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Zzee TO MOTORISTS
WITH OIL EATING CARS

If Your Motor Wastes Oil
and Gas—If It Has Lost
That ‘““New Car’’ Power,
Speed and Quiet, Send
Coupon Below For Free
Sample of Miner’s Amaz-
ing Mineral Discovery

SAVES OIL
SAVES GAS

Nearly a half-million motorists have used
this revolutionary method of cutting oil and
gas waste caused by worn rings and cylinders.
Savings up to 50% reported. Give your car
new power, pep, speed and quiet with this
amazing mineral discovered in the Rocky
Mountains. Awarded A.T.L. Seal of Approval.

TAKES PLACE OF NEwW

Nk
Why Pay Upto $151.37

for New Rings and Reboring?

If worn rings and cylinders cause
your car to be an oil and gas eater
—before you spend a lot of money,

try Ovrhaul. Give it an opportuni-
ty to do for you what it has done
for thousands of others. Here are
costs of new rings and rebore ona
few 1935 models: Chevrolet $50.00;
DeSoto, $62.50; Dodge, $59.20; Ford,

(ENDORSED)

By Member af
Society Automotive Engineers
National Aeronautical Assn.
Detroit Soc. of Engineering
Pontiac Engineers Club

Let us send you L. H. Smith’s com-
plete report which shows that the
Cnim‘prr-mllm of a badly worn B-cyl-

nder motor was increased 32 und

bruusqht bhack to within .09

BEnsn-

RINGS AND REBORE!

Quickly placed through spark plug openings and
at a fraction ofthe cost of new rings and rebore, this
amazing mineral fills in and plates worn ringsand
cylinder walls. Ovrhaul gives your motor increased
compression. Cuts oil consumption, increases gas
mileage, adds new power and speed, with other sub-
stantial benefits of new rings and rebore. Ovrhau}
has been thoroughly tested and proved by impartial
laboratories and great Universities in the United
States and abroad. Proved harmlessto finest motors.

¢INSTALLED IN 30 MINUTES!

n
its orlginal new car efficiency. ‘-uch
tests conclusively prove the se
tional merits of Uvrhaul,

$50.00 to $55.00; Cadillac, $151.37;
Packard, $112.50.

MONEY-MAKING TERRITORIES OPEN

For Salesmen and Distributors Who Act Quick!

Sales of Ovrhaul have been phencmenal. Hundreds of Salesmen and Dis-
tributors in the United States and abroad. The biggest money-maker in years.
National magazine, newspaper and radio advertising carry the message of
Ovrhaul to over 18,000,000 car owners. The market has barely been scratched.
To wide-awake men we offer opportunity—an opportunity which may never
come your way again. A fast selling, repeating_article, fully protected by

. S.’and foreign patents. Saves motorists millions of dollars. Exclusive
territories still open—but you must act quick if you want in on this,

<free SAMPLE COUPON

B, L. Mellinger, Pres., ({Paste on Postcard and ma:l)
Ovrhaul Co,, M-922 Los Angeles, Calif.

Without cost or obligation, rush me FREE SAM-
PLE. Also show me your big money-making plan.

Ovrhaul works on the mineral plating principle—No spee-

{al tools needed. No car tie-up. No danger of ruining motor

by grinding cylinder walls—works in while you drive, saves

you time and money. Gives you months of extra car use. A
single application lasts up to 10,000 miles.

SAMPLE FREE!

If your car is wasting oil and gas, before you spend up to
$160.00 for new rings and rebore—send your name and address
on the coupon below for a free sample of this amazing min-
eral which expands up to 30 times when heated, and tull de-
tails of a real
money - making
opportunity.

Air mail reaches us over-
night from the East.
PHONE, WRITE OR

WIRE TODAY!

Let us send you free sample
which every salesman is fur-
nished for demonstration. Let
us show you, with their per-
mission, ACTUAL earnings of
our distributors. Let us show
you how you can start in this
business NO W—before all ter-
ritories are assigned. The mar-
ket is there—we have the pro-
duct—are you the man? Let’s
find out. Write, phone or wire
today.—B. L. Mellinger, Pres.

OVRHAUL co.,
M-922 Los Angeles, Calit.

) T 0860000 o XI00000005080800006 6 4000

Address.........cooun.n

(S A8 8000000000080800a888084 State.....
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If it does, do something about itl Get a raise in salary —but
first get the training that will entitle you to this raise. Thousanda
of men in the same fix as you have gotten this training by
spare-time study of an L C. S. Course. Mail the coupon todayl

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

*

BOX 3339-D, SCRANTON, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins end

*

Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which 1 have marked X:

0 Architeot

] Architectural Draftaman

O Building Estimating

B Contractor and Builder

Q Btructural Draftaman
ctural Engineer

El Management of Inventions

i Eleetrioal Engineer

0 Electrlo Lighting

! Welding, Electrioc and Gas

D Reading Shop Blueprints

D Heat Treatment of Metals

£} Busineas Management
€ Industrial M %

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
B Oo: i i

[} Sheet Metal Worker

B Boilermaker

O Telegraph Engineer

O Telephone Work D Radio
O Mechanical Engineering

[ Mechanioal Draftsman

[l Machinist O Toolmaker
D Patternmaker

K Diesel Engines

O Aviation Engines

& Auto Technician

Q Auto Blectrical Technician

D Bookkeeping
8 Hal W

0O Trafio Management
O Aceountancy

0 Cost Accountant

D C. P. Accountant

D) Hame Dressmaking
O Professional Dr

Q Spaniah

B Frenoh

£] Balesmanship
0 Advertiaing

mun eration
0 Plumhing 0O Bteam Fitting
0 Heating 0 Ventilation
H Air Conditioning and Cooling
[ Steam Engineer
O Steam Eleotric Engineer
O Marine Engineer
D R. R. Locomotives
O R. R. Section Foreman
O Air Brakee [ R. R. Signalmen
B Highway Engincering
O Civil Engineering

BUSINESS TRAI[SIING COURSES

ice Station Balesmanship
O First Year Cellege Subiects

D Buainese Corres) anee
0 Stenograpby and ing
B Civil Bervice O Mail Casrier

O Baillway Mail Clerk

DOMESTIC S8CIENCE COURSES

g Advanced Dresamaking

[ Foods and Cookery

[} Burveying and Mapping

E1 Bridge eer

0O Bridze and Building Foreman
O Chemistry O Pharmacy
B Coal Miming

0 Mine Foreman [J Fire Bosses
O Navigation

D Cotton Manufacturing

0 Woolen Manufacturing

O Agriculture

O Fruit Growing

O Poultry Farming

D Grade 8shool Subjects

D High Sechool Subjects

[ College Preparatory

{ Ilustrating

0 Cartooning

O Lettering HSbow Carda [J Higna

king and O Ten Room and C ia M Catering 4
Name Age. Address.
City. State. Presend Posits

It you reside in Oanads, send this ooupon 10 the Intermationel COerreapondence Bchools Cewadian, Limited, Momtresl,

Cemada
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0 MAVERICK MAID OF GYPSUM BEND
(Novelette) . . . . . . . . James Clyde Harper 10
Lovely Nadean Harvey rides inte Gypsam Bend—to kil a man!

LADY GUN-TOTER . . . . . . . Stephen Payne 26

Two heads are better than one, when two hearts are trapped on a mystery mesa.

THE BADGE OF DISHONOR . . William E. Brandon 385

A range girl bucks the law %o prevent the man she loves from wearing a
tarnished badge.

TRIGGER TROUBADOUR . . . . . . Eric Thane 43

It takes a trigger tryst to teach Iris Starlin where to find the highway
to happiness.

DOUBLE-DRAW MAGIC . . . Wayne D. Overholser 6§38

When bushwhackers back-trafl, it’s time to corral some double-draw magic.

HITCH IN HEARTS . . . . . . . P. H. Branford 63

Torn between loyalty and love, Laurette Sherlon decides to break the bliss
bargain of the diamond hitch,

LARIAT RUSTLES ARIDE . . . . . Anson Hard 72

Lariat Carson 18 the Colt collector in a powdersmoke payoff.

SPUR-FANGED SPITFIRE . . . . . John A, Saxon 81

A young cowpoke takes a hand in trying to tame a spirited little spitfire,

RIFLE RHYTHM . . . . . . . . Clint Douglas 89

To Mirt Benton, the shadow of the noose is belittled by the searing scorm
of a beautiful girl.
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THE TEMPEST TRAIL . . . . . . . CIliff Walters 103

O Christine Nelson has a grim choice to make—either take an outlaw’s dinero,
or accept help from the man she hated.
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J. E. Smith, President
National Radio Institute
Established 1914

Phe man who has directed
the home study !.raimngd:of

o four times.
‘R.sdio service manager for
e M-

urniture Co.,
i‘or thelr four stores.”'—
AMES E. RYAN, 1535

St,, Fall River, Mass.

*‘I have been
doing s=icely,
thanks N.
My present
gs are ‘about  three
times what they were be-
fore I took the Course. I
consider N. R. I Treining
the finest in the world.” —
EER. ARD COSTA. 201

» Brooklyn, N

Lot e e

K Shows How / Train You
at Home in Your Spare Tirne for @

€lip the coupon and mail 1t. I will prove I can train

at bome in your spare time to be a RADIO
PXPERT. 1 will send you my first lesson FREB.
Examine it, read it, see how elear and easy it is to
understand-—how Dractical I make learning Radio at
Bome. Men without Radlo or electrical knowledge
become Radio Fxperts, earn more money than ever 2s
a result of my Training.

Man sg Radio Exporh Make

0, $75 a Week
Radlo broadcasung statmm employ engmeers. oper-
ators, station managers and pay up to $5,000 a year.
8pare time Radio set servicing pays as much as $200
to 3500 a year—full time jobs with Radio jobbers.
manufacturers, dealers as much as $30, $50, 375 a
week. Many Radio Experts operate their own full time
or part time Radlo sales and serviee businesses. Radio
manufacturers and jobbers employ testers, inspectors,
foremen, engineers, serviceraen, paying up to $6,000 a
year, Radio operators on ships get good pay, see the
world besides. Automobile, police, aviation, commereial
Radio, loud sbeaker systems are newer flelds offering
geod obportunities now and for tbe future. Television
promises t0 open many good jobs soon. Men I have
trained@ have good jobs in these branches of Radio.
Read their statements. Mall the coupon.

There’s a Real Futu e in Radio
for Well Trained Men

Radio already gives jobs to more than 800,000 people.
In 1937 Radio enjoyed one of its most prosperous
years. Nearly $500,000,000 worth of sets, tubes and
parts were sold. Over 5,000,000 home Radios were sold
—25,000,000 homes {4 out of 3 in the U.S8.) now have
one or more sets. Over 1,880,000 auto Radios were

,000,000 cars now have Radios. Every year
millions of sets go out of date, are replaced with

' newer models. Every year millions of dollars are spent

en transmitting equipment,
ete. The $30, $50, $75 a week jobs have grown from
a few hundred 20 years ago to thousands today. And
Radio is still a young industry—developing fast.

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week Oxtra
in Spare Time hhlle Learning
Almost every neighborhood needs a good epare_time
serviceman, The day you eoroll I start sending Extra
‘Money Job Sheets showing how to do Radio repair
obs. Throughout your truining 1 send plans and ideas
3t mede good epare time money for hundreds. I send
Bpecial Equipment to conduct experiments, build eir-
cuits xet gnctiul exDerlence I ALSO GIVE YOU A

N, PR OFESSIONAL AL

WAVE ALL PU'RPOSE RADIO SET SEBVIC‘I‘&'G
INSTRUMENT HULP SE SETS
QUICREB—SAVE TIME, MAKE MORE MONBY,

1 Give You Practical Experience
My Coagrse is not all book training. I send you special
Badlo equipment, show you how to conduct experi-
ments, build circuits illustrating important principles

GOOD FORBOTH

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 8GAS8

Televmmn developments,

Experts, (Please write Dpla:

NAME

64 PAGE BOOK
SAMPLE LESSON

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send the sample lesson and y

book which tells about the spare time and full time opportunities in delo and

explaing your 50-50 method ir%y tinainlnz men at home in spare time to become Radio

GOOD JOB IN RADIO

used in modern Radio receivers, broadcast statioms,
loud-speaker installations. I show you bow to bull
testing apparatus for use in spare time servicing from
this equipment. Read about this 50-50 method of
training—how it makes learning at home interesting,
quick, fascinating, practical, Mail coupon.

Money Back Agreement Protects You
I am sure I can train you successfully, I agYee im
writing to refund every penny you pay me if you erd
not satisfied with my Lessona and Instruction Service
when You- finish. I’ll send you a copy of this agree-
ment with my Free Book.

Find Out W at Radio Offe s You “'§

Mail coupon for sample lesson and 64-page book.
Both are free to anyone over 16 years old. book
paints out Radio’s spare t:’tme and full time ODom'-
tunities and thogse coming in Television; uus
my training in Radio and Television;
letters from men I trained, telung whul. tha% ara
doing, earning. Find out what Radio offers
MAIL COUPON {n an envelope, or paste it on |
penny post card—NOW!

J. E. Smith, President, Dept. 8GAS8
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

MAIL
COUPON
Now /

FREEH

AGE

STATE. 2FR3

Please mention AceE FICcTION GROUP when answering advertisements
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Cottage Grove Ave., CIIIcAE liu..

TSONG POEMS WANTE

TO BE SET TO MUSI¢C
Free Examination., Send Your Poems To
. CHAS. McNEIL

BAGHELDR OF musiC
4(33.MG South Var Ness Los Angeles, Calif.

DRAFTING

Brings $$$% % To \'ou!

W'l train you at home on Practical Work
experience and until In Position,

roish all tools and drawing tabla.

ur m;y while ﬂm learn in 8
time. No prev ousexpe ence needed.
pessful slnce 1 . W

ENOINEER DOB .

Div, B102 LIBERTYVILLE, ILL.

-l
LEARN AT HOME FROM AN ENGINEER'

PREVENT "

BALDNESS!

tional new Vacu Helmet stops falling hair, fills
in thin spots, grows new hair on your head or it costs
you nothing. Scientific principle. Send name for facts,
gioe. terms, trial offer and guarantee, all Free.
rdto—Vac. Ine., Dept. 427, Walnut Bldg., Des Moines, Ia,

90 DAYS’' TRIAL
If you need teeth, but do not
care to spend much money, my §
pleusant economical method is
what you want. My xusrantc‘a
plan gives you three months’
trial to see how they it and look. Your money back if not perfectly
satisfied any time during 90 days’ trial. I have thousands of satisfied
customera wearink my dental plates made by mail. My Special
Method 18 founded en 80 YEARS' EXPHERIENCE.

SEND NO MONEY

Write TODAY for FHER impression material 5&ndnsinctructians

DR. CLEVELAND Missouri Ave.
Dental Laboratory, Dept. 62-K, E. 8t. Louis, Il

. SAVE
HALF

Learn this
Profitable

Profession,

in 90 Days at Home

Hundreds of men and women of all 18-50 make §10.00
to 3$20.00 In a single day giving sclentific Bwedish Massage and
Hydro-Therapy trestments. There s a blg demand from Hos-
pitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors snd private patients a8
well 28 oDportunities for establishing your own office.

Learn this interesting money- mnkim vml'mion 1n mur m
home by mall through eur Hami

3 in our NAT!ONAILY ENOW'N rnidsnt l‘.'hml..
2 awarded upon completion of the courss. Course
| can bemphu\linswi months. High Sehool
trainlnrnm not npoessary. Many earn big money

Anatomy Charts & Sample Lessons FREE

Fnroll now and we will include uniform coat. med-
ical dictionary, patented reducing roller aad
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra cost. Thy
reducing course alone may be worth many timed
the modest tuition fee.

Send coupon now for Anatomy Cherts and
containing photographs and letters from success!
graduates. These will all be sent postpaid—F BEE.
aEEEEEEESSESESsEEEEEeEeEsaEaEaEsesaEaaanEm
THE College of Swedish Massage

Successor to Natlonal College of Massage)

ept 886—1601 Warren Boulevnl'd Chicago
send me FREE and

ng phe tographs and lotiérs from greduates, and. complote ‘G-
taus of your offe:

P R N R

csessresssy

................... eservessessese StALE seeesenean

FOREST JOBS

available at $126-$176 per month, steady. Cabin.
Hunt, trap, patrol. Qualify at once.

Get detaile immediately

Rayson Service Buream, B-55, Denver, Colo_.
Taklnsﬂlﬂelsrormmnmme

every day in the mntlnt old

i r’f.
rﬂlhll.lh.d tﬂm ﬂll‘{x“n eomp ete line of fast se
N

" Fvery ? Fuaran Ex.
jence unnecessa erh quick for FREE SALES
VIPMENT.

NIMROD CO., Dept. 215

4923-28 Lincoin Ave. Chicago, 1H.

For Kidney And
Bladder Trouble

Stop Getting Up Nights

Here’s one good way to flush harmful waste
from kidneys and stop bladder irritation that
often causes scanty, burning and smarting
passage. Ask your druggist for a 35-cent box
of Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Capsules—a splen-
did safe and harmless diuretic and stimulant for
weak Xidneys and irritated bladder. Besides
getting up nights, some symptoms of kidney
trouble are backaches, pufty eyes, leg cramps,
and moist palms but be sure to get GOLD
MEDAL—it’s the genuine medicine for woak
kidneys—right from Haarlem in Holland.

Please mentfom AcCR FICTION GROUP when snswering advertisoments



DOESN’T IT LOOK EASY?

Yet it’s from the famous “Merry Widow’’ Waltz!

—

)

-

@

easy to
the won
This invention of the

HERE’S

that you, too, can learn to
‘play the piano or any
other instrument!

UST strike the notes indicated above amd you

PROOF

will

actually be playing the opening bars of one of the
world’s favorite musical compositions! And it’s just as

lay other famous melodies, too, when you use
ful ‘‘Note-Finder”.
U. 8. School of Music takes the

out of the pi no keyboard, does away with
$edious study and practice, enables anyone to play a

yeal tune almost from
this

start. And that’s the way

modern method works. You learn to play by pleying.
8eon you will be thrilled and delighted to find that you
ean pick up almost any piece of popular music and play it
at sight. And that applies to the piano or violin, the
saxcphone or guitar, the accordion or whichever instru.

wewnt you choose for your own !

Takes Only Few Minutes a Day!

PICK YOUR
INSTRUMENT
‘Piano Gultar
Vialin Saxophone
Orcan ‘Mandofin

Ukulnle
Tmmmo Harp
Plecolo clulnet
Flute ello
Hannia‘; Steel Guiﬂ'

6

Plain Aceordion
Voice and S
Composition

o (
E-Suinl or Tenor)

Do you wonder that over
700,000 people all over the
world have taken advantage
of this easy way to learn
music at home? Don't let old-
fashioned ideas deprive you of
the joys of playing any longer.
You don’t need special talent;
you don’t need any previous
knowledge of music; you don’t
need to spend months on
monotonous drills and exer-
cigses. It’s fun to learn musie
this modern way; it's easy as
A-B-C: it takes only a few
minutes a day, But see for
yourself! Simply send today
for our

FREE Demonstration Lesson

This demonstration lesson will give you the surprise of
your life. It will show you, in black and white, how you
can quickly realize your dreams of playing your favorite
instrument. With the demonstration lesson, you will also
reeceive a handsome illustrated booklet and details of the
remarkable, money-savi offer that enables you to learn
music at home for but a few cents a day. All this material
will be sent %0 you ¥y return mail, without cost or
obligation. Simply mail the coupon or write, mentioning
nstrument that interests you. Do it today. Note: instru-
ments supplied when needed, cash or credit. U. S. School
of Music, 4847 Brunswick Bldg., New York City, N. Y.
[Eet. 1898]

CT T L A L L R L L
U. 8. School of Music,
4347 Brunswick Bldg.. New York, N. Y

Gentlemen: Please eand me by return mail, FREE
Demonstration Lesson, illustrated booklet and full details.
I am interested in the following instrument:

Name ............. 0.00,000000000000000 000000000000000000
LGUITETS 600860900d8600806 00 000000000886000000 0000000060
City «ovvviiiiinieniinnn, B85 . JBOEBEB0A8AS (<253 00000000

[ Check here if you want our Instrument Catalog.

Please mention Acep FICTION GROUP when answering advertisements



NOW YOU SHOULD PREPARE for

ELECTRICITY

I'll Finance Your Training!

Madl cou l.nd”(or dul.ulsnlf aila of my “*Pay after
Dblng" mol]md of ru.ﬂca! shop training

for your start for neemlnu:l.l big-pay field.
Age or Iack of money need not hold you
training first; then take 18 months

COYN E "‘Eﬂ!w‘?s" p...u.."’“"“.
500S.Paulina St., Dopt. 8-51, Chisag, L.

C. LEW1S, President, Covne Electrical
00 5. St., Dept. BB-81, Chicago, |
Bond me, t obljgation, yoor Big Free Book snd
dotails of mmummmm«.
NAME.
ADDRESS,
CITY BTATE.

WRITE TODAY

Multitudes ot pleased Users say nry
plates saved tlnm many doilars. Im-
proves appearancs. Alds your speech.

IMPRESSION MATERIAL
AND FULLINSTRUCTIONS
HOW TO ORDER BY MAIL

.!:_g;mm

FPlease mention Acm FICTION GroUP

. CLOSING OUT

AUTOMATICS 228

8 Shot-32 cal. No. 067
Fine blued tinish; accurate, hard
shooting; well constructed; smooth
working; good quslity; pocket size,
5%' overall; wt. 25 oa. Price now—-

82 Cll Colonial Military Model 10

shot 6%* overall, wt. 80 oz. Price

now $8.95.

German Automatics: 25 cal. uhot vest pocket modsls; fines. wede,

Zehna—59.95; 8chmeiesser—$10.

Holsters: Auto—75c: l(evolm—ﬂac. Shoulder—$1.75. Ammunition—

35 cal.—85c; 33 cal.—i5c ber box 25.

2 Deposit renmrod on C.0.D.'s. None sold to minors, Bafg‘aw Cata-

Log: éS. e u ta. RW;. odau. Police Goods,Air Guns, Telssoopes,
n

LEE BALES c (Dept. MP) 35 West 32nd 8t.. N. Y. City

SNAPSHOTS IN COLOR—

lollllovobpd l llt.rnl cA“n.'AZI e 2.8:‘“".“"_
NATURAL COLOR PHOTO, C-113. Jagesvils, Wiscomste

Sends Treatment for

ASTHMA

Paroxysms on Free Trial!

I will send any sufferer a regular $1.25 bottle of Lane’s Treatment

by prepaid mail Used by thousands and this bottle does not cost

you a single penny until yuu nre relieved—then only $1.25. If not

Jour report euncels cberge. D. ). LANE, 268 Lane Bldg., 8t. Marys,
Kansas,

WANTED roems, son
POEMS, SONGS
For Immediate Consideration Send I'vems 1o
COLUMBIAN MUSIC PUBLISHERS, LTD.. Deot. 18, Torontn, Can,

OLD LEG, TROUBLE

Easy to use Viscose Method heals many old
leg sores caused by leg congestion,varicose veins,
swollen legs and injuries or no cost for TRIAL,
Deacribe your trosble and get FREE BOOK.

L. M. P.VISCOSE METHOD COMPANY
140 N. Dearborn Street, Chicago, (HInois

F I T S FREE Booklet

e ——————— If you have Epllepsy, Fits, Falling
SBlckness or Convulslons—write me today without fail nbout. my fav-
orite prescription. Highly recommended—for many ir

Dr. €. M. SlllPBOII CO., 1074 W. 44th, Cleve l||¢ " Ohio

Operator FQLLOW ‘;rms MAN

YOU can become a Finger Print Expert ag
hotm. in your spare !. ime, nt smull couty
Write for confldentia) port and des
tails. Literature will Lu.- TSent only to
persons stating thelr age

INSTITUTE OF ﬂPPI.I!ﬂ SCIENCE

{ Dept. 746-8 1920 Sunnyside Ave, Chicago

Doctor’s Prescription
For Liquor Habit

A doctor’s prescription, used for years for those
addicted to the use of alcohol is now offered to the
public for home treatment. It is not habit-forming
and can be taken in liquor, tea, coffee, food, or any
other liquid, with or without the user’s knowledge.
Aids the sufferer to overcome the craving for liquor
and to build up his resistance. Many loved ones
saved and brought back to a life of usefulness.
Money back, if not delighted. Write Western Chem-
icals, Inc., Dept 22G, Seattle, Washington,
FREE for a Free trial and full particulars. Tt
TRIAL will be sent immediately in a plain
wrapper. Do it today.

when answering advertisements



for This Splendid
Chan'e To Make

5 ; LRk

In a week FHnERENes ok
If you &re out of work or on part time, or if your pay has been cut, you may be just the
person I am looking for. I need more men and women at once to open fine paying
Coffee Agencies right in their own home localities. If your locality is still open, this
will be a wonderful chanee for you to make as high as $45 in a week starting at onee.
No egperience is needed. I'll give you all the help you require and back you up with
proven successful plans. I’ll show you how you can try the business—prove to yourself
the big money making possibilities—wsithout risking a penny. A chance to be indepen-
dent, work as you please, and make more than just a modest living. Just fill out and
mail the application below. I’ll send free facts and tell you if we have an opening. Act
now. Albert Mills, 56300 Monmouth Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio.

ttw cesnows  Mail Application at once

r——-—————————————————————————————————ﬂ

! WRITE NAME
AND ADDRESS
PLAINLY

HOW MUCH Mark with an “X” (JFULL TIME [JPART TIME
TIME CAN Full time earnings run as high as $60.80 in a week. Part time, day or )
YOU DEVOTE? evenings, up to $80.00 in a week.

or a brand-new latest model Ford Tudor Sedan. State which you woald prefer
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Maverick Maid

With hate in her heart and a six-gun in her hand,
lovely Nadean Harvey rode into Gypsum Bend—to kill
a mand

Under gun point, the men herded the cattle
into the wire enclosure.

CHAPTER 1
BLUE-EYED AVENGER

ADEAN HARVEY rode in off
| N the range and ,changed her

clothes. She removed her
worn range garb, donned her “Sun-
day best.” The new boots, the soft
blue silk shirtwaist, the eream-colored
Stetson, the gray riding skirt she’d
ordered from Kansas City. She knot-

fed a bright neckerchief around her
neck, got her soft buckskin gloves.
Then she removed a big holstered
Colt from its wall peg. It was one of
two that were exactly alike. She in-
spected it quickly, already knowing
it was cleaned and oiled and loaded.

She buckled it arounrd her trim
waist, walked out of the house. She
mounted her little paint pony, and
rode for Gypsum Bend,



of Gypsum Bend

Dramstic Rangeland Noveleite

By James Qyde Hamper

No longer would she depend on
young Sheriff Pete Rankin and the
law. The Harveys had always been
able to take care of themselves. Since
babyhood she’d been trained to ride
and shoot. At twenty, Nadean Harvey
could rope with the best tophands in
Texas; could ride with any of them,
With a Colt, she could split the ace
of spades at twenty paces, ar shoot
a spinning eoiln out af the alr, Old

Tom Harvey had wanted a hoy; Na«
dean’s mother died glving him Na.
dean, And Tem had get out te teaeh
her the things he had dreamed of
teaching a son,

But he eould not change her Into
a son, Nor would he have, if he eouid,
From the top of her wavy brewn hair,
to the tip of her dainty feet, Nadean
wes a vlvaelous, attractive young
woman, Women admired her for her
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slender beauty, her capableness. Men
scrambled for her smile, the frank
congeniality of her friendly laughing
eyes.

But she was not smiling, and her
eyes were not friendly as she rode to
Gypsum Bend today. Nadean reck-
oned she should have taken matters
into her own hands two months ago.
She had definitely decided to do so
an hour ago. Nadean Harvey rode for
town with but one express purpose—
to kill a man!

She did not rein in at the livery
barn as was her usual custom, but
kept on up the street. Down at the
far end, before one of the saloons, she
spotted the horse she sought. Her
eyes narrowed angrily, and she urged
the little paint on.

Halfway there, she had to pass the
sheriff’s office. As she did, a pair of
big boots slid off the desk, barged on
the floor, and Sheriff Pete Rankin
jumped to the door.

“Nadean,” he called. “Hey—"

But she ignored him, kept on. Sher-
iff Pete scratched his head, puzzled.
Then he noted the gun around her
slender waist, muttered a startled
oath. He grabbed up his hat, came
out hurriedly.

Nadean quickly dismounted,
dropped the reins, left the little paint
ground-hitched. She hesitated an in-
stant, a little taut at the prospect of
entering the saloon. Then she caught
sight of Sheriff Pete angling across
the street toward her. Nadean thrust
open the swinging doors.

A couple of men were at the bar,
two more playing cards at one of the
tables. Not much business this time
of week, this time of day. The bar-
tender was telling a joke, chuckling,
polishing a glass with a soiled towel.
He glanced up, saw Nadean, and the
joke died in his throat.

The two at the bar whipped
around. The card players abruptly
quit their game. A woman in the sa-
loon—especially such a woman as
Nadean Harvey! It was unheard of.
They stared as if at a ghost.

All except one. Jeff Hinkle, quickly
got over his surprise. Tall, bony,
whiskered was Hinkle. Lips and
mouth flecked with dried tobacco
juice, hair long and scraggly. Nose
big and red, eyes bloodshot from con-
stant drinking and loose living.
Dressed in greasy, baggy trousers,
soiled shirt. Unkempt, repulsive—
that ‘was the description of Jeff
Hinkle.

He began to grin as he stood there
and looked at Nadean, running his
eyes over her shapely young body
with a lustful glitter. Hinkle was al-
most drunk. He did not notice the
gun Nadean wore.

‘“Hullo,” he said, taking a swaying
step toward her.

“Stand where you are, Hinkle.”
Nadean’s voice was cold, stinging.
She moved her hand toward her Colt.
‘That, and the loathing in her voice,
wiped the grin off Hinkle’s face,
sobered him a little.

“I didn’t come here on a social call.
I came here to kill you, Jeff Hinkle.
The valley’s not big enough for us
both any longer. And the Harveys are
not leaving. Either you’re getting out
or you’ll be carried ont.” Nadean’s
voice spat at him. cold and hard.
“Make up your mind whieh, and do
it quick.”

Jeff Hinkle licked his lips. His face
was suddenly red, and it was not
from the whisky. “If yuh was a
man—"

“If I was I'd knock your teeth
down your throat,” Nadean told him
coldly. “But don’t let my being a
woman hold you back. I can draw
with you and shoot with you any day
in the week, Hinkle. If you’re a man
instead of a back-shooting, steer-kill-
ing skunk, you’ll reach for that gun
and give me the chance to prove it.
Go on, Hinkle. Draw. I'd like to see
if a forty-five slug will dent your
murderous hide!”’

INKLE stood there, mouth
twitching, fingers working. But
before he could speak, the batwings
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whipped inward, and Sheriff Pete
Rankin stalked into the saloon. His
face was angry.

“Come on, get out of here.” He
walked to Nadean, gripped her arm.

Nadean jerked free. “Who sent for
you?”’

“Nobody. But you’re comin’ out of
here just the same.”

“And kear a lecture on peace?” A
faint, mocking grin was on her lips.

His mouth set. “I’ll give you just
three seconds to walk out of here.
One, two, three. All right then. Now
you’ll go my way.”

Sheriff Pete swung her about,
thrust her toward the door. But Na-
dean jerked free, turned on him an-
grily. Her open palm landed on his
cheek with a loud smack, left the im-
print of her fingers. But before she
could slap again, Pete Rankin darted
close, gripped her body tightly, and
bodily carried her from the saloon.

He sat her down on the boardwalk,
jerked her around to face him. He
did not relinquish his grip on her
arms.

“Are you ready to walk, or must I
keep on $otin’ you ?”’ he asked tersely.

Six months ago Nadean Harvey
had almost given her heart to this
tall, strong young sheriff. Now, as she
stood there, her hat crushed, her
beautiful new shirtwaist rumpled,
she was glad she hadn’t said yes to his
question.

“I—I eeuld kill you,” she told him
in cold, level anger.

“I reckon I'll keep on totin’ you,”
he decided and started to pick her up
again,

But Nadean struggled away, white-
faced, in sudden fear of his carrying
out the threat. There were people on
the street watching. She quickly
shook her head.

“No. Don’t. I—I’ll walk.”

Sheriff Pete’s grip loosened slight-
ly. He flicked the big Colt from her
holster, then released her. He
crammed her gun in the waistband of
his trousers. He picked up the reins
of her little paint pony, started across

the street. Without speaking he mo-
tioned Nadean to accompany him.
Spots of high color in her cheeks,
she fell in beside him, quickly adjust-
ing her hat, smoothing the wrinkles
out of her blouse. Sheriff Pete Rank-
in ground-reined her horse at the
jail hitchrail. Inside, he took Na-
dean’s gun, removed the cartridges,

‘put the gun in a top desk drawer.

CHAPTER 11
TROUBLE IN GYPSUM COUNTY

E turned to her. “You’re a little
fool,” he told her bluntly.

Nadean flushed. Her tiny white
teeth clicked in anger. Her chin lifted
in stubborn defiance. “Perhaps. But
at least I'm not sitting around idle
while rustlers and murderers run
loose.”

“No? What are you doin’ ?”

“I—I’m—" Nadean floundered to a
stop. Suddenly she realized she had
done nothing of worth. Her visit to
town had been of no accomplishment
except to put Hinkle on guard against
her. No problem had been solved, no
future difficulty obstructed. With that
realization, the anger left Nadean,
and she was suddenly a perplexed, un-
certain young woman, instead of the
vengeance-bent gun-toter she had
meant to be an hour ago.

Pete Rankin placed a chair for her,
got her to sit down. He swung his
swivel chair around to face her, sat
down, made a cigarette.

“Can’t blame you, honey, for feel-
in’ the way you do,” said Sheriff Pete
slowly, soothingly. At twenty-five,
Pete Rankin was the youngest sheriff
Gypsum County had ever had. He was
just finishing out his first term, and
it was an almost certainty the voters
would unanimously return him for
another term. For Sheriff Pete had
been one sheriff to make good on a
pre-election promise. Gypsum County
had been untamed, three years ago
when they elected him. He’d promised
to stop the killings and rustling.
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The first year had beea his hardest.
Two big robberies, two murders, over
a hundred head of rustled beef. Six
men were responsible. Four of them
were now in the state pen. The other
two were buried out there in the
mountains where they fell. They’d
refused Sheriff Pete’s chance to sur-
render. After that, outlaws sort of
avoided Gypsum County. And Sher-
iff Pete settled down to getting Gyp-
sum County to hang up its guns, and
become peaceful.

A year ago Nadean Harvey and
her dad, Tom Haxvey, trailed in from
the east with a couple hundred head
of shorthorns, and Sheriff Pete im-
mediately started saving enough
money to build a house and the more
serious business of persuading Na-
dean to live with him in it, when it
was finished. She’d almost promised,
six months ago. Then she asked him
to wait until after fall roundup so
her dad could sell his prime beef and
afford a cook and an extra hand to
help him with the range work.

Then, in quick succession, trouble
hit Gypsum County. Three months
ago, a bunch of Mexicans got revolu-
tion fever over across the Rio
Grande. A young, devil-may-care fel-
low by the name of Jim Hardwick
drifted down from the north, was
hired to teach the rebellious Mexi-
cans to shoot and drill. That hadn’t
bothered Sheriff Pete, since it was all
across the border and out of his ter-
ritory. That is, directly it hadn’t both-
ered him. Indirectly, it had caused
him plenty of worry.

The revolutionists needed food, par-
ticularly beef. They couldn’t pay mar-
ket prices. But they eould pay for
rustled beef.

So, three months ago, Jeff Hinkle
and his three riders holed up back in
the east mountains. The Harvey
shorthorns began to get mysteriously
wounded, the other ranchers’ long-
horns began mysteriously to vanish.
One day as old Tom Harvey prowled
around trying to find out why his
cattle were being crippled, he’d got-

ten a stug in the back. Sheriff Pete
rode long and hard, trying to solve
that, as well as the disappearance of
the ranchers’ beef. But if it was
Hinkle, he was smart. There was no
proof—nothing.

€6 OPE,” repeated Sheriff Pete,
“don’t reckon I blame you a
bit. Guess I'd feel an’ act the same
way if it was my dad lying up in the
hospital at El Paso. But yore way
ain’t the right way, honey. Sure, you
think it’s Hinkle. I do, too. But with-
out proof, we can’t git anywhere.
Hinkle’s smart. He ain’t left nothin’
to point toward him. He ain’t even
rustled a head uh yore beef.”

“No.” She was impatient, unwill-
ing to accept his viewpoint and rea-
soning. “But he’s killed and erippled
them. Five, two months ago, five more
a month later. I found fifteen more
this morning. Just like the other ten.
Necks broken on eight, legs broken
on the others. I killed them to end
their suffering. Made to look like
they’d walked over the edge of a
small ravine and broken their necks
and legs. You know and I know cattle
are not that dumb.”

“No, they ain’t. But what makes
you 8o sure it’s Hinkle?”

“Who else could it be? We never
had- trouble like this until he came.
Besides, we’re the only two outfits
south of town. Him in the east val-
ley, us in the west one.”

“It could be Hardwick an’ them
Mexican revolutionists from across
th’ border,” commented Sheriff Pete,
but he didn’t sound convincing.

“Not on your life. They’d take them
alive, back across the border. They
wouldn’t cripple or kill them and
leave them over here.”

Sheriff Pete 'sighed. “Well, T've
wore off my bronc’s feet searching
them east mountains, an’ I ain’t found
nothin’. Not even a lost maverick
calf.”

“You won’t,” Nadean told him firm~-
ly. “There’s hundreds of places back
of Baldy Pass where rustled beef can
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be completely hidden. But I know that
Hinkle ambushed dad or had one of
his men do it. I know he’s crippling
and killing our beef, and I think I
know why.” Abruptly she stood, held
out her hand. “How about my gun?”’

Sheriff Pete ignored her question.
“Are we goin’ to the Parkers’ house-
warmin’ tomorrow night?”’

She ignored his question. “I said
how about my gun?”’

Sheriff Pete shook his head. “Not
until you git ready to leave town.
You might git hot-headed again
an’_’.

Nadean’s chin lifted. “If you see
the Parkers,” she said icily, “tell
them I khad business to attend to in-
stead of running around to parties.”
Without another word, she whipped
around, strode out of the jail. Head
high, slender back stiff and straight
and determined.

At the door she almost collided with
a man. Jeff Hinkle. Whisky was
strong on his breath, a cunning, sly
glitter in his eyes. Nadean had a de-
sire to slap that smirk off his face,
but she stifled it, hurried on.

A red cloud of anger befuddled her
brain, almost obscured her vision as
she stalked down the street. She knew
she hated Hinkle; she almost hated
Sheriff Pete. Proof—peace! Peace
was all right in its place. But not
when the man who’d bushwhacked
her father, who'd killed and crippled
her cattle, was running around loose.
Grinning at her like a cat that had
cornered a mouse.

She stopped suddenly. She was in
front of the hardware store. A vari-
ous assortment was displayed in the
window—rope, nails, files. And guns
and cartridges. Nadean’s anger van-
ished as she gazed at the cartridges.
She began to smile. A hard, cold, pur-
poseful little smile. It would have
worried Sheriff Pete had he seen.

She hurried inside, bought car-
tridges. There was a Winchester and

another Colt out at the Harvey home.
She’d show Sheriff Pete, teach Jeff
Hinkle. The Harveys looked out for
themselves. She paid for the car-
tridges, picked up the package, start-
ed out of the store. And at the door,
she bumped into Pete Rankin.

“I'm sorry,” he said slowly, “but
you’re under arrest, Nadean.”

CHAPTER III
THE LADY AND THE LAW

OR a moment she could not speak.

Then she asked, “Why?”

He scowled. This was the hardest
job he’d done. “Hinkle swore out a
warrant for you. Says you threatened
him. He wants you put under a peace
bond.”

“Oh !”

He shuffled uncomfortably. “I—I’ve
gotta do it, Nadean. Even if it was
my grandfather, I'd do it. You’ll have
to come to jail with me. But you won’t
be there long. Just ontil I kin ride out
an’ git Judge Roberts. I'll sign yore
bond myself. I'm sure sorry, Na—"

“Never mind.” She coldly held out
her hands. “Put on your handcuffs,
Mister Sheriff.”

He flushed. “Aw, gee, honey, you
know I wouldn’t do that.”

Without answering, Nadean start-
ed up the street toward the jail,
Sheriff Pete fell in beside her, uncom-
fortable, red-faced, fumbling his long,
powerful fingers. He searched for
something to say, cast an aside glance
at her. He found her face uncompro-
mising, and decided to say nothing.

They came near the jail. Nadean’s
little paint stomped at bothersome
flies. Across the street, Hinkle and
his riders were mounted, loitering in
front of the saloon, watching. Watch-
ing and waiting, apparently. Waiting
for what, wondered Nadean. Then she
had the answer. Hinkle wanted her
jailed. Even if it was just for an hour
or two. Then he’d have time to finish

Save several cents a pack! Try Avalon Cigarettes! Cellophane wrap. Union made.
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what he’d started early this mormn-
ing.

Her gaze lingered on her restless
pony again, and in almost breath-
taking suddenness, a plan came to Na-
dean. She almost laughed aloud, and
quickly bent her face to hide the
elated smile that eame on her lips.

They came to the end of the hiteh-
rail. Five more steps, and it would be
too far, too late. Nadean seemed to
stumble, to lose her balance. She
dropped her package. Sheriff Pete
steadied her, chivalrously stooped to
retrieve the package.

With pantherish quickness, Nadean
shoved down and forward on his bent
back, thrust out her foot. Sheriff Pete
stumbled, tried to keep his balance,
but he tripped over her foot. He fell
flat on his face on the boardwalk. Na-
dean whisked his gun from his hol-
ster with one hand, the package of
cartridges from the walk with the
other. Then she darted around the
hitchrail, leaped upon the little paint
pony.

Sheriff Pete fought to his feet,
yelled a command. Nadean answered
with a laugh, raced out of town, wav-
ing his Colt over her head. A numbar
of people along the street began to

grin. Grins widened to chuckles..

Sheriff Pete Rankin’s face was sud-
denly very red.

Jeff Hinkle and his riders came up.
Hinkle was not grinning now. ‘Yuh
goin’ after her?’

“T’ll say I am?” Sheriff Pete Rank-
in ducked around the corner of the
jail to get his big roan hitched there
in the shade.

was about mid-morning when
Nadean first rode into town. H
still lacked an hour or two of noon
when she fled. As the little paint
plummeted across the hard-packed
valley road, the wind whipped some
of the anger from ker, calmed her,
gave her time for reflection. What
next? She glanced back as the racing
little paint topped a slight rise. Five
riders were trailing a mile behind.

Sheriff Pete, Hinkle and his three
henchmen.

Nadean frowned and bent lower in
the saddle. Apparently she’d bitten
off a pretty big bite. Now, could she
chew it? What to do? Escape into the
hills was useless. She had no food,
no matches.

She might shoot a deer, a few rab-
bits, but she had no fire to ecok them
with. The nights got cool, without
fire or heavy wraps. A fire at night,
or a shot for food in the daytime,
would be a give-away if she was be-
ing searched for. And if Hinkle and
his men were the searchers, there
were plenty of places back in the
Gypsum Bend County where dead
men—or women—tell no tales.

