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T the toe of the hills where the ever-
greens rose in a mass of geometrically
precise triangles toward the distant Cris-
tos, the' trail was a dusty path winding
southward into nowhere. Men had

' roiled that dust and cattle ranged the swells of those

high plains, but only the trail gave lasting evidence
of their passage.

The rider came from time’s smoky nothingness
at dusk, gray-smudged atop the big horse, only hat
and horse’s ears sharp-etched against the fading
amber sky. The rider saw the hollow below the
trees, the horse smelled water and sawed gently on
the reins.

“All right,” Glendon said. “Go on down.”

He reined off the trail beside the tank and while
the horse drank he knelt and splashed his face and
runneled water down his neck. He led the horse
into the trees, drove the picket stake deep into the
rocky shale, uncinched and slipped the bridle over
the rope hackamore. The brown horse shivered
with pleasure and went to browsing on the grass
that tufted green beneath the trees. While dark-
ness fell, Glendon gathered twigs and sticks, lit his
fire, and broke open the grub sack. He boiled
coffee, cooked bacon and beans, sliced -a thick
chunk of bread from the staling loaf. He rolled a
smoke at meal’s end and stood in the full darkness.

He was a thin and slightly stoop-shouldered
man whose arms ended in bony wrists and long-
fingered hands that forever dangled too far below
the finest fitted coat sleeves. His long legs hung
spare down the sweat-caked levi tubes, rider’s legs
of flat muscle lying close around big thigh bones
with the knotty calves bulging above his worn
boottops. His_skin was bleached but would never
entirely lose brownness, large-pored leathery skin
stretched taut over jut jaw, around the wide mouth
and long nose, tugging shadowed wrinkle sacks
beneath his deep-ridged gray eyes.

“Fort Ellis,y he said aloud.
horse.”

He slept fitfully and rode the trail in a pearl
gray morning that came slowly alive as wind scuf-
fed the clouds away and laid bare the deep blue
sky and brassy summer sun. He saw cattle bearing
the Cross C brand and, 20 miles to the south,
skirted the lake formed by a huge artesian spring
that weiled upward from the earth’s bowels. Below
the lake in the bend of the overflow creek he saw
the big house,. the sheds and shops and corrals.
John Colter’s Cross C outfit on Big Spring lake was
known far and wide for an open house policy, for
the coffee pot that bubbled on the cookhouse stove.
Glendon had not spoken to another man in three
days; he entered the yard with his tongue working
rustily behind dry lips, tied his -horse at the rail,

“One more day,

smelled strong coffee and heard voices within the

cookhouse. The Cross C slept beneath the cotton-

woods in the lazy midday June heat; no one struck

up a band to bid him welcome. Everyone was
working, only the cripples and the cook would be
on tap.

Glendon took the bootworn stone step through
the timbered cookhouse door, raked back his hat
and peered into the gloom that was thickened for
any man coming from outer sunglare. The cook
turned his shaggy head and spoke In greeting,
“Como sta, senor,” and brought a clean cup and
the gallon coffee pot to the long table; and the only
other man in the room glanced upward over his
white china cup that smoked thin coffee heat into
the shadows. That young man was hunched at
ease, big legs thrust far beneath the table. He
waved one large hand and smiled at Glendon.

“Set a spell-—too hot for ridin’!”

Glendon sat across the table, stirred in sugar,
drank deeply and offered his sigh of thanks. The
cook fussed over the stove and Glendon, overly
sensitive to the presence of strangers, felt uneasiness
in the room. But the young man only grinned
sleepily and sipped his coffee.

“Buck,” the cook said. “Getting late, no?”

“No,” Buck said, and smiled at Glendon. “Rid-
ing through?”’

“Fort Ellis,” Glendon said.

“Not far.,” Buck said.
when you get there.”

Buck was a squatty young man on first glance.
Broad and deep-chested, his rib case was sprung
so wide his upper body seemed to descend without
curvature into thick legs and large feet. Buck had
a cowlick above his round, moon face, his beard
was fluffy, his mild blue eyes and straw-colored
hair gave him' a mussed, innocent appearance.

“An’ nothing to see 1
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“Buck,” the cook said plaintively. “You go

now?”’

“Pretty soon,” Buck sald. “Come down from

the north?”
“Yeg." o

The cook walked soundlessly to the door, glanced
up the tree-shaded lane toward the big house, and
swung around with a flutter of fat hands. “Buck,
the patron is coming!”

“Colter?” Glendon asked.
“Nobody else,” Buck smiled.

“No.” |

“Take a good look then,” Buck said. “Likely
he’s wearing a two-bit straw hat, 65-cent hickory
shirt, pair of dollar overalls, no socks, brogans that
cost all of one buck-fifty. Grand total of $3.40,
give or take-a nickel, and him worth a million
today. Yes sir, take a good look.”

“Ath, Buck!” the cook whispered fearfully.

Buck leaned against the wall just inside the door
and Glendon saw past him into the bright sunlight
and more distant shade of the cottonwood lane; and
that was his first view of John Colter coming from
the big house, slapping one overall leg with a
peeled willow stick, wearing no socks, placing his
brogans on the earth with the intent stupid purpose
of a plow horse plodding off work toward hay and
water. |

Shorter than Buck, John Colter was equally
solid and strong. Glendon had heard too much
about the man to accept the doubtful value of so
many stories, but even so his first look made those
stories pale. Colter had the face of a cherub and
the white hair of Kris Kringle, but the hair faded
to dirty yellow as he neared the door, and the rosy
face was harsh-wrinkled beneath a wiry three-day
beard that failed to hide.the sly roughness. Colter,
so the saying went, had never been beaten In a
deal, a fight, a game of wits. Glendon saw the
legend grow and become lifesize in the door’s sun-
lit frame, the face squinting into the gloom as the
voice rasped huskily at the young man.

“Buck. Ain’t you gone yet?”’
“Too hot,” Buck said affably.

“Hot, vy foot,” John Colter said.
got, company?”’

He walked past Buck to the table, and Glendon
noticed the absence of belt and gun around the
thick waist. Masterson had told him how Colter
never wore a gun while bossing 50 men who did,
thus taking shrewd advantage of the unwritten law
that you did not shoot an unarmed man. Colter
carried the peeled willow stick and nothing more;
and Buck swung around to watch him with a help-
less, admiring look. Colter had increas~d the ten-
sion in the cookhouse; but he simply ignored Buck
as he gave Glendon a long, rude look.

‘“Passing through?”

“Yes.” :

“Then make yourself to home,” Colter said.
“What’s your name?”

“Pat Glendon.”

“Glendon?’ Colter tried the sound on his
tongue. ‘“Heard that somewhere. You going to
Fort Ellis — Jose, where’s your manners, fill the
cup!”

Glendon said quietly, “I'm going that way.”

“Want a job here?”

“No,” he said.

The cook brought a cup for Colter, filled the
others, and retreated quickly to the pantry annex.
Buck strolled over and sat beside John Colter; and
Glendon felt the gap between them. "He spoke his
thanks to the cook, to Colter, and stepped outside.
Behind him, dulled by the thick adobe walls, their
voices rose and fell in argument. Glendon had no
business intruding on that private affair. He
mounted the brown horse and faced southward
where the trail faded hazily into the heat waves.
Buck came suddenly from the cookhouse, walked
to the black horse, and mounted. John Colter ap-
peared in the doorway and watched Buck who sat
withh one hand on the Winchester stock canted
upward beneath his right leg. Buck’s face was no
longer round and innocent; his head inclined to-
ward Colter like a boar surprised at mast.

“You mind company?” Buck asked.

“Be happy for it,” Glendon said.

“Buck,” John Colter said gruffly. “Mind now.
I don’t give you no second chance.”

“Ever met him?”

“What we
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“Thanks for the first,” Buck said cheerfully.
“Adios.” :

Glendon nodded good-by to John Colter and
followed Buck from the ranch yard into the trail
that arrowed toward Fort Ellis. They travelled a
mile in silence before Buck laughed and beat his
hat against his thigh, fanning a puff of dust behind.

