldn’t have allowed to escape. Git
your coat on, and come on. And if
you give me any trouble. I won’t let
you sleep in that cell any more.”

HEY WENT to the Owl Cafe

and filled up on hot coffee, then
went to the liverystable and got
herses. They ducked their heads into
the storm and hit the snow-filled
trail toward the mountains.

Ol1d Nesbit said after they’d rid-
den a while:

“Merle, I don’t understand you. I
admit Dumpy ain’t no great shakes
at any job much, but he’s a decent
young feller trying to do a job help-
in’ keep the peace. I don’t under-
stand how you can hate him so much
for throwin’ you in jail.”

“I don’t hate Dumpy.”

“Then how can you lie around and
let a couple of bank-robbers take him
out and kill him? I’d think any de-
cent citizen would want to do some-
thing’ to help him? If you don’t hate
iim, how come you don’t want to
help him?”

“It’s just because I don’t give a
damn what happens to him one way
or another. I've been throwed in jail
before for fightin’ and I'll probably
be throwed in again. It’s just a habit
they’ve got here in Ti. What dif-
ference does it make to me who does
it?”

01d Nesbit snorted. “You think we
arrest you from force of habit, huh?
Didn’t it even enter your thick skull
that it's you that's got the habit?
You're always just about to beat
somebody up with them fists of
yours., We got to protect people.”

“But you don’t have to protect me
from insults, do you? If you're try-
in’ to argue back to the beginnin’ of
it, then how comes it that people
don’t respect me like they do other
people? They just take it for grant-
ed tl’lat I’'m like the dirt under their
feet.”
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“I don’t know that they do,” Nes-
bit answered. “But if that’s so, may-
be they don’t respect you because
you don’t respect yourself.”

“They think they're better than I
am, like I was a stray yellow dog.
I’'ve known it ever since I was big
enough to understand that I was just
a maverick that Job Lannert picked
up and raised.” :

“Bein’ an orphan ain’t no excuse
for bein’ a sorehead.”

“It ain’t that. Old Job and his
wife was worthless themselves and I
reckon they raised me that way.”

“Job was a sick man, and didn’t do
very well, but that ain’t any excuse
for you to be worthless.”

“Why ain’t it? I reckon you never
lived in an old shack that you could
throw a dog through the cracks in the
walls without touching a hair, with
old opened up rusty tin lard cans
picked out of the dump for windows,
without enough to eat, and no
schoolin’ except learnin’ to spell out
the words in a stock remedy almanac.
I know how people fcel about me.
Maybe you can’t blame ’em much.”

Old Nesbit jerked his horse’s head
up when the animal started ‘to stum-
ble on the snow. They rode on
through the wind~whipped snow a
while. Merle ducked his head in the
face of the storm and wondered why
he had permitted the old man to
bully him into making this trip. His
thoughts were running back over the
years he had spent in Ti Valley and
Ti Township. It was a bitter thing,
this review of the years in which he
had merely existed from day to day,
trapping, fishing, doing odd jobs that
nobody else wanted to do.

After a while Old Marshal Nesbit
broke his silence with a long explo-
sive oath. :

“You know, Merle, you make the
seat of my pants tired. You're about
the most disgustin’ example of a hu-
man Tishomingo bird that I ever
seen.”

“What do you mean?” Merle
bridled up. ,

“Accordin’ to my hearings,” Mar-
shal Nesbit said thoughtfully, “The
Tishomingo bird had one bad fault.”

“What was it?”

“Wel}, other birds all fly face for-
ward so’s they can see where they're
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as good folks as anybody else around
here? That I could go on and do
whatever I wanted to, just the same
as anybody?”

“Who's stoppin’ you?” Nesbit
answered. “I never heard of anybody
tryin’ to keep you from makin’ some-
thing out of yourself. Of course, if
anybody did try to stop you, I reck-
on you'd kind of fold up like a
sleepy weed—" :

“Like hell I would,” Merle Robert-
son said. “If T start out to do some-
thing, there ain’t nobody going to

stop me. I reckon I’'m as gocd as any- |

body around here. You say it was
bankrobbers killed my folks while
they were in the ‘bank on business?”

“Yep,” Nesbit answered. “Now
where’d you say you heard them
prisoners plannin’ on holin’ up?”

“I didn’t say, but I’'m sayin’ now.
It’s an old trapline cabin I built at
the head of Wagonwheel Creek.
Hard to get to any time, and in day-
time a man holed up in it could see.
a body approaching half a mile away.
But I know how to get to it. Do you
mind if you have to make a few miles
afoot after we get up the mountain
a piece?”

“It ain’t a matter of whether I
mind or not,” Nesbit answered acid-
ly. “It's my duty, I’ll make it.”