The little paint covered the five
miles in record-breaking time. The
Harvey home was a square, four-
roomed log house. Solidly built. Back
in Missouri, old Tom Harvey had
been wise to Indian and renegade at-
tacks. He took no chances with his

‘new home out here in the Gypsum

Bend Country.

Anyone in the house, which was
built on the north side of Baldy Pass,
could very well withstand attack. The
shuttered windows were arranged so
that those within commandered un-
obstructed views of the wvalley in
every direction; to the south and west,
toward the Rio Grande; to the north
toward town, and to the east toward
Hinkle’s place back in the east valley
fork.

Nadean considered using her guns
to stand them off. But that would gain
little. No proof, surely, against
Hinkle. Besides, should they earnest-
ly attempt to eapture her, one per-
son trying to abserve from all four
sides of the house would certainly be
at a disadvarntage.

Nadean’s brain raced for a plan, a
solution. Out in the valley, racing
hoofbeats eame nearer. Only seconds,
until the quintet would round the
curve, approach the house. In fever-
ish haste, Nadean took off her mew
clothes, donned her worn levis, gray
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shirt, scarred boots, the flop-brim
Stetson. She had always been able to
work better and think better dressed
this way.

And as she hurriedly buckled the
other big Colt around her waist that
was a companion to the gun she’d
left in Sheriff Pete’s desk, a plan came
to her. Daring, risky, outlandish. But
still, a plan. If it worked, Sheriff
Pete would have his proof. If it didn’t
work—

Nadean raced out of the house, tied
the bridle reins to the saddle horm,
slapped the sweat-lathered little
paint. It followed its training and
trotted to its accustomed place in the
barn.

And as five men sped around the road
bend a hundred yards away and bore
down on the house, Nadean ran
around the corner, to the back. There
she scrambled upon the rainbarrel,
reached high and grasped the edge
of the sloping back roof. Gripping
hard, wriggling desperately, she
fought her way up. The five were at
the front of the house as she gained
the top of the roof, breathing hard
from the exertion.

She heard voices, Sheriff Pete’s
calling, Hinkle’s urging. Then boot
heels clomped through the house, out
again,

“Look in the barn.” It was Hinkle.

The five came around the house,
Sheriff Pete in front. He was un-
armed, had followed too hurriedly
to get another gun. Hinkle and his
trio were armed. If one of them
should glance around, dive for his
gun— Nadean’s knees shook for a
moment. Then she remembered old
Tom Harvey, lying up in the El Paso
hospital. And the gun she had taken
from the wall, as well as the Colt
she’d taken from Sheriff Pete, grew
level and steady in her hands.

Sheriff Pete looked into the little
gear and tool shed, one of Hinkle’s
men going on toward the barn. Sher-
iff Pete came out, shaking his head.
The man came from the barn.

“She’s here all right. Her brone’s

here, aweaty as he—Wup!” The
man’s stare had lifted to the roof. In-
stantly the ether four whipped
around, hands dropping toward guns.

“Don’t do it,” warned Nadean Har-
vey. And there was no quiver in her
voice, no doubt as to her sincerity in
the way she thumbed back both ham-
mers of her two Colts. “Get your
hands up and keep them that way.”

HE man at the barn thought he

was too far for an accurate shot.
He twisted sideways, his hand swoop-
ing. Nadean’s right Colt roared. The
man yelped an oath, jerked his hand
from his hip. He stared at his fingers.
Her shot had split his thumb.

“I said raise your hands—gentle-
men,” reminded Nadean coldly. And
this time there was instant obedience.

Nadean made them spread apart,
then unbuckle their guns. When their
holstered Colts fell to the ground, she
motioned them back from the guns.
Then, without removing her eyes,
without dropping the menacing muz-
zles of her guns, she slid off the roof,
dropped to the ground with the lithe
nimbleness of a leaping antelope.

“Lissen, Nadean—" began Sheriff
Pete.

“Never mind,” she cut him off.
“Talk will come later. Right now
there’s work to be done.”

“Work?’ It was Hinkle, and sur-
prise surmounted the angry sullen-
ness in his voice. .

But Nadean didn’t trouble to reply.
She picked the guns from the ground,
tossed them into a far corner of the
gear shed. Then, keeping one gun in
her hand, and never letting either of
them out of her line of vision, she
went into the shed, tossed out tools.
Hammers, staples, two post-hole dig-
gers, wire pliers, a light but adequate-
ly serviceable one-man wire stretcher.

“What the dickens!” wondered
Sheriff Pete aloud.

“Just this,” said Nadean coolly.
“You men are going to build me a cor-
ral. Every night I’'m going to have
my cattle inside that corral. Right
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here in front of my house. During the
day, I'll be riding herd over my cattle
out on the range. At night I'll still
be on the lookout, with them inside
the fence. If any hombre gets steer
killing or erippling notions again
after this, somebody’s going to get
hurt. Make the most of that, Hinkle.
Understand ?”

Hinkle went an angry red, beneath
the whiskers. He sputtered and fumed,
started to curse. He thought better of
that, when Nadean coolly lifted her
Colt, trained it on his forehead.
Hinkle choked back his oaths,
whipped his attention to Sheriff Pete.

“What the hell! Yuh’re the sheriff.
She can’t do this to us.”

“No?” Sheriff Pete looked at the
man with the torn thumb, at the guns
in Nadean’s hands, then back at
Hinkle. He didn’t seem as angry as
Nadean had expected him to be. In
fact, Nadean thought she detected a
faint grin on his lips. “Well, Hinkle,
suppose you stop her.”

It was near noon when the men
started. There were plenty of poles
and wire. Old Tom Harvey had meant
to build a corral by the barn some
day when he found time. These went
into a hundred-yard-square corral
within rifle range in front of the
house. By late afternoon the last pole
was set, the final barbed wire strand
strung taut and tight.

Nadean ordered the men to mount.
Under gun point, she guided them up
the east side of the Harvey wvalley.
There at the water tank the small
Harvey herd was drinking as was its
custom, after grazing all day. It was
easy for the men to herd them into
the wire enclosure, close the gap.

“That’s all, gentlemen,” Nadean
said, a tight little grin on her lips.
“You can go now—all of you.”

Jeff Hinkle and his men wheeled
their mounts, rode off. He had worked
harder today than he had in years,
had tall, whiskered Hinkle. Saying
nothing aloud, but muttering, cursing
beneath his breath as he labored with
one of the post-hole diggers. And each

moment a8 he had worked, the hot
sun pounding down on his sweat-
drenched body, hate and anger had
rankled deeper in him. Nadean Har-
vey, watching, understanding, had
smiled. It was as she wanted it, had
planned it.

CHAPTER IV
CoLT CAPTIVES

66Y SAID,” repeated Nadean to
Sheriff Pete Rankin, who lin-
gered, “that you can go now.”

“Wouldn’t think of it,” said Sheriff
Pete. “I want to see if you can take
it as well as you dish it out.”

“Take it? How?’ Nadean was
faintly puzzled. She holstered her
Colt. She also kept the gun she’d
taken from the sheriff.

Sheriff Pete went to the porch, sat
down in the shade. He mopped his
face, rolled a cigarette. “It won’t mat-
ter to Hinkle now whether you’re a
woman er a steer filled on too much
loco weed. He’s gonna try and got
even now the quickest way he can.
An’ that, to him, will be with bul-
lets. He’ll be back to see you soon’s he
gits his hands on another gun.”

“That’s what I want him to do.”

“Huh? Then you’re a little fool!”

“That’s what you told me back in
town this morning. But remember,
you asked for proof.”

Sheriff Pete muttered in disgust.
“Y] did, didn’t I? Well, I reckon I'm
the fool.”

“Not a fool, Pete. Just dumb.”

“Yeah?’ Sheriff Pete scowled in
quick resentment. “I reckon you call
all this horseplay bein’ smart, huh?”

“Oh, I didn’t mean it that way,”
she said quickly. “I just happen to
know things you don’t.”

“What ?”

For moments, Nadean did not an-
swer. She stared at the sunset over
the edge of the western rim tops, at
the valley prongs south and west, at
the pass a quarter mile south. She
started to bring her gaze to Pete, but
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whipped it back to the pass. Her
brows knit in a gquick, hard frown.
She stared, long and hard. She bent
her head quickly, looked down at the
ground.

“We’re being watched,” she said
quietly. “Wait! Don’t turn around too
quickly. Now look. See it? Right at
the mouth of Baldy Pass. There it is
again. Sun glinting off metal. A Win-
chester ?”

“Yeah. Strip’s too long a reflection
to be off a belt buckle er saddle orna-
ment. What the devil! They ain’t had
time to ride to Hinkle’s cabin an’
back.”

“They didn’t,”
quietly.

“The heck you say. Then where'd
they git them rifles ?”

Nadean didn’t answer immediately.
She studied Pete Rankin, frowning a
little, trying to make a decision. Sud-
denly she bent toward him seriously.

“Pete, would you like to wrestle
with me?”

“Huh? Say—have you been chewin’
loco weed ?”

“No. Listen. m going to get up

and go for our horses, as if I meant
to take them to the barn. I'm going
to make you go with me, keeping you
covered. But it’s going to appear that
I’'m having trouble with my horse.
She’ll rear up and paw if I jerk on her
bit a certain way. I’ll be off guard
.for an instant. That’s when you leap
in, grab me, take away my guns. Then
make me mount, and start up the
valley, just like you’re actuaMy ar-
resting me and taking me to jail like
that warrant calls for.”

Pete Rankin grinned. ‘“Mebby I
will at that. What’s to stop me?”

“Curiosity.”

“Yeah?”

“Certainly. You’re as anxious to
get proof on this rustling business
as I am to prove it was Hinkle.
Right?”” Nadean stood, smiled at him.
She held one of the guns on him, me-
tioned toward the horses.

Sheriff Pete grinned as he got up.
“Mebby,” he said over his shoulder

stated Nadean

as he walked toward their horses, “I
oughta sock you a couple in the jaw
to make it look good, huh ?”’

“Just try it. I’ll scratch your eyes
out,” said Nadean, but the smile on
her lips belied her threatening tone.

Sheriff Pete didn’t, however. It
went off effectively. The little pinto
reared up nicely. Nadean was jerked
off balance, and in a flash Pete had
grasped her. Possibly he held her
just a little tighter, just a little
longer than necessary. But he speed-
ily got the two Colts, then stepped
back. To make it look good, he pulled
a paper from his pocket, unfolded it,
exhibited it to her. Then he waved
her up on the little paint. In five min-
utes, they were rounding the wagon
trail that led north, and toward the
jail.

HEY rode at a casual gait for
about a mile. The trail wound in,
hugged the base of the mountains.
It was growing late. Suppertime now,
at town, at the other ranches. Nadean
and Pete hadn’t eaten since break-
fast. But hunger was momentarily
forgotten. Food could come later.
They had business to attend to first.
Nadean looked back. They were
completely concealed from the watch-
er at the pass. Nadean reined out of
the road, struck off up into the moun-
tains. They started cautiously back
south.

“You can give me my gun now,”
said Nadean. ‘“Keep yours. Be ready
to use it, if Hinkle tries to fight or
run for it. For in about ten minutes
we’ll be there, and you’ll have all the
proof you want.”

“You seem to have all the an-
swers,” said Sheriff Pete, just a bit
dubiously. “I reckon I am dumb. For
I no savvy at all.”

“When I said you were dumb, I
meant you just didn’t understand,”
said Nadean. “Did it ever strike you
as queer that each time our cattle
were crippled, it came exactly one
month apart? And always in the
nerth end of the valley, over on the

)
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western side. The first two times, Dad
and I spent hours up there, trying to
figure it out.

“We found nothing up there. But
back home, we found tracks where
about fifty head of cattle had been
driven through Baldy Pass. At that
time we were up in the other end of
the valley trying to solve the riddle.
After the second time, Dad got to
wondering, and back-tracked. The

herd’s trail pointed toward Hinkle’s.

place. Dad was scouting around back
there when he got that slug in the
back. Hinkle didn’t like the idea of
his being nosey.”

“Nosey? What did Hinkle have to
hide? I’ve scouted around over there
a half dozen times myself, an’ never
found anything. Fifty head uh
scrawny beef. Always the same beef,
in about the same grazin’ spot. Not
a head of it rustled, either.”

“The times you were over there,
Hinkle had nothing to hide. But where
were you the other two times our beef
was crippled? Where were you yes-
terday and today? Were you down
-this way?”

“No. The Box K sent word in yes-
terday. They’d missed about forty er
fifty head. I went up late, stayed all
night, took a look around early this
mornin’. Just got back when you hit
town. Meant to come down here an’
look around. But when I saw Hinkle
an’ his riders in town, I figgered
they’d be too smart to ride to town
an’ leave rustled stuff lyin’ around
handy. So I sat down an’ tried to fig-
ger it out.”

“Hinkle’s smart all right,” said Na-
dean. “Luring us to the north end of
the valley to try and find who crippled
our beef. Getting you to the north
end of the county to try finding sign
on who rustled the Box K. I'll bet
that when you remember, you were
up that way the other two times our
beef was crippled. Us at the north
end of our valley, you at the north
end of the county. Nobody within five
miles of the pass to see cattle going

through, or see the brands they wore.
Yep, . Hinkle’s been plenty smart,

‘Pete.”

Pete Rankin slowly nodded. “I reck-
on you’'ve got it figgered right, Na-
dean. But if you knew all this, why
that fence buildin’? What good did
that do?”

“This morning when I found those
crippled steers, I didn’t lose any time
prowling around up there, but hur-
ried back to the house. There was a
man at the mouth of Baldy Pass. He
fled when he saw me coming. He was
Hinkle’s lookout. I came back too
quickly for Hinkle to get his rustled
herd through to the border. So my
guess is that he hustled the beef back
into a blind draw, hid their rifles,
then scooted for town.

“If I or someone else found the
herd, Hinkle would profess ignorance.
He’d prove he was in town, five miles
away, when the herd was found. If no
one found the herd, he’d wait until
later, then finish driving it through
Baldy and on to the border. That’s
why he wanted me arrested, to give
him time to come on out and do it.
He apparently has agreed to deliver
the revolutionists forty or fifty head
each month. And the other two times
he’s driven through in the early
morning, between breakfast and
noon.

“So, by putting him to work on the
fence, keeping him until dark, I
thought it might make him good and
mad, and anxious to push the herd
on. And in his hurry, he might get
careless and get caught red-handed.
But when he sent that watcher to the
pass, I decided he wanted you and me
—especially you—out of the way so
we couldn’t see and hear. So that’s
why I let you arrest me and start
back toward town. To draw him out
into the open with his stolen herd.
Now—"

She broke off. Again they heard it.
The sound of cattle. Cattle on the
move. Somewhere east of Baldy Pass,
coming toward the pass.
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“You should be sheriff,” said Pete
Rankin softly. “I’ve been three
months tryin’ to figure this out.
You’ve done it in one day.”

“No,” she corrected. “Two months.
That’s when our first bunch was
crippled.”

“I still can’t savvy why Hinkle
crippled yore beef,” commented Rank-
in slowly. “Why not just rustle it an’
sell it with the rest of the stuff ?”

“TI don’t know,” said Nadean quick-
ly. Just a shade too quickly, Pete
thought. He wondered at the sudden
uneven pitch of her voice. He pulled
up, bent toward her. But the sound
of the moving herd disrupted his
thoughts. Nearer now. Much nearer.
Darkness and the rustled herd would
arrive at the pass at about the same
time.

“You’d better stay back,” he told
Nadean softly. “We might git sepa-
rated in th’ dark. An’ darkness makes
friend and foe look the same.”

But Nadean shook her head,
laughed. A soft, short laugh that was
tinged with cold brittleness. “The
Harveys have a little score to settle
with Hinkle, too, Pete. I'm going on.”

Pete Rankin didn’t argue. He knew
it would be useless. So side by side
they rode on toward the pass. A hun-
dred yards, fifty. Baldy Pass loomed
through the dusk.

Sheriff Pete Rankin pulled his gun,
got ready to try and stop the herd,
to try and take Hinkle and his hench-
men. But Pete Rankin never carried
out that plan.

For a quiet, soft voice bit at them
from the shadows. A voice that was
not unfriendly, yet not to be denied.

“Steady, hombres. Keep yore hands
high an’ don’t move.”

A man rode from the shadows at
the base of Baldy’s towering heights.
He was tall, broad, had the appear-
ance of muscle and sinew. It was not
one of Hinkle’s men. Pete Rankin had
never before seen the stranger. He
rode close, took Rankin’s gun, reached
for Nadean’s Colt.

CHAPTER V
TRAIL MATES

HERE was a startled gasp from

Nadean. One hand darted to her
throat in a half-doubtful gesture.
“Oh,” she said, her voice a mixture of
surprised certainty. “You!”

The tall man bent quiekly toward
her. The dusk was not too dark but
that he could discern her features. He
leaned back, lowered his gun, put it
away. He did not take her Colt. He
returned Rankin’s gun.

“Hello, Nadean,” he said quietly.
“Thought you were two uh Hinkle’s
men. This the sheriff ? They told me
in town—" the suggestion of amuse-
ment came into the man’s voice—
“about you bringin’ the sheriff out
here.”

Rankin bristled in quick resent-
ment, remembering the way Nadean
had tripped him flat in town. He
didn’t like to be laughed at about it,
especially by a stranger.

“Yeah? Jist who are you, Mister?”’
quickly demanded Pete.

It was Nadean who answered. She
gave a quick, amused little chuckle.
“Across the border he’s a big shot
known as Jim Hardwick. Over
here—"

“Hardwick, the revolution leader!”’
Pete Rankin would have been no more
surprised had Baldy Pass suddenly
started walking.

“Was,” stated the tall man. “The
revolution ended yesterday. We had
a little shindig with the government
troops yesterday. My Mexes liked to
parade an’ brag. Bullets was another
matter. They ain’t no more uprising.
In town, I heard about you two. I
decided to come on out an’ have a
little talk with Hinkle.”

Pete Rankin pulled his gun, poked
it into the tall man’s ribs. His voice
was crisp. ‘“You’re under arrest,
Hardwick. As an accessory. Without
you, Hinkle would have had no mar-
ket fer his rustled beef. I'm takin’
you in.”
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But the other did not raise his
hands. He laughed, ignored the gun
in his ribs. “Sure, Rankin. Directly.
First we have Hinkle to take care of.
Remember 7’

Pete Rankin hesitated. It suddenly
was fact. For a hundred yards to the
east, a point rider came around a trail
bend, rode toward them through the
gloom of dusky dark. Behind came
the stolen herd. Back of the cattle,
men'’s quick voices urged the herd on,
hurried to get them through the pass.

“We’ll settle this later,” said Pete
Rankin. “I'll take your gun to make
sure you don’t try to git the drop on
me an’ git away.”

The other’s voice was suddenly
hard. “Nothin’ doin’, Rankin. I told
you I came here to see Hinkle. After
that you kin have me, my gun, er any-
thing else. But I'm keepin’ this
smokepole until then.”

“It’s all right, Pete,” said Nadean
swiftly. “I’ll promise that.”

Pete Rankin started to argue. But
he was prevented. The point rider, not
thirty yards away, caught sight of
their blurred forms there at the side
of the trail. Suspicious, he reined over
to have a better look.

Pete’s big roan, restless at the
nearness of the rumbling, hurrying
activity of the herd, stamped impa-
tiently, tossed its head. Bridle chains
rattled. The point rider cursed, jerked
up his Winchester. Flame blasted into
the shadows. A hot slug knifed along
Pete’s shoulder. His Colt leaped up
to answer. But Nadean charged in,
grabbed his arm, stopped him.

“Don’t! The others will hear your
Colt, turn and run. Rush him, cap-
ture him.”

Pete and the tall man spurred their
mounts toward the Hinkle gunman.
When Pete rushed the man, he tried
to whip his rifle around, to cut the
sheriff down. But Pete swept in close,
fended off the leveling Winchester
with one hand, struck hard and true
with his Colt. It landed solidly on the
man’s temple. He sagged, almost fell
from the saddle. The tall ex-revolu-

tion leader got there in time to catch
him, jerk him off, drag him back out
of the trail.

There were shouts, curses, cries of
surprise from the men driving the
herd. It was too much for the cattle.
The darkness, the sudden flare of gun-
fire in their faces, the noise and bustle
of horses and people at the pass
mouth, and the shouts from behind.
With a rush, Hinkle’s rustled herd
stampeded, swept down on the pass.

ETE RANKIN drew his Colt,

aimed it overhead, started to fire,
to try and stop the rushing, surging
cafttle, at least to turn them back. For
once through the pass, into those
western mountains or across the Rio
Grande, they would be forever lost
to their rightful owmers.

But Jim Hardwick caught his arm,
pulled him out of the pass trail, kept
him from firing.

“Let them go. There’s a couple uh
my men over at the foothills of the
west mountains. I had ’em wait there
in case I missed seein’ Hinkle an’ tell-
in’ him his beef market was shot
plumb to hell by the Mex government
bullets. They’ll turn the herd back, er
at least up into Nadean’s valley. Save
yore lead. Hinkle’s got a couple uh
waddies with him back there an’
they’ve all got rifles, Nadean says.”

The beef herd swept past, pounded
into Baldy Pass, on out toward the-
west. Behind, came three perspiring,
cursing riders. Winchesters ready,
reins tied around saddle horns.
Spread apart, disregarding the flee-
ing, fear-crazed herd. Searching the
trail shadows, trying to solve the rea-
son for that single Winchester shot
from their point rider.

“Charlie—” it was Hinkle— “what
the hell’s wrong ? Where are yuh ?”’

The trio came on. Thirty, twenty,
ten yards away. Then even with the
waiting, watching trio at the pass.

Peter Rankin spurred his mount
slightly, moved nearer to Nadean and
the ex-revolution leader.

“Here he is, Hinkle,” Pete called.
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“With us. Drop your rifles, and raise
your hands. We’ve got you sur-
roun—"

With a hoarse oath, Jeff Hinkle
spun. His Winchester leveled. Flame
speared the darkness. Cursing, his
two riders whipped to action. Bullets
flailed the trail side, as Hinkle and
his two men pumped rifle levers.

Nadean Harvey flinched as a hot
slug seared her body, just under the
left armpit. Her little pony danced in
fright and from the pain of a bullet
burn. But the big Colt in Nadean’s
hand raised its voice, blended with the
Winchester chorus.

One of Hinkle’s riders shrieked as
her lead tore into his face, smashed
him out of the saddle. Pete Rankin
and tall Jim Hardwick were firing,
yelling at her, ordering her to get out
of danger. But it was like wine to her.
The stench of powder, the confusion
of voices, the deafening loudness of
bursting cartridges. Nadean reckless-
ly laughed and burned powder. An-
other man was down, threshing in the
brush, dying, his chest pierced by a
bullet from Sheriff Pete’s hot Colt.

But that man was not Hinkle. The
rustler leader suddenly crouched, dug
his spurs hard into the flanks of his
quivering horse. The animal lunged
in frenzy, sped into the pass mouth.
Pete Rankin started after him, but
Jim Hardwick whipped from the
shadows, in front of the young
sheriff.

“He’s mine, Rankin,” said Hard-
wick in a quick, cold voice, “mine, fer
drillin’ Uncle Tom. You stay here.”

It was suddenly quiet in the pass.
Out in the valley, the sounds of twe
fleeing horses, the more distant
rumble of a tired, spent herd slow-
ing up, about ready to stop. Then,
with sudden blunt brittleness, shots.
A Winchester, twice. A Colt once.
Once more, quietness.

“Uncle Tom?’ muttered Pete
Rankin, puzzled.

Nadean rode close. Their wounds
were minor. They went almost un-
noticed.

“Yes,” she said quietly. “That’s
why Hinkle never rustled our beef.
He knew Jim would recognize our
brand. At least, that’s the way Dad
and I figured, and it looks like we
were right.”

Pete Rankin said nothing. From
out in the valley, a rider was coming.
Hinkle wouldn’t have come back.

“He’s my cousin,” said Nadean
swiftly. “He’s been a little wild, Pete.
But he promised he’d come over here
and settle down and help with the
work as soan as his—job over there
ran out. They hired him to lead them,
Pete, just like they’d hire a man to
ramrod a trail herd. He just taught
them a little marksmanship, a little
drilling. You can’t arrest him for
what he did over there.”

When Pete remained silent she
went on hurriedly, defensively, but
with a trace of anxiety in her voice.
“He didn’t buy the beef that Hinkle
rustled. They bought it} The revolu-
tionists. They paid for it. He
didn’t—"

IM HARDWICK, the son of old
Tom Harvey’s sister, rode through
the pass. He came to them slowly. He
stopped on the other side of Rankin,
slowly pulled his gun. He held it to
the young sheriff, butt first. Pete
Rankin didn’t mave, didn’t speak for
a moment.

“Put up yore gun,” he said at
length. “I don’t like rustlin’, but I
reckon 'you've showed tonight which
gside of the law you’re on when it
comes to a showdown. Besides,” he
hesitated, then went on determinedly,
“you’ll have to take care of the ranch
fer Nadean.” '

“Oh, will he?’ Nadean gave a cool
little laugh. The anxiety she had felt
for her cousin fled. Pete was facing
her, looking at her, a mixture of de-
fiance and despair in his face and
manney. Understanding, Nadean bent
her head to hide the happy little smile
that came to her lips, the gayness that
was in her eyes. And when she spoke,
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her voice sounded as if she had a chip
on her shoulder. “Just why will he
have to care for the ranch? What,
Mister Sheriff, do you think I'll be
doing? Where do you think I’ll be?”

At that moment, with a grin, Jim
Hardwick vyisely decided to holster
his gun and ride quietly out of hear-
ing distance.

“Aw, gosh, Nadean,” said Sheriff
Pete glumly. “I’'m gettin’ tired wait-
in’ an’ livin’ by myself in our house.
You know I love you. Jim kin take
care of yore ranch an’ help yore dad
when he comes back. Why won’t you
marry me?”’

Nadean bent closer, smiled up at
him. The chip wasn’t on her shoulder
any longer. He suddenly realized it
never had been, that she had been
teasing him.

‘All right,”
“When?”

she said simply.

It was too sudden. For six months,
he’d been trying to get that answer.
Now, coming like a bolt from a blue
sky, it left Pete stunned, gasping, un-
able to think or move.

“I thought,” said Nadean demure-
ly, “you said you loved me. Did I mis-
understand, or do you prove things
like love by sitting as if you were a
stone im—”’

She never finished. For with sav-
age possessiveness, yet infinite gen-
tleness, Pete Rankin reached for her,
held her close. Their horses were
wise, range-bred and trained animals.
They didn’t move.

And as Nadean raised her soft, re-
sponsive lips to his embrace, she knew
she’d never lack proof of his love. She
snuggled against him and was happy
with the promise of a bright, affec-
tionate future with her Pete—her

man,
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Lady Gun-Toter

By Stephen Payne

The girl whipped her 22
frags the saddle holster.

Where there’s a dead man’s will, there’s trouble. And Gypsy
Blaine knew this. For a vengeance-ridden relative was trying to
hogtie her heritage. Yet Gypsy learned that two heads were
better than one, when two hearts were trapped on a mystery mesa.

({ OLD on, Gypsy, have you
H heard about the fire?”
Although Gypsy Blaine
had not seen Tip Mayfield dashing
after her across the sagebrush flat,
she was only too glad to hear his
shout. But, as the young rancher
brought his steaming mount to a halt
beside her bay pony, the serious ex-
pression on his usually cheerful face
gave the girl of the Zigzag M a
strange premonition of disaster.
“What fire? Where ?”’ she demanded
anxiously.
“County Courthouse burned to the
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ground, night afore last,” Tip stated
with grim brevity. “All the records
destroyed, which means—"

“Which means,” finished the gir],
aghast, “that we three—mother, lit-
tle Joe and I—haven’t one thing to
prove the Zigzag M is ours!”

Tip put his hand comfortingly on
hers. “Don’t feel that all hope is lost,
sweetheart. Even if the record of that
deed of your grandfather’s is lost in
the fire, you'll surely find the original.
Have you come across it yet ?”

“Not yet.” There was a note of
despair in the sweet voice. “And un-



i

lesg we do find it—that deed which
gave the Zigzag M to us—we'll be

' paupers, we three. We’ve got to find

it!”

Tip Mayfield slid an arm around
the slerrder shoulders of the girl he
loved more deeply every time he saw
her. His lips brushed her brown cheek.

“Marry me, sweet, and we won't
care whether or not the deed’s ever
found. I can take care of you and your
mother and Joey.”

But Gypsy shook her head, and
said, more to herself than to her com-
panion: “There’s something awfully
queer about that fire! It happened
night before last, you say? If Chick
Blaine hadm’t been at our ranch that
very evening, threatening wus, I'd
gswear he fired the courthouse him-
self.”

Tip’s irregular, sunburned features
betrayed his perturbation. Pulling off
his floppy hat, he let the wind blow
through his thick blond hair, and re-
marked as he had remarked a dozen
times before: ‘

“And Chick won’t believe there was
a deed! He ain’t man enough to give
up his claims to the Zigzag M. He
doesn’t even need it, since he’s got
that big ranch of his own your grand-
father gave him when he was twenty-
one.”

“You know Chick,” replied Gypsy
with a brief, rather bitter smile. “He’d
not be satisfied with a dozen ranches
or a million dollars. And he especially
wants what belongs to us.”

ITH his gaze resting caressing-

ly on the girl’s brunette loveli-
ness, Tip said: “It beats me that
Chick, your father’s brother, hates all
of you so much. He’s not much like
your father, is he, Gypsy? Or your
grandfather either ?”’

“Not like either of them—except in
appearance perhaps. Mother always
gays she never understood how a child
could hold such hatred as he has al-
ways had for her, and for anyone who
liked her or belonged to her. Though
Chick was only twelve when mother
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came to the Zigzag M as a bride, he
considered her an interloper, and he
hated her from the beginning. Noth-
ing she could ever do was able to win
him over. He even grew to hate dad.
After he got his own ranch he never
came near us until dad died, five years
ago.”

She brushed her hand quickly across
her suddenly wet eyes.

“Maybe he still loved your grand-
father,” Tip suggested uncertainly.

“He didn’t!” The girl’s denial was
vehement. “Ever since dad’s death
he’d been trying to bully grandfather
into willing him the Zigzag M. But
he hadn’t any luck. Just the same,
grandfather finally began to be afraid
of him. So he had this deed made,
because ‘Deeds go on record,’” he said
when he showed it to mother and me.
‘And wills have been broken when
someone as evil as Chick wants what
others have.” But that once is the only
time we saw it. We’ve not been able
to find it since grandfather died.”

“And you won’t marry me unless
you do find it?” Tip spoke reproach-
fully. “Of course our two ranches
would be splendid if they were thrown
together, but we could manage very
well with mine alone.”

Unwilling to go again into that
much disputed question, Gypsy
changed the subject. “I must hurry
on to the tank-house. Something’s the
matter so the water isn’t flowing
through the pipes as it should.”

“I’d go with you, Gypsy,” the young
ranchman spoke regretfully, “if I
wasn’t on my way to the high country
to look after my cattle. I hate to have
you work so hard.”

Gypsy gave him an affectionate
glance. “I know, dear. But we each
have our work, you know.” She raised
her bridle hand as a signal to her
pony. And calling “Goodby,” she loped
to the right.

Here a sandy trail twisted out of
sight behind sand hills, which, as if
tossed up from ocean depths, skirted
higher, timbered hills. These in turn
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reached up to blue-green mountains
capped by hoary, jagged peaks.

Without noticing the glory with
which late June flooded the peaceful
world, Gypsy rode on behind the sand
hills, glowing in the noonday sun like
hummocks of gold. Finally she found
herself behind the largest of the sand
hills. This one she had always called
“Hill of Gold,” pretending the golden
sands were real gold.

Grandfather had loved to ride up
here among these hills, and it was a
strange feeling that he was now rid-
ing here which had aroused her. So
strongly did the idea possess her that
she almost believed she would meet
him in a minute, just around another
curve, his broad hat pushed back on
his silvery head, holding his skittish
big roan with a firm, unyielding hand.

If only she might meet him! Ask
him about the strangely missing deed
and tell him of all the discouragement
and despair she was so valiantly fight-
ing. But without interruption her
pony plodded on through the heavy
sand. Hill of Gold was now behind
her, and no grandfather rode to meet
her!

W‘HEN Grandfather Blaine had
acquired the Zig-zag M, the wa-
ters from the wooded mountains above
the sand hills had run unchecked to
lower country. Swollen by snows and
rains of spring they had cut deep in-
to the soil to make a gorge known as
Sand Hill Canyon.

But with passage of years, the wa-
ters down the canyon began to fail
before summer and autumn were over,
so old Blaine built a tank-house high
on the edge of the benchland which
rose back of the sand hills. This im-
pounded water in spring, and insured
a supply for that later time when
there was very little run-off. From
there he buried pipes along the banks
of the gorge, and by this simple grav-
ity system brought water into his
house, barns and corrals. Splendid
water, cold and pure and refreshing.

“If only,” thought Gypsy to her-

pelf, as she fastened her pony in a
clump of aspens, and prepured tio
climb the steep flight of steps which
led to the tank-house, “there weren’t
times like this when something goes
wrong with one of the valves or
something! This afternoon I should
be hunting for that deed, while
mother and Joey are gone to town to
get supplies.”

At the top of the steps she paused
for breath. Even her elastic youth
felt the length and steepness of the
“Golden Stairs,” as she had called
them the first time she had climbed
them, with grandfather close behind
to catch her if she stumbled. Grand-
father had chuckled, “Better call ‘em
‘The Devil’s Slide,” Gypsy, for if any
poor devil ever got started down ’em,
he'd think he was rolling to hell.”

From the vantage point of the
small platform at the top, Gypsy
could see, through the trees and
brush which wooded the slope, much
of the twisting path behind the sand
hills. Beyond them, were the Zigzag
M and its neighbor ranch, Tip’s
Quarter Circle T.

The shadows of late afternoon were

slanting across meadows, hills and
sagebrush. Gypsy, having made sure
that everything about the water syu-
tem was in order, wearily started for
home. As she again approached the
‘“Hill of Gold” there came once more
that same queer feeling of her
grandfather’s being close by. Then
her horse rounded the turn, and at
sight of a man digging into the base
of the great sand hill, her heart stood
still, .
But it was her grandfather’s evil
younger son who straightened at the
sound of creaking saddle leather. His
dark face alight with triumph, he
waved something at the girl and
shouted,

“Too bad you didn’t find this paper,
stuck in the wallboard back of dad’s
bed! I knowed I'd find it if I just got
a chance to hunt at the Zigzag M
while no one was round to bother me.
And I did?



Gypsy’s eyes—those dark eyes
which characterized all the Blaines,
but were wide and honest in contrast
with her uncle’s narrow, glittering
orbs—dilated with alarm. When they
had all left the ranch this afternoon,
they had never thought of such a ca-
tastrophe as this!

Then her intent glance fell on the
paper Chick was waving at her.

“That’s not the deed!” she said
fiercely. “And the deed couldn’t have
been hidden-in the wall. It’s so big
we could have seen it.”

“No, this ain’t the deed,” agreed
the other. “But it tells where-at ’tis.
It says in dad’s writing to ‘Dig into
the base of Hill of Gold fifty feet from
the bent pine. The deed’ll be in a
coffee can buried there.’ I've ‘'most got
to it, I reckon.”

With a swift dip of her right hand
the girl whipped her .22 from her
saddle holster.

“Drop that paper, Chick Blaine,
before I shoot!”

Startled, the man’s hand flashed to
his side as he reached for his gun. But
he had evidently neglected to strap
it on and the fact that he was
weaponless plainly nonplused him.

At another sharp order from the
girl, accompanied by a shot which
whistled uncomfortably close, Chick
dropped the paper. He ran toward
his horse, ground-hitched fifty yards
away. In order to make sure of her
enemy’s complete rout, Gypsy sent
a second bullet whining through the
quiet air to pierce the crown of
Chick’s hat. The fellow spurred away
in frantic flight.

PRINGING from her horse, Gypsy
seized the shovel her enemy had
dropped and began to dig farther
into the excavation already begun.
To her relief and thankfulness she
did not dig long before her spade
struck against something metallic.
The next spadeful brought to light the
coffee can!
The girl was prying off the cover
of the can when sound of someone
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riding up behind her whirled her
around, her heart sick with fear that
Chick had returned to surprise her.
But at the sight of Tip Mayfield’s
lean, muscular six feet of splendid
youth, happiness and relief flooded
her tense nerves.

“Look, Tip!” she cried joyously.
“Here’s the deed! The deed which
gives us the Zigzag M. Grardfather
was so afraid something would hap-
pen to it that he hid it here in Hill of
Gold. But if I'd been half an hour
later Chick would have had it—and
we’d have nothing.”

“That’s the best news I ever
heard,” rejoiced Tip. He leaped from
his horse and drew Gypsy into his
arms, where she rested contentedly
for a few moments.

“lI mustn’t stay here any longer,
Tip,” she said at last, freeing herself
from his loving embrace. “I must
hurry home and tell mother, so she
will stop worrying. She’s almost sick
over the whole trouble.”

“All right,” agreed Tip, with a last
caress. “I'll go with you. It must’ve
been Chick I saw whippin’ his horse
down the leg, burnin’ up the earth
in the direction of the Zigzag M. I was
’bout half a mile from the three yel-
low pines when I saw him, but didn’t
think nothin’ of it then.”

“Oh, hurry!” cried the girl, again
harassed by nameless fear. “That man
might do anything! He’s made the
most terrible threats.”

The early twilight of a long sum-
mer evening was drawing its soft
mystery over hills and mountains and
plains, The pastel tints of hazy, drift-
ing clouds tinged the air. Each sound
of nature seemed the soft sighing of
content. But the tumult in the minds
of the racing riders shut them away
from this beauty and tranquility.
Though urged to their best speed, it
seemed to Gypsy that the horses
merely jogged; seemed as if the mile
and a half to Zigzag M were trebled.

Before the rambling log ranch
house the man and girl reined their
lathered, gasping ponies to a skidding



30 * * * Romance Round-Up

turn. They sprang to the ground be-
fore the animals had really stopped.
In spite of the apparently peaceful
appearance of the ranch, Gypsy felt
a premonition of tragedy even before
she caught the sound of heartbroken
sobs.

With Tip close behind, Gypsy sped
irto the dark living room. There was
her mother, huddled in a chair, her
slight, worn figure wracked by con-
vulsive weeping.

“Mother! Mother!” implored Gyp-
sy. “What is the matter?”

Mrs. Blaine’s voice was choked and
broken. “Joey’s gone! I've called and
called, and walked all around the
buildings, but he hasn’t answered. His
pony’s gone, too. A while ago, when
I came back from driving in the
young turkeys—they’d gone into the
meadow, so I was longer than I'd ex-
pected—Joey was gone then.”

“Have you heard any noise?’ Tip
asked quickly. “Seen anything to
make you think something was
wrong?”’

“While I was still across the creek,
I thought I heard horses. But I
s’posed ’‘twas you and Gypsy.”

“Where was Joey when you left?”

“He’d helped me carry in the things
from town, and then he’d taken his
bean-shooter and gone out by the barn
to ‘practice shooting Indians’, he said.
But why would he have gone away
without telling me?”’ the frightened
mother choked.

“You heard horses ?” Gypsy repeat-
ed, while she stroked her mother’s
forehead. “Oh, Tip, it wasn’t so long
ago you saw Chick Blaine dashing
toward the Zigzag M. Do you sup-
pose_n

“Come with me,” commanded Tip,
grim-eyed.

NLY a minute later, Gypsy and

Tip were following fresh horse
tracks along the road which led to
Chick Blaine’s Cross Bar ranch. But
because by now the fragrant dark-
ness of the summer night covered the
land, Tip was obliged to dismount and

light matches to make sure the tracks
were still leading onward.

After a long silence, Gypsy put
into words the problem she had been
pondering. “Queer for Joey to leave
the ranch. He knows how easily
mother worries, and he’s the best
little kid about looking out for her.
You don’t think, Tip, that Chick
could have—taken Joey—to get us
to—" Her voice trailed off into a short
sob.

“Of course not,” asserted Tip
stoutly. He was glad the darkmess
hid his face, or the girl would have
seen that the same doubts beset him.
“It would be the craziest thing-in
the world for Chick to kidnap Joey.
He’d never dare be seen in this part
of the world again—or any part of
it, for that matter. Couldn’t it be that
Joey, excited by his game, started on
a chase after his ‘Indians,” and may-
be got lost?”

“Perhaps,” agreed Gypsy. “Well,
the deed’s safe, armyhow. And since I
forgot to tell mother we!d found it,
she couldn’t tell Chick about it if he
were to make another visit. Maybe he
just planned to get us off the place
80 he could steal the real document.”

Tip was again lighting matehes and
peering at the ground. Straighten-
ing, he said abruptly: “The tracks
leave the road here and eross the
creek.”

“Hurry!” cried the girl, spurring
her pony through the shallow stream.
“We’ll find Joey over there at Thun-
der Butte.”

But Gypsy’s high hopes of finding
the little boy faded into dishearten-
ing disappointment when the weary
riders came upon two grazing horses,
saddleless and bridleless.

“Why, it’s your gray team!” ex-
claimed Tip, quietly approaching the
animals. “Shouldn’t they be—"

“They should be in the corral! I
should have noticed they were gone.

-But in the excitement of everything

else, I didn’t really look at the cor-
ral.”
“It looks like they were run along



this road recemt, and then scooted
’cross the creek, just a-purpose to lead
us out of the way. P’rhaps Chick was
hopin’ to get us away from the place,
like you just said.”

Suddenly hot tears filled Gypsy’s
eyes. She winked them bravely back
as she asked in a voice she tried to
keep steady: “There’s not a sign of
a pony’s having been with the team?”’

“Not a sign. And Joey’s too small
to have ridden one of these big horses
bareback. You'd best go back to your
mother while I—*

“If you're going to call on Chick
Blaine you can’t leave me behind!”

“That-a-girl !’ approved Tip, and
drew Gypsy to him for a brief, sweet
moment. Then he was up in the saddle
and they were riding fast.

The Cross Bar seemed strangely
gsilent. But at the stable the two
found Tebb Watson, Chick’s hired
man, sullen and unfriendly as Gypsy
had always remembered him. He
merely grunted in answer to Tip’s
greeting, saying: “Chick’s gone to
Rockvale. What you want to search
the place for?”

Gypsy explained nervously, while
Tip watched with keen eyes the face
of the hired man. “What time did
Chick get home?” asked the girl, after
ghe had told her story.

“He ain’t come home ’s evenin’. But
I know he was a-goin’ to town.
Shucks, he ain’t done nothin’ to the
kid!”

A search through house and build-
ings convinced Gypsy and Tip that
Tebb might be telling the truth. At
least Joey was not on this ranch.

“Possibly Joey’s gone home by
now,” comforted Tip, when he and
Gypsy were again on the road. “At
any rate we'll see, before—"" he broke
off.

“Before what ?”’ asked Gypsy. “You
might as well confess you’re at your
witg’ end, the same as I am, and don’t
know what to do.”

However, it seemed the young
raneher had a definite idea of doing
something yet this night. For after

~
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the two had reached the Zigzag M
and found Joey had not returmed, he
held Gypsy’s cold hands for a mo-
ment. He begged her to get some rest
and comfort her mother, and then
left her and struck out air-line for
Rockvale.

“T’ll get the sheriff on the job,” Tip
had snapped. “And if I see Chick
Blaine—" He had left the rest to in-
ference.

In Rockvale Tip heard that Chick
had indeed been there earlier this
same evening. ‘Had some business
deal on with a stranger,” he was told.
“We s’posed he went home after
that.” ‘

Sheriff Wilson was absent. So Tip,
without disclosing to the townfolks
his dilemma, had to be content with
leaving a message for the lawman.