“Feisty old cuss, eh?” - -

“Boss trouble?” Glendon asked.
“Oh, I ain’t- mad at him,” Buck said. “But he’s
sure mad at me. [ quit last night.”

“Leave him short-handed?”

“Him?” Buck said. “He’s got 50 men on the
spread. I just got tired working for wages. Easier-
ways to make a living.”

“Does Colter pay small?”

“Average,” ‘Buck said, “but he works you
double hard. There’s easier ways.”

“In this country?” Glendon said.

“Why sure,” Buck smiled. “Selling cows to the
army for one. You heard of McMann?”

“No.” .

“He’s contractor at Ellis,” Buck said. “Supplies
the army. Buys every cow you can bring him. Work
a week, you make more’n Colter pays in a month.”

There was a thoroughly likeable quality about
Buck who spoke so openly on touchy subjects to
a total stranger. Selling cattle to the army was
legitimate business, providing the seller was finan-
cally able to purchase cattle and then make his
resale through regular channels. But a young man
whose sole assets were the clothes on his back,
his gun, and his horse, did not possess the cash
or the credit. To speak freely of such matters was
either stupidity or’the nature of a man who went
his'own free way and cared absolutely nothing for
other people. Glendon risked a question that,
other times and places, could bring fast trouble.

“Whose cows, Buck?”

“Whose cows?” Buck said. “Why, John Col-
ter’'s cows. Nobody else owns any around here.”

“You telling me this for fact?’ Glendon asked.

“Cross my heart and hope to die.” .

Glendon had to laugh, and Buck laughed with
him. Long ago he’d been this way, filled with an
overpowering eagerness for life, the wish for things
just beyond his pocketbook; but, remembering, it
was not so much the material gains as the need
for freedom of the mind. It had brought him close
to trouble and death before he whipped that wild-
ness. He could not give advice to Buck, for the
young never listened, their ears were tuned to the
distant music. But he liked this boy, and he could
try. He spoke cautiously.

“You know what that monkey business 1is
called?” Glendon asked.

“Oh, sure,” Buck said.

“No offence?”

“Not a b¢,” Buck smiled. “You mean well, but
things are different around here. For instance, you
see any fences?”

“NO.,’

“Or law?”

“No, unless it’s at Fort Ellis.”

“You look real good there,” Buck said.
lookin’ six months.
know.”

“Many of the boys pulling this cow trick?”’

“Not more’n 30,” Buck grinned.

“I been
You find any law, let me

“What does Colter say?” he said. “What's he
doing about 1t?”
“I'l sort of draw you a picture,” Buck said

patiently. “Fort Ellis ain’t much of a post any
more, just a station to buy beetf for the Mescaleros
and the other forts to the south. 'The fort’s six
miles down from.town, both named the same, ex-
cept the town i1s all McMann.”

“All McMann?”

“Stock and barrel except for Charley Leslie’s
store,” Buck said happily, “an’ Charley don’t count
for much. McMann’s retired army, was a major.

.He got out a while back and started the town. Hav-

ing army friends, he sewed up the beef contracts.
Him and that colonel at the fort soldiered together,
and the colonel don’t buy beef from nobody but
McMann. That keeps John mad all week and twice
as mean on Sundays. But McMann can’t buy beet
from John ‘cause John won’t sell him a bull bellow,
so McMann has to buy all over and trail his herds
in. An’ John’s got so many cows he can’t count
em, let alone brand ’em all. They just run wild
to the west across the river. That sort of clear
things up for you, Pat?”

“And no law?” Glendon said wonderingly.

“Bueno,” Buck laughed. “Oh, there's a mar-
shal or two hanging around but they don’t count.|
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Now I told you enough to hang me, what you
figure on doing in Ellis?”

“Buck,” he said, “I can’t tell you because I
don’t know myself.”

“Just riding loose,” Buck said understandingly.
“Sure, | savvy how you feel. Passing along, looking
around.”

“That’s 1t,” he said.

“What can you do, Pat?” Buck asked.

“Little of this,” he said.” “Little of that.”

“Foolish question got me a foolish answer,”
Buck grinned. “But you punched cows,. that I
koow. not lately but sometime.”

“Not lately,”” he admitted, “or ever again.”

“Weil,” Buck said. “You just come along. I'll
show you the town. Take a good look—smell too
—and make up your mind. When you get tired
eating McMann’s grub, drinking his whiskey, using
his beds, you can always head for El Paso. Now
tf you were a lawyer, McMann’d give you his own
bed. He can’t seem to get enough of lawyers.”

“But no law?” Glendon said softly.

“It ain’t trom trying,” Buck said. *I guess he
can’t find a good lawman. Was it you wore a star
someplace, an’ showed you could get along with
him, then McMann'd give you his right arm!”

“No chance there,” he lied.

“No?" Buck said. “Well, too bad.”

They rode the trail that followed the dropping
roll of land toward the southwest where a line ot
trees mairked the river as it came from the north
and swung in a huge bend toward the panhandle
and the hill country and the distant gulf. He won-
dered how much he had fooled Buck. What was
it that lett th¢ mark on a man? The faded cloth
behind the star, the way a man rode and walked
and talked. the way he carried a gun and watched
the world around him? Glendon had ridden 500
miles to leave the star behind, and the first man
he spent an hour with—and half a boy at that—
seemed to sense, or smell, or feel that past. Then
again perhaps he was lucky, for Buck had spoken
respectfully in mentioning the law. That meant
trust for th¢ moment. If all the past would only
shrivel, tura to dust in Kansas, then he would be
truly lucky. AIll he wanted was treedom, a fresh
beginning. and it came to him then, riding oft the
trail into a wagon road formed by many converg-
ing paths that he had silently chided Buck for a
young man’'s drcam of freedom when, all the while,
his own dreams were far thinner by comparison.
Thirty-six years old. hoping wilder hopes than even
a boy dured dream.

“Weil,” Buck said. “There she i1s.”

They came into a single street that fronted the
business block and ended at the river bank. Houses
were scattered in no order behind the stores, houses
-~ built mostly of adobe, bleached by the merciless
sun, boasting scraggy shrubs and trees, washlings
damp with underwear and trousers and dresses:
dozing horses outside the saloon. Glendon looked
twice and counted one saloon. That proved Buck’s
statement: This town was all McMann.

“Get down,’ Buck said. “Whiskey ain’'t no
good. but it cuts the dust.”
“You go on.” Glendon said. “I’ll get a room.”

9

“Just come along,” Buck grinned. “Every-

thing 1s courtesy of McMann.”

Looking up, Glendon noted that the largest
building was divided into saloon, hotel, cafe and
store, with glass windows on the second floor abovz
the cafe marking the offices of C. B. Adams, attor-
ney at law, and Sam McMann. Glendon untied his
gear and followed Buck across the porch into the
saloon; an archway gave off to the hotel lobby and,
as Buck shouted greetings to a filled poker table,
Glendon passed through to the desk. He signed
for a room, dropped his gear, and rejoined Buck
at the bar.

Buck was sitting beside a red-haired man and
he began telling how he'd left the Cross C with
old John roaring like a motherless calf. Buck ex-
tracted a tabletul of mirthless smiles that vanished
abruptly as Buck spoke to the red-haired man.

“Ed, when do we start? I'm broke, foot-loose
and eager.”

Ed said curtly, “Don’t savvy you,” and prepared
to rise. Buck laughed, the same cheerful sound
Glendon had heard in the Cross C cookhouse. His
voice boomed above the sound of scraping chairs
as he said, “Set down!” and froze them in place.
In that moment Glendon read the truth in their
faces. The young man who cared nothing for any-
thing or anyone was the strongest here. He laughed
and they wanted no part of whatever lay hidden
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behind his smiling face. Glendon spoke in the

silence.
“Private business for you, Buck. See you later.”
“Pat, you don’t need to go,” Buck said. “You
won't tell no tales out of school.”

“Your friends don’t know me,” Glendon said.
“I'd feel the same way.”

“Bueno,” Buck said carelessly. “But remem-
ber, I ain’'t showed you around town yet.”