' FTER ANOTHER hour of rid-
' ing they came to the edge of
a cleared piece of the mountainside
a hundred or so acres in area. Merle
stopped his horse and the marshal
pulled up beside him. The snow had
just about quit falling now and the
clearing was a long sloping table of
white, at the upper end of which
was a tiny yellow pinpeint of light,

“They’re here, or somebody is,” he
said to Nesbit. “If we hit across the
snow, they could see us against the
white background. But we can pick
up the creek over the the left and
follow it up. It’s wooded enough to)
hide us. Only thing, it'll be pretty
reugh from the creek to the cabin.”

“Don’t worry about me,” Nesbit
said.

It was not difficult to follow the
creek up its winding course for the
first half mile, but then the going
got worse. The small stream up here

(Continued On Page 104)
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(Continued From Page 79)
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REAL WESTERN
¢(Contlnued From Page 104)
said. “Think you’ll be all right
here? I'll go get’em.” ,
“Get three armed men by youre
self?” Nesbit snorted. “You couldn’t
get inside that door before they’d

| blow your insides out. You might kill

one, but that’d only let the other two
get away. I'm going with you if I
have to craw! the whole danged dis-
tance.”

Merle was looking at the cabin,
hardly hearing the old man. Finally
he spoke.

“Look! Here’s an idea. You got
some extra shells, haven’t you?”

“Sure!”

“Then give them to me. I can drive
those hombres out of there.”

“HOW?”

“I’m gonna take you down there
and put you behind the protection

| of that round breadloaf rock, where

you can cover the door with your
gun. Then I'm coming back and
climb up those projecting poles at
the corner of the cabin to the roof,
and drop a handful of cartridges
down that chimney to the fireplace,.
When they start popping, I've got
an idea them Royce brothers and
friend is going to want to change
accommodations for the night.”

“You can’t do that,” Marshal Nesbit
said  quickly. “They’ve got Dumpy in
there with ’em, and the exploding
bullets is just as likely to kill him
as the robbers.”

“No they won’t. Here’s something
that a lot of people don’t know about
this new progressive burning pow-
der. If you throw a bullet loaded
with it in the fire it will pop a little,
but it won’t explode hard enough to
hurt anybody. Might just sting ’em
a little.”

uWhy?n

“Because. The idea of progressive
burning powder is to make it slow
burning, so it can % radually build up
pressure in a gun barrel, and get all
 the good out of it clear to the end
of the barrel. If it exploded all of
a sudden like old black powder, half

| the force of it would be wasted. 8o,
} when you heat it slowly, it begins to

give off gas slowly as it warms up,
and this slow pressure kinda forces
the bullet partway out of the shell
and lets some of the gas leak oug
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REAL WESTERN
(Continued From Page 107)

as he turned loose his hold on the
ridge of the cabin and slid down
the roof to drop into the snow be-
side the door.

Now there were increased yells
and commotion inside the cabin, the
popping of shells, and the whine of
tlying shell cases. He heard the ta-
ble knocked over with a clattering
noise.

Somebody yelled, “Lemmy out of
here! Git that bar off'n the door,
damn it. Quick!”

The door bar rattled and the door
flew open, throwing a yellow rec-
tangle of light from the fireplace
onto the snow.

Merle stepped into the light with
his pistol in his hand. The elder

" Royce brother was coming out, a lean,

saturnine man in a great hurry to
reach some place else. Two other lean
dark men followed close behind him,
All had their guns in their fists.

“Drop ’em, boys!” Merle snapped
at them. “You ain’t going anywhere
right now.”

“No?” Royce barked. “Who’s stop-
ping me?” He triggered his weapon.

The flame of the gun scorched the
canvas of Merle’s coat, and the bul-
let drilled his clothes and plowed a
furrow along his ribs which burned
him like a branding iron. It knocked
him sideways and he would have fall-
en if his bodg hadn’t been slammed

in wall.

He steadied his gun and lifted it.
But the big Royce man had seen the
round rock protecting Nesbit, and
like a cottontail rabbit, had made for
its cover. Merle could have shot him
in the back, but he left him for Nes-
bit and turned his gun on the second
Royce.

The smaller and skinnier of the
two brothers was not wasting words.
His gun was swinging on Merle when
Merle saw him. Their guns barked
almeost in unison. Merle went down
in the snow with a bullet in his leg.
Royce’ knees buckled and he doubled
up with Merle’s bullet in his heart,
blocking the door.

The third man wasn’t for coming
out and facing the music. He backed
up.

pMerle heard an exchange of shots
out by the rock, but the man in the






REAL WESTERN
(Contlnued From Page 109)

with the knife in his hand.
| ‘He didn’t remember cutting the
I thongs.