After this the young rancher, more
deeply worried than he’d ever known
he could be, spent the rest of the night
in combing the hills and gulches in
the immediate vicinity of the Zigzag
M. His search was, however, fruit-
less.

But when at sunup he found him-
self close to his own ranch, he de-
cided to ride into it. There he stayed
his appetite with a feed of hot coffee,
boiled eggs and flapjacks. He changed
horses, and then once again was
speeding swiftly, purposefully, to the
Cross Bar.

Here again Tip was disappointed.
Chick Blaine was not at his ranch and
the sullen Tebb disclosed he did not
know where Chick had “rid off to.”

“Yes, he was here for a little while
lag’ night,” Tebb admitted. “You
should ha’ come then.”

Tip glanced at the fellow, and rode
away to the Zigzag M to see Gypsy
and talk matters over. However,
when he arrived at the Zigzag M he
did not find the girl there.

T daybreak of this same morn-
ing, Gypsy, who had not closed

her eyes the whole night long, got up
from her tumbled bed and went out
of the house. Immediately she caught
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sight of a horse standing near the
corral gate.

“It’s Joey’s pony!” she cried, racing

“across the yard as swiftly as an an-
telope.

It was indeed Joey’s pony, saddled,
its bridle reins broken. Stark fear
clutched at Gypsy’s heart. “Does this
mean Joey’s dead?”’ she whispered
in a voice which sounded strange in
her own ears. “I mustn’t let mother
know the pony’s come home without
Joey.”

Quickly she led the horse into the
stable. Then sudden hope lifted her
crushed spirits. She could back-trail
the pony! She threw her arms about
the shaggy little animal’s neck. “If
only horses could talk! But since you
can’t you've done the next best thing,
Chubby.”

With this, she ran to get her own
gaddle to put on her own horse. Only
a moment later she was flying toward
the house, face chalky, breath com-
ing in hard gasps, holding a folded
paper in her shaking hand.

“Mother,” she cried, bursting into
the room where Mrs. Blaine was sit-
ting in disconsolate inactivity, “I
found this in the stable! Tied on the
horn of my saddle. It’s from Chick
and says: ‘Come through with the
deed by noon today or you may never
see the kid. Put it back where you
found i¢, in the can in the sand hill.
By noon.””

“He’s got Joey?”” Mrs. Blaine be-
gan to shake, her body torn by tear-
less sobbing. But Gypsy, dashing into
the room where she had put the pre-
cious deed, asserted with an assur-
ance she did not feel:

“He won’t hurt Joey. I'll fool him
too, by putting another paper in the
can. While he’s looking at it, I’ll get
our boy. Don’t worry, mother. This
time I’ll get the best of Chick Blaine.”

All the time Gypsy raced along the
road to the turn at the three yellow
pines, she was planning how to best
her enemy. Of course there was no
need now of attempting to back-track
Joey’s pony, which must, she rea-

soned, have broken its bridle and
thus gotten away from Chick. With
no particular plan in mind, she
reached Hill of Gold, seized the spade
which lay exactly where she had
dropped it yesterday, and began to
dig.

“Drop that spade and raise ’em
high, girl!”

At these words behind her, Gypsy
whirled. Ten feet away stood Chick,
a Colt pointed unwaveringly at her.
Seeing that there was no mercy in
the dark face which reflected the
blackness of the man’s hatred, the
girl did as ordered. Deftly Chick ap-
propriated Gypsy’s gun holstered at
her side, then snatched up the coffee
can from the ground.

But this gloating changed to wild
fury when he discovered that the
paper in it was not the coveted deed.

“Holdin’ out on me, eh?’ he
rasped. “Well, I'll get it yet—for your
mother and Mayfield’ll pay anythin’
to get you and the kid! I’ll make May-
field mortgage his ranch to the hilt,
too. I sold my Cross Bar last night.
To the same feller I can sell the Zig-
zag M before neighbors get wise to
what’s goin’ on here. ’Course I'll have
to drift. But with the dough your
beau’ll dig up, and that from the sale
of a couple of ranches I'll be sittin’
pretty.”

“You won’t get the deed to our
ranch,” flared Gypsy, stung to wild
anger by the man’s words. “And
don’t think you’ll get by with keep-
ing Joey, either. We'll have the sheriff
on his trail by night,” she added with
sudden inspiration.

“Ha-ha!” snorted Chick. “Say, I
never knowed the kid was gone till
Tebb tol’ me ’bout you and Mayfield
huntin’ for him. That gave me the
idea of leavin’ a note for you. I dunno
where he is. But it was good bait for
my trap, pretendin’ I did.”

Absolutely nonplused, Gypsy tried
to speak, but only a choked gasp es-
caped her white lips.

“Now I’ve got a nice little prison
for you, girl, till I get the deed an’



money,” Chick went on. “March!
Right up the steps to the tank-house.
You can’t get outta that, nor make no
one hear you, neither.”

F only she could kick the gun out
of that unwavering hand, thought
Gypsy, plodding up the steps. But
Chick kept too far behind for her to
touch him, and she feared he would
shoot if she refused to go on. Then
too he might find the deed, which she
had pinned inside her shirt. She
would not surrender that—yet.

As Chick lifted the heavy beam
and swung open the door to the tank-
house, a boyish shout greeted Gypsy.
Joey hurled himself into her arms.
Chick, as completely astonished as
the gir], almost dropped his gun.

“Well, if things ain’t breakin’ for
me better'n I thunk!” he exclaimed.
“How’d you happen to be here, kid?”’

Defiantly the boy answered, while
he clung to his sister, “I followed you
here last night, when you came to
monkey with our water pipes. I got
locked in, sis, and I'm ’most starved.
Let’s go home. I don’t like it here.”

“No, you don’t go anywhere!”
snarled Chick, roughly pushing the
boy and his sister inside the tank-
house with a burly arm. “I got other
plans. You followed me? How come?
Huh? Maybe I got the idea.” He
scowled blackly at the boy.

“This ornery li’l brat was playin’
with his bean-shooter when I rid into
the Zigzag M yest’day evenin’,” Chick
addressed Gypsy. ‘“Wanted another
look in your house, I did, an’ Joey
seemed to be alone. But when I start-
ed to go in he sassed me—shot a few
of his beans at me, too. I gave him
a belt 'alongside the head and went on
'bout what I'd come for.”

Joey flared, “I wished I'd had a
gun, 80 I could have shot him!”

“Didn’t find nothin’ in the house,”
Chick smiled mirthlessly. “But I seen
your team in the corral and I turned
’em out so’s to cause you some trouble.
Chased ’em along the road for a spell
before I turned off myself, headin’ on
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for town.
kid ?”

“You forgot how you was mutter-
in’ awful mad, when you come outta
the house,” said Joey. “I could hear
you mutterin’ you was goin’ to shut
off our water at the big tank.”

Chick’s snaky eyes opened wide in
surprise. “What? You heard me?” he
ejaculated.

“Yes. So then I got my pony and
rode after you a little way. When I
saw I couldn’t bring back our team
and it was 'most dark I went on ridin’
up along behind the sand hills. I was
goin’ to stop you from monkeyin’
with things at the tank-house.”

“How could you have stopped him,
Joey ?” cried Gypsy.

The boy shook his head. “I tied my
horse good, climbed the steps up here,
got inside and then the door swung
shut. But I wasn’t scairt, sis! I found
some old things we use to cover the
pipes when it’s cold, and slept on
’em. Let’s go home, Gypsy, I'm awful
hungry.”

“Nope!” snapped Chick savagely.
“The two of you’s stayin’ right here
until I get Tip Mayfield’s—"

“Tip Mayfield’s what?”’ interrupt-
ed Tip himself, from beside Chick.
The young rancher had evidently
come along a path from behind the
tank-house, for had he climbed the
steps he would have been seen. “Gyp-
sy, are you—"

“Until I get Tip Mayfield’s gun,
fust off !I” snarled Chick. With light-
ning swiftness, he took advantage of
Tip’s momentary glance at the girl
and Joey to knock the gun from the
young rancher’s hand.

. . . But where was you,

N the convulsive grasp with which

her little brother had been holding
to her, Gypsy had until now been
only partially aware of something
hard pressing against her arm. Now,
terrified at the grave danger threat-
ening Tip, she felt this something
hurting her. She reached down and
drew from Joey’s shirt pocket his
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most precious possession, his bean-
shooter.

An inspiration born of fear and
despair flashed through her brain.
“Is it loaded, Joey 7’ she whispered.

“Plumb full. I’'ve been keepin’ it
full until I got a chance to fire at—"

But Gypsy was not listening to her
little brother, for not far away she
heard Chick’s menacing command.

“Move back near them stairs, fel-
low, or I’ll shoot you down like—"

Quickly Gypsy put the bean-shoot-
er to her lips. A second later a sud-
den, stinging shower pelted against
Chick Blaine’s neck and ears. With
a snarl of rage, the man pivoted to
receive another battery of swift, bul-
letlike missiles full in his face and
eyes. Blinded, he involuntarily threw
up his arms to cover his face, and in
that moment Tip snatched the fel-
low’s gun and threw it into the brush.

Each was a wary fighter, quick and
active as a mountain lion. But Chick,
who was heavier, was by reason of
superior weight pushing Tip danger-
ously close to the small platform at
the top of the flight of steps.

“Two more beans, Gypsy,” said
Joey in a shaky voice. “Here.” He
pressed them into his sister’s hands.

Two beans, the only thing which
might save Tip! Moving as close as
she dared to the combatants, Gypsy
took careful aim, and shot one of the
hard missiles full into Chick’s eye.
He stumbled, and Gypsy, suddenly
weak and dizzy from the horror of
all that had been happening, dimly
saw Tip swoop forward. He seized
Chick and hurled him over his head
down the steps.

Thump-thump! It was the sound
of a body hurtling down that steep
flight, hitting and passing projec-
tions at the turns without slowing.
Then came smothered yells of terror,
growing fainter as Chick Blaine drew
nearer the bottom of the steps.

Tip’s arms were around Gypsy.
She rested against him, listening to
his broken phrases of thanksgiving.
Joey who had darted past his sister

to peer downrward from the top of
the steps, shouted joyfully.

“Sounds like big ol’ Sheriff Wilson,
a-grabbin’ Chick down there!”

Tip and the girl joined Joey.

“Just the best sort of luck to have
you come tumblin’ into my arms this-
away, Chick Blaine,”” came the un-
mistakable and pleased voice of the
sheriff of Rockvale. “Your pal in
Rockvale’s come through with a con-
fession how he fired the courthouse,
’eause you paid him to!

“But if Tip Blaine hadn’t rid plumb
to Rockvale to tell me ’bout how
things was out here, I mightn’t ha’
stopped by the Zigzag M ’s morning’.
Mrs. Blaine told me she b’lieved Joey
maybe was hid up thar in the tank-
house, or we might not ha’ found you
S0 easy, you lousy skunk.”

Gypsy’s eyes sought Tip’s. “I don’t
understand yet how you happened to
come here, Tip,” she said. “And how
did mother guess where Joey was?”

Tip smiled proudly at the little boy
who was still eagerly watching the
scene below. “That kid’s got a head,
and he uses it, too. When I got back
to your place a while ago I wanted a
drink powerful bad. But the water
came out of the faucet just in a
trickle. So I got a wrench, took it off
—and there were beans stopping the
pipe! So we guessed somehow Joey
was here. Just luck I came up the
other side of the hill, or Chick
might’ve seen me.”

“But the funny thing is, Chick
didn’t know till just now that Joey
was here. He was putting me in
here, and there was Joey. But, oh,
Tip, you were so wonderful to get us
out of our trouble! Even if the beans
did help.”

Tip pressed a hard kiss on Gypsy’s
sweet lips. “The sand hills kept their
secret a long while, my darling, but
we learned it in time. Now we’re go-
in’ to put that deed on record and then
get married before there’s a chance
for anything more to happen. Though
I really believe luck’s turned our way
at last.”



Pretty Nora Bane bucked relentless range law lo prevent the man
she loved from wearing . . . .

The Badge of Dishonor

ORA BANE met him at the
N main corner in town, beside
Rammer’s Saddlery. For an
instant she looked at him, while the
corners of her eyes crinkled in the
fashion he remembered, and then:
“Hi, cowboy, you’re back.”
He pulled off his hat. “Howdy,
Nora.” He had the same careless,
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widening grin, but his eyes were ncot
smiling with it. They were sobered,
understanding, not wild and unthink-
ing, as she remembered them. “Yes,
I’'m back.”

“Well—” She almost choked on the
word, for some reason, and swiftly
lowered her eyes. It’ll excite some
people. Good—good luck!”



36 * * * Romance Round-Up

“Nora.” He reached and took her
arm as she turned. “Girl, you’re glad
to see me?”

Tears dimmed her eyes then, and
for an instant she clung to his hand.
“Oh, Sandy—so much. But please
don’t stay. Please don’t! They won’t
give you a chance!”

“Forget it.” He was holding her
wrists, standing close to her. Nora
was conscious of someone across the
street, watching them. But she didn’t
look to see who it was. It didn’t mat-
ter anyway. The news of Jack Sands’
return would spread soon enough.

“Some folks wanted me back,” he
went on,

She bit her lip to keep her voice
steady. “I needed you, Sandy. We all
did—and Dad especially. But it’s use-
less. Oh, you don’t know! You haven’t
a chance. It’s horrible—"

He released her wrists, dropped his
hands to his belt. ‘“Can’t keep you off
of it, can I? Street’s no place for it,
Nora. An’ it’s droppin’ a wide loop
to say things are so bad a man ain’t
got a chance.”” He grinned again
briefly, looked up and down the dusty
street. Late afternoon sun was blaz-
ing on the one-story frame buildings.
There was little life in the town.

Nora lifted her head. “I'll be go-
ing, Sandy. Please come out, as soon
as you can.” She turned again to say:
“After three years, I hoped it wouldn’t
be like this.”

She heard him answering : “Neither
did I—and I’ll be comin’ out when I
can.”

Nora Bane knew the meaning of
those last three words. TFhe knowl-
edge hovered over her, stayed with
her, like some black, giant, silent
buzzard. The knowledge that had
caused their meeting to be such a
strange mixture of intimacy and for-
mality and casualness—and fear.

She had just seen Jack Sands, for
the first time in three years. Nora
had thought of that moment, waited
for it, in a way had lived for it—and
now it had come and passed. She had

seen him, and she was hopelessly
praying that he would leave again,
at once.

Nora clenched her hands to keep
back other tears, stumbled a little as
she walked. Someone bumped her
gently. She looked up, rubbed a
knuckle across one long-lashed blue
eye.

“Oh—"" her voice trembled again—
“Dad—Dad, Sandy’s héme. He came.”

She couldn’t see her father clearly,
but she could feel his arm fall about
her shoulders.

He said, with a little huskiness in
his tones: “That’s tough. The damned
fool wouldn’t stay away.” He cleared
his throat, tightened the arm about
her shoulder in a quick gesture, let it
fall.

They walked together down the
street, toward the livery stable. One
of the springs on their buckboard had
flattened while they were eoming into
town. They had taken it to the smitty,
next door the stable, to be fixed. Both
of them were silent, until Nora finally
spoke:

“Dad, isn’t there anything we can
do? It only seemed crazy while the
sheriff was blaming you for a killing.
I wasn’t so scared, then. He’s not as
powerful as you are. He couldn’t rail-
road you, Dad. But Sandy—he hasn’t
anything to fight with except himself.
You know the sheriff won’t give him
a chance, and old Judge Barker isn’t
interested in anything except whisky.
He'll be so drunk he won’t know
whether he’s in court or at the round-
up dance.

“And Sandy’s honest—he won’t lie.
Dad, he won’t have a single chance!”
She caught her father’s aem with an
abrupt show of fierceness. “I've wait-
ed three years for that crazy cowhand
to come back, and I'm not going to lose
him just when he gets here!”

“Quiet up then, we're still in town.”
He looked down at her and laughed
shortly. ‘“You remind me of the time
when you was little, and was called
old Dan’s little hellcat. You never
changed. One minute you're a spring



breeze, an’ the next you’re flashin’
like a pan of black powder.”

“There’s reason to,” she said slow-
ly. “And I'm thinking of something
that will flash brighter yet.”” She
stopped him. Her eyes were shining.
“Listen. . . .”

ARVIS RAND, sheriff of Tuckahoe

County, started across the street
toward Rammer’s Saddlery. He'd been
standing by the wooden awning in
front of the Silver Dollar for some
_time, had seen the meeting between
" Jack Sands and Nora Bane. His close-
set black eyes had narrowed, watch-
ing that. Now Nora and her father
had disappeared inside the smitty’s,
down the street. And Jack Sands was
still standing by the Saddlery, rolling
a smoke.

The sheriff stopped ten feet from
him. His lips curled in a half sneer
below the thin black mustache, bare-
ly moved as he said: “‘Sands, I reckon
you see me.”

Jack Sands looked up in apparent
surprise. Gray eyes beneath the wide
hat brim glinted, humor showing
through the hardness. “Always a sur-
prisin’ man, sheriff,”” he drawled.
*Been standin’ there long?”’

Rand’s hand was on the .45 at his
belt. “Save your chatter, Sands. You
comin’ peaceful, or do we shoot it
out?”

For an instant unreasonable anger
swept through Jack Sands. The sher-
iff was goading him, he knew that.
And he knew that if he would draw
he would kill the lawman. And Rand,
too, knew that. But it would not get
what Sands had come home for—and
that they both knew. The sheriff was
in the saddle, and was taking all his
ride.

Jack Sands said: “You’ve got me
clean scared, sheriff. I figure I better
eome peaceful.”

Rand came the last ten feet with
swift, catlike steps, jerked Jack
Sands’ gun from its leather, reached
up with his other hand to catch the
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tall rider’s shoulder, whirled him
around.

“Then get movin’!”

Jack’s reserve cracked. He lashed
up his left hand, caught the sheriff’s
wrist, jerked it and sent Rand rolling
a dozen feet in the dust.

He was after him, on him, before
Rand could recover his balance to
shoot. Sands slammed one hand
around the cylinder of the sheriff’s
six-gun, making it wuseless, and
brought the other around to the man’s
face, hard. The blow cracked like a
bull whip. Rand, mouthing curses,
was silenced. His head jarred back,
and he sagged.

Across the street, by the Silver Dol-
lar, someone laughed. And Jack
Sands’ anger subsided. Humiliation
to a man like Rand was worse than a
bullet in the belly. Whatever slight
chance Jack had had before would be
gone now. The sheriff would try every
trick in his book against him.

“Anyhow,” said Sands, thinking of
that, “I'll hang happier than other-
wise.” He wrapped one hand in Rand’s
shirt collar, booted him along before
him. “Which way’s the jail, sheriff ?”’

Rand snarled in unseeing rage: “I’ll
get a trial before tomorrow, you damn
jasper. TI'll see you hanging at an-
other sunset. An’ I'll save a special
seat for that damn proud filly of
yours—"

Sands jerked the shirt collar tight-
er, shut off the sheriff’s wind, moved
him along toward the jail. The sheriff
would have a special seat for Nora
at his hanging. Hell for a man to be
hogtied by sense. Without that, he
could close his hand on the skunk’s
throat so near it, twist out the rot-
ten life. They entered the ’dobe jail,
and Sands slammed shut the door be-
hind them.

HE courtroom was in the back
end of Judge Barker’s General
Store. It was hot, dry, dusty, and
crowded. Judge Barker sat before a
large packing case, a claw hammer in
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his hand to serve as gavel, a bottle
of rye whisky beside him.

Sheriff Rand had gotten the jury
together within four hours. Twelve
men—ten of whom were men over
whom Rand held power, as he did over
most in Tuckahoe County.

Nora Bane sat with her father near
one window, and beside them was
Barl Conners, the town’s blacksmith.
Barl had worked as smitty on old
Andy Bane’s YZ spread for fifteen
years before coming to town. He was
one man in Tuckahoe who didn’t take
orders from Sheriff Jarvis Rand, and,
as he often roared, never would.

Jack Sands sat alone, a dozen feet
away, near Judge Barker’s bench. The
judge took a pull from his bottle,
wiped his lips.

“Sheriff,” he said wheezingly,
“come forward an’ take the stand.”

Rand stepped up. The judge swore
him in, coughed apologetically, took
another drink, and commenced. There
was no county prosecutor in Tuck-
ahoe.

“Sheriff, tell thris here court about
Asa Watkins gettin’ killed.”

Rand let his eyes rove over the
courtroom. They fastened on Nora’s
blue ones. “About three years ago,”
he said slowly, “I found Andy Bane’s
buckboard out on Four Mile Flat. Asa
Watkins was layin’ dead in it. He’d
been shot through the head.”

“I see,” said Judge Barker, hoarse-
ly ponderous. ‘“Then what’d you find
out?”’

“I figured, like ever’one else in the
county, that maybe Asa’d got drunk
an’ shot himself. At first, I figured
that. Then I started thinkin’.”

Someone in the back of the room
guffawed, and the judge broke out
a board in the packing case with his
hammer. Rand went on: “I knew
there was bad blood between Asa and
Andy Bane’s outfit—the YZ. An’ Asa
was found in Andy’s wagon. An’—"
he paused here for effect—‘it was
about that same day that Jack Sands
lit a shuck outa here for parts un-
known. Fact is, I think he was gone

before I found Asa’s body. An’ Jack
Sands had been workin’ for the YZ
for some years.

“It’s took me the most of the last
three years to get a case of it, judge.
But I got proof to offer now that Asa
was shot, at close range, square be-
tween the eyes. An’ he wasn’t killed
at Four Mile Flat. I’ve got it figured,
an’ can near prove, that he was killed
eight or ten miles from there, an’ the
horses just pulled the wagon that far
before they stopped. An’ it’s just
about eight miles from there to the
YZ.

“By which any man can see it’s like-
ly Asa was killed on the YZ. Now I
knowed Asa good myself. I know he
was tryin’ to talk reason to Andy
Bane instead of fightin’ him—"

Nora’s father reared out of his
chair. “That’s a damn lie, Rand.”

Judge Barker smashed the packing
case again, caused the whisky bottle
to wobble dangerously, and forgot
everything else grabbing for it. He

. steadied it, looked around owlishly

from behind his glasses.

“Proceed,” he said.
Andy.”

“An’ I got witnesses,” said the sher-
iff, “that Asa went to the YZ the eve-
ning before I found him dead, to see
Andy Bane. Two men went with him,
but they didn’t stay. What happened
was Andy an’ Jack Sands started bull-
dozin’ Asa. He jumped in their wagon
to try to get away an’ one or the other
of ’em shot an’ killed him. An’ that’s
all, judge.” ’

Judge Barker broke in on the
mumble of voices which arose in the
room. “It took you three years to fig-
ure that out, sheriff?” He held the
bottle poised for a drink as the sheriff
answered :

“Took a good while to think it out,
an’ then some time to get my wit-
nesses together. I had an airtight case
three, four months ago, judge, but
Jack Sands wasn’t here. So instead
of spendin’ the county’s money ehasin’
him, I threatened to arrest Andy Bane
for the killin’, One or other of ’em

“Set down,



dorne it, but I figured Sands more like-
ly than Andy. I told Andy unless
Sands come back to give himself up
I'd see he hung for the erime.” His
lips twisted. “An’ Sands bein’ sweet
on Andy’s daughter, soon’s he heard
about it, he eome back.”

Nora felt her cheeks reddening.
Barl Conners leaned over to say: “If
no one else steps on that scorpion, I'm
sure as fire aimin’ to.”

Andy Bane stood up again. “All
right, judge, if the sheriff’s done talk-
in’ it’s my turn.”

Judge Barker took the drink he’d
been holding. And then he said: “Set
down again, Andy. This here court’s
bein’ run in a orderly manner. Next
witness—uh—"

Nora walked over toward the wit-
ness stand. “I’ll be the next witness,
Judge Barker, if it’s all right—" She
smiled at him.

7Y HE judge began to beam through

his whisky fumes. “Dang it,
Nora, anything you’re fixin’ to do’s
all right with this court. Here.” He
held out his Bible waveringly. “You
solemnly swear to tell the truth, the
whole truth, an’ nothin’ but the
truth—"

She took the stand. It took courage
in a girl to say to that room, crowded
with cattlemen, neighbors, and their
wives, what she was going to say but
Nora Bane had that courage.

“T want to start with the last thing
the sheriff said, judge. That it was
because of me Jack Sands came back.
Jack Sands left here three years ago
to go up in Montana, and build up a
little outfit his uncle had willed to
him up there. When he had it ready,
he was coming back for me. It’s ready
now—and that’s why he came back.
He was starting back here before he
knew anything of this—this murder
charge.”

There was no sound in the court-
room. Nora had spoken with her eyes
lowered. But she looked up now. Her
dark blue eyes flashed as she said:
“And I want to say to the court that
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about two years ago Sheriff Rand
asked me to marry him. I told him
I would not. He insisted, and Dad
threw him off our place. I thought
then and I think now, judge, that
Jarvis Rand is a yellow, despicable
coward, who would step at nothing to
gain what he wants.” Rand’s face was
glowing sharply beneath the tan on
it.

The girl continued: ‘He said then
he would make us sorry for what we
had done. This is the way he’s try-
ing. But it isn’t the only reason he's
brought this murder case up. There
was a man killed, and no one knew
why, or knew who had done it. A lot
of folks in this county want such
crime stopped. The sheriff has been
forced to do something about it.”

Tension was growing in the room.
This was open show of war between
Andy Bane and Sheriff Rand’s far su-
perior power. But no one interrupted
Nora as she went on:

“The shepiff says there was bad
blood between Asa Watkins and Dad’s
outfit. The sheriff should know. He
was Asa’s partner, but he didn’t men-
tion that. And every fair-minded man
in this courtroom knows that Asa
Watkins was little better than a com-
mon rustler. He was the kind of man
this county is well rid of.

“The sheriff says, judge, that he
knows Asa came over to our place the
night before he was killed. He says
two men came with Asa. He should
know that too, judge, because the
sheriff was one of the two men. But
he didn’t mention that. They came up
to the place in the evening, and Asa
was drunk. They came to argue about
some water rights in the southwest
corner of our land. Dad and some of
the boys made them get off the place
when he saw Asa was too drunk to
talk. Jack Sands was in one of the
bunkhouses packing his roll. He was
going to leave the next morning for
Montana.

“Later in the night someone tried
to fire our feed barn. Dad and Jack
went out after them, scared away
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their horses. So whoever it was
jumped in our buckboard. It was
standing hitched in the yard, and got
away.

“That’s the story Jack Sands will
tell you, Judge Barker, and it’s true.
And he’ll admit that both he and Dad
shot at the men getting away in our
buckboard. But you see Jack hasn’t
any proof that they tried to set fire to
the barn, or stole the wagon. It’s our
word that Asa might have been shot
as a trespasser, and the sheriff’s that
he might have been shot while a guest
at our place—while there talking to
Dad. It’s enough—or nearly enough
—for the sheriff to get Jack con-
victed.” For the first time her voice
wavered.

“But Asa might have shot himself
accidentally. We could hear him
shouting as he left—and he was shoot-
ing back. He might have killed him-
self.” Nora’s tones were now insist-
ent—pathetically, somehow, and use-
lessly. “He was crazy when he was
drunk, and everyone knows he had
tried to kill himself before. Once,
when I was little, I saw him try to
shoot himself while he was in front
of this store right here. When he was
drunk he thought about suicide. And
we all knew that.

“And as for Jack leaving—he rode
away the next morning before we
heard of them finding Asa’s body. Dad
started out that morning looking for
the buckboard. Neither one thought
Asa might be dead. And the sheriff
found the buckboard before Dad did.
And—and I expect Sheriff Rand will
be able to furnish witnesses who will
swear they saw Jack Sands shoot and
kill Asa Watkins, on that night.”

“You’re damn right I've got wit-
nesses, lady,” Rand snarled. “I’ve got
witnesses that’ll swear they saw
Sands here drill Asa between the eyes.
And they’ll keep on swearin’ it till
hell freezes over!”

UDGE BARKER was busy with
another drink. He took the bottle
away from his mouth, blew loudly,

and said: “Just a minute, sheriff. I’'m
slightly confused. Now Sands was
shootin’ at Asa. That right?”

The sheriff nodded, and added vi-
ciously: “An’ killed him. I'll bring
a witness for you, by blazes. I'll bring
the other man that was with Asa. An’
he’ll hang that murderin’ Jack Sands
higher’'n a buzzard!”

“But,” said Judge Barker gently,
very softly, as though the liquor had
burned his throat, “Sands was stand-
ing in the yard, say. And Asa an’
whoever was with him was gettin’
away in the wagon. At night, in the
dark. Mighty good shootin’, sheriff.”

“Jack Sands ean shoot the eye out
of a fly at forty rods. An’ be standin’
in the middle of a barrel of pitch when
he does it!”

“But, sheriff, Asa was shot at close
range. You said so. Right close
range.”

For an instant the sheriff didn’t
speak, Andthen, as words started out
in a swift torrent, Nora’s voice cut
over them:

“Judge Barker, the sheriff and Asa
Watkins were partners,andI think—"
her blue eyes, on the judge, were very
innocent—*I think it was very for-
tunate for the sheriff that Asa was
killed. I never thought before, Judge
Barker, but the sheriff must have
come into all of Asa’s property, since
Asa had no family. And there was a
lot of property, wasn’t there? Sheriff
Rand has become a pretty powerful
man in the county since then—"

Rand’s voice, distorted with anger,
broke in: “Are you tryin’ to make
it look like I might have had some-
thin’ to do with Asa’s killin’? Goin’
that far to try an’ save this Jack
Sands’ life, are you?”’

Judge Barker said, still gently:
“Pm right surprised at you, sheriff.
You ain’t upholdin’ the dignity of the
law. Just who was this witness that
was with Asa when he was shot?”

Rand didn’t answer. He was stand-
ing before the judge, thinking, cal-
culating. He was trying to eatch up



with the swift move which had
knocked down his case, turned a di-
rect insinuation toward him.

Judge Barker pursued his thought:
“It couldn’t have been you, sheriff?”

Barl Conners’ bull-like voice blasted
the tenseness left by the judge’s re-
mark. “Your honor,” he shouted, *it’s
about time I come forward with some-
thin’ about this case.”” He strode to
the center of the room, near the sher-
iff. He held a wrinkled slip of paper
in his huge right hand. “Yesterday 1
fixed a flat spring in the Banes’ buck-
board. That’s the same wagon Asa
was found dead in. An’ down between
the floor boards I found this here note.
Isaved it for today, for when it should
come in useful.”

The judge seemed very much in-
terested. “Go ahead—read it.”

Barl read in a heavy, flat voice:

Pm thinkin’ about what a no good oogyote
I am. In about a minute I'm puttin’ a bullet
tn my head. I hope this here old world feels
better afterward. I sure will.

And Barl boomed out: “It’s signed
Asa Watkins.”

OMEONE stamped on the floor

and shouted. For an instant there

was confusion in the courtroom. The
judge quieted it, said:

“You found that between the floor
boards in that wagon, heh? Then it
must of felldown there when Asa shot
himself, an’ it’s been layin’ there for
three years.” The judge shook his
head, took another shot of his rye.
“Strange is the ways of—"” He
brought himself up with a question to
the sheriff : “But what about this wit-
ness, sheriff 7”’

Rand straightened, laughed short-
by, and with something, strangely, of
relief in it. “I was the witness, all
right, judge. I jumped out of the
wagon a mile or so away from Bane’s.
It just seemed to me like Asa might
have been hit back there, but I can
sure see now he wasn’t. He went on
a little ways, wrote that note an’ then
killed himself. So I offer my apologies
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to all these I've had in court. I only
tried to do my duty as I seen it.”

“Um,” said Judge Barker, waving
his bottle slowly back and forth be-
low his nose.

“An’ s0,” said the sheriff, “I reckon
we might as well shut up an’ all go
home. If the rest of the folks in this
county’ll forget my mistake, I'll sure
forget I ever made it.”

“Um,” said the judge again. “That’s
mighty kind of you, sheriff. After the
way you was so certain young Sands
killed him, an’—so forth.” He pushed
the bottle away sadly. “So Asa was
alive when you left him? If he’d been
hit between the eyes you’d surely have
known it.”

“Sure I'd have known it. I admit
I was wrong. Sands is free, far’s I'm
concerned. What’re we waitin’ on?”

“Only to clear up an interestin’
fact,” said the judge as if in apology.
“You was the last one with Asa be-
fore he died. You had a good bit to
gain by him dyin’. Um—"

“Damn it, doesn’t that note say he
killed himself?”’

“Yeah, that note’s mighty valuable.
It’s got you to tellin’ a lot of things
you might otherwise not have been so
free with, sheriff.”

“You dirty double-crosser, if you
try to pin that killin’ on me— The
note’s there, isn’t it? What more proof
you askin’ for?”

Judge Barker shook his head in
slow reproof. “Sheriff, as well’s you
knew Asa Watkins, you must’ve
known he couldn’t write a line—"

Jack Sands left his chair like a
springing panther, dove for the
crouching sheriff. His hand smashed
into the sheriff’s gun arm as Rand’s
.44 roared. The bullet shattered the
whisky bottle, passed within an inch
of Judge Barker.

Sands wrenched the six-gun from
the sheriff’s hand. He fell back as
Rand kneed him, twisted away,
whirled, in the act of drawing a sec-
ond gun from his belt.

The two shots blended, ripping
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apart the echoes of the first. Nora
Bane cried out: “Sandy!” She left
her place and ran toward him. He
was sagging over like a man hanging
onto a railing.

Judge Barker reached him before
she did, held him up, searched with a
practiced, suddenly sobered hand, for
the wound. “Shucks,” he said, “it no
more’n busted a rib.”

Barl Conners broke in : “More dam-
age than that to the sheriff, Sandy,
m’boy. He’s dead as Asa Watkins.”

Jack Sands, coming to from the
shock of the bullet, looked into Nora’s
face. He was grinning again now,
carelessly, and his eyes were smiling
with it.

“You little minx. You done it all
yourself. Why’d you tell a man he
didn’t have a chance ?’

She forgot the crowded, confused
courtroom, came close to him, took his
hands. “I only wrote that note, Sandy,
and gave it to Barl. I thought we’d
use it to get you free with. But I
thought about it all night, and by to-
day I was ready for us to try and get
Sheriff Rand with it. Thinking it
over, Sandy, I was sure Rand must
have killed him. I don’t know .why it
didn’t occur to any of us before. We
were all too willing to believe you or
Dad must have hit him there by the
house. Now we know the sheriff saw

his chanee that night to get every-
thing himself and took it.”

Jack nodded weakly. He turmed to
the judge. ‘“For a drunken man,” he
said, “you thought right straight.”

Judge Barker’s rheumy eyes held a
far-away look. “The first day,” he
said, “that I’ve been cold sober in ten
years. Little Nora here told me this
mornin’ that’s all she wanted, was me
sober. Figured I could do that much
for such a fine girl, anyhow.”

Nora laughed softly, happily.

Jack said: “Sober? After sittin’
there killin’ the best of a quart of
rye?”’

Judge Barker wiped his mouth.
“No, son, but that’s sure what I'll be
doin’ in the next hour or so. That
bottle was to keep the sheriff happy.
He wanted me drunker’'n a hoot-owl
for this trial. So I drunk an’ drunk
an’ drunk. An’ drunk! In fact, I ain’t
drunk so much dad-blamed water
since I was pupped. Um. The taste
of which it’ll take a lot of the genuine
to wash away.”

Nora looked up at Jack Sands. She
was smiling, but her dark eyes were
wet again with tears, as on the morn-
ing before. “So now, Sandy, you're
coming out-—when you can?”

He forgot the pain of his shattered
rib as he drew her close to him. “Now,
girl,” he said, “an’ for good.”
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Trigger

Troubadour

——

Two men loved Iris Starlin—a trail man and a badge-toter. With
one of them happiness beckoned. But the other tried to break that
happiness when he called for a trigger tryst.

By Eric Thane
UST flung into the cloud-
patched sky told of a trail

D herd on the prairie south of

Trailway. Iris Starlin’s heart leaped
to such thunder that she seemed
seared through and through by the
flame of it. Dave Lane rode with
those steers—Dave Lane, tall and
lean and brown, whose rich baritone
voice had thrilled her with its song.
He had promised six months ago that
he’d love her. That in his dreams he’d
seenobody but her, and that he’d eome
back to her.

With fingers excitedly fumbling she
saddled thelittle pinto which had been
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The last cartridge in the sheriff’s gun
exploded.

the last gift of her father before he'd
passed away, a year back. Down east
of Trailway there was a coulee choked
with roses. Dave had promised to
meet Iris there when he returned.
No roses when he’d made that prom-
ise, only the bare bushes. But now
those bushes were gloriously bloom-
ing, a riot of pink that brought tears
to her eyes, and a storm of perfume
that smoked all through her. Dave
would meet her there. Dave—her
heart shouted the word over and over.

“Goin’ out to meet the singing trail
man, I reckon!”

Iris stiffened. The big man who



44 * % % Romance Round-Up

spoke had come up behind her silently,
like a trailing cougar. Suddenly Iris
felt a little like a stalked animal. She
swung to face his somber, hard look.

“Yes! I am!’ she snapped de-
fiantly.

“Still in love with that good-for-
nothin’, eh ?”?

Iris shook to the accusing lash of
his tone. She cried out, ‘“Dave’s wild,
I know, but he’s not a good-for-noth-
ing. And I won’t have you saying that,
Sam Martel! Oh, he’s wild, but so are
all the trail boys—"’

Marshal Martel’s hard eyes lidded
close in a squint which Iris had come
to know indicated determination. He
said harshly: ‘“He’s not better or
worse than the rest of the boys, sure,
an’ I’'m treatin’ him accordingly ! Trail
men are poison to me—all of them—
an’ you know that! Trailway’s a
peaceable town long’s the herds stay
away, but the minute a bunch of Texas
boys blow into town with their trail
herd, the place is a hell-hole! Wal,
Trailway ain’t standin’ that any
more! We’re gettin’ civilized, here in
Trailway.”

One hard hand dropped to the gun
at his hip, and for the first time Iris
noted that the leather thongs dangling
from the holster were lashed about
his thigh. Instinctively, she put the
fingers of one slender, brown hand up
to her throat, as golden and smooth-
skinned as the fingers. Apprehension
stabbed through her. When there was
peace, big Sam Martel wandered
through Trailway with his gun slap-
ping slackly against his leg. But when
trouble loomed he stalked like an
avenger. Colt huddled hard against
his trousers as if eager for the grip
of the lawman’s palm.

“Reckon the trail herds are peter-
in’ out!” the marshal of Trailway
said. “An’ for me, I'd just as soon
this was the last one! Every time
them Texas rannies blow in, there’s
shootin’. Last time a couple of cit-
izens of Trailway were killed! Wal, it
ain't goin’ to happen again!”’

“You—you can’t blame them for

celebrating!” Iris managed to gasp.
“Sam, those boys have come five hun-
dred miles without sight of a town—"

“Sure! Only they’re too wild to
keep their celebratin’ inside reason-
able limits. An’ especially Dave Lane.
Wal, we’ve jugged them boys an’ made
them pay fines, but this time it's goin’
to be different. They’re toein’ the
mark, every last man of them. An’ if
they don’t—wal, the mayor says I'm
to consider that as bein’ direct against
the law. Against me!”

IS hand slapped against his gun.
Then real fear surged through
Iris. The menace in his voice! And
his squint eyes were coldly, murder-
ously blue. No bluff in them. He an-
ticipated a killing before the herd left
Trailway, and he seemed eager for it.
Iris felt as if frost had needled deep
into her throat.

“You mean—"

“Just this, Iris! Dave Lane shot a
man last time he was here. It was
just pure luck he didn’t kill him. Wal,
if he aims to raise hell, he’d better
think again. Because if he starts
paintin’ the town red, I'm meetin’ him,
man to man! An’ that goes for any of
the trail rannies!”

“But especially for Dave Lane!
Well, I’ll see he doesn’t get into trou-
ble, marshal! I’'ll see to that—and
that will disappoint you, won’t it?”

He didn’t deny the accusation, but
stared at her with such steadfastness
that she dropped her defiant eyes.
Then Martel’s voice softened to the
tone of a man who has been hurt
badly.

“Why not?” he asked, almost de-
fensively. “Dave Lane took from me
the only thing I ever loved. You! And
you couldn’t resist that trigger trouba-
dour. Until he drifted along, I figured
you an’ me were settled for life. Then
Dave comes along an’ cuts in on me—"

“Sam, please!” Iris cried. “I’ve
told you before I—I can’t help loving
him! It’s just—the way it is. Be-
sides, I never promised to marry

”

you.



“Reckon not. But I loved you. Still
do, Iris!”

“And for that you’ll kill Dave!”

Martel shrugged his grizzly shoul-
ders, and the old, harsh lash came
back into his voice. “I’m upholdin’
the law of Trailway. Just that, Iris.
But if Dave bucks it—wal, I reckon
he’ll be bedded down for eternity right
here in the dust of Main Street!”

Iris flared to anger. “Can’t you
leave him alone? He’s got enough
trouble, with Hoop Gillian and that
outfit of cutthroats after him. He up-
held the law, putting Hoop into prison,
and you should thank him for that.
You ought to try to get Hoop, now
that he’s broke prison, instead of pick-
ing on Dave. Dave d.d a lot for the
law when he stumbled on evidence
that put Hoop behind bars. You don’t
think Dave can do anything but sing.”

“Hoop didn’t stay there long, an’
neither did Trick an’ Evaro. But don’t
worry about them. I’ll take care of
them if they’re driftin’ this way!”

He added, “An’ if you figure maybe
I'm layin’ for Dave Lane, forget it.
I'm a lawman!”

“I’'m glad you said that, Sam. Dave
won’t give you any trouble.”

Martel, his huge shoulders stiff,
stalked away. He'd play the game
honorably—that was his reputation.
Iris breathed in relief. The marshal
of Trailway might wish, more than
anything else, that Dave Lane would
break the law. But until then the
Texas man would be permitted to go
his way without interference.

“And TI'll get Dave to promise he
won’t buck Sam!” Iris said to her-
self.

Then she forgot Martel in the thrill
of anticipation. She rode hard for the
rendezvous in the coulee of roses, the
swift clop of the pinto’s hoofs keep-
ing pace with her heart. Would Dave
be changed? Half a year of time
wasn’t long, but the trail was hard
and men changed rapidly on it. Dave
would give up the trail after they
were married.
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“Dave! Dave!” she said aloud, over
and over.

Then she heard a deep baritone
voice resounding along the trail. A
horseman forced his way down
through the roses, and Iris saw at
once that he hadn’t changed at all.
Still tall and lean and brown, with a
caressing slowness in his voice, and
a devil-look-out quality in his flashing
eyes. He pressed her so hard against
him that she cried out in laughing
protest.

He swung his look directly into her
eyes, and she thrilled. “Iris, I want
you to marry me right away! This is
my last trail herd. We’ll settle down
somewhere, a long ways away—"

Iris glimpsed the shadow in his
eyes, and said softly: ‘“You're think-
ing of Hoop Gillian, aren’t you?”’

“Yes. Hoop broke prison down
south, an’ he’s out to get me for put-
tin’ him behind bars. Last I heard he
was layin’ along the trail. Him an’
them hell hounds of his, Trick an’
Evaro.”

“Dave, you—you’ve got to stay
away from them! They’re three of the
hardest killers in the west. You
wouldn’t stand a chance with them.”