Glendon stepped behind Buck’s chair and, on
impulse, dropped a hand on the thick shoulder.
Buck grinned up at him and Glendon understood
that quick smile. He had made a friend, whether
he wanted the trust or not. Then Glendon had his
gear and took the stairs to the second floor and the
last room at the end of the hall. The management
had thoughttully provided a tin wash basin and one
galvanized bucket of water. Glendon took a hand
bath, shaved. and put on clean clothes; going back
dowastairs he found himself hurrying and that
was ftoolish. He was going nowhere; he had ail
the time in the world. He stopped at the desk to
borrow a handful of matches, and moved on to the
porch and looked at the town. Steps clattered down
the stairs between hotel and cafe; a plump little
pouter pigeon of a man dressed in blue trousers and
a sotled white shirt emerged from the stairwell and
stopped beside Glendon, mopping his red face with
an equally soiled bandanna.

“A scorcher,” he said.

“(je@ much hotter here?’ Glendon asked.
“This is only June,” the little man said with in-
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phere for the many novels and short stories he has
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tense fteeling. “In July the hinges melt, iIn August
the devi! arrives tor his vacation in our fair land
Excuse me for noticing the apparent, Giit you are
new in our town.”

“Today,” he said.

“My name i1s Adams,” the little man said. “I'm
pleased to meet you. In fact I’m pleased to meet
anyone new in Fort Ells.”

“Gilendon,” he said.
Adams had a sharp handclasp and sharper eyes

that cxamined Gleandon while he lit a cigar and

teetered on his heels. “Just passing through, Mr.
Glendon?”

“looking around,” he said.
barn handy?”

“Right down the street,” Adams said.
side. [ recommend it highly.”

(ilendon stepped off the porch ‘and led the
brown horse 50 steps to a cavernous barn that
promised both shade and coolness. The hostler led
the brown horse into the shadowy alleyway depths
and Glendon stood in the door shade, swallowing
all ot IFort Ellis in one glance. Across from Mc-
Mann’s buildings was another store—Leslie’s by
the sign—and the post-office and a barbershop
with its rickety candy-striped pole. Abutting the
livery, barn was a harness and saddle shop; and
those buildings represented the total business in
Fort Ellis. Glendon walked away from the shab-
biness and the heat. He came to the riverbank and
descended the cutbank grade scraped out by fresno
and team, and turned north along the river under
the cottonwoods that formed their umbrellas over
the lower willows. Water snored and grunted be-
neath the bank, a thin stream no more than 30
yards wide.

He rolled a cigaret and flipped his match up-
stream 1nto the dark current; and saw the red bob-
ber below an- overhanging willow branch that
touched water and formed a silent fan of ripples.
The line rose from bobber to a willow pole, and
the pole was held by a fisherman sitting on a rock,
head now turned from the water, watching him in
silent amusement. Glendon removed his hat. He
was an iatruder, frightening the fish. He began
a retreat but the fisherman said, “No luck anyway.
Guess it's too hot today.”

There was no resentment in her voice. Glen-
don paused gratefully and found old memories of
his youth along the Elkhorn.

“How deep is it?”’ he asked.

“About five feet,” she said.
cutbanks. I'm using worms."”

“Is there a livery

“This

“Deeper under the

3.
“I grew up that way,” Glendon said. “Willow
pole and a can of worms.”
“In Kansas?”’
“Nebraska,” Glendon said.
Platte, the Niobraria.”

“I ftished the Republican,”
was a long time ago.”

She had ‘a narrow, oval face crowned with a
thick head of chestnut hair that shimmered when
leaf-let sunlight trembled downward through the
cottonwoods. Her forehead was high, her eyes
brown, her nose quite long with a cartilage bump
on the vaguely arrogant bridge. Her mouth was
full and wide, her chin weli set and stubborn above
the browned v of her man’s biue shirt and slender,
rounded body. 3She wore levis and boots, and the
chestnut hair was pinned behind her ears in two
tat braids. Her tace was sober and plain until she
smiled at her own words; then it came alive with
interest as she said, “You’re new in town?”

“The Elkhorn, the

she said. “But that

“Yz2s,” he said. “Sorry I bothered you.”

“No bother,” she said. “You've stirred up a
dull day.”

“Whay s that?” Glendon asked.

“Not a man in town fishes here,”’ she said, “let
alone comes down. 1 doubt they know a fish trom
a sausage. You'll be a marked man from the word
go. Very suspicious.”

He saw the glint of laughter and smiled 1n re-
turn. He replaced his hat, touched it respectfully,
and went away to the road. A strange town hous-
ing people of Buck’s kind, lawyers like C. B.
Adams, and the unseen McMann. Not to mention
this . woman in man’s clothing fishing on a hot
afternoon, undisturbed by his invasion of her pri-
vacy. Her action was made stranger when he
remembered the gold wedding band on her leit
hand; it took a ditferent sort of woman to go fish-
ing with a house and family depending on her
guidance. Glendon came once more to the livery
barn and paused in the welcome shade to look
again at the town and pull his ragged thoughts
together.

He had left Kansas two weeks ago with a head-
tul of plans. A man always had plans; from those
ideas came all of life. But a man would not wor-
ship those ideas blindly; he used them as they
came, like shirts, and put the best of each into
his lite. The point in question, it seemed, was
whether he would ever have a worth-while idea,
find a spot on earth that seemed to fill his needs.
He had to stop somewhere, if only for a little
while, and face the truth: he had nothing before
him. But if all a man faced was nothingness, if
all he had done in the past came down to that
dismal present, then a man had to fight against
nothingness itselt. Glendon wiped the fresh sweat
trom his tace; this was as good as any place on
earth to rest and plan.

CHAPTER 11

name a legacy from the grandfather on her

mother’s side who insisted his daughter’s first-

born bear his name. The name, like a good:
shoe, seemed to fit more comfortably with the pass-
ing years.. She was a tomboy, her mother’s despair,
for even in young womanhood she preferred pants
and shirts instead of long-flowing dresses that
choked not only a woman’s body but her very
thoughts.

Swift Stamm married a young lawyer at the
age of 19. Her reason was loneliness that followed
the 'flu epidemic and the death of her parents; and
Bill Stamm had grown up across the backyard
fence, gone off to college, and come home to renew
his easy friendship with the coltish girl become a
woman. For her it was not the love young women
expect; 1t was necessity. For Bill Stamm 1t was
the nature of the times and a lack of more eligible
girls. Bill ' Stamm was a pleasant young fellow
then; but age changes all men.

Two years ago Bill Stamm had one drink too
many and laid his thick, harsh tongue on the wrong
man. They brought the sad news to Swift; now
she lived on in Fort Ellis, doing bookwork for
Adams and McMann, living alone and evidently
enjoying the view. She had few friends among the
stiffer necks, but she was well-liked by children and
older people. She spent a good many hours fish-
ing, riding out along the river, reading books and
tending her garden.

She wound her line around the willow pole and
stuck the hook into the bobber. She walked the

SWIFT STAMM was 27 years old, her first
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hot road to her small house a 100 yards behind the
business block, and passed through the arbor gate
into her private world.

She set the fishing pole against the porch rail
and entered the house that offered coolness, if
nothing more. She changed into sandals and a cot-
ton dress, gave her braids a tug, and went unhur-
riedly across the back lot to the hotel. < She had
an hour’s work on Adams’ books; and McMann
had undoubtedly discovered something new since
dinnertime.

McMann was 1n his late 50’s, very much the
retired major of cavalry, complete with short wiry
hair, ruffish moustache, round stomach held erect
like a shield, stubby legs plunged into fine black
boots; and those straight military shoulders held
firmly in line. McCann wore black and gray suits

with white broadcloth shirts and black string bow

ties, his vest crossed with a gold chain holding the
repeater watch and lodge pin. His army ring
glinted cn his left fourth finger, too deeply em-
bedded in the fat creases to ever be removed In
life; and while he carried no visible arm, Swift
Stamm was familiar with the hip-pocket holster
and the bulldog .38 hidden beneath his coattails.