YHEN MERLE came to kis

senses he was lying in the
grass filled bunk he used to sleep
in when he trapped up here. Dumpy
was forcing whiskey down his thregt,
He looked around the warm cabin,
saw the burning wood in the fise-
place and saw old Marshal Neslit
sitting on an upturned box, his
sprained leg straight out before him

' X fmn'renotloo%nﬂaﬁadﬂthzlum wemkewa'll
F refund every eent you payus. g

48
mnlog.mentmct,atehnt BriServicel
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" Thanks, I can eat steak again?

makesl-'AlSEteeth

)
U S EYEGLASS CO.,

mg:u’“o 3%"&':’3&73& __Sggd onfanother box. He smelled boiling
Gt mocit Badients \% coffee, and saw that Dumpy had béen
&%m...&,.m* iz FREEY

s oxies | making good use of the gunny sack
FITAITE CU., 1555 Mibvouhes Ava oo . of supplies the bandits had brought
up with them.
6 DRESSES $5 00 But he didn’t feel any too -good.
cn..m''ureos:':e':x'J B EaUlRED n15w | It Was as though he had been through
42 Auorted styles and colom. Aloioth- g Jong sick spell. His body ached and
5w,;;u°g;:;*d;;f;;; 2{“ ,}qj“m‘ﬁ’g burned, his forehead was fevered and
15 assoried pleces., $1.25. his Iips were dry and parched.
OAT. | Marshal Nesbitt was watching him
| take stock of himself.
{ “Think you’ll live?” he asked.

“The way I feel now, I ain’t sure
I want to,” Merle answered. “Fhat
Royce hombre I mlssed did you get
him?”

“Yep! You feel like maybe you
| can travel some time after daylight?
{ We ought to get you to a doctor to
| look after them wounds, and put in
1 your claim for your share of the re-
ward money.”

“No, don’t bother about me. Jusg
leave me what’s left of the food and
T'H stay up here a while., I been
thinking of coming back here and
doing some trapping, anyway.”

“You ain’t, either. You've got to go
{to town. Dumpy ain’t scared after
{ this experience, he says, but he’s
» | come to the conclusion that what he

really hankers for more’n being a
a deputy, is to get back to work on
his old man’s cattle ranch. So, it
kinda looks like I won’t be able to un-
deputize you after all. ‘Course, you'll
get paid regular wages, and you can
sleep in the jail, if you like when-
ever it ain’t got too many customers.
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Think you’d like a regular Job for
a change?”

Merle closed his eyes, and strange
new pictures came to his mind, pics
tures of what the old homeplace
could be made to look like with §
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riata looped turned lazily in the air,
seemed to hang motionless for a mo-
ment and then settled around the
neck of the little mare.

But the fun had just started. The
little mare plunged forward, jerking
Juan Flaco off his feet. He bounced
along like a tin can tied to a dog’s
tail.

But the strangling noose had its
effect. The mare stopped momentari-
ly—giving Juan Flaco enough time to
scramble to his feet and snub the
reata around a projecting rock.

The badly bruised and battered
sailor eyed the horse for a minute
or two, beginning to wonder if it
wouldn’t be better to walk to Mon-
terey. .

Then he took a hitch in his trousers
and resolutely walked over to the
snorting and rearing horse.

“Sorry, gal, but we ain’t got time to
get acquainted,” he said as he vaulted
onto the mare’s back. A split-second
later, Juan Flaco was picking him-
self up off the ground, eyeing the
mare with new respect.

Once more he climbed aboard, and
once more the sorrel mare proved
most inhospitable.

But Juan Flaco finally outlasted .
the little mare, although he was un-
able to get the bridle on her, and was
forced to guide her with the noose
around her neck.

Needless to say, the trip was not a
pleasant one since the little mare had
her own idea as to where she wanted
to go and several times took time out
to do a bit of sunfishing.

Pushing the tough little mare along
as fast as he could, Juan Flaco rode
into Monterey late on the night of the
twenty-seventh. But he was too late.

Stockton had already sailed to San
Francisco. '

Juan Flaco took a two hour nap
and then, trading his little sorrel
mare for a fresh horse, he raced on
to San Francisco.

Since the bulk of the American

 troops were in the Monterey San

Francisco area, the revolt had not
reached the proportions that it had
in the South, and the trip was rather
uneventful,
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500 S. Pauiina St., Dept.38-25HChicago 12, Hi.

in Just a_-F’ 7l
Short Weeks/ |

FREE BOOK ELECTRICITY

Whether you
prefer Radio
or Electricity,
send now for
dbig new
FREE
BOOK on
the field of
your choice.
Dozens of
pictures,
facts about ¥
Coymne v
Training. No obligation. No
salesman willcall. Rush |
coupon nowl

%

B. W. COOKE, President R
COYNE ELECTRICAL and RADIO SCHOOL
500 S. Paulina St., Dept.38-25H Chicago 12, 11,
Send ‘me your BIG FREE BOOK for the Coursa
checked below, and your special plans to help me. '
This does not obligate me and no salesman will call. '

0O ELECTRICITY 0O RADIO
NAME......... e U ceee

ADDRESS