“Reckon not!” He added furious-
ly: “At that, I'd take the chance, just
to show them I'm not scared of
them—"

“Dave, you can’t do that! They’d
—kill you! You—Dave, I'll marry
you. Tomorrow. And then we’ll go
some place, over the mountains, where
Gillian can’t find you. Sooner or later
he’ll stop lead, or get back in the pen,
and then we can come back.”

“Tomorrow you’ll marry me?”

His slow voice surged in exultation.
And again his arms crushed her until
she ached.

“I said that, Dave—and I mean it.
I love you!”

He backed off a little, to survey her
with a flashing look. “You'’re sure
pretty,” he broke out. “Them blue eyes
of yours an’—an’ everythin’. You
don’t make much of an armful, but



46 * * * Romanee Round-Up

what there is, is plenty. An’—I'm go-
in’ to marry you!”

He swung back to his horse, and
said: “I got to get back to the herd.
I’'m tophand now. See you tonight.”

NSTANTLY there flashed into Iris’
mind the memory of grim Sam
Martel and his gun strapped to his
thigh, and with throat tensing she
said: “Dave, I want you to promise
me something. Don’t celebrate. Don’t
go near those saloons and layouts
where the rest of the boys go at all. I
—7TI’ve got a special reason for asking
this.”

“Me marryin’ you tomorrow, an’ not
celebratin’?”’ Then he laughed in the
slow caress of sound that shook her
always. “Sure. Why not? You just
ask an’ I'll obey!”’

“You've stopped being a wild Texas
rider now, Dave. You're going to set-
tle down.”

“Reckon I have been wild in my day
—but not no more, Iris. I'm settlin’
down.”

Iris breathed in relief. She’d an-
ticipated a protest. Not that she would
have blamed Dave. The trail was long
and hard and rough, and town meant
a break in the monotony of it. And
Dave, who kept promises, had given
his word the last trip through that
he’d settle matters with certain in-
dividuals and certain gambling games
when he returned again.

But he would behave. Iris was cer-
tain of that. Dave didn’t give his
promises as a bluff. Dave would keep
straight. And Sam Martel would play
the game. But he would nevertheless
hope in vain for the opportunity to
unleash his gun on Dave Lane.

Iris dropped down upon a rock to
dream. The wind up on the prairie
did not swirl down here into the
coulee. And the scent of the roses,
like an invisible fog of perfume, was
not disturbed. Iris breathed deeply.
This was happiness, pure and com-
plete, she thought. Dave loved her—
she loved Dave—tomorrow they’d be
married. She planned happily. Dave

would leave his job, and together
they’d ride far away, where there
would be no fear of Hoop Gillian.
They would love each other everlast-
ingly, without break or lessening of it.

“Dave!” Iris said aloud.

She broke off a rose and thrust it
into a buttonhole of her white blouse.
Time passed, and she dreamed on. The
pinto whickered impatiently, but
when the mistress refused to arouse,
it dropped its head forward and slept
standing. The sun had swung down
in the sky to mid-afternoon before Iris
roused. There was much to do before
tomorrow. Before she married Dave
Lane. She must be getting back to
Trailway.

She’d see Dave tonight. How many
hours until then? She laughed a little
at herself for her impatience. There
was a lifetime with Dave coming, she
thought. What did a few hours with-
out him matter now?

A quarter of a mile south of Trail-
way, the Texas herd was grazing.
Most of the boys were probably in
town by now, Iris thought, and Sam
Martel, eyes narrcw, would be watch-
ing them. Watching for Dave Lane
to make a break. But Dave would not
be there. He’d be at the herd, think-
ing of tomorrow. And thinking of the
girl who was to be his wife. Loving
her. Iris thrilled.

Then she glimpsed a man riding to
intercept her, and for some reason she
chilled. She pulled up to wait for him.
It was Hawley, one of Martel’s dep-
uties. His face was somber and his
eyes, Iris thought, pitying.

“Got some tough news for you, Iris.
I don’t like to tell you, but I figure you
better know.”

“Yes?” A band seemed to tighten
about the girl’s throat. Instinctively
she knew the deputy’s news had to do
with Dave. Dave!

“It’s about Lane. He was picked up
in the Last Chance Saloon about a half
hour ago, fightin’! Drunk as an owl
an’_an,_”

“Yes!” Iris panted. “Go on!”’

Hawley seemed to hesitate, then



rushed on, as if he had a bad task he
wanted over with as soon as possible.
“He was talkin’ about you, Iris. Tell-
in’ all the boys how he’d made you fall
in love with him. He didn’t say any-
thin’ much complimentary about you,
Iris. I—Ireckoned you ought to know,
so I rode out to tell you.”

He jerked his bronc about and rode
off swiftly. It was apparent that he
was glad to have a bad task over with.,
Iris watched him go, with dazed eyes.
It didn’t seem possible—Dave drunk
and fighting, when he’d promised her
not to celebrate. And talking about
her, boasting that he’d made her fall
in love with him!

She didn’t feel the horse move un-
der her, and the motions of it as it
headed for town. The prairie spun
about her viciously. Dave had broken
his word—and Dave had boasted of
her love, making of it a common thing,
no better than that given by the dance
hall girls. He didn’t love her! That
fact shocked through her like a physi-
cal blow, leaving her limp. Tears
misted across her eyes, and all inside
her she seemed dead.

“Dave! Dave!” she whispered, as
she’d whispered before. Only this time
the word was a wisp of hopeless sound
and not of happiness.

Dave—who had betrayed her!
Tears were flowing freely now, and
her throat was so tight she could not
swallow. She felt as if someone had
beaten her physically with a club all
over her body. She didn’t feel the mo-
tions of the saddle until the horse
came to a stop, and then she realized
that she was in Trailway.

A man, slow-voiced in a manner
that branded him as being from Texas
and one of the trail boys, was talkin’
to another. Words clashed upon Iris’
consciousness.

“An’ then this Marshal Martel
says: ‘We’ve had enough of you, Lane,
an’ I'm takin’ steps to see that we
don’t have no more.”’ Then—"

Iris jerked. She called out: “You
—you’re talking about Dave Lane?
Where is he?’
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“Wal, ma’am, figurin’ correctly, I
reckon right now he’s bein’ bedded
down for eternity. Him an’ Marshal
Martel rode out north, the marshal
gayin’ he was escortin’ Lane out of
town. But we all knowed what it
meant. There’s goin’ to be an acci-
dent. You know! He’ll try to resist
Martel, an’ that’ll be all—”

“And I'm glad of it! He deserves
to die!” Iris snapped.

HE wheeled the pinto and galloped
furiously down the street. Once,
she’d have gone to her father, and he
would have comforted her. But no
more could he speak words which
could sooth the turmoil in her. She
went into the silent house and up to
her room. She wasn’t crying any
more. She was dry-eyed vengeance
now—glad that Martel was going to
kill Dave Lane.

In the mirror she glimpsed herself,
and the rose in her blouse. She tore
it out and crushed it under her riding
boots. She’d been thinking of Dave
when she’d picked that rose. She was
thinking of him now. But in a differ-
ent way.

“He—he didn’t love me at all!”’ she
whispered. .

But there had been love in the way
his arms had held her, in their fierce
pressure about her, and in the slow
caress of his voice. Suddenly she was
afraid. She remembered his kisses—
and then she didn’t want him to die.
Her fury suddenly diminished, and
only the hopeless throb of pain all
through her remained.

“He boasted of my love! But he was
drunk!” she thought.

And he was wild. He’d promised
not to celebrate—and that broken
promise she could not forgive. He
didn’t love the way she did, with all
her heart. His love was all on the
surface.

“I—I won’t marry him now!’ she
sobbed. ‘“But Martel—Sam will kill
him!”

She saw Lane’s tall body limp in
the sage, and horror overcame her.
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He’d hurt her more than anything in
her whole life, but she couldn’t see
him dead. She had loved him once—
still loved him — but death, she
thought, was too harsh for him.

“I won’t let Sam kill him !”’ she said
aloud.

She still loved him. That fact
drilled through her. Swiftly she went
down to the pinto. To stop the mur-
der of the man she loved! She paused
to secure the Colt that had been her
father’s, and strapped the heavy
weight of it about her slender waist.
There was only one way to stop Mar-
tel, and that was at the point of a
gun. She’d stop him that way. If
she was not too late!

North, they had said the lawman
and his prisoner were riding. Iris
put the pinto into a desperate race.
The chances were all against her.
Martel might decide to turn aside
from the trail, and she would be sure
to miss him.

“T—I can’t miss him!’ she said
ficrcely to herself. “I can’t!”

The boom of a gun checked her, and
brought her up short, quivering. Was
she too late? And then she glimpsed
a pair of riders ahead, one slender,
the other with the shoulders of a
grizzly. They were close together.
Then the gun, in the hands of the
thick-chouldered man, boomed again,
and with a gasp of hysterical relief
Iris saw a running jackrabbit was the
target.

But it was ominous. Martel was
simply waiting for an excuse to turn
his lead and gun powder on Lane.

Iris hesitated, then made up her
mind. She rode in a big circle that
brought her ahead of them. Then she
slipped from the horse and went to a
clump of juniper, where she drew the
Colt. Her heart was thundering like
a storm, and it boomed until it hurt
when she glimpsed Dave’s face.

“Well, what you waitin’ for?”’ he
was saying, tight-throated. “I’m not
going for my gun, so you’ll have to
find some other excuse—"

“Excuse fer what ?” Martel boomed.

“I’m just escortin’ you eut of town,
Lane.”

“Sure. An’ everybody knows what
that means!”’

“You broke the law, Lane. We
passed an ordinance about fightin’,
an’ the mayor says it’s up to me to
enforce it. An’ you got a record, Lane,
that’s plenty bad. Trailway’s had
enough of you.”

“Sure there ain’t any other reason
for this—escortin’ me out of town?
Seems to me I heard that you was in
love with Iris Starlin once.”

“Keep your mouth shut!” Martel
snapped viciously.

The pair was abreast of the juniper
clump now, and Iris called out: “Stop!
Both of you!” She thrust the Colt for-
ward menacingly, lining Martel’s
broad chest along the sights. His
mouth dropped open in amazement.

“Iris! What you doin’ here?”

“Turn and ride back to town, Sam.
There’s not going to be any killing.
And if you try to disobey me, I’ll shoot
you!”

HE knew her cheeks were white,
and her voice shook hysterically.
Martel’s somber eyes blazed at her.
To avoid them she looked towards
Dave, then quickly swung her look
back to Martel. The flashing look of
the Texas man sliced through her like
a hot knife.

“Iris,” Dave called, “do you know
what you’re doin’? Put that gun up!
You’re just gettin’ yourself in bad by
buckin’ the law.”

“Perhaps that’s so, Dave. But Sam
Martel is never going to kill you! You
ride on. You’ve saved your skin, any-
way. Ride on, I say!”’

“But, Iris—"

“And you promised me that you’d
stay away from the saloons. You said
you loved me. And then you boasted—
Oh, ride on, Dave! I never want to
see you again!”

With an effort, Iris controlled her
outburst. She waved the gun at Mar-
tel. The big man hadn’t made a move,
but into his face had come an expres-



sion that perplexed Iris. He seemed
dumbfounded, more than anything
else. Now his lips opened.

“You’re buckin’ the law, Iris.”

“I know it! But I don’t care! Go
back to Trailway, Sam. Please; I—
I don’t want to shoet you—"

Dave dropped out of the saddle and
took a couple of hesitant steps for-
ward. His nearness shook Iris. She
wanted to look at him, but she didn’t
dare. Instead, she snapped: “Get in
your saddle and ride, Dave!”’

“But you—1I don’t understand. Lis-
ten to me, Iris! I’m sorry about goin’
into that saloon—"

“And sorry about boasting how
you'd got me to love you! Boasting
about it, before all those men!” Iris
cried. Her voice broke. ‘“Now, ride!
Ride out of here!”

“Iris, I don’t savvy—"

Hoofbeats sounded along the trail.
Iris jerked back, heart thundering.
She hadn’t bargained on any interfer-
ence. It would be fatal to her plan.

“Dave!” she cried. ‘“Quick! Ride!”

A voice boomed in, harsh and cut-
ting with a note of arrogance to it
that brought Iris stiffly to attention.

“No you don’t ride! Girl, drop that
gun! Quick!”’

Iris swung to look into a hard,
brutal face, knife-scarred and
splotched below a straggly beard with
what appeared to be permanent
bruises. The man was thin as a jack-
pine pole—thin as his two compan-
ions. The three of them made as hard-
bitten a trio as Iris had ever seen.

“Down with that gun! You heard
me once!” the thin man snarled.

He made a menacing movement,
and Iris dropped the Colt. A thin-
lipped smile slashed his face. A
smile without humor, indicative of
satisfaction but nothing else.

“A-huh, Lane! Reckon we see each
other again!”

The curious tensity of Dave’s voice
brought Iris’ look around to him. His
face was hard, set—and hopeless. But
his tone was steady when he re-
turned: “Reckon we do, Hoop!”’
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Hoop Gillian! Fear froze through
Iris’ veins. The man who, with his
gang, Dave had sent to a penitentiary
down south. The man who had sworn
such terrific vengeance upon his in-
former that the news of it was com-
mon all along the trail. Iris stifled a
scream. Everything spun about her
dizzily. Then resolutely she took hold
of herself, though despair laid cold
fingers on her heart. The man she
loved—but could never marry—would
die anyway.

“Glad to see you,” Dave was saying
ironically. ‘“Howdy, Trick. Howdy,
Evaro. This is Marshal Martel. He
was aimin’ to kill me, but looks like
you boys will get the first change.”

“Call off them nags, both of you!”
Gillian snarled. “An’ keep your hands
clear of your guns!”

Iris brought her fist up to her
mouth in terror. She knew frem the
look in Dave’s eye that he was going
for his gun. They’d shoot him down.
And Martel’s heavy shoulders were
tense with the same intention. They’d
shoot him down, like Dave. Then Gil-
lian chuckled. He took a step back,
so that he stood beside Iris. His eyes
glittered at Dave and Martel.

“Figurin’ on gunplay, eh? Wal,
minute you draw, I'm pullin’ the trig-
ger of —this!”

His gun flashed against Iris’ head,
and she felt the cold muzzle of it bor-
ing into her ear. She saw the fear in
the eyes of both Dave and Martel.
And suddenly she wasn’t afraid. She
remained quite still while the two men
dismounted and unbuckled their guns,
to throw them into the juniper bush.

Gillian removed the Colt from the
girl’s head, and chuckled again. He
indicated to Trick and Evaro to dis-
mount, and they came tumbling eager-
ly out of the saddles.

“We’re goin’ to cut cards to see who
gets a chance to pump lead in him!”’
the foremost of the two gloated eager-
ly.
“I’'m takin’ him myself, Evaro!’
“Aw, Hoop—” Evaro protested.
His eyes glittered at Dave,
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» UT Gillian paid no attention to the
protest. He thumbed back the
hammer of his gun decisively, and
lined it at Dave’s chest. His face con-
torted suddenly into such fury as Iris
had never seen before, and he spat
out: “Wal, this is the reckonin’, Lane.
I been after you ever since I broke
out of the pen, an’ now I've got you.
Me an’ the boys run into you down
the trail a piece, but you was never
alone an’ we had to wait, An’ today
we saw you an’ the marshal of Trail-
way ride out together. We followed.
An’ here we are!”

“You bear a grudge good, don't
you?” Dave said quietly. “I broke up
you an’ your gang of cutthroats down
south, an’ since then all you’ve tried
to do was even things with me.”

“Sure! An’ I'm evenin’ things
now!”

Trick’s eyes swung suddenly from
Dave to Martel. He seemed struck by
a sudden thought, for his mouth
opened in a boom of laughter which
so muffled his words that Ewvaro
cursed him into repeating them.

“Get it, boys? This is Marshal
Martel, of Trailway. A lawman!
What do we do with lawmen, boys ?”’

Evaro’s face contorted. He snarled
out: “Sure it’s a lawman! Why didn’t
we think of that before? Reckon I'll
take care of him!”

Iris swung her look to Martel. His
face hadn’t changed from its usual in-
scrutability, except that now the mus-
cles along his jaws stood out in help-
less fury.

“That’s out!” Gillian snapped.
“Martel goes back to Trailway alive.
Savvy that? We ain’t got any fight
with the law this far north. An’ we
don’t fight women, Trick. I’'m sayin’
that before you get to thinkin’ about
that girl. Nope, that girl an’ Martel
go back to Trailway without a mark
on’em. It’s Lane I’'m after. An’ Lane
I’ve got!”

“Aw, Hoop—" Evaro protested.

“I’'m boss here. Don’t forget that.
An’ it's just Lane I’'m after!” His
finger, hard against the trigger of his

gun, quivered. Iris fixed her eyes on
the hammer. She thought she could
see it waver, ready to fall—to send
death smashing into Dave Lane.

“Walk back, Lane!” Gillian
snapped. “Back to that rock. An’
face me! An’ think about the mistake
you made when you stuck your nose
into my business down south!” He
shook his gun. “Back!” he repeated.

Dave took a dozen steps in reverse,
slowly. His last steps on earth, Iris
thought. With his back against the
big rock, he waited, eyes straight and
hard looked into his killer’s face. And
a humorless smile refused to wipe it-
self from his lips. Then he looked
swiftly at Iris, and a change came
over him. He made as if to come to
her, but a threat from Gillian’s gun
halted him, His eyes flashed at her,
with a look in them she could inter-
pret only as love.

“Iris, I—"

“Dave!” Iris jerked forward. She
wanted to run to him, to put her arms
about him, to tell him in this last mo-
ment that no matter what had gone
before, she loved him and nothing he
could do would change her love. Then
Martel’s heavy hand fell on her wrist,
jerking her back.

“Sam! Let me go! Let them—Iet
Gillian shoot me instead of Dave—"

“You’ll just get hurt. Don’t make
Hoop change his mind about lettin’
you go,” the marshal whispered ur-
gently.

“I don’t care! If he kills Dave, I
—1I don’t want to live, either!”

Martel tensed. He shook all over,
suddenly, as from some emotion, and
the quiver of his body vibrated
through his arm to Iris’ wrist. Then
he was whispering urgently, harshly,
while Iris listened with horror.

“You really love him, don’t you?
An’ I love you. I want you to know
that, Iris. But no matter now. Iris,
he went into the last Chance Saloon
to separate a couple of Texas boys
who'd got into a fight. I saw my
chance. I called him for disturbin’
the peace. An’ he broke down an’ told



me how he’d promised you not to get
into trouble. I saw my chance, Iris—
a chance to change your feelin’s for
him. I sent Hawley out with a story
I'd made up!”

“Then—he didn’t boast of our love
—" Iris gasped.

“He loves you plenty, Iris. An’ I
do, too. Forgive me for what I did,
an’ what I was goin’ to do. I'm tryin’
to make it up now.”

His wrist tensed, jerked, to send
her sprawling into the sage. Then he
dived for the guns in the juniper
clump. His big voice yelled out like
a boom of vengeance.

“Stay low, Iris.
Lane!”

Hold yourself,

E smashed into the clump, and
frantically his hands shuttled
for the guns there. Evaro swung
around, and brought his gun down.
It banged harshly. Powdersmoke
hissed, and lead slashed away twigs
close to Martel. He burrowed deeper.
Trick brought his gun around, and his
weapon and Evaro’s, cracked together.
This time only one hunk of metal cut
twigs. The other found its mark.

Iris heard Martel grunt. A sound
of pain and shock. But he didn’t stop
his burrowing. -He twisted deeper
into the clump, seeking the two guns
there. And when he emerged there
was a Colt in either fist.

And blood, much blood, streaming
over the front of his shirt. He stag-
gered. But his voice boomed as lustily
as ever, and as vengefully.

“Here you go, Lane!”’

He drew back one arm and flipped a
gun forward. Dave caught it in mid-
air. He dropped to his knees just in
time to avoid lead that splattered
against the rock behind him, and fran-
tically he wriggled around the rock
just in time to escape a second slug.

Iris had lifted herself to her knees,
but now she flattened again. But she
could still see Sam Martel, there in
the open, upright yet but faltering.
Blood like a red band was across the
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front of his shirt. And his gum was
shooting without mercy.

Iris saw Dave hunch himself over
the rock and open up. Gillian ducked
for the shelter of a dry wash. Evaro
had gone to his knees, gun blazing,
but Trick was still erect. A slug had
taken his hat from his head, and it lay
in the grass close behind him. An in-
stant later Martel got him. The out-
law’s mouth opened like that of a
fish, convulsively, and he slumped
forward, tripping so fthat he spun
around to flatten out upon his hat. He
quivered for an instant, then stilled.

“One of you!” the lawman’s big
voice exulted. But it wasn’t so big
as it had been. And the red band
across his chest was growing broader.

“You—7T'1l kill—” Evaro gasped.

His voice was labored. There was
lead in him, weighing him down. It
had forced him to his knees. And
now the last cartridge in Martel’s gun
exploded. Fresh lead smashed into
him. He sank forward on his face.
His gun stilled for good.

“Two of you!” the lawman exulted.
“Two of you, rats! Give me another
gun an’ I'll get you, Gillian—"

Then he seemed to freeze. Iris
jerked to her knees. The big man
quivered. One hand went to his throat,
and across his face there swept a look
of daze. He took a step forward, two
of them, and then he hesitated. While
Iris watched with a fearful look, he
collapsed into the grass.

Then she was up and running to-
wards him. Lead from the wash in
which Gillian lay hummed by her, but
she got to Sam and dropped beside
him, flat against the ground. Dave
was swearing hoarsely, and his gun
was banging, but with care. From the
corner of her eye Iris saw him leap
from behind the rock, flop upon his
belly and edge towards the wash.

“Dave! Be careful!” she cried.

He didn’t answer, but all at once
became still as a snake. Iris prayed
an instant for him, then turned her
attention to Martel. He was breath-
ing heavily, in evident agony. At lrer
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whisper, he rolled his head so that he
could look at her. His voice was only
a ghost of sound.

“I—TI’ve played the game square all
my life, Iris. Except for this one time.
An’ I—I tried to even things up. I'd
have got Gillian. if I'd had lead
enough—"

“You never played anything but
square, Sam! Even this time. You
can’t always be square when you're
in love, can you?”

“Iris, if you’ll forgive me—"

“I’'ve already forgiven you, Sam.
Now, just lie still until Dave gets Gil-
lian, and then we'll take you home
and make you well again.”

“Not this time, Iris—"

His heavy breathing stopped sud-
denly, and did not start again. Iris’
heart surged. Dead! Big Sam Martel,
who had loved her—dead. She choked
back her sorrow and turned attention
to the man she loved.

Lane lay in the grass, quite still.
Then Gillian appeared, lifting himself
carefully from the protection of the
wash. He evidently didn’t see Lane.
And when he was shoulders and waist
above the gravel protection of the side
of the wash, Lane jerked upright.

“Shoot !” he yelped.

His gun flamed first, and Gillian’s
lead came from a gun held b a dying
hand. It fiew wide, far off over the
prairie. Gillian gurgled a curse and
dropped back into the coulee. Lane
slumped back to wait. Five minutes

—ten—and when there was no indi-
cation of life from the wash, he
snaked forward.

“Dead!” Iris heard him ejaculate.

She roused to her feet and stood
looking down at Sam Martel. Present-
ly Dave joined her. She shook to the
thrill of his strong arms around her.

He didn’t say anything. He just
kissed her, and then the two of them
looked down at the man who had al-
most wrecked their happiness, only
tosave it. Dave didn’t know the stery
Martel had made up about him, Iris
thought. He knew that Martel had
loved her, but he didn’t know to what
depths Martel had stooped in order
to get her. Dave could respect Martel
for what he’d done openly to get her,
but he could never respect him for so
small a thing as tale-bearing. No
need for Dave to know what Martel
had said.

So Iris thought. Martel—she un-
derstood. He’d been honorable all his
life. The one time he had failed to
be honorable was past, and Dave need
not know about it. He'd remember
Martel and respect him as four-
square and white, fighting openly for
what he wanted, in a manner Dave
himself would have done.

“He died—for us!” Iris whispered.

“An’ he loved you. I reckon that
showed he really loved you. Like I
do,” Dave said, his arms crushing her
in a grip from which she didn’t want

to escape.
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When bushwhackers back-trail, it’s time to corral some . . . .

Double-Draw Magic

By
Wayne D. Overholser

LAY RAWLINS stood looking
down at the fresh earth, bare-
headed. A tear trickled un-

noticed down his cheek. Only one

thought hammered at his dulled
brain. John Dawson had been mur-
dered, bushwhacked. He lay there un-
der this new mound.

Clay looked up the valley. The air
was still thick with the dust kicked
up by the teams of people who had
come to the funeral. Preacher Vale’s
words came back: ‘“This man has only
begun to live. His life on earth was
beyond reproach, a life that shall
bring its reward.”
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The cowboy’s lips tightened. John
Dawson had never harmed anyone.
Why should he have been killed with-
out even a chance for life?

Then Clay turned and strode into
the house. It was a log cabin built by
Dawson himself. Ctay had helped cut
the pines and bring them down from
the mountains.

For a second he stood in the door-
way, his eyes flitting around the fa-
miliar room that seemed filled with
John Dawson’s presence. Then he saw
Jane sitting at the table. She looked
up, eyes red, her face drawn with
sorrow. Clay crossed the room and sat
beside her. Outside a wind was
springing up, rattling the limbs of the
cottonwood like hollow bones.

“He’s dead,” Clay said. “I couldn’t
have thought more of him if he had
been my own father. He’s raised me
since I was a button smaller than
Skeeter. You’re like a sister to me,
Jane, and Skeeter’s like a brother.”

“I know, Clay.” She patted his arm.

“We can’t bring him back to life,
Jane. But I swear I'll find the mur-
dering son that killed John, and turn
him over to the sheriff.”

“But we haven’t a thing to go on,
Clay.” She turned her sweet face to
him.

“That’s my job. I'll find out. We
know Hank Feazle tried to buy the
ranch. I'm asking myself why Feazle
would offer a fair price for the C
Over M when he’s got more property
now than he can run.”

“You think Feazle—"

“I'm not sure, Jane. I do know
Feazle ain’t offering ten thousand dol-
lars for a little spread after the best
steers have been rustled, unless
there’s money in it for him some-
where. I'm going to town and find
out.”

From a set of deer antlers above
the fireplace he took down his gun-
belt. His guns were old, single action
Colts his own father had brought
West from St. Louis, when he and
John Dawson pioneered this valley.

Clay held them, balanced them easily
in his hands. They were good guns.
Once Pecos Smith had tried to buy

. them, told him they were guns for

killers. Clay Rawlins had never
killed a man. Now he knew he would.

“I'm afraid for you to go, Clay.”
Jane clutched his hand.

“T'll come back.” His brown eyes
looked into her blué ones. “I’ll get
the murderer alive if I can. If I
can’t—" he looked away—“I’'m not
afraid. Pecos showed me how to draw
with both hands.”

He broke the guns and stuffed the
cylinders with cartridges. Then he
buckled on his gun belt. Pecos Smith
had told him he was fast. He’d wanted
Clay to ride away with him, but Pe-
cos was a gunman. Life held no hap-
piness for killers. Now Clay was
about to become one. There- was no
turning back. Something inside drove
him on. The murderer of John Daw-
son had to die.

UTSIDE Skeeter was playing un-
der the big cottonwood. Death
didn’t mean much to a child. He knew
his father was gone. He had wept,
but youth takes life with little seri-
ousness. The present is always too
bright. Clay wished he was a boy
again. But he was a man, and he had
a job, a man-sized job.

He took Jane in his arms and kissed
her. For a long minute he looked into
her eyes, deep, dark, like a mountain
pool. He felt her golden hair against
his cheek.

“I don’t know when I’ll be back,”
he said. “But I don’t think there’s
any danger. Stay close to the house,
anyway, and don’t let Skeeter play
very far away. Slim’ll be in at noon,
and Whitey’ll come in at night, too.”

She nodded. “Be careful, Clay.”

Then he was gone, out to the corral
where he kept his roan. He threw a
rope on the big horse and saddled him.
Skeeter was looking through the cor
ral bars. :

“Where are you going, Clay? Can
I go?”



“No, Skeeter, you stay here and
take care of Jane.”

He climbed aboard and started for
Marlin. He looked out over the roll-
ing grassland that made up the C
Over M range. A year ago it had been
dotted with whitefaces and half a
dozen cowpokes riding herd, but not
now. Rustlers had done their work.
Only Slim and Whitey left with the
one small herd that remained.

Clay pulled up his roan. The morn-
ing sun was high now, and hot. He
looked across Swift Canyon to the
pine-covered Destiny Mountains
which seemed peacefully green. John
had liked it there. It seemed only yes-
terday that they had all ridden high
into the big pines for a picnic. Swift
Canyon where the walls of Wildhorse
River narrowed until they nearly
met, and the water poured through in
a white ribbon.

John had liked the pines of Des-
tiny Mountains, but he had loved
Swift Canyon. The C Over M owned
both banks. John used to talk about
a bridge so they could use the range
on the other side. But nothing had
ever come of it.

Clay’s lips tightened. John would
never see these things again. He was
buried in the soil of the ranch he had
made. It would be a tragedy if any
but Dawson blood should ever own
this land. The rustling? John’s mur-
der? Feazle’s effort to buy? Some-
thing was behind all this, something
sinister and unseen.

The cowboy’s fingers tightened over
the saddle horn until his muscles
corded out in knots. When he found
the murderer, he’d know what this
unseen thing was, why someone was
trying to force the Dawsons off the
C Over M. .

He looked back. Skeeter was still
standing beside the corral, staring
after him, one little hand shading his
eyes against the sun. Clay kneed his
bronc. He had a job to do.

Marlin was quiet, ominously so.
Maybe it was Clay’s taut nerves. He
left his roan at the hitching rack in
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front of the saloon, and started for
the batwings. A hand fell on his arm.
He whirled, reaching for his gun butt.

“Kinda touchy, ain’t you, Raw-
lins 7’ a soft voice asked.

Clay relaxed. It was Shorty Clark,
one of Feazle’s men.

‘“Maybe.”

“The boss wants to see you. Back
in his office.” Shorty motioned with
his head, and slouched into the sa-
loon.

Clay hesitated. Feazle wouldn’t
want anything good. But no use pass-
ing up any bets. He entered the bank,
nodded at the teller, and strode into
Feazle’s office.

HE banker spun around in his
chair, and grinned. He reminded
Clay of a rat. He had a thin face and
a long nose, cruel black eyes that
snapped as he looked at the cowboy.
“Sit down, Rawlins,” he said in his
squeaky voice.

“Reckon I'll stand, Feazle,” and
Clay stood, spread-legged, and looked
at the banker.

“Suit yourself.” Feazle lit a long
cigar, and puffed out a cloud of
smoke. “Maybe you wonder why I
wanted to see you.”

“Reckon 1 do.”

“I want to buy the Dawson spread.”
He flicked off a bit of ash. It fell on
his already gray vest. “Thought may-
be you’d convince the gal she ought
to sell.”

‘“That’s her business,” Clay grated.
““And I been wondering why a money
squeezer like you is offering to buy
a two-bit spread after the best steers
been rustled.”

“It can be developed,” Feazle
squeaked. “Course I can do some per-
suading, but I'd rather buy it
straight.”

“Maybe you been doing some per-
suading,” Clay roared, leaning over
the desk until his face.was close to
Feazle’s. “Maybe you and your Shorty
Clark did the rustling. Then when
Dawson wouldn’t sell, one of your
gun hogs bushwhacked the old man,



56 * % * Romance Round-Up

figuring you could force the girl to
sell.”

“You’re talking big words, Raw-
lins,” the banker snarled, scooting
back his chair.

An uneasy feeling of apprehension
swept Clay. He straightened, eyes
searching the room. A door was open-
ing back of the banker. The black
bore of a .45 slipped through the
crack, its menacing muzzle aimed
squarely at Clay’s middle. He backed
away from the desk, rage filling his
body.

“If you’re the killer, Feazle, I'll
find it out. And I'll fill your rotten
carcass so full of lead they’ll think
it’s a sieve.”

“Better think it over. The girl’s
got no business running a ranch.
She’ll listen to you. Or maybe you
want to keep a job,” he sneered.
“Maybe you had a hand in the killing
yourself.”

Clay’s face reddened with passion.
For the first time in his life, he felt
the desire to kill a man. Then he con-
trolled himself. He had no proof. He
backed out of the office and, turning,
strode through the bank and into the
sunshine.

He entered the saloon.

“Beer,” he said to the paunchy bar-
keep, and stared unseeingly at the
rows of bottles. Feazle wanted the
C Over M, and Feazle wasn’t a man
to stand on legality when it came to
getting what he wanted.

Loud voices jarred his conscious-
ness. A big gent with his back to
Clay was roaring at a little man in
store clothes.

“I'm gonna cut your hide right
off’n you,” the big man shouted, and
lurched unsteadily. “You’re nothing
but a damned tinhorn dressed up like
a dude. I’'m gonna slit your gullet,
then I'll cut you up and hang you like
a beef.”

He slopped another drink into his
glass and gulped it. Clay had seen him
once before. Knifer Brady, the bad-
man of Marlin as fast with his knife
as most men are with their guns. He’d

stood trial for more than one mur-
der, but had never been convicted.

The little man stared back inte
Knifer’s whisky-inflamed eyes, no
fear showing in his face.

“Go home and sleep it off. I have no
quarrel with you.”

“So I'm drunk! Why, you damned
little son of a bay mule, I'm gonna
cut that big tongue right out of your
mouth.”

Clay tensed. This was more than
drunken words. The little man was a
stranger to Clay. But he couldn’t
stand there and see him cut down by
a drunken killer.

The barkeep was staring at Knifer
tensely. A half dozen men playing
stud looked up curiously, then went
on playing. The killer downed an-
other drink.

“I'm gonna beat your insides out,
dude.”

E reached out with his big hand.
But the stranger ducked and
came up with a stinging right to
Knifer’s jaw. The Kkiller let out a bel-
low of rage, kicked out with his right
foot, and the little gent sprawled on
his stomach, grunting in sudden pain.
Knifer stepped back, his right hand
flashing to the back of his neck where
he carried his throwing knife. But
Clay moved faster. He drew his right-
hand gun with blurring speed, jabbed
the muzzle into the killer’s back.

“Drop your hand, Knifer,” he
hissed, “or you’ll have lead in your
stomach.”

Knifer dropped his hand and
whirled, cursing.

“You damned—" Then he stopped
as Clay snatched the knife from its
scabbard.

“Move—" Clay motioned toward
the door—*“and drift. If there’s any
killing done around here, it’ll be with
lead, and you’ll be on the receiving
end.”

Brady strode out of the saloon,
Clay behind him. He watched the
killer swing into leather and drum
out of town. He had another enemy



now, an enemy whe would strike with
the cunning and deadliness of a rattle-
snake. Maybe Brady was one of
Feazle’s men. Nobody seemed to
know, but some unseen hand had kept
him out of the hangman’s noose.

Clay shrugged his shoulders and
went back to the bar. He’d worry
about Brady later. Right now the
job was to find the murderer of John
Dawson.

The little gent was on his feet,
shaking <he sawdust out of his
clothes. He held out his hand, and
Clay clasped it. There was something
likable about his honest eyes and firm
handshake.

“I’m Frank Brecken,” he said.
“Much obliged. That’s the second time
I’'ve almost been killed since I came
to Marlin.”

“I'm Clay Rawlins. Reckon this
burg does seem kinda tough to an
Easterner.”

“Clay Rawlins 7’ Brecken wrinkled
his brow. “I’ve heard of you.”

“Maybe not,” Clay grinned. “I’'m
not very notorious.”

“I remember,” Brecken slapped his
hand on the bar. “You’re the foster
son or something of John Dawson,
the fellow who was murdered the
other day.”

“Yeah.” Clay nodded. “How’d you
happen to know that?”

“I’m with the R. M. Railroad Com-
pany. I came to Marlin the day they
found Dawson. I wanted to see him,
but got here a day too late.” He
turned to the barkeep. “Whisky, and
give Rawlins anything he wants.”

“Beer.” Clay wrinkled his brow.
“Maybe this ain’t my business, but
I’'m kinda looking after the ranch.
What’d you want to see Dawson
about 7’

“It’s your business all right,”
Brecken assured him. “My company
wants a right of way through the
Dawson ranch. The only place in
twenty miles where we can bridge
Wildhorse River is Swift Canyon.”
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THOUGHT struck Clay with

the impact of a .45 slug. Feazle
was a banker, and he knew most of
the business of Wildhorse Valley.
He’d knewn of the railroad’s plan.
That was why he wanted the C Over
M.

“I reckon Jane Dawson’ll sell you
the right of way if you’re offering a
fair price.”

“The price’ll be right,”” Brecken
told him.

‘“What about this other time you
almost cashed in?”

“The day I got here. I was walking
around town when somebody took a
shot at me. Maybe it was some drunk
celebrating, but the damned bullet
didn’t miss my head an inch.”

“Well, try to stay out of trouble.”
Clay grinned and shook hands again.
“Come out to the ranch whenever
you want to.”

He strode across the street to Sher-
iff Winton’s office. The sheriff looked
up from his desk.

“Hello, Clay,” he beamed. “Haven’t
seen you for a coon’s age.” He ran one
hand through rumpled white hair as
he motioned toward a chair with the
other.

Clay sank into the rawhide seat,
but didn’t smile back.

“Haven’t been to town for quite a
spell,” he said.

“I'm plumb sorry I couldn’t get to
the funeral. More rustling up the
Wildhorse. I just got back.”

“Anything more on John’s mur-
der?”

“Not a damned thing. If we could
of found some clue on the body, we’d
have something to go on. But there
wasn’t a thing.”

“I think I know who did it.”

“Yeah?’ Winton sat up in his
chair.

“Hank Feazle.”

“Feazle?”’ Winton sat back again
and began to fill his pipe. ‘“Reckon
Feazle ain’t too good to do murder.
What makes you think it’s him?”

“Because he sees a chance to make
some money. He tried to buy the C
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Over M from John and John wouldn’t
sell. I figure he killed the old man so
he could force Jane out, knowing a
girl would find running a ranch pretty
tough business. The only thing that
stumped me was why he would want
the C Over M. But this railroad man
Brecken tells me Swift Canyon is the
only place where they can bridge the
Wildhorse.

“If Feazle owns the C Over M, he
can hold the railroad company up.
Besides, he owns the Slash T and
Twin M’s, and the best route up the
" valley lays through them ranches.
There’s a fortune in it for him.”

Winton nodded.

“Brecken just told me somebody
took a shot at him the first day he
was in town. Just now Knifer Brady
was working up a fight with him.
With Brecken out of the way, it might
take days for the railroad company
to send in another man. And Feazle
figures he can force Jane to sell be-
fore then.”

“It's a good theory, Clay—" the
sheriff nodded his grizzled head again
—*“but what honest to hell proof have
you got?”

“None, but it all figures out to one
answer.”

“Maybe, Clay, but there ain’t
nothiang I can do yet. Let Feazle make
his play, and he’ll give his hand
away.”

A sudden thought chilled Clay’s
veins. “Let Feazle make his play.”
Brecken was still alive. Jane still
owned the ranch. Then his play would
have to be against Jane herself. If
Brady was Feazle’s man, he’d have
told Feazle what had happened by this
time. Or some of the hard case crew
in the saloon who had just seen the
row would tell the banker. By now
Feazle would know he had to work
fast, or the railroad would make its
deal with Jane.

Clay jumped to his feet.

“I’'m going, sheriff. If my hunch is
right, Feazle won’t be long making
that play. You'd better be ready to
come high-tailing after me.”

LAY leaped into his saddle and

pounded out of town, his heart

cold with the paralysis of fear. Feazle

hadn’t intended showing his hand. He

had planned on waiting and letting

Jane make up her mind to sell. That
would be all legal and aboveboard.

But now the picture was different.
Feazle had to come into the open, had
to drive his deal home, even if it
meant more Kkillings. Jane? Skeeter?
Clay had never realized before how
much he loved them. He’d seen Skeet-
er learn to walk, learn to ride a horse.
The button was more than a kid
brother. And Jane? He'd always
thought of her as a sister. Now he
knew it wasn’t as a sister he loved
her, that she meant more to him than
anything else in the world. Something
tightened in his throat.

Then he saw the C Over M ranch
buildings. A twist of blue was rising
from the cabin’s chimney. He skidded
his horse to a stop, and hit the ground
running.

“Clay,” he heard a high-pitched
voice. “Clay.”

Skeeter bounded from around the
house into Clay’s arms.

“Jane? Where is she?”

“She’s gone,” the boy swallowed,
face white with fear. “Two hombres
came and got her. I was in the barn.
I didn’t see her till I heard a shot.”

“A shot?” Clay ran into the house,
then stopped in horror. Slim lay on
the rough floor, his head in a pool of
blood. One stiffening hand held his
gun, the other drawn into a tight fist
under him.

Clay turned him over. A bullet
wound showed in his shoulder, but the
death wound had been from the knife,
an ugly, blood-clotted gash in his
throat.

He whirled to the boy.

“What’d they look like ?”’

“I couldn’t see very well. I heard
sis scream and ran out of the barn.
They had her on a horse and was high
tailing. One was a big gent on a pinto,
the other was smaller and rode a
bay.”



“Brady,” Clay muttered. He stood
staring at the dead cowboy. Maybe
it wasn't Feazle after all. Maybe
Brady and his gang were playing this
game,

Clay ran out of the house and to-
ward this roan.

“Im going, too,” Skeeter yelled.
“I’m gonna git the hombre that took
sis. I got my bronc saddled up.”

Clay whirled. He’d forgotten the
button.

“All right, Skeeter. Light a shuck.”

The boy scooted for the barn and
came out with his bay mare.

“T got my gun,” he waved his sling-
shot. “I’d ’a’ fixed them jiggers if I'd
been in the house. They got away be-
fore I saw ’em, damn ’em.”

He climbed into his saddle.

“Which way’d they go?”’

“Over the ridge.”

Clay nodded. He’d heard Brady had
a hideout in the brakes. Buckhorn
Creek headed up there in the Bear
Claws. They rode fast, but slow
enough so that Clay could pick up
occasional tracks. Brady and his man
were not thinking of pursuit. When
they crossed the mile of sand that lay
between the Buckhorn and the Wild-
horse, Clay lost the trail. The wind
had drifted the sand so that the hoof-
prints of the outlaws’ brones were
lost. Then a fragment of brown cloth
set him right. Jane’s skirt. Good girl.
She’d known he’d come.

They started down the cliffs of
Buckhorn Canyon, through the juni-
pers and pifions. When they reached
the bottom, Clay reined up.

“This is as far as you’re going, but-
ton,” he said. “I’m heading in after
Jane, but I’'ve gotta have help. It’s up
to you to get Sheriff Winton. Follow
this creek to Marlin, and tell the
sheriff to burn the breeze.”

Skeeter hesitated, then swelled in
importance.

“T’ll git him, partner,” he said.

“If you see anybody, git off the
trail. It’s up to you, Skeeter.”

“T’ll git him,” Skeeter repeated, his
little face drawn up in determination.
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LAY watched him disappear

around the creek bend, and
swore under his breath. The kid
might meet some of the outlaws, but
it was better than taking him into
trouble. And plenty of trouble lay
ahead. -

He rode for an hour, the sun al-
most hidden by the narrowing walls
of the canyon. Plenty of chance for
an ambush here in this jumble of
broken rock, but he had to take that
chance. The chill of fear still gripped
him. Jane in the hands of Knifer
Brady!