McCann faced the world smugly from stern
features that matched the set of his shoulders, his
face highlighted by the cropped sandy hair and
moustache, with tiny crabapple spots of red fatten-
ing the curves of his cheeks. His eyes were sharp
blue, his teeth lay yellowish behind thin red lips,
his jaw was a block of granite above his thick
neck. McCann gave absolute paused to the legend
that old soldiers just faded away; he gave, instead,
the feeling that he might never die, that age was
only a minor irritant in his path through immortal
life. McCann walked in military fashion, short
arms swinging precisely at his sides. He rode In
the samec way and he spoke in only one tone—the
brusque, clipped words of a man accustomed to
giving orders and expecting no argument. Yet, by

the very nature of his business in Fort Ells,. he:

received and absorbed a plethora of such talk from
men who had no appreciation, let alone awe, for
the military. With those men McCann swallowed
his fury and argued fluently 1in Spanish or English,
plus a third language composed of free-swinging
Elizabethan profanity that did more to control his
rough colleagues than all the studied arguments In
thegworld. McCann never failed to capitalize on
this talent when other methods failed.

McMann had built his empire on simple corner-
stones: his army career which gave him invaluable
connections; and his unquestioned power in Fort
Ellis which, combined with cash and the legal might
of C. B. Adams, enabled him to back up his destres.
Few men had needed more in history. McMann
was strong enough to succeed with either one of
the two; and having both he was, at the moment,
unbeatable Even John Colter could not dent Mc-
Mann’s position, and John Colter was cut from the
same monolithic granite. Swift Stamm knew all
this, and more, as she gave her employers a wave
and turned up the stairway between cafe and hotel.
She passed from view and McMann, having doffed
his hat, resumed his conversation with C. B. Adams.
McMann had been upstairs a few minutes earlier,
watching Glendon enter the hotel; now he mused
on the name.

“Glendon—the name 1s vaguely famihar.”
“I’'ll have his luggage inspected,” Adams said.

“Use Felipe,” McMann said, ‘“but we’ll find
nothing. If he is official, his breed is too smart
for that.”

“We can try,” Adams said.
Ed and young Buck?”

“Not yet.”

“Buck quit Cross C last night,” Adams said.

“I wonder how old John-took that alum pill,”
McMann smiled.

“1f I were Colter,” Adams said, “I would never
have allowed Buck to leave Cross C alive.”

“Hogwash,” McMann said. *“He’s just another
reckless young fool. 1 know, he’s killed three men.
That makes him stupid plus reckless, i1deal for our

“Have you seen

purpose. But not that bad. Ed's the best of the
bunch.”

“You think so?” Adams asked.

“Compare their records,” McMann said. “As

you might phrase it, counsellor, Ed has precedent
going in his favor.”

“Sam,” Adams said quietly. ‘“That boy in there
IS a cyclone, a tornado. He doesn’t know it yet,

you don't, no one seems to smell the danger in that

boy. But I do. And why? Because 1t IS my busn-
ness to read people.”
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McMann threw his cigar into the street. He
said, “Could be,” and went through the hotel lobby
and down the back hall to a large, bare room fac-
ing upon the rubbish-choked yard. A narrow door
opened into the saloon’s storage room; it made pos-
sible a highly desired privacy for certain meetings.
Waiting for Buck and Ed Bailey, McMann fingered
a fresh cigar. The door opened, Ed Bailey led Buck
inside, both sank gingerly into the.chairs across the
battered table. McMann studied Buck while light-
ing, drawing, and expelling cigar smoke.

“You,” he said. “Quit the Cross C, eh?”

“Last night,” Buck said lazily. *“Figure on tak-
ing some of that easy money from you.”

McMann said curtly, “You are too brash and
outspoken. Let us understand.that now and here-
after.”

“Oh, I savvy,” Buck smiled.
more Cross C cows?”

“I will be in the market for 500 head two weeks
from today.”

“What price, major?” Ed Bailey asked.

“The same,” McMann said. ‘“Delivery at my
pens across the river.”

“Bueno,” Ed Bailey said. “Come on, _Buck.
Let’s have one last drink and get to work.”

McMann did not allow himself a move until
the connecting door closed; then he brought one
flat hand down viciously. Dangerous? He wondered
if Colter had deliberately foisted Buck off on him;
if so, old John was probably laughing fit to kill.

“You want some

CHAPTER III

early dusk and examined his puzzled

thoughts once more. He had come from

the river and dozed until now, at dusk, his
stomach proved more sensible than his thoughts.
Glendon washed his face and took the stairs. He
had decided to stay awhile.

He passed through the lobby into the cafe and
ate his meal at the rear table. C. B. Adams found
him there and plumped down wearily. “Rootbeer,”
Adams told the waitress, “and be generous with
the i1ce, Rosie.” Then Adams rubbed his chin and
smiled. *“The heat gets me. Well, what have you
decided about our fair city?”

“I'd stay awhile,” Glendon said,
rent a place.”

Adams erected a finger steeple of momentary
thought. The waitress brought his drink and Adams
stared at the straw chaff floating on the dark
brown liquid. He said, ““Four houses available,
one decent. North of here toward the river. Dirty,
unfurnished, no window glass, the well needs clean-
ing. A shed for your horse, a backyard.”

“And the owner?”

“Maj. McMann,” Adams smiled. *“I represent
him, and I'll not argue rent. You name a figure,
I'm apt to snap you up.”

Half-joking, Glendon said, “*How about $5.”

“Taken,” Adams said. “A ridiculous price, of
course, but the house itself 1s ridiculous. If you
have the courage to clean and furnish it, $5 a
month 1s sufficient . . . are you thinking of stay-
iIng on permanently?”

“l can’t say,” Glendon said.
you be up tomorrow?” y

“Eight,” Adams said. “Meet me at breakfast.”

“What about supplies?”

“You have two stores,” Adams said.
major’s, and Mr. Leslie’s across the street.”

Glendon paid his tab and went outside to the
south end of the porch and smoked a cigar in the
deepening night. The hitch rails were deserted, the
saloon was quiet for such an early hour. Buck and
his friends had departed while Glendon took siesta.
That was the way of it for a man in a strange
town; the nmight hours dragged when he had noth-
ing to occupy mind and body. Glendon dropped
his cigar and turned through the lobby to the

stairs. He hoped one of the stores had fish line
and bobbers and hooks.

G LENDON lay on his lumpy mattress in the

“if I could

“What time will

“The
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prowled the aisles, pussy-footing around his
janitor’s damp mop strokes. He concluded
his inspection at the front window, through
which he saw the stranger just opening McMann’'s
store door. Charley Leslie had his own grapevine
that, last night, brought him news of Glendon’s

C HARLEY Leslie entered his general store and

" arrival.
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If Glendon was another McMann import
he would not bother to cross the street: if he was
a loner truly interested in low prices he’d come
visiting shortly. Charley Leslie massaged his clean-
shaven jaw and waited patiently.

He was a handsome man with stiff, austere
features. He had slipped into town six months
ago, bought the vacant building from McMann’s
bankrupt competitor, laid in an excellent stock, and
squared off for battle in the commercial ring. Mc-
Mann had learned absolutely nothing about his
past, beginning with the opening gambit that back-
fired. Swift Stamm came over to purchase needles,
and told him frankly that she worked for McMann.

“What does the major wish to know?” Leslie
had asked.

“How long can you last,” Swift said,
starts cutting prices?”

“As long as he can,” Charley l.eslie smiled.
“Tell him I relish competition.”

She had laughed with him, and they got along
famously. He was on a dangerous job and dared
not make mistakes, yet he did. Knowing that John
Colter hated everyone connected with McMann,
Leslie had fallen in love. At least he was quite
certain of his feeling; 1t was the warmest sensation
he had ever experienced. In his own chilly fashion
he tried to express tender sentiments but, save
pleasant friendship, Swift gave him no encourage-
ment. So life had rolled along for six months, Mc-
Mann had cut prices, learned that l.eslie could not
be broken, and raised prices to the old level. There-
after Charley Leslie made a firm practice of under-
bidding McMann’s store on every item. He became
friendly with C. B. Adams and enjoved many a
good argument in the cafe; and he gained Mc-
Mann’s grudging respect by pandering cleverly to
the major’s vanity. He addressed McMann by the
military title, he asked questions about battles and
tactics and famous generals, he built up their In-
terest iIn him while doing his own job in perfect
style. As for Swift, his own cynicism made him
recognize his worth to her: he was the only man ’
in town worthy of her time.

He thought of her now as Glendon crossed the
street and entered his store. Charley l.eslie intro-
duced himself, shook hands, and followed Glendon
around the aisles, jotting down each item men-
tioned, learning that Glendon’s house would be
cleaned by noon and he wanted to move in at
once. Charley Leshe stepped behind his front
counter, finished checking prices, and quoted each
article a bit under McMann’s rates.

“You’re cheaper,” Glendon said.

“I make a fair profit,” Leslie said mildly. *“I
am not i1n business to fleece my customers.”

“I'll take the lot,” Glendon said. “Can you
haul it over early this afternoon?”

“Yes,” Leslic said. “Now, i1s there anything
else?”

“Have you got fishing tackle?”

“A small stock.”

“l want line, bobbers, sinkers, hooks.”

Charley Leslie smiled. “I don’t believe it.”

“What?”

“Another fisherman,” Leslie said.
thought it would happen in Fort Ellis.”

“Are you the other one?”

“No,” Leslie said. “Swift Stamm 1s our fisher-
man. She never gives up but she catches fewer
fish than anyone I know.”

“Catching 1s the least of 1t
“What’s the total damage?”

Leslie added the total, accepted cash, and made
the small change. Glendon departed as quickly as
he came, and Leslie went straight to the warehouse
loading dock and handed the list to Manuel who
waited for the important words.

“Deliver this,” Leslie said. “Then go on out.
Tell Colter that Glendon 1s not McMann’s boy. Ed
Bailey took Buck and that crew upriver yesterday
which means trouble in the hills. Nothing else at
present except we needn’'t worry about Glendon.”

“NO?’,

“He’s not looking for trouble,
“He’s a fisherman.”

“He would not dodge it,
has that look.”

“What look?” Leslie said impatiently. *““You are
always judging a man by his look. The face tells
nothing.”

“He has 1t,” Manual said doggedly.
senor.”

Leslie stood alone after Manuel had gone. How
much longer would Colter play this silly game.:
Bringing him down here from the north, backmg;

“once he

2
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“1 never

2

Glendon said.

29

Leshe said.

” Manuel said. “He

“Adios,
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him in the store, asking nothing more vital than
belated information on McMann’s actions. Not
even caring that cattle were stolen regularly as the
sun rose, just receiving Manuel’s skimpy facts and
doing nothing. Six months of it had shortened
Leslie’s temper and sharpened his appetite for big
money. If Colter made no definite move within
two months, he would try a deal with McMann or

leave the country.
¥ X x

The house was clean, the furniture was In-
stalled, the shelves were stocked with food. Glen-
don started a fire in the cookstove, boiled coffee,
and drank in reflective silence, standing in the back
door that faced the river. He rinsed the cup, took
up the shining new shovel, and went hunting in the
earth beneath the osage hedge. He spaded a few
scrawny worms, gathered his tackle, and walked to
the river. Remembering Swift Stamm, he moved
100 yards upstream from her favorite spot in re-
spect to her privacy.

He had worked forever, it seemed, just for
this. He had $1,100. in cash, life-savings of 36
years, enough to bring him through the summer
and take him further down the road come fall.
Something would turn up then; it always did for a
man who taught himself the lesson Glendon was
learning with such agonizing slowness: to stop press-
ing luck, let life lead the way. Glendon lay back
and closed his eyes; the river gurgled at his feet and
the sky darkened as a tiny wind came up. And
this time she spoke first, having walked soundlessly
upstream from her customary spot.

“Thought I'd find you here. Any luck?”

“No,” Glendon said. “I was too busy swim-
ming.”

“Take a look.”

He pulled his line and saw the bare hook, the
sinker spinning lazily above the hookeye. She

grinned and Glendon smiled with her and at him-
self.

“They do that,” she said. “Steel you blind, Mr.
Glendon.”
“Miss Stamm,” he said. “Is that correct?”

“Mis. Stamm,” she said. “Charley told me you
stopped by.”
“Mrs. Stamm?”

“In name only. I'm a widow, Mr. Glendon.”

She explained casually and he considered her
words while buttoning his shirt and slapping his hat
against his leg. She wore the wedding ring but the
widow part explained a good deal.

- “You picked a good house,” she said. “Did
Maria clean it?”

“You can eat off the floor,” Glendon said.

“I'm your neighbor,” she said. “The house just
south of you, the one with the big cottonwoods.”

He said, “That’s fine,” and wondered why he
spoke the banal words. He rose and wrapped his
line and gave his hat a tug. “Getting late,” he
sald, an«d when he turned from the river she walked
easily beside him. He touched his hat, preparatory
to wishing her goodnight, but she pointed her pole
toward the cottonwoods and said, “Come in for
coffee, Mr. Glendon. You can’t have a house-
warming so let's do the next best thing.”

“Thank you,” Glendon said. “lI hope—"

“Neighbors?” she asked. “You’re my neighbor
now. Are you turning down my offer?”

“No,” Glendon said. “If you don’t care about
the neighbors, why, I’ll tell you the truth—I never
did care what they thought.”

“That's why 1 invited you,” she smiled. *“I
never did either. Come in.” -

He followed her though a back gate, around
the garden plot, into the small kitchen that gleamed
from white-washed walls when she lit the lamp and
trimmed the wick. She put coffee on and brought
cups, sliced a yellow pound cake, set out a dish
of dried apricots, poured the coffee and sat across
the table, talking all the while abcut the heat and
the town and the fact she hoped he was hungry
because cake dried out so fast in this country. Then,
over her cup, she said soberly, “lI work for Mc-
Mann and Adams, Mr. Glendon. [ thought you
should know that.”

“Why?" he said. “Is 1t a sin?”

“Because vou are a stranger in town,” she said,
“and 1 always receive orders trom the major to
cross-examine every stranger.”

“That’'s why you invited me in?” he asked.

“No,” she smiled. “I never obey the major’s
orders. He knows it, but he keeps trying. You
like to fish and that’s enough reason to know you.
Fort Ellis 1s a dull town, Mr. Glendon, and Char-
ley Leslie 1s the only other person I can talk with.

-shared those memories, even a stranger.

LEGEND IN THE DUST

I am sounding you out for the major, and I'm not.
Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Glendon said.
explain.”

“It was,” she said. “You’ll soon get acquainted;
you’ll hear from others that I'm the major’s spy.
I’d rather tell you myself. Then, too, you can’t
sit a rail here. Youre either for the major or
against him. If you're against him, then you will
be moving on as soon as he gets around to you.”

“Even if I have no axe to grind?” Glendon said.

“The major will give you an axe,” she said.
“Thenp he’ll grind it. . . . When were you last in
Kansas?”

Suddenly he realized that she was lonely, she
needed someone who saw, with her, the country
where her memories were buried. Good or bad,
it was always a blessing to have someone who
Well, he
was not exactly a stranger to her now, because he
did know Kansas. And be could tell her a few
things about being lonely in a crowd. He ate half
his slice of cake and said quietly: “When was I last
in Kansas? ‘About three weeks ago.”

“How is it this year along the Republican?”
she asked.

“Back there?” Glendon asked. “Mighty good...
thank you. 1! believe 1 will have another slice.”

“It wasn’t necessary to

CHAPTER V

north of Fort Ellis, Buck lay beside the cook-

fire and listened to Ed Bailey pair the boys

off for tomorrow. It would be a rough, kill-
ing time but nothing a man couldn’t take cheerfully,
running down 500 head of Colter’s cattle. Then
a leisurely drive south to McMann’s pens, the pay-
off in cash, and a month of fun. Buck grinned
sleepily at the fire.” They’d patronize McMann
a couple of days, just for looks and ride north to
Sherman where nobody asked questions and a
dance was held every Saturday night.