Ahead he heard the roar of a water-
fall. He rounded an outcropping of
rock, forcing his roan into the cold
water of the creek. The walls were
barely wide enough to let him
through. Then he saw the falls. A
hundred feet of cliff rose ahead, the
creek pouring over an overhanging
ledge of granite. It fell, a silvery rib-
bon of crystal, and roared into a pool,
blue black in the gloomy shadow of
the canyon.

Clay cursed himself. He must have
lost the trail. Nobody could force a
bronc up that cliff. They must have
left the creek somewhere, and he
hadn’t seen the tracks.

A hard voice rose above the roar
of the water.

‘“Reach for the moon, Mister. You
stepped plumb into trouble coming up
here.”

Clay whirled, lifting his hands. He
saw Sherty Clark glaring at him over
the bore of his Colt. Shorty Clark?
Then it was Hank Feazle. Brady was
one of the banker’s men. Feazle was
the unseen power that had helped him
escape the hangman’s noose.

“The boss’ll be plumb glad to see
you again, Rawlins,” Clark sneered.
“Gitdown off that bronc.”

Clay swung out of leather, his
hands above his head. He felt Clark’s
gun muzzle bite deeper into his back
as the outlaw jerked Clay’s guns from
leather.

“Under the falls, cowboy. And don’t
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make a move or I’ll pump some lead
into your gizzard.”

Clay walked through the spray, saw
a cave loom ahead, its gloomy mouth
yawning darkly. He stumbled over a
rock, caught himself, heard Clark
laugh.

“Keep going, Mister. Your gal’s
waiting for you.”

Black fear tugged again at Clay’s
heart. Only one fate could lay ahead
for him—death. Maybe worse for
Jane.

Ahead loomed the wall of a cabin.
A perfect hideout. No one could see
the cave from outside. Footprints
would be lost in the shallow water at
the edge of the pool. Clark opened the
door and shoved Clay inside. Brady
and a little gent with a harelip were
playing cards.

“So the big curly wolf came along,”
Brady sneered, “and got himself into
a jackpot for being too nosey. Shove
him back with the gal, Shorty.”

Clark’s gun muzzle prodded Clay
in the back again. He walked past
an opeun fire in one corner, past an-
other rickety table. The outlaw pulled
open the back door and shoved Clay
through. He staggered across the
room to crash into a rock wall.

E straightened, trying to see in
the thick gloom. It wasn’t a
room, seemed to be a corner of the
cave closed off by the cabin. His eyes
searched the semi-darkness for the
girl. He saw her, crouching in one
corner.
“Clay,” she breathed, and ran into
his arms.
He held her close.

“I found out something today,
Jane,” he said. “Found out that you
aren’t just a sister as I'd always
thought you. I love you, love you as a
man can only love one woman.”

“I wondered when you’d find that
out.” She smiled at him,

“We’ll get out of here. We’ll clean
up this outfit and get the ranch back
to a paying basis.”

“But we'll never get out, Clay, not
unless we deed Feazle the ranch.”

“I figured that was his game. You
can’t deed him the ranch, Jane. He'll
kill us the minute you do. Long as
you’re ~live, he’ll keep you that way
to sign it over to him.”

She shrank back, shivering.

“I’'m scared, Clay. I always thought
I was brave, but I'm not.”

He pressed her hands, then let her
go.
“Not a chance to get out of here,”
he muttered. “Rock walls on three
sides, and logs on the other.”

He ran his hands over the cabin
wall, tried the door, but there was no
give. He lit a match. It glowed dully,
and went out, leaving them in blacker
darkness. The girl shivered. Clay
drew her close.

“Remember, Jane, don’t sign any-
thing.”

What seemed hours dragged by.

“The sheriff ought to be here soon,”
he tried to encourage her, but didn’t
believe his own words. Winton would
never see the cave if he did come.

Then voices. The door swung open.
Brady stood in the doorway.

“Come on, you,” he growled, hate
showing dark on his face. “Time for
business.”

They stumbled out of the cold cave
into the cabin. Feazle stood beside the
table, ratty eyes gleaming.

“The shoe begins to tighten, my
friends,” he squeaked. “Now maybe
you wished you'd sold. But it’s too
late. Here—" he held up a piece of
paper—*“you’ll sign the C Over M to
me, and acknowledge the ten thousand
dollars which you ain’t getting.”

He shoved the pen into Jane’s hand,
but she backed away.

“I'm not signing anything, you
mangy coyote,” she snapped.

“Got a lot of spunk, ain’t you, gal?
I figured you might be kinda stub-
born. In that case we’ll do a little per-
suading. Brady—" he nodded at the
grinning killer—“bring over them
matches.”

Clay let his eyes slide around the



room. His guns were hanging on the
far wall. To run for it was certain
death. The harelipped gent was stand-
ing beside Feazle, .45 in his hand.

“I'm right glad your friend dropped
in, Miss Dawson,” Feazle grinned.
“Otherwise I'd have to work on you,
and that would have been plumb
wicked. Now we can drive these
matches under his fingernails instead
of yours. If you don’t sign, I'm afraid
it’ll be right painful.”

Clay looked at the girl, saw agony
in her eyes. He edged toward the fire,
a crazy plan entering his head.

“You’re loeo, Feazle, to think she’ll
gign the ranch over to you. When
she does, you’ll kill us both.”
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The banker grinned evilly.

“You’re a smart hombre, Rawlins.
Sure I'll have to kill you. If she signs,
it’ll be easy. Otherwise—” he
shrugged—*“like I said, it’ll be right
painful.”

Clay edged closer to the fire.

“All right, Jane,” he said. “Go
ahead and sign. Looks like we’re
licked.”

He saw a startled look of scorn
cross her face. She reached for the
pen.

RADY and the banker crowded
around the table. The harelipped
gent came closer, his eyes on the
girl. Then Clay moved with the speed
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of a springing cougar. He leaped to-
ward the fire, one foot swinging
through the flaming sticks. The hare-
lipped man swung back to Clay, trig-
gered his gun, but a red comet of
fire was over him. The slug went wild.
He screamed in paim, dropped his
gun, struck at the flames that leaped
from his shirt.

As Clay picked up the outlaw’s gun,
Brady’s hand flashed to the back of
his neck for his knife. But Clay had
leaped again, this time to the banker.
Feazle was clawing at his gun, but
Clay swung in front of him. His left
hand grabbed the Colt from the bank-
er’s skinny hand and snapped a shot
at Brady. Feazle’s twisting body
threw his aim off. He heard the lead
thud into a log above Knifer’s head.

As Brady’s hand blurred for his
knife, Clay foresaw his action, and
ducked. The knife flew over his head,
a striking serpent of silver. Then
Clay triggered both .46’s. Gunfire
rocked the cabin, orange fire split-
ting the gloom. Through eddying
smoke, he saw Brady spin back and
collapse across the table.

Clay swung Feazle around, let
drive hie left hand. There was a snap
like bone cracking, and the banker
hit the floor, a motionless heap.

Clay grabbed up a blanket, and
wrapped the burning body of the
harelipped gent. He yelled, twisting
his charred legs in agony, but the
flames were smothered.

Jane was beside them, Clay’s single
action guns in her hands.

“I doubted you,” she said.

“I don’t blame you.” He lashed a
rope around the groaning outlaw. “It
was now or never.”

‘Is he burned badly?”

“Reckon he’ll live to hang,” Clay
grinned.

He bent over the still form of the
banker. )

“This’ll bring him out of it,” he
picked up a bucket of water, and
splashed it over Feazle’s face. The
banker stirred, groaned. He opened
his ratlike eyes. Clay jabbed the muz-
zle of his gun deep into Feazle’s
belly.

“Talk,” he grated, “or I'll let day-
light into you. Who killed John Daw-
son ?”

“Clark,” the banker whimpered.
“Don’t kill me.”

“Who ordered him to?” He jabbed
the gun deeper.

“I did. I wanted the C Over M so
I could control the right of way from
Marlin to the Wildhorse. Don’t kill
me.”

The cabin door was flung open. Win-
ton, Skeeter, and a posse swarmed in.
The sheriff stopped in amazement.

“Looks like the war’s over,” he
said. “Sure thought we’d got here too
late. Heard the shooting and came
a-tearing.”

“Where’s Clark?”’ Clay asked.

“We got him, him and a couple of
other sidewinders. Reckon we about
wound up this rustling business.”

“And John Dawson’s murder,”
Clay said. “Feazle just confessed.” He
looked at Jane and smiled.

“I told you we’d find out who the
rattlesnake was. Now we can go back
and run the C Over M like it oughtta
be run.”

Jane came toward him, her eyes
shining, but Skeeter ran between
them. He was holding his slingshot
high in one hand.

“You sure cleaned them, pardner,”
he yelled, “but wished you’d waited
until I got here. I'd ’a’ fixed ’em.”




Hitch in Hearts

The buckshot-loaded
quirt landed behind
his ear.

By P. H. Branford

Although her loyalty belonged

to a sheepherder, her love was

entrusted to a cowman. But when sheep turred up missing, hate
rode Laurette Sherlon’s saddle and broke the bliss bargain of the

diamond hitch.

P

HEN Laurette heard the
Wsound of shots ringing out

beyond the crest of the ridge,
she urged her sorrel pony up the steep
grade—and stopped short.

There on the “cattle” side of the
ridge lay the sheep she had been
hunting; fifteen head of them—dead.
Twisting about in her saddle, she
watched a fast disappearing rider.

“Droopy Collister!”” she flared.
“Dwight’s rider!”

Red lips a straight line, she whirled
her pony and hurried back to her
father’s sheep camp at Granite
Springs. Old Mart Sherlon, who had
been obliged to fire a Mexican herder
a short time ago, was just riding up
to the wagon when his daughter ar-
rived there.

“What’s the hurry?’ he ecalled.
‘“You come chargin’ up that slant
like—"

“Plenty’'s the matter!’ she inter-

03
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rupted, hastening on to relate the kill-
ing of the sheep.

“Huh!” old Mart grunted. “So
that’s it! Our friend, Mr. Denslow,
pulls a trick like that. And after him
goin’ to all the trouble and expense
of buyin’ you that beautiful diamond
ring!”

“Just a minute!” the girl protested.
“Because Droopy Collister killed
those sheep isn’t any reason that he
was acting on Dwight’s orders.”

“It’s Dwight’s summer range, ain’t
it?” her father parried. “I think I'll
go over and have a talk with young
Denslow, Tell him a thing or two
that Huh! There he comes now!”

Together they watched the tall,
broad-shouldered rider loping toward
them. As the distance narrowed, he
doffed his hat, smiled and called:

“Hello, shepherdess — and flock
master! Are the blattin’ blackfaces
doin’ all right?”

“Yeh.” Mart Sherlon’s voice was
chill. “Them that don’t make the mis-
take of strayin’ over acrost Burnt
Ridge.”

The older man’s manner quickly
chased the smile from Dwight Den-
slow’s dark eyes. He turned to Lau-
rette who, rather falteringly, told
him of what had occurred.

“But I told dad,” she concluded,
“that I didn’t think Droopy Collister
was following your orders when he
killed those sheep. He wasn’t, was he,
Dwight?”

The visitor hesitated. “I—I don’t
recall ever givin’ him any such or-
ders.”

“Then you're tellin’ us that a hired
man of your'n is takin’ his boss’ in-
terests too much to heart!” old Mart
Sherlon cut in. “But you’re not mak-
in’ it stick, Denslow. When you hired
a man like Droopy Collister, you
must’ve had some reason for doin’ it.
I know of better men you turned
down.”

“I'll pay you for those sheep that
he shot,” the cowman offered. “Figure
ui) how much it amounts to and
I’ l i}

“Tt ain’t a few head of sheep so
much as it is the principle,” Sherlon
interrupted. “It’s dirty, underhanded
business, this killin’ stock, Denslow.
'Specially when you’ve been posin’
as a friend—and makin’ Laurette
there believe you. Money can’t square
them things!”’

A slow flush of resentment crept
under the copper of Dwight Den-
slow’s face as he turned again to
brown-haired Laurette.

“What do you think?” he asked,
dark eyes unwavering.

“I think you’re on the square,
Dwight,” she answered. “You know
that. But, to prove it, I'd suggest that
you fire Droopy Collister.”

“No,” he answered finally. “I—I’d
rather not do that, Laurette girl.”

“There you are!” snorted old Sher-
lon. “You can’t hire a man to do dirty
work, then turn around and fire him.
He might have too much to tell!”

“Will you fire Droopy Collister ?”
Laurette demanded.

“No' I_"

“All right!” she snapped. “Here’s
your ring, Dwight. Good-by.”

“But, Laurette!” he pleaded. “You
don’t understand.”

“Get out, Denslow!” Mart Sherlon
cut in. “And stay on your own side of
Burnt Ridge.”

“Sure, if you say so—you blat-
crazy sheepherder!”

Laurette, turning away to climb
into the sheep wagon, winced at
Dwight Denslow’s words. When her
father followed her into the wagon,
she was crying.

“Don’t do that,” he said. “Be thank-
ful for the good riddance of bad rub-
bish.”

“That’s easy to say, dad,” she
quavered, trying hard to control her
trembling lips. “But I loved Dwight.
More than anything—in the—"

“Poor kid! I'm afraid he kinda
took us both in. But it all goes to show
that no matter how a man acts, you

9

can’t always tell what he’s thinkin’.



URING the next three days Lau-

rette shunned the Burnt Ridge
territory. On the fourth day, how-
ever, she encountered Droopy Collis-
ter who was riding across sheep
range.

“Hey, you!” -called the latter.
“What’s the idee of blabbin’ around
that you seem me killin’ your dad’s
woollies ?”’

“You did kill them!” she snapped,
trying to rein her pony around this
rider blocking her path. “And what’s
the ‘idee’ of your riding on this
range?”’

He leered at her with slate gray
eyes, one of which was swollen and
slightly black. “Since you and my
boss had a spat I thought maybe I'd
stand some chance with you. I allus
did like your looks, girlie.”

“You look as if you’d had more
than a spat,” she answered con-
temptuously. “You look like you did
after my brother, Tom, got through
with you three years ago. You got
that licking for annoying me. And
you'll get the loaded end of my quirt
over your head if you don’t—-"

He flung out his arm, caught her
around the waist. But the girl’s right
hand was free. Thud! went the buck-
shot-loaded end of the quirt, landing
behind Collister’s ear. Already lean-
ing far out of his saddle to seize Lau-
rette, he toppled from his horse,
pitched limply to the ground—
stunned.

The girl stared as if she, too, were
somewhat stunned at the effectiveness
of that blow. Hoofs were clattering
behind her. She turned to see Dwight
Denslow riding up. The latter, accom-
panied by Burge Snell, another cow-
man who owned adjoining range,
touched his hat.

“Nice work,” he said. “Burge and
me saw what was goin’ on. We were
just comin’ to help you when—"

“Thanks for your gallantry.” Lau-
rette’s voice, and eyes, were as chill
as dawn on the high range. “I'm glad
I could save you the embarrassment
of interfering with your esteemed

Hitch in Hearts *¥ % % 65

rider, Mr. Collister. You seem to
think so much of him!”

“You talk like it was my fault that
he_”

“It’s your fault that Droopy Col-
lister’s around this range!” she
flared.

“Miss Sherlon’s right, Dwight,”
put in the husky, middle-aged Burge
Snell. “About the time I figgered this
old sheep-cattle grudge was forgot-
ten, you hire that worthless hound!”
And he pointed a stubby finger to the
still fallen Collister. “Why don’t you
fire him, man?”’

“Because Droopy’s so good on kill-
ing sheep,” cried Laurette. “You see,
Mr. Snell, it’s hard to find riders that
will drive stray sheep across a range
boundary, just for the pleasure of
slaughtering them !”

“Did Droopy drive your strays
across the line?” Dwight asked, his
dark eyes regarding her levelly.

“Quite possibly,” she retorted. “He
must have some purpose in slipping
over on our range. Please tell him to
stay on your side of Burnt Ridge
hereafter. And, as dad told you, you
might stay over there with him.”

“I see.” The young man’s jaw set
sternly. “You haven't cooled off
enough yet to listen to reason.”

Laurette didn't answer. She
whirled her horse and loped away.
Once, as she topped a high ridge,
she turned to glance back. She
saw that Droopy Collister was on his
feet now. But not for long. Dwight
Denslow was moving toward him—
knocking him flat again.

Could it be, the girl asked herself,
that Droopy was really being fired?
If so, perhaps her unpleasant experi-
ence hadn’t been in vain,

UT Droopy wasn’t fired, Laurette

learned two days later. He was
still riding for Dwight. Sighting him,
the girl swerved into a patch of tim-
ber, where she remained until the
gangling stoop-shouldered rider had
passed out of sight.
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That afternoon dark clouds banked
densely behind the summit of the Big
Horns. The breeze turned into a chill
wind that swept across the high
range. Laurette, leaving her father
with the grazing band of sheep, rode»
back to the wagon at Granite
Springs.

Big drops of rain splattered dismal-
ly on the tarpaulin, and glistening
drops rose to well down the cheeks
of the girl lying on the bunk at the
rear of the wagon. She wished it were
time to move the sheep back down to
the lower country where the lambs
would be shipped. This past week had
been one of misery for her.

All afternoon she brooded there in
the lonely sheep wagon. At last she
rose, washed the tear stains from her
face, and set about cooking supper.
Old Mart came in about six o’clock,
water trickling down the creases of
his black slicker and off his hat
brim.

“Dang that worthless Mexican
herder!”’ he growled. “I wouldn’t be
out herdin’ my own sheep if he’d been
worth a darn.”

“Maybe I could go down the moun-
tain and find another one, dad,” Lau-
rette volunteered somewhat eagerly.

“Maybe so,” he grumbled. “But
you’ll have to wait till this storm’s
over. Well, I guess I’ll eat and then
take a sack of salt over to the bed-
ground.”

After supper Sherlon, a fifty-pound
sack of salt slung across his saddle,
started leading his horse up the ridge
beyond which he and his flock would
soon be bedding down for the night.
Laurette waved to him. She watched
him disappear into the gathering
gloom through which came the tinkle
of sheep bells.

RAYISH-white clouds, hanging

along the earth, obscured the
high range when Laurette awoke the
next morning. Peaks, ridges, slopes
and valleys were draped in the misty
fog through which it was impossible
to see more than a hundred yards.

Quickly the girl started a fire, and set
about getting breakfast for her
father.

The biscuits were mixed and
baked; the bacon was fried. And still
Mart Sherlon didn’t appear. Worried,
wondering if he were having trouble
with the sheep, Laurette slipped into
her heavy jacket. She went out and
caught her hobbled pony which
grazed near the wagon.

Soon she was riding toward the
bedground, dismounting before her
father’s tepee. But the place was
empty. She mounted her pony, start-
ed to circle the sheep which grazed
nearby. And as she rode, she called:
“Dad!”

At last Scotty, the little sheep dog,
came bounding toward her out of the
fog. But the little dog was limping.

“Scotty ! What’s wrong?” Laurette
swung from her saddle, quickly exam-
ining the canine forepaw which
dangled above the ground. “Why,
you’ve been nipped by a bullet!”

She leaped back into her saddle,
again called loudly to her father. But
there was no response. She quickened
her pace; saw that a large number
of the sheep were missing.

“You stay here, Scotty,” she told
the little dog. “Watch the sheep. I've
got to find dad—and the rest of the
band !’

Far away, barely audible, came the
distant tinkle of a bell. It came from
the north; and northward rode the
agitated girl. No doubt her father
had gone in pursuit of the sheep that
had left the main band. But that
slight wound in Scotty’s leg! That

‘was no rock scratch or sagebrush

snag. Something was wrong.

Pulses throbbing, ears keerly at-
tuned to catch the sound of that un-
seen bell, the girl hurried along a
course which took her nearer and
nearer to the Denslow cattle range.
The farther she rode, the more sus-
picious she became. Had Droopy Col-
lister taken advantage of this obscur-
ing fog to drive more of the sheep
‘over to cattle range—and then kill



fthem? Or was Dwight a party to the
scheme?

“No!” moaned the frantic girl. “He
wouldn’t—he cowldn’'t—"

Faintly came the tinkle of the bell.
It was closer now. Ahead loomed a
clump of pines. Straight for it
spurred Laurette. Soon she was
riding along a dim trail beneath drip-
ping branches. Halting near a big
tree she called:

“Dad! Where—"

From behind the thick trunk leaped
a man—Droopy Collister. His talon-
like hands seized Laurette. Jerking
her from the saddle, he snarled:

“So you heard me ringin’ that bell,
did you, purty girl? And followed the
sound—just like I was smart enough
to figger you would—when you start-
ed huntin’ fer your old man!”

“Let me alone!” she cried, fighting
desperately.

“Not this time, you don’t git
away!” he rasped. “I’ll make you pay
fer that crack over the head you give
me!”

A rope tightened around the girl’s
arms, one end of it drawn by Collister
around the tree. Then hard kmots
were tied, and Laurette was a pris-
oner, helplessly bound.

“Dwight’ll kill you for this!” she

said. “He knocked you down the other

day for—”

“That?”’ Collister taunted. “Why,
that was just a little sham battle fer
Burge Snell’s benefit. Dwight knowed
you was watchin’.”

She bit her lip. “What are you go-
ing to do with me?”

“Let you stay tied up here till you
cool off a little and till T can git back.
Right now—"’ he laughed gratingly—
“I’ve got to go and help my boss tend
to a bunch of sheep. Pile ’em up in a
certain rocky crevice.”

“Where’s my father?”’ she demand-
ed. “What did you do with him ?’

“Left him hogtied in a gulch that’l]
be awful hard to find,” he sneered.
“That was Dwight Denslow’s idee.
Seems like your old man and him ain’t
been gittin’ along none too well late-
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ly. And Dwight plumb had his heart
set on marryin’ you! That’s the part
that griped him. Havin’ his ring
handed back by a sheepherder’s
daughter!”

He turned, walked over to where.
one of Dwight Denslow’s horses was
tied, mounted and roede away.

“I'll be back, sweetheart!” he
gloated in parting. “And when I do,
we'll git a lot better acquainted, you
and me!”’

His laugh died away in the fog. And
Laurette’s hope of finding her father
died away with it. Probably her
father was already dead, a penalty
suffered because she had thrown
Dwight Denslow’s ring back at him!
A sob caught in her throat as she
strained at the securely tied ropes.

Numbness was creeping over her
when, out of the mountain fog, there
came the clink of a horseshoe striking
against rock. Then, from out of the
gray mists, appeared a rider. But it
wasn’t Droopy Collister, as the girl
had feared. It was Dwight Denslow.
He heard her ery, spurred toward
her, whipped out his knife and cut
the ropes which bound her.

66 AURETTE!” He supported her

with his strong arms. “I
thought I heard a sheep bell ringing
up this way. But where—"

“Yes—where!” She flung the.
words at him. “Where’s my father?
What have you and that precious
rider of yours—Droopy Collister—
done with him?”

“Droopy—7?"’ He hesitated, staring
at her. “Was he the one that tied you
up to that tree?”

“Who else would it be?’ she re-
torted. “But if you’re playing another
sham battle by rescuing me, you won’t
gain anything by it! Where are those
sheep you drove away ? Where’s—my
father 7’

“I don’t know where he is,” her
companion answered. “I don’t know
where Droopy is.”

“You lie!” she charged. “You're
going to help him pile a lot of our
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sheep in a rocky crevice somewhere.
He told me so.”

“Did he? Well! I hadn’t heard
about it. But if Droopy said that, and
you say it, it must be so!” He whirled
away, swung into his saddle. And,
good-looking face set grimly, he
picked up Droopy Collister’s trail.

A rush of contrition seized Lau.
rette as she stood there watching him
disappear among the fog-swathed
pines.

“Dwight!” she called. But if he
heard, he paid no heed. Soon the mists
swallowed him up, leaving only a few
telltale horse tracks to betray which
way he—and Droopy Collister—had
gone.

Yet it wasn’t the loss of sheep that
Laurette was concerned about just
now. It was the safety of her father.
Somewhere there must be a trail left
by the stolen sheep. If only she had
ignored that tinkling bell in the first
place, instead of riding into the cun-
ning Droopy’s trap.

Arms still aching from the rope,
she mounted her pony and headed
back for the sheep still near the bed-
ground. Once back there, she readily
picked up the tracks and started to
follow.

She had ridden less than a quarter-
mile before she came upon her
father’s saddled horse. With bridle
reins dragging in the wet grass, the
animal was cropping at the grass on
the brink of a small gulch. Laurette
bounded to the ground, ran to the
brink of the gulch—and emitted a low
cry. There, securely wedged between
a couple of boulders below, lay her
tightly bound father.

“Dad!” moaned the girl, her trem-
bling fingers loosening the rope.
“Thank heaven they didn’t—Xkill
you!”

“I was beginnin’ to wish they had,”
he growled. “Dang their hides! But
now I’m glad they didn’t. Is my horse
still around, girl? Is my rifle still on
the saddle?”

“Yes,” she answered, pressing her
colorless lips to his cheek. “But you’re

in no condition to start out en any-
body’s trail, old-timer. You’re coming
back te the sheep wagon with me, and
thaw out.”

His jaw set. “Not now, Laurette.
If you think I'm goin’ to set aroeund
a fire while Droopy Collister and that
sheep-killin’ boss of his raids me,
you’re wrong.!”

His words brought a queer sensa-
tion to the girl. “Then Droopy wasn’t
alone when he raided the band?” she
asked.

“Alone—no!” old Mart Sherlen
snorted, struggling to his feet. “An-
other gent was with him when they
slipped up to my bedground last
night. A gent Droopy called ‘Dwight’.
But we’ll talk about that later!”’

Her heart sank. “Youw're going to
trail those missing sheep?”’

“You’re darn right I am! But you’d
better hike back to eamp, young
lady.”

“Not much!” she disagreed. “I’'m
not going to lose you in this feg again.
I'm staying with you, dad.”

“All right. But if we suddenly
bump into a mess of flyin’ lead, prom-
ise me you’ll duck into cover.”

“I promise.”

OGETHER they started to follow

the trail left by the two or three
hundred head of sheep which had
been stolen.

“They can’t be very far away,” old
Mart declared. “Them skunks
couldn’t ’ve moved ’em very far be-
fore daylight.”

Yet the trailing was slow and te-
dious. The course wound over rocky
territory. It led ever toward the misty
ramparts of the summit, past gulches
filled with eternal snows of the high
country.

“We’ve got to move faster,” old
Mart observed. “It’s startin’ to rain
again and wash out what little trail
there is. In another hour we’ll not be
able to track at all.”

“We must be heading for Summit
Peak,” Laurette answered. “Boo-o!
Who'd ever think this was August?”’



“And who'd ever thought, a month
ago, that Dwight Denslow would do
what he is doin’?” her father replied.

Laurette didn’t answer that. She
had pondered the same question as
she followed along in her father’s
wake. But those thoughts produced
visions of a future as gray as the all-
enveloping fog itself. They brought
a dull chill to her heart more numb-
ing than the wind of this above-tim-
berline altitude.

“Huh!” grunted old Mart at last.

“Funny we ain’t run onto them sheep,

piled up somewheres by now. Say, do
you s’pose they ain’t aimin’ to kill
’em? Kinda looks to me like they
might be herdin’ ’em over the moun-
tain, headin’ for Slide-Rock Pass—
over beyond Summit Peak there!”

“But they can’t be past the peak by
this time,” Laurette said. “No mat-
ter how fast they might've crowded
them, they couldn’t—"

She stopped as a faint bla-a-a!
came drifting up the towering divide
over which she and her father were
passing.

“You're right!” Sherlon growled.
“They ain’t past the peak. They’re
around on the north side of it,
though!” He reined his horse in the
direction from which that betraying
sound had come.

As they rode through the rain and
fog, they could hear a chorus of blat-
ting. But there was no tinkling of
sheep bells. And there was reason for
that, as the girl and her father had
noticed along the trail. Back there,
close to the starting point, lay three
bell ewes—dead. Killing them, appar-
ently, had been easier than catching
them and removing the telltale bells
from their necks.

“Better stay back here,” Sherlon
told his daughter. “I'm goin’ to try
slippin’ up on them two hombres.
And the first one of ’em that shows
fight—well, I'll drill with a bullet
outta this old .30-30.” He reached
down, jerked the carbine from its
scabbard.
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But Laurette couldn’t have stayed
back if she had wanted to. Curiosity,
and that gripping sensation about her
heart when she thought of Dwight
Denslow’s being drilled with a bullet,
made her follow her father.

They angled down the high divide,
circled a small lake at the foot of
Summit Peak, drawing nearer and
nearer to the location of the stolen
sheep. Off to the left, the girl caught
sight of a small bunch of cattle
huddled in a crudely built corral. Be-
yond that, she thought she glimpsed
a tall, erect rider. But just then her
pony slipped on a patch of ice and
half fell.

“Please stay back!” her father
urged. “Let me go ahead and jump
them hombres.”

He started on. But as before the
curious, pulse-quickened girl followed
after. And when her father disap-
peared over a rocky ledge, she rapid-
ly closed the distance.

Laurette was about to gain that
same ledge when her father, whirling
his mount, came dashing back toward
her.

“Wait!” He pointed ahead to where
four men, barely discernible through
the fog, were crowding the bunch of
stolen sheep into another crudely
built enclosure. “I’ve got to sneak up
on ’em from the other side. They’ll
see me comin’ this way!”

“But with four of them—"

A ringing shot cut short the words
of the wide-eyed girl. Thinking that
the men had started to kill the sheep,
both she and her father craned their
necks to see over the rocky ledge.

But what they saw was one man
falling. A chorus of wild yells went
up. There were two more shots, and
another man swayed to the earth.

“Now what the—" blurted Mart
Sherlon. “Look, girl! It’s—Dwight
Denslow! And he’s pourin’ lead into
them hombres down at the corral!”

“And that one man shooting at
him, dad!”’ she choked. “It’s Pancho
Sanchez, the sheep-losing herder you
fired! He’s trying to sneak up on
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Dwight. Stop him, dad! Give me that
gun!”

But Sherlon was already bringing
the weapon up to his shoulder. It
poised there an instant which seemed
like an eternity to Laurette. But
when it did craek, the bullet whiz-
zing from its barrel sped straight.
Pancho Sanchez, spinning around,
fell to the ground. Then old Mart
Sherlon started racing afoot down to
where his sheep were blatting—with
Laurette flying after him.

WIGHT DENSLOW didn’t notice

their approach. Having stopped

with bullets two of the four men,

he was battling with fists the remain-

ing person—tall, stoop-shouldered

Droopy Collister. And how he was
battling!

Time after time his ripping rights
and lefts smashed to Collister’s face
and body. Then came that vieious
crack to the jaw. Collister’s head
rocked back, his whole body, as he
crumpled to the ground. Dwight
grabbed him by the throat, jerked
him to a sitting position.

“That’s the third time I’'ve had to
knock you down in a week, you dou-
ble-crossin’ coyote!” he panted. “I
give you a hundred dollars cash, and
a job ridin’ so you’ll keep your damn
mouth shut. Then you turn around
and—"

“T’ll tell plenty if you don’t let me
go!” Collister croaked. “Everybody
in this country’ll know I come up here
huntin’ Tommy Sherlon. I’ll tell his
sister! I’ll tell—"

“Tell and be danged!’ shouted old
Mart Sherlon, hastening forward. He
turned to Dwight. “What’s this
skunk ravin’ about?”’

“I—1I guess he’s let the cat outa
the bag.” Dwight evaded Laurette’s
blue eyes. “Collister come ridin’ into
my camp with a letter signed by
Adam Hewett, the sheriff down in
Sweet Water County. The letter said
Tommy Sherlon had been stealin’
horses. And Hewett was offerin’
Droopy here a hundred dollars to

round Tommy up. You see, Droopy
figgered Tommy would probably hit
for home and—”

“The dirty crook!”” old Mart rasped.
“And you handed him a hundred dol-
lars just to shield Laurette. Keep
her from findin’ out that her brother
was a horse thief! Huh! Why, Adam
Hewett ain’t been sheriff of Sweet
Water since last year! He got kicked
out for bein’ a crook himself! Him
and this skunk framed up that letter.
And Tommy ain’t in five hundred
miles of that country. Me and Lau-
rette had a letter from him last eve-
nin’. Old Bill Hoskins fetched it by
our camp. Tommy’s homesteadin’ up
in Montana!”

Dwight moved menacingly toward
Collister again. “I’'m goin’ to wring
your crooked neck!”

“No!” pleaded the beaten man. “I’ll
tell the truth—now! I wanted a rid-
in’ job with you. It was Burge Snell’s
idee. He knowed you’d pertect Lau-
rette. He knowed you—you loved
her.”

“Burge Snell?” Laurette echoed.

“Yeah,” Dwight drawled. “Him and
this buzzard was workin’ together,
all right. And that Mex sheepherder
your dad fired. They’ve been gettin’
away with some of my best steers—
and your fattest lambs. Take a look in
Frozen Gulch over there while I hog-
tie this buzzard.”

Curiously Laurette and her father
walked over to the brink of Frozen
Gulch, that ice-packed, miniature gla-
cier below the corral into which their
sheep had been driven,

“A natural packin’ plant!” old
Mart snorted. ‘“Them crooks butch-
erin’ beef and lambs—and packin’ the
meat in that ice there!”

“Right,” said Dwight, coming up.
“I hadn’t thought of it before, but
now I recall that Burge Snell’s broth-
er—the fourth man in this gang—
owns a butcher shop down in Meri-
dan. They’ve been haulin’ the meat
down the other side of the mountain.
But they won’t haul any more!”



“No wonder so many lambs turned
up missin’ while that Mex was herd-
in’ for me,” Mart said. “Too bad I
didn’t kill him ’stead of just woundin’
him !

“Burge SnelP’s purty bad hit, too,”
Dwight answered. “I wish you'd go
take a look at him, Mart.”

Laurette started to follow Sherlon,
but Dwight caught her arm.

She looked up at him, her eyes sud-
denly brimming with tears. “I’m sor-
ry for—for everything,” she faltered.
“To think you were putting up with
that contemptible Droopy, just to
shield my feelings!”

“I loved you,” he said gently. “That
explains a lot.”

“You did love me?’ She caught her
breath sharply.

“I do,” he corrected. “Here’s your
ring, little lady.”
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“Good! If you’ll slip it on my fin-
ger. Once more, I promise never,
never to give it back to you again.”

“I was hopin’ you’d say that!” He
reached out, swept her into his arms.

They were still standing there, em-
bracing, when old Mart came trudg-
ing back. He grinned broadly and
whooped :

“Hey, kids! Much as I hate to in-
terrupt you when you're so doggone
busy, we didn’t kill none of them
skunks. They’ll all pull through to
spend a lot of time in jail.” He
chuckled softly. “And it looks like
you two are goin’ to spend a lot of
happy days together. Which, now that
the fog is clearin’ away from the high
range—and away from my eyes—
suits me perfect!”

And Laurette murmured softly to
Dwight: “Perfect!”




| ariat Rustles a Ride

The Pecca Basin rangeland rang with the wager of Patricia, lady

boss of the Three X—and the trigger tigress, Lolita. A thousand

dollars was the stake. But the payoff was made with guns—not
gold. And tophand Lariat Carson was the Colt collector.

By Anson Hard

IAT CARSON rode into the
Pecca Basin country looking
for a job and found a dead
horse. “For a feller what’s ridin’ the
grubline, that’s shore goin’ to be
tough bait,” mused Lariat with a
grin,

The horse was lying at the edge
of a prairie-dog town. He saw the
broken foreleg and the bullet-hole be-
tween the steed’s eyes. Yet he knew
that a browsing range horse was not
likely to step in a dog-hole unless it
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was being raced hell-bent across the
rodent’s town.

He whirled his smoky mustang and
back-tracked upon the trail of the
dead horse. On the far side of the
prairie-dog town his smile became
suddenly grim. “Two hombres chased
that hoss smack-dab across them
holes. For what?”
~ Curiosity was eating him like acid
on a green hide. The dead steed had
been magnificently built with a trace
of thoroughbred along with mustang



toughness—a mount that would have
both endurance and speed. Now it
was dead, chased first across a dog-
town and then finished with a bullet.
It didn’t make sensa.

Crack! From beyond a mesquite
ridge came the sharp, menacing deto-
nation of a six-gun. Carson instinc-
tively ducked, but there was no burr
of lead in his direction. Pow! Once
more the firing of the unseen gunman.
“Gosh, hammerhead, are they shoot-
in’ more hosses? What kind of a coun-
try is this?”

He pressed his knees and eased the
mustang in the direction of the firing.
He chose a brushy spot where he
could look down into the adjacent val-
ley unobserved. His lean hand which
had been reaching up to adjust his
chin strap paused in mid-air.

“Pansy, my aunt!”

In the valley below, a girl stood, her
back toward him, a smoking six-gun
in her hand. Thirty paces from her
was a ground-hitched pinto mare.

It was not the girl as much as it was
the object of her shooting that at-
tracted his attention. Draped on a
dwarf mesquite bush was a womanish
shirtwaist and above that, cunningly
wound to resemble a head scarf, was a
gilk bandanna. From the distance this
target gave a startling resemblance
to another female.

Even as he watched, slightly agape,
the girl jerked the six-gun up and
fired. The target remained untouched,
but a geyser of dust kicked on the
opposite slope. The gunwoman fairly
stamped her heel in vexation.

Lariat eased down the slope until
he was ten paces behind the girl. His
trained mustang followed, moving al-
most as silently as its master. The
grin again spread his lips.

“Keep yore wrist straight when
usin’ so heavy a gun,” he said. The
girl whirled as if stabbed by a needle,
eyes blazing. Larson knew better than
to contest that snap in a woman’s eye,
and he felt for a moment as if he had
coppered something. Yet he couldn’t
everlook the piquant attractiveness of
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her features, the clear, high-colored
skin, the hair that dropped in per-
fect waves from beneath her hat. She
was dressed in a mannish blouse,
brown denims, and spurred boots. The
masculine apparel served to accentu-
ate rather than destroy the lines of
her feminine figure.

“Who are you?”

Lariat awkwardly touched his hat.
He wouldn’t admit it, but this girl
had him a little fussed.

“Well, miss, you might say I'm a
Colt teacher passin’ through. Seein’
you practicin’—”

The gun in her hand lifted a little.
“If you're one of Lolita’s gang—"

Carson threw up a defensive hand.
“No, ma’am, we ain’t, an’ we don’t
know Lolita. Is that Lolita over
there on the bush?”

“I wish to heaven it was! I'd fill
her so full of holes— It’s none of
your business what I'd do.”

“Yes and no, ma’am, we'll see. Has
this little shootin’ jamboree got any-
thing to do with that dead hoss over
yonder in the dog-town?”

Anger carried her to words despite
the fact that Carson was a stranger.
“It certainly has. That was the only
horse I had that could win the race
tomorrow. I know two of her men
chased him over that dog-town—only
I can’t prove it. She knows I wouldn’t
welch on that bet. I'll pay, but I'll
settle with her—”

“Hold it, lady. You can’t go into a
gunfight feelin’ mad. It shakes the
nerves. Now, just lift yore gun the
way I told you and see what hap-
pens.”

T was his infectious grin that car-
ried the day. Even her rampant
anger melted before it. She looked at
him a moment, then down at the gun,
changing it as he had directed. With-
out a word she turned, looked at the
target, pointed her finger, and fired.
The shirtwaist twitched upon the
bush.
“Why, why, I did hit it. Thanks.”
“No thanks, ma’am. Whatever I do,
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I do for a price. As I said, I'm a Colt
teacher. Five dollarg a lesson for a
series of lessons, and I throw in the
first one free. That leaves us for the
moment exactly even—"

The dawning friendship in her eyes
faded. “So you’re one of these smart
ones, eh? Well, I don’t like smart-
alecks. There won’t be any series of
lessons, get it? You’ve nosed into my
business without being asked. Now,
get on your hammerhead and drift.
I meanit, drift!”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Lariat Carson
meekly.

Once over the ridge and out of her
sight, his fingers came up to scratch
his chin. “Gosh, ain’t she a clipper,
hoss? She’s done made a bet, an’ some-
body’s ruined her only race hoss. Now
she’s goin’ to plug a gal named Lolita
in the shirtwaist. What kind of a
country is this?”

Lariat Carson was quickly to learn.
He came into the little town of Pecca
Crossing after three hours on a dim
trail. All the way his mind had been
mulling the situation he had discov-
ered, and his curiosity was lifting to
the boiling point.

The cowtown strung along a rutted
stage trail, its unpainted buildings
divergent in shape and constructien.
He could see from the distance the
two-storied Overland Hotel and be-
yond that the false fromts of shops
and saloons. A sprawling livery barn
and corral lay just to his right.

He swung in at the livery stable
and turned the mustang over to an
oldster who seemed to have no fur-

ther conversational ability than,
“Fifty cents a night, mister, oats an’
hay.”

Lariat knocked the dust from his
hat and chaps and struck out along
the planked walk. He turred in at a
store to replenish his supply of “mak-
in’s.” He was attracted by a new lass
rope and bought it. From the ad-
jacent building came the strident
clamor of high-pitched conversation.

The white-haired proprietor cocked
an eyebrow as he tilled Lariat’s cash.

“Sorta raisin’ a little Ned over in
Lolita’s place. Gopherhole Burke
come a-foggin’ in twenty minutes
ago. I shouldn’t wonder they’d be
trouble.”

“Lolita’s place?”’

“Yeh. Stranger here, huh, or you’d
know Lolita. She runs the biggest
resort in town. And a swell looker
even if she is Mex.”

Carson was absorbing these facts
with an interest unsuspected by the
garrulous storekeeper. “And if she’s
such a nifty looker, why would the
aforesaid Gopherhole Burke cause
trouble ?”

“You are a stranger, fur a fact.
Everybody knows. Gopherhole rides
fur Miss Patricia on the Three X,
sorta foreman of her riders if she had
any other riders which she ain’t. She
lives there with her mother, who’s an
invalid.”

“You don’t say. But that don’t tell
me what’s smokin’ up Gopherhole
Burke.”

“Why, the big race is tomorrow.
Lolita bet Miss Pat a thousand dol-
lars she can’t win it. Miss Pat jest
has to have the money to send her
mother to a hospital. I dunno. They
say Miss Pat has a purty good hoss.
Anyway, it’ll be fun. Miss Pat is
purty much of a pepperbox herself.”

Lariat’s lips parted. He knew, bet-
ter than the storekeeper did, why
Gopherhole had come fogging into
town. “What is this—an exclusive
race between them two ?”’

“No, no, it’s open. A little jam-
boree the ranches hold every year.
Anybody can enter if he minds, ten
dollars entrance fee and a hunnerd
dollar purse to the winner. The
money’s made on the side bets. Lolita
ain’t even got a horse. She just bet
Miss Pat she couldn’t win.”

HE clamor in the adjacent resort
increased, rose to an alarming
din. 'Lariat, his new rope coiled over
his arm, stepped out upon the plank
walk. At the same moment the
swinging doors of Lolita’s place



whanged around. Almost like 2 pip
shot from a squeezed orange, a man
volleyed outward to land flat upon his
back on the heel-scarred planks!

The thrown man lay dazed for only
one second. Then his hand pawed for
his holster. Before the fallen man’s
fingers touched the blackened butt of
his Colt, a detonation crashed from
the interior of the resort. The unfor-
tunate puncher was knocked flat once
more as if driven downward by an in-
vigible sledge.