“Ed,” Buck said. ‘“Let’s go up to Sherman,
eh?”

“Fandango?”

“l was there once,” Buck said.
little girl.”

“Mex?”

“Sure,” Buck said. “Married, but she gave me
the eye. I ought to return the favor. How many
head can we gather tomorrow?”

“Enough,” Ed Bailey said. “You and me are
taking the big canyon, the others’ll circle out and
drive into us. We’'ll sweat, brother, but the pay-
off’s worth the time. Let’s hit the sack. Long day
comin’.”

Buck lay back and watched the stars. He
thought ahead to the payoff, the dance, and that
girl. But no further. He hoped Glendon had

stayed in Fort Ellis; maybe he could persuade Pat

TWENTY miles west of the river and 30 miles

“Met a nice

to come along to Sherman.

* x x

The summer wore and the heat increased.
Glendon lived a quiet life that circumscribed no
more than grocery shopping and fishing along the
river, his only companions Swift Stamm, and occa-
sionally, cafe talk with C. B. Adams. As the heat
rose Glendon spent more time on the river. Swift
was there, too, and they talked together under the
cottonwoods and walked homeward to have coffee
and talk some more. Glendon spoke only when she
offered him the chance, and they got along fine.

Glendon slept late and ate small, fished the
river, watched the mercury climb as June shrivelled
its string. Two weeks after Buck left town, Glendon
looked up from his bobber and saw a dust smoke
coming down from the hills across the river; an
hour later he counted the trail herd as it wound
into McMann’s pens. He wrapped his line and
walked home, curious about those cattle in the
river pens.

He wondered if they were branded, or clean, or
iIf the long iron had worked them over; he won-
dered how many days they would stay in full view
of all the world. It seemed incredible that Colter
allowed such open thett; farther north such bald-
faced rustling would start a war bigger than any
banana republic revolution. Glendon ate a cold
supper, shaved his sun-browned face, and walked
uptown. He barely cleared the saloon doors when
Buck came shouting from the bar to squeeze him
in a sweaty bearhug and yell happily, “Heard you
stayed..- Come on now, Pat. TI’ll buy you a drink!”

S

“One drink,” Glendon said. “It’s good to see

. you, Buck.”

%9

“Good to see you,” Buck grinned. “Pat, what
you been doin’?”

“Loafing,” he said. “Just plain loafing.”

“An’ us working like dogs,” Buck said. “But we
sure got paid for our trouble. Listen, we’re going

upriver in a couple days. Want to come along?”
“Where to0?” he asked.

“Sherman,” Buck said. “There’s a saloon, an’
girls, an’ a dance on Saturday night.”

“I'll let you know tomorrow,” Glendon said.
“Go back to that poker game.”

He gave Buck a slap and pushed him toward
the table where Ed Bailey sat, shuffling cards,
watching them moodily. They hadn’t shaved or
washed yet, they were drinking and reaching out for
their fun in sweat-grimed clothes, in dusty beards
and leather-cracked boots. It went that way for
men who worked so hard that time was quicksilver
between their fingers, slipping from them faster than
they reached. Glendon went through the hotel to
the cafe, ordered coffee, and tried a sweet roll. He
was hunched over his cup, anticipating night’s first

- coolness, when he heard the shot.

Glendon rose without volition, an old war horse
responding to conditioned reflexes. He checked his
advance midway through the hotel lobby, walked
slowly behind the rush to the saloon where men
were crowded in a thick circle facing the bar. Boots -
drummed on the porch boards and burst inside with
a sharp command from the owner, “Stand back!”
All those crowding men opened ranks, some spilling
backward against Glendon. One was Joe Jones,
the night man at the livery barn.

“What happened?” Glendon asked.

“Buck,” Jones said. “Some fool got drunk and
Buck shot him!”

“Dead?”

“You heard one shot, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” he said.

“That’s all Buck ever takes. Sure he’s dead and
here’s the major roaring mad!”

Glendon had lived two weeks 1n Fort Ellis and
failed to meet McMann. He had seen the major on
the street and riding past, but never in action,
Curiosity made him edge into the saloon and along
the wall until he had a clear view of the scene. He
saw the dead man on the floor, sprawled beside a
bar spittoon and a broken glass. Buck stood at the
end of the bar, elbows on the knurled rail, and
McMann had marched forward midway between
the body and Buck. C. B. Adams came bustling
inside at that moment, skipped around the body, and
stood alertly beside McMann.

“Well,” McMann said curtly. “What happened?”

“He up and started trouble,” Buck said. “I had
to take him.”

“Prince?”’

“Yessir, major?” the prim bartender said.

“Is that true?”

“Yessir,” Prince said. “Nothing else Buck could
do. This fellar was drunk and mean, he just started
cussing Buck and went for his gun.”

“Self-defence?” McMann said. :

“Yessir,” Prince said. “Can’t be nothing else.”

“This man was a civilian employee from the
fort,” McMann said furiously. “Here to inspect
beef tomorrow. Evidently you killed in self-defence,
Buck, but you might use better judgment. Do you
know what this means?”

“Well,” Buck said easily.
to find another beef inspector.
know them cows pretty well.”

A ripple of laughter travelled the edge of the
room and choked off abruptly as McMann glared
at the crowd. He began a speech, thought better
of his words, and nodded to Adams. “Take care of
it,” he said, and marched straight-shouldered from
the saloon. In the following silence ‘Adams said,
“Prince, take this body to the icehouse, bring all the
effects to my office. Gentlemen, return to your
pleasures.”

“That’s all?” Buck asked.

“The verdict is self-defence,” Adams said. “But
let me remind you that friends of the deceased are
upstairs. [ suggest you get out of town, Buck.”

“How many friends?”’ Buck asked.

“Three.”

“Tell them to get out of town,” Buck said.

“Buck,” Adams said sharply. “Take a ride!”

Adams walked briskly from the saloon as the
bartender tolled off half a dozen unwilling pall-
bearers and began the clean-up work. Before the
back door slammed the games were under way, the
bottles were tilted, the pool table was echoing to the

“I reckon you’ll have
['l volunteer. I
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cue ball's clhick. Glendon turned into the lobby
beside Joe Jones and put his thoughts into words:

“That’s how they do it here?”

“Legal and above board,” Jones said.
case of self-defence.”

“No sheriff,” Glendon said.
coroner?”

“Adams is both.”

“Both what?”

“Coroner and J. P.” Jones said.

no trouble. You heard him.”

Glendon said, “Yes, I heard him,” and walked
from the lobby and stood deeply troubled in the
porch shadows. He did not doubt that Buck had
shot 1n self-defence, but the law in Fort Ellis was
plainly a mockery. Glendon wanted to go home
and forget tonight but, more strongly, he stood
rooled on the porch and waited for Buck.

* + N

McMann roamed the upstairs office, venting his
splcen on the walls and the desk. They had finished
a stormy session with the colonel’s representative
from the fort, packed that man and the two remain-
mg drovers off to bed, and sat now in mutual anger.

“The fool'” McMann said tor the tenth time.
“The brainless young fool!”

“1 agree,” Adams said tonelessly, “but he was
provoked.”

“Who cares?” McMann said bitterly. “With 50
blockheads he could shoot, why does he pick a man
ifrom the fort?”

“I 1old you,” Adams said.
“You told me what?”
“He’s a killer,” Adams said.

he’ll be worse 1n a few weeks.”

“And Fll have the colonel on my neck at noon,”
McMann grumbled.

“Can’t you handle him?”

“Of course I can handle him!” McMann said.
“But he’ll insist that we show some semblance cof
law 1n town. 1 can talk him out of that, 1 think,
but tell Bailey I don’t want to see Buck 1n this
fown until 1 give permission.”

“Gladly,” Adams said, “but I doubt 1t will
matter.”

“Wiy not?”

“M Buck decides to visit us,” Adams said, “he
‘'will come a-calling. As for law, vou have an ex-
perienced marshal honoring us with his presence.”