Lariat Carson felt the nerves of his
body stiffen. That shot from the in-
side had come teo quickly. No man
alive could have got a gun in actiom
that soon after the fallen man had
reached. The conclusion was damn-
able! The unseen gunner had drawn
first, and the ejected puncher had
pawed in self-defense.

The wounded man writhed upon
the boardwalk, clawing at his chest.
Blood began to ooze between his fin-
gers.

The doors swung shut to open again
almost instantly, A pair of hands, the
biggest that Carson had ever seen,
shoved them outward, followed by a
man of like proportions. A great surly
beast of a man with a look of malev-
olent cruelty on his features. And be-
hind him—

Carson’s eyes widened. He had ex-
pected Lolita to be a whizzer, but
hardly this. She was tall, lithe and
perfectly molded as a sleek well-cared-
for beast. A mass of black curls
tumbled from a silk scarf tied pirate-
fashion on the back of her head. And
these curls framed a face of such
startling regularity that Carson
thought he was seeing a lithographed
work of art. Art, yes, a face cold and
expressionless, and when she swept
her black eyes in his direction an in-
definable repulsion swept him. For
all her amazing beauty he could read
this woman as cruel and untrust-
worthy as a snake.

Like the big man with her, Lolita
wore a holstered gun. Either of these
twe might have fired the cowardly
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shot and snicked the weapon into
leather again. They stood staring
down at the writhing puncher with-
out the least compassion.

“Reckon that’ll hold yuh,” rumbled
the big man. “Don’t never comnie
around here and say Lolita cheated!”

“And you can tell that welching fe-
male boss of yours,” said Lolita in a
voice as icy as it was clear, “that I'm
expecting her after the race—and to
bring her checkbook along.”

Lariat Carson ambled forward.
There was a peculiar white heat
throbbing in his neck veins, but he
maintained his pose of a harum-scar-
um, altogether harmless waddy.

“I’'m beggin’ yore pardon, folks, but
this feller ain’t able to tell nobody
nothin’. Now, if yo’re wantin’ to hire
a messenger, I ain’t got no job—"

“You keep out of this!” The big
man whirled on Lariat like a growl-
ing bear. Carson stepped back in as-
sumed fright.

“Well, you can’t leave him layin’
here on the walk anyway, can you?”
he stammered. “Reckon I'd be willin’
for a price to carry him—”

“Roll him into the gutter. That’s
where dogs belong,” crisped Lolita
coolly and turned back into the resort.
The big man let out a guffaw and fol-
lowed her. Neither saw the quick
change that came over the face of
the strange rider on the boardwalk.

For once Lariat’s lips were ter-
rifically grim. His eyes slitted to
flaming bars. Anger at this unneces-
sary violence and cruelty burned him
like a branding iron. He stepped to
the side of the now still form and
gathered the wounded man in his
arms.

“This man’s hit purty bad. Hc'll
have to have care. Where can I get
him a room ?”’ he questioned the store-
keeper.

“Well, now, I dunno. There’s the
hotel, but the clerk wouldn’t have him
when he hears. You see, Lolita owns
the hotel too.”

“We got to take him somewhere.
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What kind of a town is this when you
can’t bed down a wounded man?”

“The town’s all right, stranger,
only that crowd’s got it buffaloed. You
might bring him into my back room.
I got a cot there.”

“Okay. Grab some muslin off your
shelves for bandages and fetch water.
Get movin’.”

Once Gopherhole’s shirt was off,
they saw the seriousness of the case.
Lariat worked fast to pack the wound,
but that would not be enough. “We
got to get a doc,” he declared tersely.

“Can’t,” retorted the storeman.
“Doc Smedley went to Antelope an
hour ago. Won't be back afore tomor-
row afternoon.”

“That’s a break—a tough one!”

Gopherhole was completely in a
coma now. Lariat had done all he
could do, but this man needed medical
¢kill and care. Inwardly cursing Lo-
lita’s ecrowd, Carson went to the rear
door and looked out. The proprietor
chook his head and went back to his
counters.

Lariat stiffened like a pointer scent-
ing game. A trim figure had come out
of the rear door of the livery stable
and was striding up the alley toward
the back entrance to the resort.

“Goshamighty, Miss Pepperbox!”’

E could guess instantly her des-
tination. She had ridden to
town soon after himself, had left her
mare at the stable, and was hoofing
it up the baek way to surprise Lolita.
He saw Miss Pat pause once and draw
her gun, triggering it with the second
finger as he had showed her, take a
quick point at a post, and then re-
sheathe it.

“Holy wildcats!” breathed Lariat.
“If she braces Lolita’s gang I'll have
me two patients.”

He closed the door. In a moment
she would be passing by. He had to
do some tall thinking and do it quick.
He seized the new cow-rope and shook
out a loop.

Through the window he saw her
pass chin up. He had to time his act

perfectly. He threw the door open,
tcok one step out to have sufficient
room, and cast the loop. She was six
paces beyond him when the rope drew
taut.

Lariat gucssed correctl y—she
didn’t yell. But she fought like a
sleepered calf. Hand over hand he
pulled her into the door. Her eyes
were shooting flames when she final-
ly turned to see her captor.

“Why, you_n

“Easy, miss. There’s a man on the
bunk what needs quiet. I had to get
you in here and get you quick.”

“You insufferable fool—why, it’s
Gopherhole !”

The rounded surprise of her eyes
effaced the anger. In a moment she
was beside the bunk. A quick click-
ing of her lips expressed concern and
pity. Yet suspicion would not down.
She turned belligerently toward Lar-
iat. “You—you did this?”

“No, ma’am, not me. Pluggin’ a man
den’t come in my shootin’ lessons. His
friends next door sorta gave him a
lead present.”

“Lolita!”

“Well, maybe. There was also a
grizzly bear in pants—”"

“Ham Dunley! If he did it, it was
Lolita’s orders. He’s just a paid
bully—" She checked herself. “Goph-
erhole did this for me. He knew I
was coming in. He was trying to
take my fight on himself. He was an
old hand of my father’s, dandled me
on his knee when I was a kid. Oh,
we've got to save him, got to get the
doctor.”

“Can’t. He’s gone to Antelope.
Back tomorrow.” A scheme was be-
ginning to form in the back of Lar-
iat’s mind, a risky one, but possible.
He’d have to play it right.

“Someone must ride,” demanded
the girl. “Get the doctor back by mid-
night.”

“Who?,’

Perplexity furrowed her brow.
“Nobody would ride for me. Ham
Dunley would beat them up. Lolita
hates me like a snake.”



“Yeah, that makes it different. I
was figurin’ I might go, but—"

“But what?”’

“I’ve seen this here Ham Dunley.”

“Oh, afraid. I couldn’t have ex-
pected more from you.” The accent
on the last word was withering.

Lariat kept to his pose. ‘“Yes,
ma’am, but now if I was actually tak-
in’ orders—"

“What do you mean?”

“If I was ridin’ for a brand, and
my boss told me to go—well, I'd go.”

She stood staring at him as if he
were some strange and indescribable
animal. “You mean I'd have to hire
you to get you to go!”

“Er, yes, ma’'am. You got the idea
quick. As I said before I never do
nothin’ except for a price. Forty a
month includin’ my horse. In this
case, payment in advance.”

She seemed utterly stunned at such
a proposal. When she did speak her
words cut like flying icicles. “What
kind of a yellow dog are you?”

Carson puffed in assumed indigna-
tion. “If that’s the way you feel about
it, I'll leave you—"

“No, no, wait. I'll do anything for
Gopherhole. I’ll hire you.” Her hand
reached for her pocket, then hesi-
tated. “I’ll write you a check, and if
you don’t get the doctor here I’ll stop
payment. You don’t run any sandy
on me.”

Lariat only grinned. She called to
the storekeeper for ink, and the pen
fairly stabbed through the paper as
she wrote. She slapped the folder
down upon a store box and handed
him the written slip. “There!”

“Thanks, boss.”” He pocketed the
check. “When you hired me, you shore
got yourself a good horse.”

T was one-twenty before Lariat
clattered back into town with the
medico. The trail to Antelope had
been new, but he had rented a fresh
mount from the liveryman to gain
time.
The doctor and the girl went im-
mediately to work, and the old store-

Lariat Rustles a Ride ®* % % 77

keeper stood by with water and band-
ages. Lariat had the main room of
the store to himself. Grinning covert-
ly, he went behind the counter and
began rummaging among the shelves.

Half an hour later he oozed into
the back room unnoticed. The girl’s
checkbook still lay upon the box. Her
gun was hanging from a peg. Lariat
handled the checkbook a moment and
put it down. The three about the cot
were paying him little attention. He
slipped out the girl’s weapon, gave it a
quick examination, and returned it to
the holster. Still practically unnoticed,
he left the room.

As he bedded down in the livery
gtable for the rest of the night, his
grin was particularly broad,

The next day Pecca Crossing took
on the air of a frontier festival. Rid-
ers from a dozen ranches spurred into
town. Buckboards and farm wagons
bracketed the saddle horses along the
hitchracks. Hilarity in Lolita’s place
and in the smaller saloon down the
street was continuous. Side bets were
made and covered with alacrity. The
community was building itself up for
the annual event.

When the dozen contestants lined
up at the starting point in the main
street there was an inconspicuous
rider, mounted on a grayish mustang
at the far end of the line. He drew
little comment. ‘“Jest a driftin’ wad—
dy what thinks his horse kin run,”
chortled a mustached rancher. “Wal
he’ll soon find out.”

The race was to a point a mile from
town, around a lone hackberry tree,
and back to the starting point. Three
judges were stationed at the tree to
see that each contestant circled the
halfway mark.

Lariat knew that a two-mile heat,
at a dead run, was a hard race for
any horse. Endurance, more than
speed, would count. As his eyes fol-
lowed along the line of steeds, his
brow furrowed. Some pretty good
horses here. His whole scheme de-
pended upon winning the race, and if
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he lost—well, he would more or less
have coppered the rest of his life.

At the crack of a gun the whole line
started forward like a cavvy through
a broken wall. Lariat pulled in his
own mount. “Broomtail, for the first
time in yore life, you're goin’ to eat
dust. Just keep on their tails, but let
’em g 0.”

The shouts and huzzahs of the
spectators died behind them. The
racers strung out into an uneven line.
A roan gelding surged to the front,
hammering, belly flat, at a killing
pace. Quirts slapped as others tried
to overtake the leader. At the half-
way tree Lariat Carson was two hun-
dred yards behind and not in the race
at all. One of the judges haw-hawed
him roundly.

With the home stretch in view Lar-
iat leaned a little over the horn. The
gap between himself and the others
was slowly eaten down. In half a mile
he was fifty yards from the trailers.
In another quarter the mustang was
nosing into the bunch. At the front
the roan gelding, breathing hard,
held the lead by twice his length.

Then Lariat played his trump. He
reached down and unleased the latige.
He eased himself forward until the
leather slipped beneath him. The
forty-pound stock saddle slithered
over the mustang’s haunches, and
dropped to the ground.

“Now, you hammerhead, go!”

HE easing of weight was like a

spur to the mouse-colored horse.
His legs were a drumming blur in
thedust. The last spurt of effort, that
Lariat had been saving the mustang
for, carried them halfway to the
front. The faithful pony was lying
down to it now, neck outthrust, his
whole whipcord body blended into co-
ordinated movement. Shouts from
partisan spectators raised in a hub-
bub.

Fifth, fourth, third, second, the
mustang was inching himself for-
ward. As they breasted the livery
stable with a hundred yards yet to go,

the mustang’s nose was even with the
roan’s rump. Shouts of the roan’s
backers were a drowning clamor.

Lariat, for the first time in the race,
touched his spurs into the flanks. The
faithful mustang put his last ounce
of speed into the final dash. Carson
saw the roan’s rider drop abreast and
then fall back. The mustang pound-
ed, half a length ahead, across the fin-
ish mark.

Lariat slowed and swurg his pony,
an unprepossessing victor. Aside
from the unexpected finish, he aroused
little notice. As the bets were for in-
dividual horses beating other individ-
ual horses, it was of small moment
that the purse went to an unknown
waddy.

Yet over the backs of the milling
spectators Lariat saw one thing. He
saw Miss Pat come out of the store
and head into Lolita’s place. The edge
of her checkbook showed above the
rim of her shirt pocket, and ker gun
was buckled on!

Lariat slipped to the ground,
slapped the mustang in among the
tied ponies, and raced for the big
resort. The veins in Carson’s throat
were twitching slightly as he shoved
through the crowd. He saw Miss Pat
twenty feet abead as she strode to
the far end of the bar where Lolita
and Ham Dudley stood. The big man
was a mass of arrogant pride, but
Lolita’s face was coldly implacable.
As on the day before, both wore guns.

Miss Pat stopped two paces in front
of her enemy. “I’ve come to see you,
Lolita. I’'m ready for the payoff.”

Lariat shoved aside the last of the
blocking spectators. “Hold on a min-
ute. As rider of the winning horse,
I’ve something to say.”

Ham’s big head bobbed forward.
“You ain’t buttin’ in—"

“Keep out of this yourself, Dun-
ley!” Something in Lariat’s voice
stayed the big man. He shifted and
glowered, uncertain. His boss had
given him no orders concerning this
stranger.



Lariat turned toward_the sleek,
perfumed owner of the resort. “As I
understand it, when a bet’s made,
both sides should be able to post the
money. This lady has her checkbook
in her pocket. But I don’t see any evi-
dence to pay on the other side—in
case they lost.”

Lolita gave him a look that was
purely contemptuous. ‘“That isn’t nec-
essary. I didn’t lose. But if you think
I haven’t the cash—" She gave a sig-
nal to the bartender. The man slapped
a flat bundle of currency on the bar.
“There. But what of it? She gives
me her check—”

Lariat’s voice rang out to the far
corners of the room. “She don’t give
you nothin’. I rode the horse that won
the race. Not only am I in the em-
ploy of Miss Pat, but the horse that
won the race belongs to Miss Pat!”

“That’s a lie! This is some dirty
frame—"

“Careful, woman! Don’t be usin’
them words without evidence.” He
reached over and jerked the check-
book from the girl’s pocket. So fast
had he carried the verbal battle that
Miss Pat stood confused, incapable of
interposing a word.

He shook out a folded paper from
among the blanks. “Right here’s a
bill of sale in her possession, for that
horse. I slipped it into her checkbook
so she wouldn’t lose it. And if that
ain’t evidence enough, here’s some-
thing else.” He displayed the check.
‘“Here’s the payment she made me
yesterday, a check signed by herself,
as she’ll testify. Forty bucks. A high
price for a range mustang, but he’s
worth it.”

Miss Pat turned upon her new
hand. An incredible look was in
her eyes. ‘Is that what you meant
when you said I was getting a good
horse?”

“Exactly. Them two papers abso-
lutely prove she owned the horse. I
leave it to any man in the barroom.
Now, Miss Pat, collect yore winnin’s
and let’s get out of this doghouse.”
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LL the veneer of the polished
Lolita dropped from her. Rage
and frustration stripped her to the
termagant that she really was. “Don’t
you dare touch that money, you snidet
You framed it with this stranger to
trick me, and I was betting honest—"
“Honest!” The word snapped from
Miss Pat’s lips like a hurled missile.
“You, honest, when your hired riders
ruined my horse and I had to kill him?
You, honest, when you shoot a man
that’s lying flat on his back? You’re
tha lowest, vilest thing that ever wore
skirts! I'm ashamed of my sex when
I look at you!”
“You can’t talk like that—" Lo-
lita’s hand dived for her gun.

Lariat Carson for the moment went
cold. Would the girl remember the
gun savvy he had taught her? Yet,
between two women, he could not in-
terfere.

The gun in the ranch girl’s hand
spat a yard-long flame. Lolita, her
own gun half drawn, uttered a pier-
cing scream, her left hand clutching
at her breast. Then her face drained
completely of color and she sank back
against the bar, slipping to the floor.

Ham Dunley’s roar tore through
the building. He pawed for his hol-
ster.

Lariat Carson’s hand seemed scarce-
ly to move, yet his weapon was out,
spitting. Dunley’s hand was slapped
back by invisible power. His weapon
thudded to the floor. He clutched at
his crunched fist, bafflement in his dull
eyes.

“That’ll ruin yore gun-hand for all
time, Dunley, but you ain’t goin’ to
need it no more. The sooner you get
out of Pecca Basin the better.”

Lariat whirled toward the girl who
stood staring in awesome horror at
the woman she had shot. He saw the
color go from Miss Pat’s face, and he
gathered her in his arms. Pausing
only to sweep the money from the bar,
he strode out. The crowd parted
wordlessly before him,

On the counter of the store the girl
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recovered. Lariat was bathing her
forehead with water. She stared for
seconds confused, then memory of
what had happened started her up
wild-eyed.

“I killed her! I killed a woman! O
merciful heaven, I must have been
mad. I couldn’t have done such a
thing.”

“Now just compose yourself. Take
a sip of this water. If you want to
know the truth, you ain’t killed no-
body.”

“What? But I did!”’

“No, just punctured her skin, stung
her a little. Bein’ a coward at heart,
she flopped in a faint. Anybody could
pick the lead outa Lolita with a tooth-
pick.”

Lariat took the girl’s gun, and be-
fore her widened eyes prodded out a
cartridge. The bullet shoved to pieces
kefore his thumbnail. “Soap! And
behind the soap were just six tiny
little bird-shot.”

“You—you fixed my gun?”

“Yes, ma’am. I had the run of the
store last night and helped myself.
When you wasn’t lookin’ I sorta
changed yore ammunition.”

“Thank heaven for that. But why
did you do it?”

“Well, I sorta had you figured. You
wouldn't want to go down to yore
grave knowin’ you’d killed another
human bein’, now would you?”

“No. But you've done all this, saved
me from awful trouble, won me the
race. Why?”

“Lady, you think you hired me
when I rode for the doc. You didn’t.
I been workin’ for you ever since I
seen you in the mesquite hollow. I
reckon nobody ever made love to a
woman the way I done. But, Miss
Pat, I can’t ever think about any girl
but you. I hope you won't fire me.”

“Fire you?” The girl’s animation
had returned and there was a soft
light in her eyes. “I couldn’t fire you.
With this money I've got to get moth-
er to the hospital and get her there
quick. Poor old Gopherhole won’t be
able to work for months. Somebody’s
got to take care of the stock. You'll
have to cook for yourself—”

“What, get my own bait?”

“Until I get back from the hospital.
Then, heaven help you, if you don’t
like my coeking.”

“Well,” drawled Lariat, “I reckon
I kin get used to it. Most husbands
has to.”




Spur-Fanged Spitfire

Bob Brundage knew plenty about cattle, cayuses and Colts. But
he didn’t savvy what it took to be a tophand tamer of a spur-
fanged spitfire.

"“E'u%s,.‘, John A. Saxon

YRA ADAIR, her heels by the throat latch, her slim legs
braced, the reins of the were enecased in snug fitting foxed
bridle twisted over her left California cloth pants. The soft silk
hip as she held the fractious horse, blouse revealed graeeful curves. She
made a picture. Her hat was hanging was twenty, small, and blonde.
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But Myra, back home on the Rock-
ing A spread after two years at
school, wasn’t thinking about what
sort of a picture she made at the mo-
ment. She was thinking how darned
cantankerous a horse could get in a
year by not being ridden. Maybe she
shouldr’t have left orders for the ani-
mal not to be forked.

What she did not know, was that
big Bob Brundage, a new hand on the
spread, was sitting on his sorrel horse
behind the willows, watching her.
Thoroughly exasperated, Myra
grabbed the quirt hanging on her
right wrist and then—

“Hey! Wait a minute, little lady,”
she heard someone say, and turned to
face Brundage. “Ain’t yuh forget-
tin’ somethin’? He ain’t been rid for
nearly two years they say an’—”’

He was perhaps fifty feet away.

Myra Adair had learned a lot about
men in the two years she had been
away. And she thought she could ap-
praise them quickly. She did it in a
flash—and for once, guessed wrong.

“And aren’t you forgetting some-
thing ?”” she snapped back at him. “To
mind your own business? This is my
horse and I’ll teach him—”

“Not that way, you won’t, ma’am,”
said the cowboy, grinning indulgently.
“You see you—"

With the pressure off the reins,
Dynamite stood quietly enough, black
eyes flashing, nostrils distended, ears
flat—but quiet.

Myra Adair stopped struggling
with the horse for a moment to take
a second glance at this man. He was
twenty-two or three, she judged,
black-haired, dark-eyed. Probably one
of the new men her father had hired
while she was away. He met her eyes
coolly. And for the first time in her
life Myra felt a little fussed under
the cool, steady gaze of the stranger.

“My name’s Bob Brundage,” he of-
fered, with a friendly smile. “I guess
you must be Miss Myra Adair. Yore
dad an’ mine used to ride trail to-
gether. That’s how I happen to be
here.”

“How interesting,” she said a little
sarcastically, and was immediately
sorry when she saw the quick hurt
that swept over his face. After all,
she decided, he was nice enough—if
he just hadn’t assumed to tell her
how to handle her own horse.

“If I can help you,” he suggested,
and stopped short when she made it
perfectly plain that that was about
the worst thing he could have said.

“Thank you,” she clipped. “I can
handle this horse without any—"

“Look out!” he yelled as Dynamite
reared, struck with its forefeet.

The black was a devil. Myra knew
it and so did everybody else on the
ranch. It was her particular pride
that she alone could handle the ani-
mal. She tried to step out of the way,
partially succeeded. Then she felt the
weight of the horse’s hoof as it grazed
her shoulder, felt an instant searing
pain.

The girl seemed only semi-con-
scious of the fact that Bob Brundage
had fed iron to his horse, snaked out
a rope, was moving in. She had fallen
to the ground, lain there, stunned.

Dynamite moved off, halted, then
plunged toward the prostrate girl.
She heard the whir of the rope in
Bob Brundage’s hand, saw the blazing
orbs of her own horse as it moved to-
ward her, shut her eyes.

The throw, she knew, was perfect,
but the angle was bad. Although she
was in imminent danger she sensed
what was going to happen, cried out
against it. The sorrel set iself for
the bust. Myra saw the quick dally
Bob made around the horn of his sad-
dle as the animal squatted. If the
black turned the least bit—

It did and there was a crunching
sound as the horse went to the
ground, lay perfectly still with a
broken neck.

“Oh !’ she cried in dismay, forget-
ting her own hurt. “You’ve killed my
horse—"

Bob Brundage was out of his sad-
dle, coming toward her.



“He might have killed you,” he an-
swered her, and she knew that he was
a little angry with her for having
put herself into such a position.

ERHAPS it was that she sensed
the feeling that was so near the
surface with this man who seemed
so completely in control of himself
and the situation. Perhaps it was that
she was a little angry with herself
for having done something that she
knew better than to do—give the
horse an opporturity to strike at her.
Before he could reach her she got
to her feet, conscious of a terrific pain
in her shoulder.

“I'm all right,” she said quickly, a
little too flustered to acknowledge the
correctness of his surmise. “If you
Will_”

She wasn’t all right, and she knew
it. The blow from the horse’s hoof
had been harder than she realized.
Suddenly, and without warning, her
knees gave way. She went to the
ground again, closed her eyes. Myra
Adair wasn’t the fainting kind, and
she didn’t faint now, but she was close
to it. Color drained from her face.
She felt terribly weak. Some how,
however, she was conscious of the
fact that he had picked her up, was
holding her in his arms like a child.

“Poor kid,” she heard him whisper
softly. “Just a baby—an’ tryin’ to be
a bronc peeler with a mad devil like
that black. Hank Adair ought tuh
have more sense—"’

He didn’t waste much time solilo-
quizing what Hank Adair, Myra’s
father, should have done. For his
quickly questing hands discovered
that her shoulder was dislocated. Bob
Brundage didn’t stand on eeremony,
and Myra subconsciously winced as
he ripped the silk blouse from wrist
to shoulder. He pulled off his hat,
wadded it and placed it in her arm-
pit and exerted pressure on her elbow.

She couldn’t have opened her eyes
then if she had wanted to. The pain
was too intense. It may have been that
for a moment or two she did lose con-
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sciousness. Then she realized that her
arm felt better, that he was holding
her head and shoulders in his lap, rub-
bing the strained muscles.

“Sorry to hurt yuh, honey,” he said
softly, as though in the belief she
eouldn’t hear. “But it’ll be all right
when you wake up.”

Then his lips brushed hers ever so
gently. He placed her flat on the
ground and pulled her arms down
straight at her sides. Myra didn’t
know whether to laugh or to cry. Her
arm hurt, but somehow the situation
made her want to laugh. A cowboy
Romeo! She'd always made fun of
girls who fell in love with the hired
hands. Of course she wasn’t in love,
but—

Well, he’d never have the satisfac-
tion of knowing that she knew he had
kissed her. Then all of a sudden she
found hersef wondering why she
was not angry. She should have been,
she thought.

Myra’s “coming to” was a work of
art. It ceased to be such, however,
when she looked over Bob’s shoulder.
There was her brother Jack sitting on
his hozse a few yards away, his el-
bow on the born of his saddle, a ques-
tioning look in his eyes. She wondered
how long he had been there and how
much he had seen. She decided not to
notice him until she found out.

Myra was on her feet now, with
Bob’s assistance. She was very
austere, very dignified.

“I'l use your horse to ride in on,”
she announced calmly. “I’m all right
now, thank you.”

Darn it. She wished she knew just
how mueh Jack had seen. He would
probably tease the life out of her
about it.

“Sorry ma’am,” said Brundage. “I
can’t let you ride my hoss. He jest
natch’ly don’t like women folks.”

Young Jack Adair spurred in, dis-
mounted.

“You heard what my sister said,
Brundage,” he said in clipped tones.
“While you’re workin’ on the Rocking



84 * * % Romance Round-Up

A, you’d better do what you're told
to do.”

Bob Brundage looked the other
over from the tip of his fine leathered
Justins to the white Stetson that
topped his black hair. Myra saw the
color leave his face, return slowly.

“Sorry, mister,” replied Bob, with-
out raising his voice, “but that hoss
don’t carry the Rocking A brand—
an’ neither do 1.”

“I don’t like your lip, Brundage,”
said Jack Adair truculently. “And
furthermore, when my father hears
about you and Myra—"

He looked at Myra with a peculiar
expression. Right then and there
Myra had the answer to the question
as to how much of what had hap-
pened had been seen by her brother.
He must have seen it all. But Jack
Adair wasn’t through.

“And your carryin’s on,” he added,
and seemed about to say more when—

Crack! Bob’s hard fist contacted
Jack Adair’s chin,

“You may be Hank Adair’s son, an’
Miss Myra may be your sister. But
you can’t say anything like that an’
get away with it,” he said.

ESPITE the fact that Jack Adair

was her own brother, Myra did-

n’t feel a bit badly about his being

knocked down. In fact, she rather
thought Jack had it coming to him.

“You’re fired,” snapped Jack Adair,
getting to his feet but showing no in-
clination to return the blow.

“Nope,” replied the other calmly.
“As soon as I get to the big house,
I'll quit. Your father hired me. He'll
have to fire me—if I'm fired.”

He picked up the bridle reins of
Adair’s horse.

“I’ll be borrowing yore hoss,
Adair,” he announced.

And with no more ado, he picked
up Myra bodily. Placing her in the
saddle of Jack Adair’s mount, Brun-
dage took the reins in his left hand.
He mounted his own horse, led the
girl away, leaving Jack Adair flat-
footed. And the only thing Myra did

was to look at her brother and pull
down her left eyelid.

Halfway to the house Bob said to
Myra: “Yore brother’s a pretty salty
young gent. It seems to run in the
family. If half the things I've heard
vbout him are true, he needs a good
lickin’.”

Ordinarily Myra would have
stuck up for Jack. But somehow Bob
Brundage seemed to upset all the
things she ordinarily would have
done. After all; the remark was prob-
ably justified. She and Jack had been
allowed to do pretty much as they
pleased. Of course, she couldn’t tell
him she thought so.

“You’re really going to quit, are
you?”’ she asked finally, to bridge the
gap.
“I’d rather quit than be fired. After
all, a puncher can’t go round sock-
in’ the boss’ son—not an’ get away
with it.”

Myra seemed interested in the dis-
tant hills,

“No, I suppose not,” she agreed,
wondering what his reaction would
be to a statement by her concerning
punchers kissing the boss’ daughter.

“lI wish you wouldn’t quit,” she
said at last. “Jack isn’t bad. He’s just
gotten himself mixed up with gambler
Ed Kitrelle, drinking a lot and lesing
—if dad finds out he’ll be furious.”

Bob grunted inaudibly before he
said: “Hank’s let you youngsters ac-
quire the habit of doing about what
you please, that’s the trouble.”

It was on the tip of her tongue to
return the statement in kind. She had
particularly in mind what had hap-
pened a short time before, but she
managed not to.

What she did say was: “Well, per-
haps after all, you should quit.”

And, scorning his assistance, Myra
slid out of the saddle and went into
the house. Not, however, before she
had heard Bob Brundage say: “Well,
now what do you know about that?”

Which simple little remark was
enough to make Myra throw herself
angrily on the bed in her room.



She didn’t stay there very long,
however, for within half an hour she
heard Bob and her father talking in
the living room. A glance outside
showed Bob’s packed warbag on his
horse. He had, then, decided to quit
after all. For a moment, Myra wished
she had been able to bridle her
tougue.

“Myra’s as high strung an’ as tem-
peramental as that black hoss she was
ridin’,” her father said. “Some day
some man will be able to handle her
and then—”"

Well, she liked that. Her own fath-
er comparing her to a horse.

“Slick Hale wants you to take the
buckboard an’ come up to the north
line camp,” Myra heard Bob say.

Hank Adair snorted. “Ain’t goin’
to do it,” he cut back. “I hired him
as a foreman. If he can’t run the
spread without callin’ on me every
day or two, I'll get somebody who
will.”

Bob must have been angry, Myra
decided, to say what he said next.

“Why don’t you turn it over to
these two kids of yours, Hank?” he
asked shortly. “They’d be able to boss
the place plenty. Now you can give
me my time, I’m driftin’.”

“Quittin’, eh?”

“Nope. Fired. Jack gave me my
walkin’ papers, because I—"

She wondered if he would stop
when he got that far. He did.

“Who the hell is runnin’ this place,
me or Jack?” demanded Adair.

Bob shrugged his shoulders.

“If I didn’t have this damn rheu-
matiz,” her father said. “I’d show
them kids—"

He looked at Brundage calculating-
ly for a moment, then he said: “I’m
an old man, Bob.” Somehow a lot of
the fire and gruffness was gone from
his voice. “I can’t get around like I
used to, an’ there’s no use kiddin’
myself. Them children of mine are
gettin’ out of hand. Young Jack is
goin’ to the devil a-whoopin’ an’ Myra
—well, Myra is like her mother, Bob.
She needs a steady hand on the bit—"
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ARN it, thought Myra, why did
her dad have to talk that way—
and to Bob Brundage, of all people.
It seemed almost as though her fath-
er were suggesting that Bob take her
in hand. Well, if he tried that she’d
show him a thing or two.
Her father went on: “Young Jack

. is gettin’ hisself pretty deep with Ed

Kitrelle, that tinhorn gambler that
runs the saloon in Lancaster. He
thinks that I don’t savvy what’s goin’
on, but I do. He thinks I don’t know
what him an’ Slick Hale are up to—
runnin’ my cattle over to Rock
Springs, sellin’ ’em to the construc-
tion camps an’ gamblin’ away the
money to Kitrelle. Well, I do know it.
The hell of it is I don’t know just
what to do about it.”

Myra caught her breath. Her
brother Jack, a thief! It was unbe-
lievable. And that tinhorn gambler,
Ed Kitrellee Why, once Ed Kitrelle
had said—

The girl blushed as she thought of
it. Myra had always exerted a strong
influence over Jack, and felt that she
still could. She had been away. He
had gotten out of hand.

“Brundage,” Hank Adair said,
“I’ve been keepin’ an eye on you. You
know cattle—horses—an’ people. Jus’
like yore father. How’d you like to
take over Slick Hale’s job an’ run the
Rocking A ?”’

“I’m afraid yore son an’ daughter
wouldn’t stand for it, Hank,” she
heard Bob say.

“I said ‘run the spread,” ”” her father
repeated, “an’ that means everybody
on it’ll take orders from you or—”"

Myra flared. They didn’t need any
outside help in handling the Adair
ranch or the Adair family. What was
her father thinking of? Well, she’d
get hold of Jack, get things in hand,
and then she’d take care of Mr. Bob
Brundage.

Bob looked out the window, said:
“T'll do it, Hank—tomorrow. Young
Jack just left for town. I reckon I've
got a little business myself in Lan-
caster. I'll be seein’ yuh.”
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Through her own window Myra
watched him toss his bedroll back
into the bunkhouse, start tightening
the saddle cinches on the sorrel. Well,
she knew a short cut. She hadn’t been
born and raised on the Rocking A
without knowing how to beat a prac-
tical stranger into town.

Myra started changing her clothes,
putting on some faded levis, and a
flannel shirt. She topped off the outfit
with a sombrero that was weather-
stained, limp.

It was eight o’clock before she got
to Lancaster. She hoped that she
would be able to contact Jack be-
fore— Wait a minute. She had a bet-
ter plan. If Ed Kitrelle was the man
who was getting young Jack into all
the trouble, then Ed Kitrelle was the
man she should deal with. Once a
plan of action had been formulated
in Myra’s mind, putting it into opera-
tion followed as a matter of course.

She avoided being seen in town,
hitched her horse in front of the Lan-
caster general store, which was closed
for the night. Then she slipped
around through a back way to the
saloon and gambling house operated
by Ed Kitrelle. No halfway measures
with Myra Adair. You couldn’t handle
pitch, was her creed, without going
where the pitch was. There was an
open window near the rear of the
saloon, a light burning in a hallway,
and at the end, a door marked “Of-
fice.” She had to see Ed Kitrelle, and
to see him she had to go where he was
—and she went.

Climbing the sill, she walked down
to the end of the hall and pushed open
the door. Ed Kitrelle was sitting at
his desk, counting silver from the
crap table. He looked up as she en-
tered.

“Well,” he said, as his jaw dropped,
“this is an unexpected pleasure, Miss
Myra.”

He placed a ehair for her, mo-
tioned for her to sit down.

“It’s no pleasure, Mr. Kitrelle,” she
snapped, ignoring the proffered chair.

“I came to see you about my brother.
Father knows about those cattle that
you and Jack have been running over
to Rock Springs. Not only that, but
he intends to do something about it
—aunless—"

D KITRELLR’S eyes narrowed.
The implication was plain
enough, but he waited. There were
heavy footsteps in the hall, a fist.
banged on the door, and Myra’s heart
went to her toes. Bob Brundage!

“Open up, Kitrelle,” he ordered. *1
want a confab with yuh.”

What would Bobd think, finding her
here? Her pulses pounded badly.
“Quick,” she whispered to Kitrelle.
“I can’t be seen here—"

“Shore not, little lady,” smiled the
gambler oilily. “PH get rid of this
jasper an’ then you an’ me’ll talk.”

Somehow Myra sensed that what
the gambler had in mind to talk
about was entirely apart from the
reason that had brought her into the
place. There was a eloset in the eor-
ner of the room. He shoved her into
it, closed the door. Myra’s breath
nearly stopped when she heard him
turn the key in the lock and then re-
move it. She was trapped. Bob
banged on the door again.

“Don’t get panicky,” said the
gambler, settling his frock coat and
easing a holstered gun further for-
ward.

Observing the move through the
keyhole, Myra wished she could do
something to warn Bob without dis-
closing her presence. Oh, she had
been a fool, she readily admitted to
herself now, trying to stick her fin-
gers into a thing that should be han-
dled by a man. She might have known
Ed Kitrelle would misinterpret the
reason for her visit.

“Well,” Kitrelle said, as Bob Brun-
dage came into the room, “what’s on
yore mind?”’

Bob looked around curiousty.

“Thought I heard yuh talkin’,” he
clipped, “an’ to a woman—"

“Yuh thought wrong,” eut back the



gambler. “Even if 1 was, what the
hell business is it of yours?’

It seemed to Myra that Bob coald
see straight through the keyhole of
the locked door.

“You an’ yore women don’t inter-
est me,” admitted Bob, and Myra
winced. “I came here to talk about
that Adair kid, an’ Pd rather talk to
you both at once. Send for him. Rick
Taylor is skinnin’ him out of his eye-
teeth on that crooked roulette wheel.
An’ there won’t be any fifty head
turned over tomorrow to pay off. Send
for him.”

For a moment their eyes locked,
then the gambler opened the door,
called: “Lefty! Seed Jack Adair here.
I want to talk to him.”

A minute later, Brundage stood
back of the door, as Jack Adair eame
into the room. He had let the boy
walk in without suspecting that he
was there, at least until Jack said:

“Now look, Ed, what’s the idea of
botherin’ me, when I’'m playin’? Ev-
erything is all set. Slick will take
fifty head to Rock Springs tomorrow
an’ I'll pay you—" ;

That was where Bob Brundage
stepped into the picture.

“It might have been all set, Jack,”
he said, in clipped tomes. “But the
deal is off. Your father kmows what
you ard Sliek have been up to. He’s
willin’ to let the whole thing drop,
providin’ Ed Kitrelle closes up and
gets out of town.”

Kitrelle laughed sneeringly. “What
the hell do you take me for, Brun-
dage?’ he cut in. “¥ou car’t prove
anything. Neither cam Hank Adair.”

Myra thougbt she had never heard
so much ice in a man’s voice as was
in that of Bob Brumdage ~= he said:
“We wasn’t even thinkin' ¢f provin’
anything, Keno!”

The gambler’s face blanched.

“But mebby the sherif uh Clovis
County’d be interested to know what-
ever became of the man that killed
Randy Clark uh couple of years ago.”

Myra couldn’t' see what happened
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then, but she heard it. There was a
sound of quick movement, a shot, her
brother’s voice, a crash, the smell of
smoke—

“The lamp,” said Jack tightly. “The
place is afilre!”

“Get out!” ordered Bob.

“But you can’t leave Kitrelle—"

“He’s dead. I'll carry his body out-
side. There'll be trouble, explanations.
Get out of here and get back to the
ranch. Quick! Out the back way be-
fore they investigate.”

YRA heard her brother go out,

heard Bob Brundage moving.
She tried to scream, but her tongue
stuck to the roof of her mouth. She
pounded on the door. Wouild he hear
her?

“Bob! Bob!” she managed at last.

The crackle of the flames was her
only answer.

“Stand away from the door,” she
finally heard him say, and his burly
skoulder banged through the panel-
ing.

Then she was in his arms. His coat
was around her head to protect her
from the fire, and an instant later
they were outside. In the street in
front of the saloon all was confusion.
Already the flames had apread to the
front of the wooden building. He put
her on her feet, held her tight,
pressed his lips to hers.

“Darling,” he said hoarsely, “are
you all right? I knew you were there.
You dropped your quirt when you
came in. I kicked it under the desk
so that Jack wouldn’t see #. I didn’t
want him to kmow you were calling
—on Kitrelle.”

“I—I'm all right,” Myra said a
little uncertainly. She was a little
breathless by the rapidity of develop-
ments—and the fact that Bob’s kiss
had beem of an entirely different
caliber from the one earlier in the
day.
“Then take my horse over there,”
he pointed. “If he fights you—much
as I love him—7T’ll kill him.” There
was a strange fierceness in his voice.
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“I’'m trustin’ him with the dearest
thing in the world.”

“My horse is in front of the gen-
eral store, Bob,” she whispered. “I’ll
—be waiting. And please be care-
ful—"

Men were boiling out of other
places in the vicinity, a bucket brig-
ade was being formed, but it was too
late. The gambling house was
doomed. . . .

Hank Adair sat in his armchair
early the next morning, a grumpy
look on his dour face.

“Myra,” he said as his daughter
came in, “I’m makin’ some changes
around here. I ain’t been satisfied
with the way things been goin’.”

“Really, father?” she asked, and
then wrinkled her nose at him when
he stared at her.

“Doggone it, I wish you kids would
be serious,” he said complainingly.
“Where’s Jack?” i

“Right here, dad,” said young Jack
coming in off the porch. “I was just
watching that new man Bob Brund-
age ropin’ eut his horse. He seems to
be pretty much of a tophand.”

Hank Adair was annoyed. What
had come over these two anyway ?

“Well, call him, dammit,” he or-
dered testily. “I want him here for
breakfast. He’s goin’ to be the new
foreman.”

Bob Brundage came in, pulling off
his hat. Seemingly he was very much

unconcerned as he looked at Myra
standing in the doorway of the
kitchen,

“That’s providin’ you an’ Myra
have no objections,” Hank Adair
added in a tone that was meant to be
rebukingly sarcastic.

“Not me, dad,” said yeung Jack,
knowing full well that Bob didn’t
know what had gone before.

“I fired Slick this mornin’,” con-
tinued Hank. “He’s been losin’ too
much stock.”

“Breakfast’s ready, dad,” said
Myra from the deorway. ‘“Come an’
get it or I'll throw it away—"

Hank Adair’s jaw dropped. “Myra
Adair,” he snapped, “I didn’t know
you could cook. You must have
learned lately.”

“There’s a lot of things I've learned
lately, dad,” she said to her father,
looking straight at Bob Brundage.

Then she turned away toward the
kitchen, followed by her brother
Jack.

“Have any luck in town, Bob?”
asked Hank Adair, rolling his
wheeled chair toward the dining
room,

Bob’s eyelid went down in a solemn
wink. “Well, what do you think,
Hank?” he replied.

But Hank Adair, looking out over
the broad expanse of his Rocking A
spread with slightly misty eyes, kept
his thoughts to himself.
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The terror-ridden town of Longhorn had
branded Mirt Benton robber, rustler and
killer. Yet the shadow of the hangman’s
noose did not compare with the scorn
. that shone from the eyes of a beauti-
ful girl — the girl whose love
had turned to hate.

Clint Douglas

hopeful as he kneed his sor- had showed her home deserted. But
rel along the road that curled he would meet her in Longhorn or
through the cedar swamp toward on her way back. He sure hoped his
Longhorn, He hitched his cartridge homecoming would surprise Mike
belt in the nervous way he had, Costain’s daughter the way Mirt
rubbed his jaw and peered with sharp wanted. )
anticipation up the trail of velvet Ten months helping out a sick
dust. uncle down in Arizona had seemed
Ellen Costain might appear any long, but he had been able to save
minute now. She must have gone to most of his wages. Benton could buy
89

MIRT BENTON’S grin was town, for Mirt’s stop at the Flying C
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a few steers now and maybe rent a
stretch of watered grass. What with
those cows hé-had run for himself
while he worked on the Crazy K over
east, he would be a cattleman short-
ly. Which meant that with luck, only

half a year hence he could put a cer-.

tain little question to Ellen.

He chuckled with anticipation.
“Question ain’t big, but it’s sure got
plenty importance!”

Thought of Latigo Scandrett, fore-
man for Ellen’s father, made his grin
cool slowly to troubled doubt. What
progress had Scandrett made with
that brownhaired girl while Mirt was
away? Latigo was persistent—too
much so. And he had a sort of persua-
sion about him that Mirt feared he
himself lacked. Suppose Scandrett
and Ellen were—

He shook his head, frowning. That
and one other matter sori of marred
his return to the county. Benton’s
hand rose to rub his square chin as
he thought about Stud. He had left
the black horse with Hank Barron.
But two hours ago Hank had admit-
ted the stallion was missing, Mirt
wanted the feel of Stud between his
knees again; there wasn’t another
horse with his speed in fifty miles.