“Shotgun Glendon!” McMann smiled mirth-
lessly.  “l told you 1 had a feeling about him.”

“Then see him,” Adams said. “Sound him out.
Perhaps he needs money. Maybe he’ll take orders.”

"“You read the letter,” McMann snapped. *He's
one of those honest fools. Exactly the kind 1 don’t
want within 50 miles of here. And lost his nerve,
1o boot. Oh, I'll talk to him, dor’t worry. I'll give
him a week to clear out.”

“Clear

“No marshal or

“No charges,

“He’s dangerous,

CHAPTER VI

warehouse dock and spoke 10 the thick-set

man beside him. Other men guarded the

- dock corners and, deeper to the east be-

hind the corral, more men waited with the horses.

John Colter listened silently while Manuel talked,

showing remarkable calm in the face of bad news.

He did not speak until Manuel tinished, then he
said. “Leshe see 1t?”

- *“No, senor. He was home.”

“An’ Buck was ordered out of town?”

“Yes, senor. They will go to Sherman. 1
heard them say so earlier.” -

“Let 'em go,” Colter said.

“And here?” Manuel said. “What of vour
caitle, senor? Five hundred head. That 1s too
much to. swallow!” i

“Just stretch your big mouth a litile wider,”
Colter said. *“'It ain’t time yet. I'll tell you when.”

“Very well, senor.”

“Now watch Leshe close,” Colier said. *“I
think he’s getting greedy and nervous both.”

“He 1s that, senor.”

“An’ watch close i1f he makes a pass at McMann
or Adams,” Colter said. ‘“He ain’t jumped that
way yet, but he might.”

“Not yet,” Manuel said. “He stays to himself.”

“Unnatural,” Colter said. “There’s more to that
hombre thian he shows. Adios.”

“Adios, senor.”

]“ANUEL MARTINEZ crouched behind the
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Charley Leslie was half dressed when the shoot-
ing occurred. He slipped on his trousers and soft
leather slippers, and circled through the back lots
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to the saloon where he crouched at the rear win-
dow above the cellar door and watched thé activity
imside. He was forced to decamp when the bar-
tender’s crew headed for the icehouse with the
body. Leslie moved off to the north, crossed the
road, and came back alorig an adobe wall toward
the rear of his store. Stopping at the wall corner
he heard the soft voices and crouched betore Col-
ter’s guard saw him. He could not distinguish 1n-
dividual words but he recognized Colter’s rumble
and Manuel's softer bass. Leslic waited unu} Col-
ter and his crew were gone, and Manuel had strolled
off toward the street; then he stood and shook him-
self hke a wet dog.

“Manuel!” Leshe whispered.
Crossing—"

They were cooking up something behind his
back. and the only possible scheme was directed
against McMann. But why do so without explain-
ing such a plan to him? He could only infer that
he was about to become the clay pigeon between
two faciions. He was only guessing, of course. but
from tonight forward he dared not stand still and
wait for the explosion. A smart man jumped first,
and always feathered his nest in midair. Charley
Leshe circled wide to the south and came around
into the hivery barn through the back door. up the
alleyway to the office where the night man slept
on a cot beside the desk. The night man. Joe Jones.
had dritfted into town a month after Leshe’s arrival
and got the barn job without trouble. Jones woke
quietly when Leslie whispered, “Joe,” through the
screen door.

“Charley?”

“Don’t get up,” Leshe said.

“Fire away, Charley.”

Leshe spoke rapidly for 10 minutes. When he
paused for breath, Jones sat up on the cot and rub-
bed his beard stubble. “Let me go over this,” Jones
sald. ““We're 1n the middle and we’ve got to get
ready tor a fast jump. We’ll need a wagon and
good team, have to load our stock at night and me
clear town with 1t before dayhight. Take 1t down
the road, sell in any town between here and EI
Paso. Kight?” _

“Right,” Leslie said. “Go on.”

“Then come back and stay out of sight until
vyou give the word.”

“l don't know when this will break,” Leshe
sald. “"Meanwhile watch everything and everybody.
')l have more to go on in a few days. Good-night,
Joe.”

“Good-night, Charley.”

Leslic left the barn as quietly as he came. pad-
ded back to his house, and undressed 1n darkness.
He had promptly obeyed one cardinal rule ot the
game: protect your flanks by enriching vour
pockets as you took the fastest route out of trouble.
But that move could take place only after Colter
made a previous move, and Leshe himself coun-
tered by testing McMann. And even then he took
a chance 1f something was set to explode between
the two. No matter, he thought, if theyv want a
vame he'd give them all a run for their money.

x * &

Glendon was turning off the porch for home
when Buck and Ed Bailey appeared suddenly be-
side him. He wondered how Buck felt and could
not see the face clearly in the darkness; and then
Buck touched his arm.

“We're leaving tonight, Pat. Come on along!”

“Come down to the house,” Glendon said.
“Take a bath before you go.”

“(vet up behind me,” Buck said happily. “Ed,
Jet’s slice these whiskers and get us a town bath.”

Glendon mounted behind Buck and guided them
through the back lots to his house. While they
tied their horses Glendon lit his lamp, put the wash
boiler on the fire, and carried water. Then Buck
entered, carrying his blanket roll.

“First come, first served,” Glendon said. “I'll
have cotfee in a jiffy.”

Ed Bailey trailed inside reluctantly and stepped

“That double-

“Listen.”

~apgainst the wall and watched Buck pour a basin

of warm water and start shaving 1n Glendon’s
mirror. When the boiler bubbled and Buck carried
a bucketiul outside to wash, Balley came forward
to shave. Shirt off, facing the mirror, Bailey kept
his flickering glance on Glendon 1n the glass.
Bailey was a suspicious man, years deeper in their
game. a man who had learned his lessons the
dangerous, dirty way and gave no lead rope to
any man he did not totally understand.

“You coming along?” Bailey asked.

“No,” he said.

“Glendon,” he said, “are you level with Buck?”
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“All the way,” Glendon said. “I've got no bone
to pick. What’s on your mind, Ed?” |

“Buck,” Bailey said softly. “He likes vou.”

“1 hke him,” Glendon said simply. *“Is that a
crime?”

“Enough to throw in with us?”

“No.” he said. “I’'m not the style for your
game. Ed.”

“"He wants to be your friend,” Bailey said. "It
can cause him trouble. How can vou be amigos
and stay outside?”

"I don’t know?” Glendon said, ‘‘but I won’t
preach to him. He can visit me any time. I'll cause
him no harm. Folks have worked 1t out before,
mavbe we can do the same.”

Ed Bailey said, ‘““Maybe—" and shut his mouth
as Buck came into the kitchen and began rubbing
drv on his dirty shirt.

“Feels good,” Buck grinned. “Go soak vour-
self. Ed.” |

Bailey dried his razor carefully. cased i, and
carried a fresh bucket of hot water outside.

“"Well,” Buck said. “You coming?”

“No.” he said. “Can you savvv why?”

"l savvy,” Buck said. “You don’t want to choose
cows or ride with us, an’ that’s all night.. I never
torced a man, for no man forces me. If vou came
along. we'd have some fun but no more. But it
wouldn’'t be like just fun for you, eh?”

“No,” Glendon said. “But any ume vou want
tlo come here, you come. And | could do with
riding out and seeing this countrv, Buck.”

“I'll find time for that.” Buck smiled.

Bailey appeared in the door, buttoning his shirt,
slapping back his wet hair. Bailev said, ““Thanks,
Glendon. Sure appreciate 1it. Buck. time to go.”

Glendon heard them walk the horses away to-
ward the road where other men waited. Their hoof
echo -died in the night. one last defiant shout floated
back. wild and free, and they were gone.

Glendon hifted the boiler oft the stove and
replaced the hids. He was pouring  coffee when
Swift Stamm knocked and entered. Glenden said,
“Excuse the muss,” and motioned 10 the coffee pot.

“1'tl have a cup,” Swift said. *| started over a
while ago but you had company.”