Of a sudden the cowboy reined in.
Across the swampy land in a horse-
shoe twist of the road, he glimpsed
an oncoming rider. And Mirt could
not be mistaken about that white
sombrero, the pongee blouse—even
the spotted pony. It was Ellenn Cos-
tain, coming from Longhorn.

Benton jockeyed the sorrel to shade
at the edge of the road. Ellen round-
ed the turn and came along until sud-
denly Mirt spurred straight across
her path. She uttered a startled gasp
and brought her pony up short,
thrusting back the white sombrero
as it slouched a little forward and
obstructed her view.

“Howdy, ma’am !’ Benton laughed.
“Aren’t you Ellen Costain? Want to
make talk with—"

“Mirt Benton!” The girl’s hand
flew to her throat. “Oh, you—! Let

me pass! Don’t you block my way!”
Ellen blazed angrily.

His jaw sagged. In sheer amaze-
ment Mirt watched her heel the spot-
ted pony to the left and start around
him. Then impulse made him thrust
his horse in her path a second time.
“Hey! Hold on, Ellen! I —”

She whirled her mount to dart
back the opposite side. In a half-dazed
way Mirt realized this was no game,
that she really ardently wanted to
elude him. Resentment flared in his
breast and he leaned far out of the
saddle. His fingers caught a flying
rein as her startled pony wheeled and
reared. Ellen’s dark eyes flashed. In-
stantly she backed the horse with a
terrific jerk on his arm. It was a tug
of war, fiercely contested.

“Let go! Let go at once, Mirt Ben-
ton, or I—I’ll quirt you!”

He saw her hand sweep up holding
the braided rawhide. He could not
seem to think fast enough to compre-
hend all this. Ellen leaned over,
threatening to strike him.

“Let go, I tell you!” she warned.

But he did not. And she struck.
“Let go my horse, you—you outlaw!”
Ellen choked. “You murderer!”

That last rush of angry words
stung him as sharply as the fangs
of the quirt. Benton’s face set in
clear lines of doggedness and his chin
showed forward truculently. But he
still clutched her pony’s rein and he
would hold it if she quirted his arm
off ! Suddenly Ellen appeared to real-
ize this, and with a little whimpering
cry she sank back in her saddle.

Jlirt dropped the pony’s rein to sit
ruefully massaging his arm where
the rawhide had cut through the blue
denim of his shirt sleeve. His face
was gray under its heavy tan. His
tone proved the turbulent mystery
in him, but it was quiet with control.

“What’s this all about, anyhow?
You sure don’t act glad to see me!”

HE was very pale except for a
glowing rose spot in each cheek.
Their eyes clashed and held. At last



with what seemed a great effort, Ellen
Costain stared down at the road. “No
—DI'm certainly not glad to see you
back! Oh, Mirt,” she burst out plead-
ingly, “why did you have to stop me?
I—I didn't think you’d have the
nerve. Oh,” she cried furiously, “I
despise you, Mirt Benton! I hate
you!”

He jerked back as if struck. His
big chest raised slowly and he had
to swallow several times before he
could speak. “For gosh sakes, Ellen!
What in the world are you talkin’
about? What have I done? You mean
you and Latigo—"

“Oh, Latigo! Mirt, I never thought
you would lie to me. Saying you had
to go to your uncle because he got
hurt in a fall and couldn’t work his
stock. And then killing—"

“Killing who? Say,” he told her
heatedly, “I’ve never lied to you and
never will. I have been in Arizona the
last ten months whether you believe
it or not, and I reckon Uncle Jeff
would be glad to tell you so. Now,
what’s this talk about killing?”

“Killing Ribbons McGuire when
you held up the stage two months
ago. And taking eleven thousand—”

His ejaculation made her stop.
Benton leaned sharply to peer at the
girl. Thirty seconds passed without
the merest twitch of a musele, the
least flicker of his eyelids. Then he
gulped and sat straighter on his
horse, his face gone sallow.

“McGuire,” Mirt said softly. He
shook his head. “Gesh, Ellem, why
would I kill Ribbens McGuire? He
never hurt anybody! You claimin’ I
held up the stage, stele eleven thou-
sand dollars, and murdered poor old
Ribbens? And—uh, what else have
I done?”

The sincerity of his manner made
her hesitate puzzledly. But then with
a toss of her head the girl wrenched
her gaze away. She lifted the reins
as if to start her pony forward, but
lowered them at Mirt’s swiftly up-
raised hand. Ellen gave a contemptu-
ous sigh,
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“As if you didn't know! Oh, Mirt,
Mirt! Well—here, then!” Thrusting
a hand to the poéket of her pongee
blouse, she produced a folded paper
which she gave to him. Benton ac-
cepted it scowling, and slowly opened
it.

“Don’t rush off, Ellen. Wait a min-
ute.”

At recognition of the picture on
the flimsy gray sheet, an exclamation
broke from his lips. Benton felt a
weight sagging his shoulders, a
weight that drooped them lower as he
scanned the notice under that crude-
ly printed photograph. His pulse
pounded slow, then gathered speed
until it was racing, until the blood
rushed in a torrent through his
temples.

For it was his picture on this want-
ed handbill issued by Sheriff Cal Max-
well of Longhorn. His description
printed there and his name:

Mirt Benton, twenty-four years old, six
feet one inch tall, weight a hundred and
ninety peunds. Usually wears corduroys, or
leather ehaps, blue shirt, gray sombrero.
Wanted for the murder of Ribbons McGuire
and theft of eleven thousand dollars from
the Addison-Longhorn stage eoach; wanted
for the shooting of Carl Mills at Four Cor-
ners in holdup; wanted for the theft of
fourteen Kentueky blooded horses. Five
hundred dollars reward, dead or alive!

His heavy eyes raised to the girl.
Mirt wondered if this was all a weird
nightmare? It was almost unbeliev-
able. For a moment he was too ntter-
ly stunmed to talk. The Adam’s apple
jogged in his throat as, gray of face,
he crumpled the handbill in a white-
knuckled fist 7’

“And you’re believin’ it?”

Ellen looked away while her hands
twisted the reins nervously. “At first
I didn’t, no matter what they said.
But—there’'s proof. You were de-
scribed by several witnesses. Your
sandy hair and your horse, Stud,
and—"

“Stud! You mean he was on these
jobs? Why, Ellen, I just stopped off
to get Stud at Hank Barron’s and
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Hank told me somebody stole him
about five months back!”

He stopped. Now that he thought
of it, Barron had seemed strangely
cold when Mirt drew up to the old
spread this morning. At first Hank
had made a motion as if to yank out
his gun. But then he had seemed to
think better of it, and responded to
questions with a curt yes or no. Odd,
Mirt had thought at the moment.
However, he had dismissed the
strangeness of Hank’s greeting, tell-
ing himself maybe Barren wasn’t
feeling well.

He heeled the sorrel alongside the
girl’s horse and reached for her hand.
She evaded him swiftly to place her
palm on her wide rivet-decorated belt.

“Listen, Ellen, this—well, gosh, it
stampedes me! I can’t explain it. But
I’ll swear on a stack of Bibles that I
never held up a stage in my life—nor
anything else, for that matter. I shot
a man once, several years ago, but—
Ellen,” he begged, “you ought to
know I'm no outlaw. Honest, this
thing is all wrong. It’s—" Mirt flung
his hands wide, groping helplessly.

“I tried for the longest time to be-
lieve that,” she whispered. “Dad and
I just couldn’t think you’d do such
things, Mirt. But the descriptions
always tallied. And there was your
horse, Stud. Oh,” she cried suddenly,
“if it isn’t true, then—"

The rumble of hoofs made both
start. Ellen Costain rose in her stir-
rups for a fleeting glance over his
shoulder. With a frightened exclama-
tion she leaned and snatched a head-
strap of the sorrel, almost dragging
it after her off the road and into the
twisted mass of cedars.

They were in the nick of time. Two
riders passed at a fast trot, and Ben-
ton identified the narrow shoulders,
long chin, and somewhat surly coun-
tenance of Latigo Scandrett shaded
by his lew-pulled sembrero. His com-
panion was unknewn te Mirt, a stub-
by-built individual of dark complex-
ion, a man who carried one shoulder
higher than the other.

HEY were gone, Ellen and Mirt

exchanged looks; then with a
half-smile of hope tugging at the
corners of his mouth. Mirt led the
way back onto the road.

“You wouldn’t have done that un-
less you cared a little bit,” he said
quietly. “Ellen, do you mean that
Latigo hasn’t made much—uh, that
you two aren’t engaged or anything ?”

“No.” She looked intently at her
saddle horn.

Hope rose higher in his breast.
“Listen, I give you my word, this out-
law business is some kind of frame-
up! Don’t say I never can see you or
speak to you again, will you? Because
if I ever did anything, I’m aimin’ to
put this straight!”

She cocked her head. ‘“‘Oh, Mirt!
But how can you? Where are you go-
ing ?” she exclaimed as he kneed his
horse.

He went past her, grimly hopeful.
“Headin’ for town. I figure you’re
sold on me, Ellen, and now I’'m takin’
on the next in importance—which is
Cal Maxwell. I'm goin’ to make talk
with the sheriff and see if I can’t win
him over. So long!”

She cried something after him, but
it was drowned in the rapid thrum
of the sorrel’s hoofs. Mirt Benton
stood up in his stirrups to wave over
the ballooning cloud of dust. He was
not certain she waved back—or did
she? The bend in the road shut off
the view then and relaxing, he fell
in troubled reflection.

Wrath boiled in Mirt, blind wrath,
aimed at the scoundrel who had dared
impersonate him in holdups and kill-
ings and stock thefts. His lips became
a straight white slash over his set
chin; his gray eyes took on an icy
glint like the sparkle of frost on a
November morning. The gall of that
skunk, whoever he was, who had been
Mirt Benton around here these last
five months!

Yes, the only way to get to the bot-
tom of this mystery was to talk with
Sheriff Cal Maxwell, whose name was
signed to that handbill.



The sorrel started down the mile-
Iong open stretch to the range settle-
ment of Longhorn. Mirt cocked his
head as a new consideration popped
into his mind. Everyone was thor-
oughly convinced of his guilt and
Maxwell had put a price on his head.
Thus, to ride boldly down the town’s
main street was to invite sudden
death. Folks would think he had come
to stage another crime to add to that
list on the handbill.

He slowed the sorrel, veering to a
deep arroyo. Mirt forced his horse
down the crumbling bank and noted
with satisfaction how it rose on either
side higher than his shoulders. He
proceeded along it to the shallow end
not far from the alley behind Long-
horn’s only thoroughfare. There,
Benton hesitated, but as he saw no
one, he sent the horse scudding for
that lane strewn with tin cans and
débris. A moment later he swung
down and led the sorrel into a lean-to
stable owned by Pete Olson, who ran
the Acme General Store.

‘Mirt paused in the doorway rub-
bing his cheek. Of a sudden he shrank
back in shadow as two horsemen came
down the alley. He did not see them,
did not want to. But when the hoof-
beats of their mounts had faded, he
ventured a look and found the coast
clear.

Hitching his cartridge belt, Benton
trotted past the hardware store,
across the vacant lot and to the rear
of the three-cell frame jail fronted by
Maxwell’s office. Cautiously Mirt
walked its length almost to the side-
walk. He peered up and down, but
saw no one coming. it -¥as high noon,
and the town dozed lazily.

On tiptoe he moved to the office
door. Suddenly opening it, he stepped
in. The door crunched shut behind
him., Leather whined and the blue
Colt leaped into his fist.

“Don’t move, Cal! No tricks!’ -

The reddish-faced, gray-haired
man with his feet on the desk had
started to turn at sound of someone
entering. Benton’s command brought
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Maxwell to his feet with agility amaz-
ing for his fifty-odd years. Cal shoved
a hand for his holstered gun that lay
on his desk with the coiled cartridge
belt, but he hesitated as he saw his
vigitor’s trigger finger elench.

“Stand away!”

Maxwell’s upper lip curled. He
stepped to the center of the room.
“Damn you, Benton!”

“I'll just drop your iron in the
wastebasket, Cal. Here.” He kicked
the old-fashioned swivel chair away
from the desk. “Sit down. Reckon
you're safe there. Sit down!” he
barked louder.

The lawman obeyed. His face was
twitching, but he said nothing—only
watched his captor like a hawk. Mirt
swung a leg across the corner of the
desk. He kept the Colt alert in his
hand.

“Cal, I just got back from Arizona
not four hours ago. Understand I'm
supposed to have pulled a lot of jobs
around here in the last ten months,
even to killing Ribbons McGuire.”
His eyes became steely. “I never stole
a cent in my life, never killed any-
body. Cal, that handbill of yours is a
lie!”

The sherifi’s face became choleric.
“Put that gun down, you skunk! I’ll
get you, Benton, and—"’

“Shut up!” Mirt leaned. “I tell you
again it isn’t true! Somebody must be
impersonatin’ me. That’'s the only
guess I can make. That’s the truth,
and you can take it or leave it. Cal,
give me a chance, won’t you?’ he
insisted. “Don’t jump at conclusions,
man!”’

“Conclusions? Why, you—Con-
found it, Benton, I never figured you
was that kind!” Maxwell cried an-
grily. “But you sayin’ it’s all a bad
mistake is just hogwash. Late to come
whinin’ around that way, hain’t it?
Lass Kirby saw you, saw yore hoss,
and even your doggone yellow hair, at
that stage job! And Stud left the
mark of his left fore hoof that’s bust-
ed at the edge. It was plain as day
in that mud out to the water hole
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where them thor’breds were
grabbed!”

A shot crackled from the street.
There was a crash of broken glass,
then a howl of pain. Another shot—
and a third, followed by a muffled
hoarse command.

Startled, Benton leaped to his feet.
He backed hastily for the door and
wrenched the knob with his free
hand.

“It’s Olson—he’s dead!” someone
shouted.

“They’re still inside! Look out,
they’re comin’! It’s Mirt Benton
again, boys, and he’s hell-bent to
kill 1’

Mirt’s heart seemed to flop over
in his breast. For a split second he
poised indecisively as if frozen. Then
he stepped to the wastebasket beside
the desk, plunged his left hand into
it, and straightened with the six-gun
extended butt-first.

“Cal, you heard that! Could I be
two places at the same time? Let’s go
get those hombres! Quick!”

AXWELL was a man of light-

ning decision. He whisked the
gun from Mirt and reaohed to haul
the door wider while he snapped out
agreement. “I savvy now! Come on!”
The lawman plunged over the thresh-
old with Benton close at his heels.
They paused on the board porch to as-
certain the exact loeation of the
trouble. By mutual consent they start-
ed on a run across the vacant lot sepa-
rating the jail from the hardware
shop. Beyond that stood the Acme
General Store.

Bangs, the gawky dealer in nails
and plows, loomed in his big front
window clutching a double barreled
shotgun. He jerked it level to blaze
away, but in the nick of time caught
the sun’s reflection on Maxwell’s of-
ficial badge. The pair reached the
east cormer of Bang’s place and
rushed across a twelve-foot driveway
that ran back to the alley. Through
the smashed front window and the
open double doors of the general store

came wails from Pete Olson’s wife,
Hiida.

“Cal, look out! There they—"

Benton’s cry was drowned in the
roar of a forty-five. He shot at the
first of two bandanna-masked men
tumbling out the side door of the
store. In the left hand of the second
bandit hung a bulging sack. The first
was tall and dressed in corduroy. His
sombrero was like Mirt’s even to the
rattlesnake skin band. The fellow ap-
peared to be Mirt from crown to toe!

A groan and a hard thud close by
made Mirt pause, twisting his head
to look. Maxwell had pitched on his
face in the rutty driveway, his arms
flung out. He lay motionless. In his
iron-gray hair there was a blotch
of scarlet bigger than a man’s hand.
The bullet had crushed Cal’s skull.

It waved over Benton that the sher-
iff, whom he had just convinced, could
not help him now. And it doubled the
rage that flamed in him, cast off that
undercurrent of anxiety a man has
under fire, made him almost berserk.
They were shooting as they retreated,
that pair, but they were nervous. A
bullet wrenched Mirt almost off bal-
ance as it tore through his trouser
leg. Another buzzed close at his ear.
He started after the killers, drew a
careful bead, and shot.

The shorter of the men uttered a
howl that choked off. Mirt saw he was
staggering. Just as Benton fired again
they vanished around the rear corner
of the hardware store.

He drove his legs faster. Behind
the shrieks of Hilda Olson over the
body of her big-stomached, affable
Swede husband, rent the air. Someone
had rushed to Sheriff Maxwell for a
quick look. The fellow was yelling,
“He’s dead!” Heavy boots crackled
along the plank walks and there were
muddled shouts that told of men com-
ing on the run to shoot at the thieves.
But so far, Mirt was alone in close
pursuit. :

Even as he grasped that, a head
poked around the corner of the clap-
board store. A gun smoked. Instinct



made Benton duck, but it did him no
good. He stopped as if he had struck
an invisible stone wall. Pain slit
through his side as from a knife driv-
en there. He staggered heavily to his
knees.
“There’s Benton!
skunk! T’ll kill you!”
The hoarse command came from
behind. Turning, Mirt spied Deputy
Jack Morgan with a carbine. He was
just cocking it.
“That’s Benton—he’s down!” a
cowboy roared behind Morgan.
They both shot. But they were
tasty and one slug went wide, the oth-
er kicking up sand a few inches away.
With a tremendous effort Mirt heaved
to his feet. His face was penciled
with pain. But the indomitable will of
the man drove him relentlessly on. He
comprehended that he was wanting to
nab the rascals in front, Morgan and
town folk closed in behind to kill him.
Because he was, to them, the one and
only Mirt Benton.
He had been recogmized -easily.
Now that the impostor was gone from
view, Jack Morgan assumed that
Mirt’s bandanna had slipped down
from his face—and he did have a
bandanna knotted at his throat!
Mirt was trying to help the law.
The law was trying to kill him. Mean-
while, badly wounded, Benton stag-
gered around the right angle of the
hardware building to risk instant
death for his trapped recklessness.
A form moved on the ground. It
was the fellow Mirt had hit. Savagely
‘the man raised his gun, but Benton’s
boot shot out. The weapon roared just
as it tore from thick fingers. Ahead,
Mirt saw the fellow’s partner, the
masquerader, backing anxiously in an
effort to stand Mirt off while he seized
one of two horses, a black and a
brown, that danced nervously just out
of his reach.
. That hombre was shooting close

now! A slug bit leather from the sole
of Mirt’s boot and hastily he threw
himself behind a portly rain barrel.
‘A bullet thudded into it, then another.

Give up, you
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With its only rusty wire snapped, the
barrel collapsed and drained water in
a sudden cascade after the hunted,
yet hunting, Benton.

HIS time it was twice as difficult

to regain his feet. Mirt’s side felt
sucked into the maw of some invisible
tube. He was dazed, dizzy. Something
bit his ear and his raised hand showed
blood. The lobe had been struck off by
Jack Morgan, using his carbine more
accurately with every shot.

Mirt’s hesitation provided the
chance his impostor down the alley
wanted. The fellow whirled, lunging
at the big blaeck horse. But it shied ob-
stinately and he missed. In despera-
tion the man grabbed the brown horse
instead and flung himself over the
saddle. As Mirt fired his last car-
tridge the outlaw wheeled, darted be-
tween two sheds fronting on the al-
ley, and went thundering away to-
ward the south.

The big black started to follow.
Mirt’s lips were hot and parched, but
somehow he managed a thin, shrill
whistle. Instantly the stallion halted,
cocking its head. Its ears flipped to-
ward Benton like tiny funnels. It was
his own harse Stud, stolen from Hank
Barron®s ranch five months ago.

They were shooting at him almost
in volleys now, but Mirt was obliv-
ious. He got out of view behind one
of the sheds, tangled his fist in the
forelock of the horse, and vaulted.
The first time he failed to attain the
saddle. But the second time, though
his very head threstened to burst
from pain, he was on.

Stud streaked for the prairie with
a jerk that took Benton’s breath
away. Bomehow he clung, leaning into
the mane that pelted his face like a
rain of sharp needles. They shot west,
parallel with the alley, trailing a bal-
loon of dust that was like a dirty, de-
risive banner. Bullets or not—Mirt
Benton, impostor, and Mirt Benton
the genuine—both had got away!

Mounted pursuit would start in a
matter of seconds. Word passed
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around that “Mirt killed Ilson, didja
hear?” “Benton stuck up the Acme!”
“That range rat killed Pete right in
his store!” All Longhorn would be
boiling for revenge. And the trouble
was, Mirt himself had been present
this time. He had been seen and rec-
ognized by Deputy Jack Morgan and
doubtless some others.

He groaned. His side quivered so
that he was not certain whether or
not he could stay in the saddle. Dizzi-
ness attacked him in waves, making
him reel. Desperately he clenched one
hand in the mane of Stud, the other
over the horn of his saddle, and clung.
He rode with eyes tightly closed until
nausea receded, then with gritted
teeth and eyes wide, sought to formu-
late a course.

The cedar swamp would be safest.
There was no other shelter within
several miles and the swamp was
large; it was a maze of bogs, fallen
trees, shadowy clumps of shrub. A
man should be able to hide there and
to find rest while searchers prowled
as thoreughly as they wanted. The
question was, could he make it! Stud
was plenty fast, although Benton saw
several riders forge out from town
even now. Stud would get him to the
slough, all right, if Mirt could hang
on.

His pain-wracked eyes chanced on
a thing slung over the horn. It was
black and appeared to be of canvas.
With every long stride of the hurry-
ing stallion the bag slapped explosive-
ly. Mirt saw that it was fastened by
its drawstring looped over the horn.

He managed to work it off. The
sack was rather heavy and of consid-
erable bulk, The fugitive’s heavy eyes
flashed. He knew without reading the
name stenciled in white that it said
Longhorn Bank. The bank gave that
sack to Pete Olson to contain daily
receipts of the store. Mirt had the
robbers’ loot!

The stallion thundered nearer the
old covered bridge over the Hucka-
moga River. It was shorter that way
to the swamp. Mirt ventured another

apprehensive look back and saw the
black dots of several riders coming
after him at full tilt.

But he felt a little stronger, and
with that strength, new determination
to get away. He gave Stud a life of
the rein that the stallion answered
nobly. They shot under the bridge and
along the hard, dry sand of its bottom
toward that arroyo he had followed
into town. When they turned into it
Mirt permitted the horse to slow to a
rapid trot. The strain of full speed
was rousing his wounded side again.

INALLY they reached the swamp

and without hesitation plunged
in. Benton calculated that he would
hear searchers prowling before they
could sight him, and he felt he had
at least a fair chance of going free.

He halted Stud, but sat debating
whether to climb down from the sad-
dle. That dizziness seemed to be re-
turning. He maneuvered the grimy
canvas bag open for a look inside.
Mirt’s eyes flared at what he saw.

“Yellowbacks! Yes sir, every one!
Not two-bits in silver or a dollar bill
in the sack!”

He pursed his lips for a low whistle.
It must be that Pete and Hilda Olson
had hoarded their profits, since this
sackful was vastly more than the
Acme took over the counter in weeks.
Now that he mulled it over, Benton
recalled that the Olsons and Terence
Stenfield of the bank had had an al-
tercation of some kind more than a
year ago. There must be six or eight
thousand dollars in this sack, all in
twenties, fifties, hundreds. Undoubt-
edly it represented the whole wealth
of the Olsons, man and wife.

His mind went back to Sheriff Max-
well and to the cherubic-faced store-
keeper. Both of them dead now. Re-
sentment started again in Mirt that
two such men should be wantonly
shot down. And he could understand
the rage folks felt for this gun-fast
desperado committing outrage after
outrage, killing after killing. No won-
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der Ellen Costain had put Mirt out
of her mind and heart!

A thought struck him. “Gosh! Now
it’s the real me they’re wantin’!”’

The more he pondered that, the
graver his face became. Whether the
genuine Mirt Benton was captured,
or the impersonator—it would be all
one to Longhorn folk. They did not
know what he knew. They would not
believe there were two.

His shirt was bloody and sticking
to his side. The wound had an ugly
look. Mirt stared at the tips of his
fingers, then cautiously touched the
live spot again. As near as he could
tell, it was a two-inch cut the bullet
had made, and the slug must still be
in his flesh. His every breath came
only with sharp pain. And despite his
buoyant strength Mirt was fast grow-
ing weak. It would be days before he
could secure medical attention with-
out almost certain capture. He hadn’t
a rag or a cloth clean enough or large
enough to use for a bandage.

Shuddering with the torment that
started again in the wound, he kneed
Stud to go on through the shadowy
swamp. But of a sudden Mirt again
drew rein. He sat like a statue, lis-
tening. His eyes fastened on Stud’s
ears saw them quiver, saw one turn
before he was positive of the sound
himself.

But nothing happened and the
horse seemed reassured. Benton’s
pulse pounded as he moved on, always
wary lest he blunder into the various
posses which now must be ransacking
the swamp.

A gasp 3spilled from his lips. So
abruptly that it knifed a chill through
him, men loomed among the trees.
They came in single file, four of them.
All were hard of face; all carried
guns ready for instant use. Jack Mor-
gan was their leader, the dead sher-
iff’s deputy.

“He’s got to be in here, and if he is
we'll find him!” Morgan grated.

“Yeah, and when we do,” Clinch
Dill, a rider for a cattleman named
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Green, snarled, “we want you to go
visit relatives, Jack. Because, whether
yuh like it or not, Benton is goin’ to
stretch rope!”

“You can’t stop ’em and you ought-
n’t to try because—"’ floated from the
last of the probing quartet.

Mirt sat motionless. He sidled Stud
over to a gnarled and twisted tree
that rose out of spongy ground, and
sought to lean. He was sick, really
gick. His head swam with dizziness
overclouded by a gray haze.

Again Mirt heard voices. He could
scarcely tell where they came from,
but they were fairly loud. Desperately
he sought to gather new stamina to
ride on, but he was without strength
or will.

“Mirt !’ someone whispered behind
him. “Quick, here they come! Can’t
you turn Stud?”’

There was a gasp. “Why, you have
the loot, Mirt!” Ellen Costain ac-
cused bitterly. “Then you are guilty!
This proves it!”

He seemed to pitch headlong into a
great pool of black. Slumped over the
neck of his horse, Benton had become
unconscious.

E opened his eyes to semi-dark-
ness and a sense of being walled
in, as if he were in a room. For a
moment Benton lay quietly in the
wide, comfortable bed, looking about.
He distinguished dark green shades
drawn to the bottom on the two win-
dows, and knew from the light that
filtered through their cracks that it
was day.

Mirt slid a hand over the covers to
find his side heavily swathed in a
bandage. It did not pain him now,
feeling only a little sort. Except for
insistent hunger, he felt fresh and
rested. As he fell to wondering where
he was, a key grated in the door lock.
Mirt raised on one elbow as someone
entered the room, and in the light
over the threshold saw it was Mike
Costain’s pretty daughter.

“Ellen !” :

She closed the door quickly and
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came to stand beside his bed. “How
do you feel? You had a long sleep!”

“Feel pretty good. How long have
I been here? Is this your house?”

There was a wan smile tugging at
her lips as she nodded. “Yes—and my
bedroom. Deputy Morgan came here
almost the first thing and demanded
to search. But he refused to search
1y room, as I rather expected when
I put you here. I hid your horse.
After Morgan left, I put Stud in
the corral. Does your side hurt?”

He shook his head. “You mean
they’re still huntin’ me?”

“People are pretty much aroused,
Mirt. I—well, Wing Kennedy told me
just this morning they’ve raised the
reward to a thousand dollars.”

Mirt sank back, awed. He raised
himself again, his arms stiff for sup-
port. ““And you’ve kept my bein’ here
a seeret even from Kennedy, workin’
on the Flying C? From Latigo Scan-
drett, too? What about your father?”

“Dad isn’t home. He and two of the
boys drove some stock to Addison on
Monday. The boys are back, but Dad
had to watit to get cash. We are hard
up and there’s a thousand dollar note
to pay off at the bank tomorrow.
With some other debts, we need quite
a lot of money. I hope Dad got it!”
she exclaimed worriedly. “He’ll be
back today on the stage and—"’ Ellen
broke off, biting her lip.

Benton understood that she had not
meant to let him know about her fath-
er, about Mike bringing home a eon-
siderable sum in cash. Which signified
that Ellern again believed him guilty
of the recent erimes in the county.
He scowled, raking long fingers
through his sandy fair.

“Who bandaged me up like this?”

“Dr. Allison. He was awfully dis-
turbed, because he said the law re-
quires him to report—” Again she
stopped abruptly, and turned away.
“I had to promise you would leave
as soon as you can, Mirt.”

“All right. But this all seems pretty
tough. I’ve really been in Arizona the
whole ten months. Saved a little mon-

ey, and all the way home I kept plan-
nin’ how you and I—”

“Please, Mirt!”

He watched her turn toward the
drawn shade of the south window. A
lump came into his throat as he saw
again, for the thousandth time, how
lovely Ellen Costain was with her
clear profile, the high, intelligent fore-
head and withal, the beauty of her
character that her face portrayed.

“I won’t bother you long,” he said
at last. “But somebody may collect
that thousand on me, unless I have a
lot more luck than I’ve had lately. If
Mike is hard up, and you believe I
killed those people—why not you?”’

Ellen spun around, then checked
the speech that came to her lips. Mirt
saw her cover her face with slender
brown hands as she sought to master
her emotion, And it did something
deep inside him as he saw that she
still did care. Else why had she hid-
den him from the law? Or was that
merely out of their long friendship,
for old times’ sake?

She moved to the door. “Dad won’t
come to my room, and maybe he’ll
be going to town tonight anyhow. I
think he will, to pay that note.”

“Don’t worry. I'll be gane when
you come back, Ellen.”

She looked up swiftly. “Oh, no. You
can’t go now—you shan’t! Not until
we come back, at least! You see—it’s
safer,” the girl explained lamely.
“Mirt, you’ve got to promise you’ll
stay right here until I—we—come
home. Won’t you do that for me?”
Ellen pleaded.

Mystified by her sudden agitation
though he felt certain she wanted him
out of her life, Benton nodded. Ellen
watched him for a moment as if to
convince herself. Then picking up the
tray of dishes, she left the room. He
heard the key grate in the lock and
knew he was again a prisoner.

T once Mirt swung his legs over

the side of the bed. He was un-
steady on his feet, but he thought
that would pass. Deep in thought, he



drew on his clothes, which he found
hanging in a closet. Of a sudden the
fugitive drove his fist into his other
palm, eyes kindling.

“That’s it! She said Mike would
have a lot of eash on him. Then she
looked like she wished to gosh she
hadn’t let it out.” He rubbed his chin
vigorously. “Ellen thinks I’'d go over
to the stage and rob Mike!”

His scowl deepened. That was it,
certainly. Ellen Costain had said she
believed Mirt guilty of all these kill-
ings and thefts. No doubt folks said
Mirt went to the sheriff’s office to
keep Cal Maxwell out of the way,
while those two rascals looted the
general store. And here was Ellen try-
ing to keep him under lock and key
until her father and his money were
safely home. While at the same time,
the girl cared at least enough for Mirt
to keep secret his presence at the Fly-
ing C.

Suddenly Benton inclined his head.
Promise or mnot, the best thing was
to leave now, before the Costains got
home. Mirt felt anxious to get out of
rcach of Longhorn posses. Longhorn
vengeance had set a price of a thou-
sand dollars for his life. And he
wanted to get out of Ellen’s life, since
she had practically commanded it.

His going meant a clear field for
Latigo Scandrett. Mirt heaved a sigh.
Perhaps Ellen would be happier with
Latigo, at that.

Going to the west window, he
pulled the shade aside. No one was in
view in the ranch yard. The sun was
edging toward the far horizon and he
calculated it must be about four
o’clock. Mirt stepped to the south win-
dow for another cautious look. He
gave a final glance around the room,
then raised shade and sash, and
crawled out, dropping lightly to the
ground.

He still was a little unsteady on his
feet, but felt strength rapidly flow-
ing back. Mirt straightened as he
heard the crunch of heels and the
clink of spur chains. A man came
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around the corner of the red clap-
board ranch house.

Their eyes clashed. It was Wing
Kennedy, one of the Costain riders.
Wing’s jaw dropped in stunned
amazement. Mirt lunged at the man,
his superior weight and the unex-
pectedness of the attack giving him
an advantage.

Kennedy grabbed for his gun, but
too late. He went back to the ground
with a thump, Benton astride his
waist. And Mirt’s fist, starting low,
landed a grazing blow to the other’s
jaw that dazed the cowboy. Mirt
wrenched the Colt free and backed
away. He rose with the gun leveled.

“Drop it, Benton! Drop it or Tl
sure kill you?!”

He froze. New trouble. He krew
without leoking that it was Latigo
Scandrett, and that the hard object
shoved against the small of his back
was a gun. And as he let Kennedy’s
gun fall, Mirt realized that his rival
for Ellen had firm excuse if he de-
sired to carry out his threat of a
killing.

Scandrett stepped around front.
Cursing, Kennedy got to his feet and
stood caressing his jaw. Anger blazed
in his blue eyes.

“Seems like we grabbed ourselves
a thousand dollars, Wing,” the fore-
man exulted.

“Sure don’t mind collectin’ it,
either. Benton, yo’re the lowest critter
a-crawlin’ this range. Yo’re two step-
ladders lower’n a gila. Yo’re the cus-
sedest—"

“Shut up. Wing. Let’s get him into
the bunkhouse. Can’t take chances
with a hair-trigger desperado like
him,” Scandrett rasped, never shift-
ing his vigilant eyes from the pris-
oner. “Imagine, this rat trickin’ a
girl like Ellen, tryin®’ to make love to
her like he’s done the last two years!
Say, where is she?” -

‘Gone to meet her paw,” Kennedy
explained. “Seemed plumb nervous
over somethin’. I guess it was that
Benton would gun Mike down and
grab his cash—of which they sure
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can’t afford to lose a measly dollar.
Course that pal of Mirt’s in the gen-
eral store job died, but there’s a third
feller out. Ellen wouldn’t have me
go with her, though. Said I was to
watch things here—and I savvy now
what she meant, even if she didn’t
know she meant it,” he drawled trucu-
lently. “She figured Benton’d come
here to hide.”

Mirt watched Latigo closely, won-
dering if he could get the foreman’s
gun and switch the tables for a get-
away. “Huh! Don’t like her goin’
alone, Wing. You should’ve gone with
her.”

“Aw, you know how Ellen is—
strong-minded.”

“Listen—we’ll take Benton to the
bunkhouse. You set and guard him. I
saw Deputy Morgan down in the wil-
lows awhile ago, and I'll rush down
there an’ bring him. No—uh, I’ll send
Jack here for this killer,” he decided.
“Then T’ll take a ride over to the
stage to make sure Mike and Ellen
ain’t bothered by Mirt’s pal.”

That appealed to Kennedy, and at
once they started Benton for the low,
long quarters of the Flying C hands.
“You go on, Latigo. I can handle this
hombre all right. He’ll get a bullet
in him if he wiggles an eyebrow, and
I’ll snake my lass around him and
give a couple hitches on the stove.
And then I’ll set and watch him till
Deputy Morten gits here. Go ahead—
don’t wait. Stage is darn near due!”

UT Scandrett insisted on seeing

them inside the bunkhouse. He
left then, and a moment later as Wing
shook out a lass rope on the floor, they
heard hoofs fading across the range.
Scandrett had gone.

Mirt was on edge, sharply watch-
ing every movement of his captor. He
realized that now was his last hope
of escape. Once in the hands of the
posse, bound by their manacles, he
faced certain lynching. And of a sud-
den, while Kennedy had his head
turned half away, he charged.

Wham! The bullet nipped Benton’s

shoulder. Bu: he was under the gun
before it crashed again. They went to
the floor with a thud that rocked the
burl-house. But the struggle was as
sho:rt as it was desperate. The gun
wrenched out of Wing’s fist, rose,
and slashed down. There was a low
crunch and the Flying C rider went
stiff.

Mirt got to his feet. A sense of ter-
rible guilt for that act flooded him
like a cold wave. Gulping, he
wrenched his eyes from the blank
countenance of Wing Kennedy. He
turned and rushed out the door to
the corral. Two minutes later he had
saddled a long-legged buckskin and
was racing away from the Flying C
ranch.

But he might run into Scandrett
again if he went to the willows, or
possibly Jack Morgan and his posse.
Mirt changed direction to bear
straight south. The buckskin respond-
ed to the kick of his heels with its
stride lengthened. Bunch grass swept
under them; the drum of the horse’s
hoofs hastened.

Mirt would like to have ridden his
own horse, Stud. But the stallion was
too well known, too easily recognized.
He was leaving Longhorn for good
and all; he never expected to see it
again, nor Ellen Costain whom he
had entertained foolish hopes of mar-
rying. The black horse, much as he
prized it, could only betray him wher-
ever he went. Those wanted notices
would flood the country.

They swept over gently billowing
range toward the highway that curled
south to the state line of Arizona.
Benton had followed it coming home
from his uncle’s and he would follow
it, but at a distance, going back.

He thought of Mike Ceostain re-
turning from his several day excur-
sion to raise money. They were all
apprehensive of a holdup—Ellen,
Latigo, and Kennedy. The awe folk
had for Mirt Benton, killer and des-
perado, certainly made them reluctant
to overlook any chance to protect
valuables.



“And that lobo impersonatin’ me is
still roamin’ around!”

The notion was startling. With his
eyes closed to mere slits Mirt stared
ahead, thinking swiftly. Decision
forged into his mind, and with slight
pressure on the left rein he veered
the horse again. It would do no harm,
certainly. He didn’t want the Cos-
tains, father and daughter, held up.
Much as his heart ached now for
Ellen, the fugitive did not want her
last memory of him to be of a robbery.
Besides, he knew well enough about
Costain’s financial difficulties and
that Mike could not afford to lose a
penny of that cash he was bringing
home.

With his leather-colored face set
in grim lines, Mirt rode for the ap-
proximate spot where Ellen would
meet her father. Mike would have his
saddle horse tied to a rear spring of
the vehicle, as he often did returning
from Addison, the shipping point. He
usually left the stage at a certain
curve of the highway and cut across
country to the Flying C.

There was less than a mile still to
go, when abruptly Mirt jerked the
reins to bring the buckskin up short
with legs stiff as poles. He leaned and
cupped his hand over the beast’s muz-
zle, listening, searching with his eyes
as if to probe the red rock formation
ahead that shielded the highway.

A curse dropped from his lips. He
caught muffled, angry shouts. And
was that a shot?

He jabbed heels at the ribs of the
horse to send it flying onward. Mirt
took out the Colt he had wrested
from Wing Kennedy and saw that it
held four cartridges. He stopped his
horse again presently, listened, and
sprang from leather. There were
sounds of a struggle of some kind.

A cry of pain shrilled to him. Mirt’s
heart almost turned over in his
breast. That was Ellen!

Recklessly he plunged through the
maze of ragged boulders strewn here
centuries ago in seme queer velcanic
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action. Once Mirt slipped and almost
fell, but with angry self-accusation
he kept his balance and plunged on.
The hundred yards to the road seemed
miles!

Suddenly he burst from cover.
Mirt’s eyes widened and a gasp jerked
out. Behind the halted stage coach
with its panting four horse team, two
men were locked in a deadly battle.
Near them a girl in a brown corded
skirt, gray blouse, and riding boots,
with her hair tumbled to the nape of
her neck, was just rising out of the
thick road dust. She spied Mirt in-
stantly, recoiled—then rushed for a
gun that lay in the road.

ENTON ran toward the stage.

The driver was nowhere in view.
Mirt covered two-thirds of the dis-
tance; the fierce battle behind the ve-
hicle still went on. Then Ellen
straightened, holding a carbine and
yanked it to firing position.

“Stop!” she cried, her face paper-
white. “Halt! I—TI’ll shoot!”

But the fury in him would permit
no halt. Mirt had glimpsed the tall
black horse ground-reined among
boulders on the other side of the road.
His eyes followed Mike Costain tak-
ing a terrific blow on his long neck.
He tottered on his heels and fell. But
Mike still had a gun, it developed. The
weapon roared uselessly into the sky.
His antagonist, clad in corduroys and
with a bandanna over his eyes,
jumped to plant high-heeled, spurred
boots full on Costain’s face.

Mike wrenched away. The fellow
scooped up something out of the road
dust. He held it in one fist—it was
something green. In his other
gleamed a smoking Colt.

Benton saw all this as he raced
abreast of the team, then of the coach.
He wholly ignored Ellen Costain after
one fleeting thought: ‘“She won’t
shoot! She couldn’t shoot me!”’

But she did.

The carbine thundered. Mirt twist-
ed, swayed, slammed hard against the
door of the old vehicle. There was a



102 * * % Romance Round-Up

knifelike stab into his side, through
the wad of bandage.

Ellen dropped the weapon, her eyes
riveted on him. She whimpered, hor-
rified at the thing she had done. Half-
fainting, she fell to her knees.

The shot, the pound of Mirt’s boots,
the girl’s cry caught that lone hold-
up’s attention. He checked his run.
Only twelve feet separated them. Mirt
closed in. Each whipped up his Colt
and the shots were so close, one after
the other, that they were telescoped
into one sound.

Their bodies smashed together as
the masked man’s Colt flamed again—
but his bullet dug into the road. Ben-
ton’s gun was gone. But the rage in
him provided instant resomwrce. His
fist squared like a knuekle-studded
maul and it took the man’s jaw with
a snap of bone that knifed through
their ears. The force of the blow
lurched the masked head sideways.
Mirt struck again, and then went
down.

That was all Benton knew for the
fury that possessed him until Shau-
mus Steele, the stage driver, pulled
Mirt off while Mike Costain and Ellen
stood tensely wwatching. For a mo-
ment Benton could rot talk. He was
dizzy from the great expemditure of
energy and from his new wound as
well as the old ones. He started to
rise, changed his mind, and sat down
heavily in the road.

Ellen threw herself beside him,
put her arms around his shoulders.
“Mirt! Oh, 1 shot you! Oh, Mirt?
she wailed hysterically.

“Say, Mike—" Benton drew anoth-
er breath, nodding to the captured
bandit. “Pull that bandanna off him.”

Costain stooped. He jerked it away.
His face ehanged, as did the faces of
Ellen Costain, and the driver, Steele.
For an instant they were dumb-
founded.

“Latigo Scandrett!”

“Latigo posin’ as me!™ Benton
stared, awed. He saw now that Scan-
drett was very near his own build,
a thing he had never realized before.
That their hair was the same sandy
hue. And with Stud, the black horse,
and wearing the type of garb Benton
habitually wore, the deception had
been easy enough.

There was a taut silence. “Mike,
have you got your money?”

The rancher nodded as he set about
gathering the bills fluttered where
Scandrett had dropped them. Mirt
ventured then to look at the girl who
clutched his shoulders as if she feared
he would collapse. Ellen’s face went
scarlet and she drew a little away.
“Mil’t, I_n

“Shucks! But what in the world
made Latigo do a thing like that? We
both—er, wanted to have you, Ellen.
Scandrett and I never had a real fall-
in’ out, though we sure didn’t hone
much for eaeh ether. But—" he shook
his head—*this ties me!”

“Perhaps it was—jealousy, Mirt.”

“Jealousy? You mean Latigo was
afraid he hadn’t any chance?’

She stared down at her twisting
fingers. “He hadn’t.”

“EFllen!” He choked, cleared his
throat, and crushed her in his arms
regardless of Mike Costain or Scan-
drett or Steele or the whole population
of Longhorn Coeunty. “You did think
of me then, while I was gone. You—
well, tell me, EHen !”

“Rats!” her father interrupted tol-
erantly. “Sure thing, Mirt, it never
could have been him, even if she had
to wait for a eertain party till she
was fifty. So that fixes that, don’t it?
Now if you love birds’ll haul out o
the way, Steele and I are startin’ Mis-
ter Scandrett-Benton to the juzgado
right pronto!”
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Outside the storm was raging. But it was as nothing to the turbulent
tempest of despair that bogged down Christine Nelson. For she
had a grim choice to make in a dinero dilemma—-cither take an
outlaw’s blood-dyed dollars, or accept help from the man she hated.

LTHOUGH the calendar said
that spring was near at hand,
winter’s blustering guns were

scourging the Basin country with a
fierce barrage of snow and wind roar-

ing down from the canyon-scarred
slope of the Big Horns. The two-
roomed log cabin on the bank of Ce-
dar Creek was only a storm-enveloped
blur on the landscape. And Christine
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Nelson who lived alone in this old
cabin with the sagging roof and ship-
lap floor—well, her thoughts were
pretty much of a blur, too.

Her azure eyes, a heritage from
Norse ancestors, were dismal with too
much futile thinking, too much help-
less staring out into the storm and
perhaps reading Janet’s last letter
too many times. She resumed her aim-
less walking. From the snow pelted
window to the kitchen stove; from the
stove to the table where lay Janet’s
letter—and back to the window again.

A weight stronger than wind
opened the door gustily. Christine
turned. To the gaunt, poorly dressed
man who had stepped inside she said:

“Arlie Tullinger—traveling on a
day like this! Come over to the fire
and warm yourself.” Stove lids clat-
tered as the tall girl with the firm
mouth, the tawny hair divided evenly
in the middle, fed chunks of cedar
wood to the flames.

Tullinger shuffled stifily across the
clean floor. He pulled off his canvas
gloves, wedged them under his arm
and held grimy chapped hands to the
heat. His colerless eyes blinked grate-
fully at Christine, then focused
themselves on the coffee pot near the
back of the stove. The girl slid the
pot forward, strong black coffee left
from lunch.

She said: “What’s up, Arlie? Out
of grub again?”’

“Not entirely. Just—just ridin’
around.”

“People don’t just ride around in
this kind of weather.”

He nodded toward the table.
“Must’ve had anotherletter from your
kid sister. How’s she makin’ it back
at school 7’

Inside, Christine winced. Rather
defiantly she said: “Just fine—with
her studies. She’ll be graduating this
spring.”

“Quite an expense for you,” re-
plied Arlie Tullinger, who batched
alone in a disreputable shack over
at the head of Buffalo Flats.

“It’s worth whatever it costs,
Arlie.”

“Maybe—if you’ve got the money.”
His eyes evaded the look these words
elicited. “But when your cattle’s all
gone and your little ranch mortgaged
to the hilt—when there’s no chance
of anything comin’ in, but Janet still
needin’ money to keep her in
school—"

“Did you brave this storm just to
ride over here and cheer me up?”’
Christine’s azure eyes were stern, her
lips a straight line. Then, a little bit-
terly, she added: ‘“Good heavens,
man! I don’t have to be reminded of
my circumstances. I’ve been cooped
up with them here in this cabin for
hours that seem like days. Yes, Janet
needs money. And she’ll have it. Even
if I don’t know where it’s coming
from.” Her voice subsided, merged
with the hideous noise of wind and
snow assailing the cabin.

“There might be ways,” said Arlie
Tullinger, shifting his weight to the
other torn overshoe.

“What’s on your mind, Arlie?”

“Well, suppose there’s a man not
very far from here that’s wounded in
the side, wounded pretty bad. Suppose
he needs grub and blankets—and
this.” He took from the pocket of his
threadbare Mackinaw coat a pint
flask of whisky which he set on the
table.

HRISTINE eyed him sharply.
“Would that man be your outlaw
cousin, Crow Baird? I’ve heard that
he was back in the Basin. I'm right.
It is Crow Baird!”

“Yeah, it’s him. He had a little
ruckus with a sheepherder. Got shot.
He came by my shack, but he didn’t
dare stop. Sheriff Mitchell was on his
trail. Now Mitch is on my trail and
thinks I don’t know it. He’s out there
by your barn right now. If I take
supplies to Crow, the jig’s up. They’ll
ketch him. Hang him, I expeet.”

“Wouldn’t that be what Crow Baird
deserves?”’ Christine countered. “As
far back as I can remember your



cousin has stolen cattle, Arlie. And
two of the best horses dad ever owned,
I don’t know anyone I loathe more
than I do Crow Baird.”

“Warren Tyler, maybe?’

Christine froze. “That’s one name
we don’t mention in this cabin!”

Rebuked, but undeterred, Tullinger
went on: “Crow’s always got a roll
of money on him. If I was to leave
here, lead Sheriff Mitchell away, and
you was to take some grub and blan-
kets to Crow—"

“Good heavens, Arlie! You 'm'lwt
think I'm hard up.”

He nodded. “But you’ll keep that
kid sister of yours in college till she
finishes, if you can. I’ve watched you
slavin’ your life away around this old
place, Christine. Sellin’ off —mortgag-
in’ till there ain’t anything left. I’ll
bet Janet wouldn’t want to finish
school if she knew what you’re up
against—that you’ve got your back
to the wall.”

“She won’t know it.”

“She will if you quit sendin’ her
money.”

Many times in these last few hours
Christine had considered this.- She
said: “Nevertheless, Arlie, I'm not
interested in your proposition. Not in
the least. Aiding a fugitive constitutes
a crime in itself. And certainly I don’t
owe Crow Baird anything.”

“He’d pay you well for what you
done. I've told him I'd send somebody.
I hate to think of him layin’ up there
in that old cave, freegin’, starvin’—
maybe dyin’.”

“Then go out there and tell Sheriff
Mitchell where he is. That would be
the humane thing.”

“It might cause more shootin’.
Crow won’t be taken as long as he’s
got strength to pull a trigger. ’Spe-
cially by Sheriff Mitchell. Them two
hates each other like—well—like you
hate Warren Tyler.”

“Arlie! I told you—"

“Sorry.”

“Suppose I were to tell Mitch
where Crow is? That he’s up at Char-
coal Cave?”
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“That wouldn’t be quite fair to me,
would it? I knew you needed money
bad. I thought this might be a way
to get some. O, it ain’t a pleasant job,
but it’s safe enough. The sheriff’ll tag
along after me when I leave here.
Which I'd better be doin’ soon.”

Methodically Christine poured a
cup of coffee for her guest. And
glanced at Janet’s letter lying there
on the table.

“Guess Crow’s bay horse could do
with a sack of oats, too,” Tullinger
was saying between gulps. “You could
pack your old sorrel pony and ride
the roan.”

“I could ¢f I were going to Char-
coal Cave.”

UTSIDE the wind and snow
whipped around the rusted pipe
protruding through the dirt roof and
choked the rising smoke back in fit-
ful gusts. Christine looked at Arlie
Tullinger, who was gulping his second
cup of coffee; looked at the pint flask
of whisky standing there on the table
beside the letter of a younger sister
who needed money.

Outside a storm raging—within
Christine, another storm of clashing
emotions. Guilty dollars beckoning.
Conscience, and hatred which had
crystallized with the years against
Crow Baird, objecting, telling her not
to do this thing.

Eventually the victory went to little
Janet Nelson and her requirements.
The same premise upon which Chris-
tine had based these last bleak years
of her life, a premise that was a
heavy but gallantly borne cross.

The older girl, whose face had
strength of character where little
Janet’s had only soft prettiness, was
determined that her sister should
have those things which she herself
had been denied. Janet’s world must
not be pinched within the horizon of
these desolate hills. There must be
greater bounty for her. Companion-
ship, perhaps romance.

A forbidden name flashed into
Christine’s troubled mind—Warren
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Tyler. She looked out the window at
the swirling snow amnd saw a lean
strong face with adamant gray eyes.

A chair was scraping back from
the table. Arlie Tullinger was rising,
covering disheveled hair with a
greasy cap and saying:

“Shall T leave the whigky?”’

“Yes, Arlie.” The girl’s voice was
scarcely above a whisper.

“Thanks a heap.”

Torn overshoes shuffled across the
shiplap floor again. The door opened,
closed quickly. The storm swallowed
Arlie Tullinger and the officer who
followed him.

Christine set two loaves of bread
on the table, a small jar of choke-
cherry jelly and a few cans of vege-
tables taken from her scant supply.
Then she swathed her slim strong
body in heavy -clothing, wound a
woolen shawl around her head and
throat. Next eame the two pairs of
thick socks which would help consume
some of the excess space in her fath-
er’s old boots. Then his leather coat,
sheep-lined, with the little hole under
the left collar flap.

STRIDE Oid Roan and leading
the sorrel pack pony, Christine
was at last leaving the barn. She rode
due east toward the Big Horns. With
her head bowed against wind and
stinging snow, she looked like a trou-
bled angel of mercy forcing reluctant
horses into the teeth of the biting
gale. “You’re breaking the law!”
howled the wind. “Maybe Crow Baird
will have money and maybe he won’t
—Crow Baird—Crow Baird !’

Lips compressed, Christine plodded
on, pretending not to hear the shriek-
ing accusations of the wind. She tried
to think of Janet. There must be
some special clothes for graduation.
All the otker girls would have them.
And a new spring coat. Too, there
must be a graduation gift from Big
Sis. Something to keep always. Not
like the pitifully cheap little present
that had gone East at Christmas time.
It wasn’t the wind that made blue

eyes water now. It was a tear that
brimmed over and froze on Chris-
tine’s cheek.

Two miles—three—and every
storm-lashed cedar tree a restless
ghost of Sheriff Mitchell. The crunch
in ever deepening snow of hoofs ang-
ling up the big ridge forming the
north boundary of Cedar Valley; the
furious, breath-taking sweep of wind
on the crest of that ridge; the slow
diagonal desceat on the other side.
Then, ever so faintly, the sound of a
bell.

Christine halted her horses, lis-
tened. Again that bell and the wind-
stifled yell of a man. Then, out of the
storm, the blurred figure of a man.
He was dragging his left leg, leaning
on a crudely fashioned cedar crutch
and moving toward the waiting girl.

“Oh! And I thought it was Warren
Tyler!”

Those words died like a despairing
sob on the blue lips of old Scotty
Heath, sheepherder. Christine could
see hope dying in his eyes. She rode
toward the spot where he had slumped’
wearily down in the snow and called:

“Why haven’t you got this band of
sheep up there under the protection of
the rim?”’ She pointed in the direc-
tion of that mow invisible sandstone
ledge where the Big Horns, only a
quarter mile away, shelved off into
the foothills. “If it keeps on storming,
won’t they pile up down there in that
draw?”’

“Yes, Miss Nelson.” Scotty’s voice
mingled with the dirge of snow-
clotted sheep bells. “But I canna drag
myeelf mueh further. I'm shot in the
leg, ma’am. Crow Baird. He was try-
ing to steal—”"

“You should be in your wagon,
Scotty!” She swung from her saddle,
handed him the pint of whisky she
had taken from the pocket of her
father’s leather coat.

“Thanks,” mumbled the herder,
tilting the bottle to his mouth. “Hanh!
If things was—was different ’twixt
you and Warren Tyler, ma’am, I'd be
beggin’ you to ride to his raneh and



fetch him here. He promised to be
here two days ago. If help don’t come
soon,” verra soon, a whole band of
sheep will be bogged down and smoth-
ered to death in snow!”

“There’s no reason why you should
perish with them,” Christine con-
tended.

“But—only a quarter of a mile
from the rimrock!” he groaned, as he
returned the bottle to Christine. “If

I could only get ’em to trailing. If -

Crow Baird hadna killed my dog. Or
if I only had a bit of feed!”

“I have a sack of oats on my pack
horse.”

“Oats!” Scotty Heath struggled to
a standing position again. “If you’ll
sell me them oats, ma’am, and maybe
help me start these sheep to mov-
mg—”

“Not that I owe Warren Tyler any-
thing!”

“I do,” said the Scot with humble
loyalty. “Warren’s always been verra
fair with me. I hate to fail his trust.
I—TI'd rather die, ma’am.”

“If I help, it’s because I can’t
stand to see a bunch of dumb animals
die. Let me help you on my horse,
Scotty. What about the sack of oats?
What good will one sack do a whole
band of starving sheep 7?

Enthusiastically he explained that
by baiting the lead ewes with grain,
they could get the stolid, snow-
harassed animals to trailing. Shelter
was the main thing right now. Once
the band was under the protection of
that rocky rim a quarter mile to the
east, they would be saved. But an-
other night on the open range would
see them all perished, buried deep in
frozen tombs.

ILE Scotty, mounted on Old

Roan, circled the band, Chris-

tine baited a bell ewe with a trickle

of grain from the gunny sack. Other

sheep immediately pressed close to the

girl, who, breaking a trail, retreated

toward the rimrock. Eventually the
whole band was stringing out.

A heartbreaking quarter of a mile

The Tempest Trail w w % 107

for Christine, but it was accom-
plished. The sheep were on that snow-
less strip of range which paralleled
the high rim, their ceaseless blatting,
their muffled bells echoing along rocky
acoustics. Ravenously they began at-
tacking brush and clumps of dried
yellow grass.

“Fine!” whooped old Scotty, riding
up to where Christine waited. “I’ll see
you get paid for this, ma’am!”

“I don’t want anything from War-
ren Tyler, Scotty. In fact, I'’d much
prefer that you didn’t mention this to
him. Helping to save some dumb ani-
mals was my privilege. Doing War-
ren Tyler a good turn was my mis-
fortune!”

“At least I can build a fire, ma’am,
and let you warm up.”

“I haven’t time, thanks.”

Christine was mounting Old Roan
again when another snow-plastercd
rider emerged from a fringe of bruch
near the rimrock. He was a tall man
of about thirty; wide-shouldered and
with a lean strong face dominated by
a pair of keen gray eyes. He was War-
ren Tyler, sheepman.

Christine’s blue eyes turned as cold
as the day. She tried not to see War-
ren Tyler. But he rode directly to-
ward her and his deep penetrating
voice said:

“I couldn’t help seeing what you
did, Christine. Grateful as I am, I'm
sorry your mercy had to be lavished
on one you think so unworthy of it.
I know you need money to keep Janet
in sechool. If I dare to offer you—"

Her shawled head was high. “If
there’s any reward, let it be in the
form of a promise—that you’ll never
speak to me again.” Bitterness tinc-
tured her tone. “Especially when'm
wearing this old coat of dad’s. The
one with the bullet hole in it—here!”
The point of her mitten indicated the
tiny hole under the left collar flap.

Steadily Warren Tyler held her in
his gray gaze. “The statement I made
three years ago in a courtroom still
stands, Chris. My father brought the
first sheep into this country and we
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NOTHING ELSE LIKE STAZE
TO KEEP FALSE TEETH FIRM
HOLDS HOURS LONGER

Staze is not a powder! It holds teeth
firm up to 48 hours! Just squeeze a
little of this new dental discovery on
your plate—and enjoy new all-day
comfort even with loosest lowers.
Nothing else like it on the market.
M More economical than messy pow-

ders. Recommended by dentists. Get
8 tube of Staze from your druggist today. Made by the
makers of Stera-Kleen. Money back if not delighted.

Mail Coupon for FREE
SAMPLE 'I'ODA\' '

Thu Phillips & Benjamin Co., Dept. 8-2
Waterbury, Conn.

Please send me free sample tube of Staze.

Namo ...cicoeescscnen 0gOToAO0A000B0aa cesecaseceasenane

Btreet & Number .....e....e ceecescesesannn secescesanns

ALL BLADDER

RRITATIONS and DISTRESS
MNeglected earl_v lsh’:‘lmns miay lead to serlous trouble
laur erte for FR LET. Gives expeoriences of
users and l.-cu nhout 30-year-old easy-1o-take
nllual.ve' home treatment,
r. Paddock, RBox anos Dask W, Kansas City, Mo.

WHAT CAUSES EPILEPSY?
IS THERE A CURE?

A booklet containing the opinions of famous
doctors on this interesting subject will be sent
FREE, while they last, to any reader writing to
the Eaucational Division, 5651 Fifth Ave., Dept.
AF-7, New York, N. Y.

YOUR YOUTHFUL SKIN
A MASS OF PIMPLES?

Take steps now to help keep your blood
free of skin-defiling poisons

Stop being an object of shame and scorn among your
friends. Find out what often causes those repulsive-
looking pimples . . . and get rid of them.

Between the ages of 13 and 25 your body is chang-
ing rapidly. Important glands develop. These gland
changes upset your system. Waste poisons from the
intestines are often thrown into the blood stream
and are carried to your skin, where they may
bubble out in ugly, shameful hickies.

You must help keep your blood free of these skin-
irritating poisons. Thousands have done so, just by eat-
ing Flelschmanns Yeast. The millivns of tiny, living
plants in each cake of this fresh food act to help you
tight pimple-making poisons at their source—;in the in-
lestines, before they can get into the blood. Many get
amazing results in 30 days or even less! Get Fleischmann's
Yeast now. Eat 3 cakes a day—one before each meal—
until your skin is clear and fresh again. -

had differences with cattleman Carl
Nelson. But I didn’t kill him.

“You convinced a jury of that,” she
admitted. “Which, I suppose, is all
that really matters!”

“I wish it were that simple. It isn’t.
All that’s ever really mattered to me
is what you believe, Chris. In spite of
what has happened, I can’t forget
those happier days when you and I
used to meet over at Willow Springs.”

“Get out of my way!”

Suddenly alarmed at her reaction
to the sincerity of Warren Tyler’s
gray eyes, the persuasion of his voice,
Christine clumped heavy boots
against Old Roan and trailed off into
the storm. But if she started on a
course which would take her back
home, she kept to this direction only
until she was lost to the sight of War-
ren Tyler and his injured herder.
Then she veered in a wide semicircle
back toward the rim again.

ITH a sack of supplies slung

across her shoulder, Christine
was soon climbing a broken terrace
of ledge rock. She entered the dark
mouth of a cave which yawned from
under a bulging rim. Near the en-
trance of that cavernous place
drooped a gaunt bay horse. A short
distance beyond was a dying fire.

“Mr. Baird!”

Her tremulous words echoed back
to Christine. Hesitantly she moved
forward, saw a man lying there on
the rock floor. The hard-looking face
of Crow Baird gazed vacuously up at
his visitor.

“Carl Nelson’s girl.”” The words
escaped through lips that scarcely
moved. “Did Arlie Tull—”

“He sent me, yes. He sent this, too.”
She placed the whisky flask to his
mouth, heard the amber liquid gur-
gling down his parched throat.

“That’s—better,” he groaned. “A
little toast—to death.”

“Death?’

“Yeah. Lived like a wolf. Dyin’ like
one—in a rocky den. Funny— Carl

(Continued on page 111)

Please mention ACB FICTION GROUP when answering advertisements



A Money-Making Opportuni

for Men of Character

EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR
AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE

A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INDUSTRY

Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves

at a Fraction of the Expense

Thisis a call for men everywhere to handle

exclusive agency for one of the most

unique business inventions of the day.
Porty years ago the horse and buggy business was supreme—today
almost extinct. Twenty years ago the phonograph industry ran into
many millions—today acticalfy a relic. On%; a comparatively few
foresighted men saw the fortuncs ahead in the automobile and the

EARNINGS

Ono man in Califoraia earned over $1,000 per month for theee
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days' time. Another writes
from Delaware —"Since I have been operating (just a litde
less than 2 month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because I have becn getting organized and had to spead
at least half the day in the office; counting what I have sold
outright and on arial, I have made just a little in excess of one
thousand dollars profit for one month.” A Consecticut man
writes he has made $55.00 in a single day’s time. Texas maa
ness over $300 in less than a week's time. Space does not pere
mit meationing bere more than these few random cases. Hows
ever, the are sufficient to indicace that the worthwhile future
in this business is coupled with immediace earnings for the
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over

eadio. Yet irresistible waves of ,_E“bnc buying swept these men to
¢ phonograph into the discard. So
y men able vo detece the shift in public favor

fottdne, and sent the bugbgy and
are great successes made
from one industry to another.

Notw ther change % taking place. An old eseablished industry—an
poc gf the pation's srfuclure—in which millions of dollars ch

and important part
every ymi: 51‘ thousands of cases being replaced b,

who haye taken over the rights to this

;‘n croly asconishing, simple inven-
tion which does the work becter—more reliably—AND AT A COST OFTEN AS LOW
AS 2% OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PA.IDL IE has not

iness.

toeegral
l\sd:

uired very long for men
B Latd .

o :
0od show carnings which in thesc times are almost unheard of for che average man,

Not a“'Gadget’’—
Not a “Knick-Knack" =

but a valuable, proved device which
Bas been sobd successfully by busi-
ness novices ay swell cs se
veterans.

Make no mistake—this is 00 novelty—ao flimsy creation

which the ioventor hopes 0 put oo the market. You

bave wen pothing l?klz it yev—perhape never

undd bt;le existence of ::‘ch adevice—yetic has llrenéy

¥ ¥ Y

mn of great corporations—by their branches—by doce

pers, publish hools—hospitals, ctc., cte.,

d’b} thousands of small business men. You don’t have to

convince a man that he should use an electric bulb to light

s Office inserad of a gas lamp. Nor do have to sell

the same business man the idea that some 3 he 'may oeed

somcthing like this inveation. The nced is already there—

the money is usually being spent righe at thae very

@oment —and the desicabilicy of saving che greacest
part of this expense is obvious immediacely,

Some of the Savings
You Can Show

Yoo walk into an offiec 20d pu!downbefmmgm
8 keee fram a sales organization showing that did
wock in their own office for $11 which farmerly could have
cost them over $200. A building supply corpocation pays
our man $70, whereas the bill could have beea for $1,6001
An sucomobile dealer pays our represcatative §15, whereas
the ¢ could have over $1,000. A department
store has expense of $88.60, ible cost if done ourside
¢he busines zmg well over $2,000. And so oo. We could
o0t possibly list all cascs here.  These are just a few of
che many actual cases which we plsce in your hands to
work with. Praceically every line of business and every
scction of che counery 13 .:rmud by these field reports
which hammer across dazzling, convincing money-saving

mﬁu‘hﬂw‘yuybmmanmww

busioess,

a thousand sales on which his earnings tan from $5 to $60
Ecr sale and more. A great deal of this business was repeat
S “l'x“thh'hk'dfppormm' this busi

coming with us. That is the kind of o ty this business
oﬂ'crs.g'l'he fact that this business has a
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses—
men who demand only the highest
income—gives a fairly good picture of
is. Our door is open, however, to the younﬁcman looking for
¢he right field inwhich to make his startand

had never done anything like this before
to it such

of opportenit and
kind of business this

velophis future.

Profits Typical of
the Young, Growing Industry

Goei'né inco this busines is not like selling eomcething
offcred in every grocery, drug or departmeat store. For
instance, when yoa take 8 $7.50 order, $5.83 caa be your
share. On $1,500 worth of business, your share can be
$1,167.00. The least you get as your part of every
dollar's worth of busincss you do is 67 ceors—on sen
dollars’ worth $6.70, oo a hundred dollars® worth $67.00
—in other words cwo thirds of cvery order you get is
yoars. Not oaly oo the first order—but oa repeac orders
—a0d you have the Opportuniry of esruiog ao even larger
perccatage.

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know anything about high-pressare
selling. "'Sclling™ is unnecessary in the ordinary sense of
¢the word. lnstead of hammering away at the customer
and trying to “force’ a sale, you make a dignified,
business-like call, leave the installacion—whatever size
the cuseomer says he will accey ¢t our risk, let the
customer scil himself after che device is ia and working.
This does away with the nced for pressurc on che cus-
tomer—it eliminates the handicap of trying to gee the
moncy before the customer has really convinced himself
100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proof of
success in that customer's particular line of busincss.
Then leave the invention without a dotlar dowa. I
starts working at once. In a few short days, the installa-
tion should actually produce enough moaey to pay
for the deal, with profits above the investment coming in
2t the same time. You then call back, collect your moacy.
Nothing is so corxindng as our offer to let results speak
for themselves without risk to the customer! While others
fail to get even & hearing, our men are making sales

mni:f 1010 the hundreds. They have received the atco- |
ton i

the largest finns in che eountry, aad sold co the
emallese busincsses by the thousands,

No Money Need Be Risked

in erylng this busioess oue. You can mewsure che potale
bilicics a0d not be out & dollias. l‘,w- L. Wﬂfw .
business thas i1 mov oovrowodid—a business chat i joss
coming into its own—on the upgrade, iostcad of the
down,ndg—- business that offers the buyer relief from
ab but idable expe business thet
hasa prosgect practically in every office, store, or factocy
into which you can sct foot—regardless of size—sbat ir &
wecossity but does not have any g:kc curting 0 contend
with as other necessities do—that becsuse you coomrold
the sales in exclusive territory is your own businest—
that pays more on somy individual sales than meny men

in o week ond semetimes in a monsh’s time—if such a busioess
fooks s if it is worth investigatiog, ges in fouch wirh a9
a1 once for the righes in your terricory—don’t delsy=—
because che chances are that if you do wait, someone

will have wriccen to us in the meantime—and if ir curas
out that you were the beeter man—we'd both be Aﬁ

So for convenicace, wse the coupon belou—Dbut send it ri
away—or wire if you wish. but do it aow.

F. B. ARMSTRONG, Presidcat
Depr. 4079G Mobile, Als.

IVE
1 RUSH $eRaoaY proposirion |

| F. 5 ARMSTRONG. Pres.. Deot. 40796 Mabtie. ala. §
Without obligation to me, send me [ull Lafor-

' ation on your proposition. l
Nams:

' Sweet o Rovse l

' Box No '
;‘:: e '

--—--—--—-‘J

Please mention ACB FICTION GROUP when amswering advertisementa



Many women from Coast to Coast, for-
merly childless for years from sterility
due to functional weakness, ARE
NOW PROUD AND HAPPY MOTH-
ERS from knowledgeand useof a sim-
ple home method — details of which I
4 send FREE on request. Parents are
admittedly far happier, healthier, and
more contented than childless couples!
A baby gives the real home spirit and
tiesahusbandand wifeintruestendur-
inglove and mutual Interests. The ma-
jority of discontented, unhappy mar-
4 riages are those of childless couples,

Get This Knowledge FREE

During my 40 years of practice in functional conditions of women I de-
'eloped this hom' method, which is described in my illustrated treatise
sent FREE ON REQUEST. It discusses many subjects relating to the
female organs and tetls how you too may often eombat your troubles
as have others who reported arrival of babies after being childless for

ears, d\;e t: fnncﬂonn‘:dweul‘mcso an” l)‘eportot;‘a v::ll snnshcmrv re-

this home me! Covr. 1986). . H.

Ttll FELIX Sa'l’s.. SUITE 202- GI ST. JOSEPH. MISSOURI

HEARTS

uHEL I Jom the world’s greate

social extension
bureau: Happiness awaits you, correspondents everywhere
seeking congenial mates. Many wealthy. 37 years of de-
pendable dignified confidential service. Let us arrange a
romantic correspondence for you. Quick results guaranteed.
Photos descriptions, introductions Free. Send no money.

STANDARD CLUB, BOX C - GRAYS LAKE, ILLINOIS

romantic and frjendly cor-
rmpondence arranged for you.

select bureau for loncly

ladiee and gentlemen. Members everywhere. STRICTLY
CONFIDENTIAL~—Write today, FREE sealed information.
ELLIS KING P.0. BOX 183 NEWPORT, DEL.

LONESOME?

INDIVIDUAL ATTENTION TO EACH
MEMBER. Dignified, dependable and
different. We get RESULTS. Members
everywhere. Write TODAY for informa-~
tion sent you in PLAIN sealed envelopes,
RESULTS GUARANTEED or money
returned.

AMERICAN CORRESPONDENCE SERVICE
BOX (4-V DeEESTATION l;le YORK CITY

GR CTO
KlNGSBRIDGE STATION
TELEPHONE US AT Kingshridee 6-2921

Prostate Sufferers

Prostate gland acute or ehronie, rheumatism, kidney and bladder
sufferers send for FRER sample: amazing results,
PROSTEX CO.. Dept 73 MIAMI, OKLA.

WHY BE LONELY ?

Allow me to arrange a romantle correspondenee for you.
Confidential, dignified introduction to the type of mate Yyou
desire, arranged for men and women, ol all ages, everywhere,
through my 1 soeial corr service.

It you will write to me for plain sealed letter on how I
may help you find the one to make you happy I shall be glad
to give your request my pergonal attention.

WRIGHT MANLY, P.0. Box 125 Jackson, Mich.

Find a sweetheart for yourself
by correspondence with Personal
Service Club. Members of all

LONESOME?

types and personalities. Correspondence CONFIDENTIAL.

Particulars sent FREE in plain sealed envelope. Writa NOW.
Personal Service Club, P.0.Box 326, Palo Alte, Calif,

MARRY RICH

Send for FREE photos and descriptions of rich a&nd
beautiful women who wish to marry.
JANE FULLER CLUB, Box 797-AB, Milwaukee, Wisc.

Mutual Acquaintance

Jom thxs reliable Club

blished 17 years,
[ Fael the thrill of Ro-

Memberas
everywhere. many wealthy. Descnpuons Free, sealed.
MRS8. BU S8an Francisco, Calif.

" Many others are lonely too.
E Romance, Marriage, Friend-

ship. Let me help you
find companion_or uweet.heart you lomrg for. Private per-
sonal service. Partlculan sent in plain sealed envelope.
RAY MONRO P. O. Box 84, Houston, Texas.

GET ACQUAINTED CLUB

Confidential introductions by letter. Members !n every State seeking
=ongenial mates. Many wealthy. If lonely. writ

___R. E. SIMPSON, BOX 1251, DENVER. COLO.

'BACHELORS BACHELORETTES

Discontented? Seeking romance? Companionship? Happier, Fuller. Richer Emo-
tional Lnle? We've wanhv.htla cul!wcd wuhhy people, all ages, everywhere.

" ntou fonesome, con: ok by e by ultr rhed, Purely Confidential mirom
3 through *ELITE SOClAL COII!SPOND‘NCI REGIETIR " For Free sealed details, write:
'OST OFFICE BOX 375 LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA

Get free booklet about Zo-ak Tablets—the formula of well-
known New York physician created especially for men.
Zo-ak contains quick-acting vegetable stimulants plus
esgsential vitamin concentrates in adequate amounts to
build up health and strength. Ask for Zo-ak (blue box)
at any good druggist, and write for free beeklet by regis-
tered physician. Sent in sealed envelope by ZO0-AK
COMPANY, 5¢ West 45 St., Dept. A, New York.

Oonfidential intr 1 by letter from a select, dignified club;
many wealthy., Meet worthwhile Lonely Ladnu and  Gentlemen.
Write for free sealed informatico. E. DE YOUNG CLUB, Box 322,
San Diege, Calif. Box 265, Rutherford. N. J.

HOW TO WIN BACK A LOST LOVE

How to wield powerful love control—to make others love you. Secure
clever woman’s private methods (gonfidential), Get secret charm.
Revezling book, introducing you to new power, only 10c (sealed).
Gardin Co., Dept. 3464, Bex 423, M. 8. 8., New York.

? Join nationally

H known Church or-

ganization. (Unde-

nominational.) Sure to have a select helpmate for
: you Stamp and age bring full particulars. REV.

. JONES, P. O. Box 2459, Kansas City, Mo.

ETEARGAS

IOO% Protoction

--0 REAL SURE FIRE SELLER

Thugds and Thieves Beware!—Here is a_ regular 6 shot re-
pcztnr which gdischarges 6 smothering clouds of Tear €as in rapid
succession to instantly Step, Stun and Incapacitate the most vicicus
man or beast. A safe and effective substitute for dangerous fire-
arms. NO P! ANENT INJURY. Needed in Stores, Banks, Autos and
Homes everywhere 10 prolect Life and Property. No skill_required.
Also Pencil Guns, Electric Shells, Riot Bombs, Founuun Pen Guns,
Police Club Guns Al p!erwlun -built. NO TOYS. demonstration
means a $3.00 to $8.00 sale, offer ing big pro!:ts andle our Tear
Gas Bquipment as a s:delin and you soon give it full time. For
l qu:ck start, send $2.00 for mo ator ou

ng an Automatic Pencil @un with 10 demonstrators and 3
powerful Tear Gas cartridges, fully guaranteed.

FREE Blue Print showing how to install Electric Tear Gas Shella
in Stores and Banks for hold-up and burglary protection,
also Complete Sales Plan furnished with order or inquiry.

HAGEN IMPORT COMPANY, Dept. P-374, St. Paul, Mina.

LONESOME?

Let me arrange a remantle eorresponden

you. Find yourself a sweetheart thru Ameﬁt?;
AN shi‘:;m’:::::s;olz:tm ocrwepci:jrnue club. A friends

i

Members everywhere; CONF' [DiNT[ALethmd?eﬁirg 1;3&&&:1;?:
efficient, diguified and continuous service, I have made thensands of
lonely puu e hEppy—wh&uut you! Write for FR! E sealed partienlars,

EVAN M JACKSONVILLE, FLORIDA

FIND YOUR IDEAL MATE

SELECT MEMBERSHIP FROM COAST TO GOAST

Let mo_bring you LOVE—ROMANCE and a HAPPY MARRIAGE.
Many fine, sincere, weuithy members seeking mates. Meet someone
near you through my SPECIAY, STATE LISTS. Free. scaled, con-
ﬁdrwt‘li'\l information. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED or wmoney
refunde«

GET TO GETHER CLUB. 2194-B-Bathgate Ave., New York, N. Y.

Plemge mention Acp FICTION GROUP when answcring advertisements



(Continued from page 108)
Nelson’s girl. ’Nother drink.” Again
the amber fluid gurgled.

“I’ve brought some grub if—"’
the girl began.

“Take it back with you. I won’t
need it. Money’s in my saddle pocket
over there. Couple hundred. Maybe
three. Take it all.- And my horse. It’s
little enough for—Carl Nelson’s girl.
Huh! That same old coat.”

“Coat? What about this coat?”

“That—bullet hole. Always shoot
straight—me.”

“Baird!” Her voice was a wild cry
as she dropped to her knees beside
this dying man. “Tell me—"

“Five head of steers. Stole ’em at
Willow Springs,” he mumbled. “Seen
Nelson comin’ over ridge. He had six-
shooter, but I had—the old rifle—"

“You killed him?”

“I killed him. Take money—" His
words became incoherent babble then.
Alcohol fumes were snapping that
fragile thread by which a wounded
outlaw had clung to life.

A violent sob shook the girl sway-
ing there on feelinglees knees. Fire-
light shadows danced giddily around
rock walls. It seemed that an over-
whelming darkness was surging into
Charcoal Cave, darkneas that threat-
ened to envelop Christine. But a
steadying hand was on her shoulder.
She looked up, saw Warren Tyler.

“It’s all right, Chris.” His voice,
husky, gentle, seemed to be coming
from a far distance. “I had to know
where you were going today. I fol-
lowed. And got here in time to hear
what Crow Baird said. Now I'm go-
ing to get down on my knees beside
you and thank God that you heard
what Crow had to say.”

He was kneeling beside the girl.
She looked into his gray eyes, saw
an alien mist in them. Outside the
storm still raged. Yet Christine, her
tawny head pillowed on Warren’s
shoulder, seemed far away from win-
ter. The wind wasn’t howling. It was
singing a song of forgiveness, a wild
exotic melody of love.
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3 7O & INCHES OFF YOUR WAIST
IIR.WRIIIMS or Money Bocki

be paunchy? People judge »
mmmmn4m1 "‘Rem
figure with new twin-sipper Abdoff health
belc. Gmrw.tadr-omm:rm appear 8 to
smaller and flatter immedistely.
MMM increases, or money back.

MO DRUGS, DI!'I’ OR EXERCISE

Absolutely

double zipper emunutlul mlt it in-

stantly adjustable without rmml. after
ote. . Slipped on

sl axed N
stipation, and saggl abdominal
and wish to compliment you highly.*

ABDOFF HLADI"H BELT CO.,
Hu].l;wnd..

“I hereby mrur; I took above two
photos & minutes apart. There as m
changs or n-.-mma] of clothing.” . .
8. O'BRIEN, Hollywood Phot

LOOK & FEEL 10 YRS. 'FOUNG!R
Send TODAY for free Hlustrated fold-
er, ‘How to Look and Feel 10 Years §
Younger” uﬂ secrets of renewed
:lmn;lh and endurance. Also detsils
10 day I'm trial offer. Don't put
It. off, Every day may mean another
layer of fat,

10 DAY FREE. TRIALS

Write ABDOFF HEALTH BELT COMPANY
Dept. 11-D  Markham Bidg. Hollywood, Callfornia

Name
Addr.
EPILEPSY-EPILEPTICS!

Detroit lady finds relief for husband after Specialists, home
and abroad, failed. All letters answered. MRS. GEO.

" DEMPSTER, Apt. G, 6900 Lafaystte Blvd., West, Detroit,

THE TRUTH ABOUT

Stomach Ulcers
Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity

FREE Bookiet on simple home treatment. Hundreds report they

were saved from expensive operations. Learn all about
this amazing inexpensive home treatment. Pain relleved from the
gtart. No rigid or liquid diet. This valuable booklet sent FREE
with information as to guaranteed trial offer. TWIN CITY VON
00.. Dept. 206, Saist Paul, M

FINAL SALE RUSH!!

ONLY $6.45—Double Action Revolver, eosts §12 else- I
whi.ﬂ 32,32 or 38 cal. Nickel or blue fl.n!sh Brlnd
r‘ommﬂll md I\AM hitting. Guaranteed 5
Idml for 3 to 6 in. bbi. Send UI
with order. E‘drl’.ﬂ rm I'or uaslun full. @rder tod.

WII\EHOLT CO., 156 WOODBINE. PA. &

BE A DETECTIVE

Make Secret Investigstions
Earn Big money. ' Work home or travel.
Fascinating work, Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE, Write to

GEO.T. N. WAGNER, 2640 Broadway, N.Y.

Please mention Acm FICTION GROUP when answering advertiscments
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'I1PROVE in Only 7 Days
that I Can

YOU aNew Man!”

Won

in open competition in

No other Physical
Instructor
World has ever
DARED Make
such an Offer!

in the

By CHARLES ATLAS
Holder of the Title:
“The World’s Most Perfectly Developed Man’®

HAVE proved to thousands
that my system of huilding

powerful,

big-muscled

men

begins to show real results
only 7 days—and I can prove it

to you.

You don't have to take my word

for it.

You don’t have to take the

word of my thousands of pupils who

have added

inches to

their chests,

biceps, neck, thighs and calves in only

a few days.
for ~yourself

No‘ sir! You can prove
in just one week— by

the change you see and feel in your
own body-—that you can actually be-
come a husky, healthy NEW MAN—

a real

“Atlas Champion.”
All T want to know is:

Where do

~ou want big, powerful muscles? How
many pounds of firm flesh do you
want distributed over your body to fill
you out? Where do you lack vitality,
pep. and robust health? Where do you
want to take off flabby, surplus fat?

Just tell me, give me a week, and
T’ll show vou that I can make a New

Man of you,

give you bodily power

and drive. and put you in that mag-
nificent physical condition which wins
you the envy and respect of any man
and the admiration of every woman.

My own system of Dynamic Ten-
sion does it.

THIS STERLING SILVER
CUP BEING GIVEN AWAY

This vallmblo

on a
hogany bas
will award_it
to my pupil who
makes the most
improvement in
his development
within the next
three months.

That’s the way I built

myself from a 97-
pound weakling to
“The World’s Most
Perfectly D eve 1-
oped Man.” And
now you can have
a big, balanced
muscular  develop-
ment like mine in
the same easy way.

No “Apparatus”
Needed !

You begin to
FEEL and SEE
the difference in
your physical con-
dition at once,
without using any

the only National
contests held during the past 15 years

and International

trlcky weights or pulleys, any
pills, “rays,”” or unnatural diet-
ing. My Dynamic Tension is a
natural method of developing
you inside and out. It not only
makes you an ‘‘Atlas Cham-
pion,” but goes after such condi-
tions as constipation, pimples,
skin blotches, and any other con-
ditions that keep you from really
enjoying life and its good times
—and 1t starts getting rid of
them at once.

Let Me Tell You How

Gamble a stamp today by mail-
ing the coupon for a free copy of
my new illustrated book, ver-
lasting Health and Strength.” It
tells you all about my special
Dynamic Tension method. It
shows you, from actual photos,
how I have developed my pupils
to the same perfectly balanced
proportions of my own physique,
by my own secret methods. What
my system did for me, and these
hundreds of others, it can do for
you, too. Don’t keep on being
only one-half of the man you
can _be! Find out what I can
do for you.

Send for FREE BOOK

Where shall T send your copy
of “Everlasting ealth and
Strength” ? Write
your name and
address carefully
on the coupon, l
and mail it today.
Your own new
“Atlas body” is
waiting for you. I
This book tells

you how easy it free book,
1s to get, my way.
Send the coupon Name . ...

to me personally.

CHARLES ATLAS I
Dept. 497,

115 E. 23rd St. .

New York, N. Y,

r--------'
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 497
115 East 23rd Street

New York, N. Y.

I want the proof that
your system of Dynamic
Tension will make a New Man of me—give me a healthy,
husky body and big muscle
“Everlasting HMealth an

Make

Charles Atlas—
As He Is Today

Photo by Joel Fedar

devddpment Send me your
Strength.””



HERE THEY ARE!

A specially selected group of extraor-
dinary values to feature Royal's sensa-
tional new "Friend-Making" drive. Read
the descriptions cqrefully — study the
illustrations—then send for your choice
TODAY on FREE TRIAL! If satisfied, pay
on ROYAL'S Liberal Terms.

Just send your name and address now with
only $1.00 deposit—just state age, occupation
ond if possible, 1 or 2 credit references. All
lealings strictly confidential. No direct inquiries
=-no red tope — no interest or extras ~— no
C. O. D. to pay on arrival.

10 FULL MONTHS TO PAY
10 DAYS FREE TRIAL

We'll send Your selection prepaid for your
examination and if you can surpass our values
anywhere, just return your selection ond we will
promptly refund your full deposit. if fully satis-
fied after 10 Day Trial period pay only the smalt:
omount stoted each month, What can be fairerd:

SAYISFACTION GUARANTEED

Every ring or wotch carries ROYAL'S writters
guarantee backed by 43 years of fair and
squore decling.

America’s Largest Mail
Order Credit Jewelers

BU LOVA only

a
in the charm | Bulova
b _LM{B‘E‘}J%%X;AHM.‘ 17 Jewel BUC

. E
?f Natural Mg‘tchi“g ““ks‘?:-ag: eotb down — °"
! t s o
BULOVA val® Gibout B0 8 489 1 prica’s

—a
g2.37ram hy ROYAL= " L gswott
See for &?,'{,'(’f,’.{e:vcndit Jewe the countr:

t

of friends ¥hT0

1ally
:nb\e
enu'mi
en
n e nds
n ! e Of-
; Gold T
“¥riend*
K lete
pec'\_ic); - mgnth
e
——g1.00dow :
‘TE ﬁs:(macd ﬁ'vﬂ"’ﬂ"" ly..$19-18
E Fngagement ring 08 Y+ $16.50
3 ek ing on.y - -~ 1
= ..Weddggi‘;::;“e‘!w?z monthiy

1 95

Jew 32 page **Book of Gems"'
featuring hundreds of special
valuesin genuine blue-white dia-
monds, standard watches, fine
jewelry, novelties and silverware
on ROYAL'S liberal TEN PAY-
MENT PLAN,