“Buck and Ed Bailey,” he said. "Shaved, took
a bath, just left for Sherman, wherever that 18.”

“Upriver,” Swift said. “Pat, I heard a shot.
What happened?” |

He told her, pouring coffee and filling a plate
with cookies she had baked two davs ago. She sat
at his table and spoke her blunt thoughts: “How do
vou know them?”

“Accident,” he said. ‘I met Buck at Cross C.”

He told her of the meeting. and some of his
liking for Buck colored his voice, tor her head hfted
and he saw the puzzlement.

“I know, Buck,” she said, “and the rest of that
crew. Do you know what Adams thinks of Buck?”

“I can guess,” Glendon said. “Adams would
call him a killer, probably wants to get riéd of him.”

“You are too close for comfort,” Swift said.
“Adams has told me how he feels. How do you feel
about Buck?”

“Buck's a funny boy,” Glendon said. “I don’t
know where he came from, what's behind him. but
he's riding the rail these days. One side of him is
all Jaughs and fun, having a good ttme. He's gen-
erous, 1f he likes a man he makes a triend, and I
think he values friendship because he hasn’t had
much of it, That’s the good side. The oiher i1s bad.
Buck’s niding a rail and he can tip either way in the
time 1t takes to say the word. I've seen 1t happen
tetore. | know how i1t comes to a bov like Buck.
You kill a man—and I hear tonight was number
four—and that works inside a bov the wrong way.
Especiallv when i1t is so easy, when there’s no law,
and what law there 1s 1s on his side. Then one day
something tips the scales and he’s gone, over the
wrong side of the rail.” |

“And yet you like him?” she said.

“I like him now,” Glendon said, “for the good
part in him. Just as 1 would like anv man who
trealed me honestly, who offered me friendship with
no strings.”

“But if he changes,” Swift said. “"Goes off the
wrong side of the rail as you call it.  What then?”

“That would end it,” Glendon said bluntly. *“}
can never abide a killer.”

“How can you say that?” she asked.

“You're drawing me out,” Glendon said.
you are, and I think you know why. 1I've known
too many Kkillers, Swift. There-is no apology for a
killer, he can give no valid excuse for his action.
And once he starts, he never stops. Believe me,
1 know.”

u'\;‘es,
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“You should,” Swift Stamm said softly.

“Why do you say that?”

“I had to see you tonight,” Swift said. “McMann
received a letter from Kansas City this morning. I
ropen his mail and arrange it for him. I don’t need
'to tell you what that letter said, do 1?”

“I kept hoping it wouldn’t follow along,”
Glendon said. ‘“Yes, I can guess what it told him,
but tell me anyway.”

“You have been a town marshal,” Swift said.
“A United States marshal, a county sheriff, a stage-
coach guard. For the past 10 years, in Nebraska
and Wyoming and Kansas. Last in Kansas, and
you resigned a month ago because the letter stated
you lost your nerve. Is that true?”

“I was a pretty good marshal, Swift. I believed
in the law, in keeping the peace and giving every
-man a fair share of justice. I was paid for that and
I like to think I gave full value. All I want now is
to be left alone.”

“Did you bring your shotgun?” Swift asked.
“l brought one Colt and one Winchester,”’
Glendon said.

“Then I believe you,” she said. “But I still say
you lie.”
“In what' way?”

“You haven’t lost your nerve,” she said. “I don’t
have to be a man to understand that. I lost my
nerve two years ago, or thought I did. I was like
a chicken with my head cut off for over a year.
Then I woke up one day and knew it wasn’t true,
it didn’t matter that I was alone. I’'d been alone
before Bill was shot anyway. 1 just didn’t want to
admit that. So I did, finally, and now I’'m all right.
That’s the way it i1s with you, isn’t it? You'’re look-
ing for something and some day you’ll find it and
then you’ll be all right again.”

“Swift,” he said quietly. “Don’t get all worked
up over me. There’s no reason.”

“I like you,” she said. “We can talk and you
don’t care how I dress or what I do. You let me
be what I want to be. We can sit here and talk,
and I can’t do that with anybody else.”

“There’s Leslie,” he said. ‘“He likes you a lot.”

“And vou’'ve seen Leslie,” Swift said curtly.
“Why do I talk to him? Because there was nobody
else and at least he doesn’t — ” she blushed and
carried her cup to the dishpan and stayed a minute
before she turned. ‘“Charley’s cold inside. He has
no real feelings. Pat, don’t you want to talk with
me?”’ |

- “Better than anything else,” he said honestly.
“But don’t start worrying about me. There’s no
future in it.”

“All right,” she said. “And I know you well
enough to see that you’re getting worried about me.
I should be home like all respectable ladies. Good-
night, Pat.”

Glendon returned to his dirty dishes and his
coffee grounds and the shreds of his own hope he
had ridden so far to achieve. He looked around the
house and packed his gear in his mind; 10 minutes
and he could be on the trail. Maybe he’d have to
do it in less; but thanks to Swift he was forewarned.

CHAPTER VII

into the old town slumbering near the river

beneath the ancient cottonwoods. The

streets meandered aimlessly, the roads curled
into the blankness of the compass points; and no
one rushed toward life in Sherman where tomor-
row would be no better than yesterday.

Buck sang all the way across the plaza into the
saloon that stored delightful odors of beer and
whiskey and homemade wine; and the owner,
- Coyote Smith, stroking his long moustaches, came
forward in smiling greeting and set up the first
round on the house.

“What happened?”’ Coyote Smith said.
time there was 10 of you.”

“Oh, we left out with 10,” Buck said. “Took
our time and had us a poker game last night.”

“An’ five of you won?”

“Si,” Buck laughed. “Other five had to sell
some cows over in Texas. They’ll be along directly

HOT, burning sunlight pursued Buck and Ed

“Last

. . . dance tonight?”
“Big fandango,” Coyote Smith said. “Same as
always.”

“Get somebody to take the horses,” Buck said.
He walked from the saloon and around the cor-
ner on the street leading to the river, and stopped
+under the trees he remembered so well. He had
a clear view of the house from here, 50 yards back
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toward the plaza. He had walked that girl home
and saw how the cottonwood towered over all
others and cast a huge shadow against the night

sky. She talked enough to explain that her husband

was overdue from working across the river. She
didn’t encourage him, but she hadn’t told him to
stay away. Buck rolled a cigaret and watched the
house; once the chimney smoke slackened off from
breakfast fire, he saw the man leave for the plaza.

He was a young fellow, tall and thin, wearing
cotton pants and a blue gingham shirt and runover
boots. His teeth flashed white when he turned to
smile a last good-by, he wore his black hair slick
and boasted one of those big saddled noses. Buck
watched him out of sight with a smile of good-will;
if the young fellow gave no trouble he’d be meek
as a lamb himself. Buck walked slowly toward the
house, ducked under the clothesline, and stepped
into the kitchen. .She whirled from the stove with
a tiny shriek, recognized him, and smiled.

“Juanita,” Buck said. “You remember?”
“Buck,” Juanita Lopez said. “You are back.”

“Just got in,” Buck said. “You coming to the
dance?”

“Oh, yes,” she said. “And you will be there?”

“With bells on,” Buck laughed. “Do I get a
dance?”

“Of course,” she said. “You and your friends
are always welcome here, Buck.”

Buck laughed and walked whistling up the
street to the plaza.

Ed was snoring when he ducked into the ad-
joining room and undressed. Buck slept dream-
lessly through the day-and woke to shave, soap off,
and dress in his clean outfit. He found Ed and
the other boys in the saloon, talking with people
they knew, buying drinks and laughing at jokes,
wating for dance time. Buck shook hands all
around, bought a round, and played cooncan until
Coyote Smith called, “"Barracks are open,” and un-
tied his white apron.

They trooped around the plaza to the barracks
that now served as town meeting place and dance
hall. Buck danced with Coyote Smith’s wife and
kept looking at the benches as they spun; and
finally he saw- her, in a group of girls, her eyes
laughing, her lips red, her feet tapping to the
music. -

“You know Juanita Lopez?’ he asked.

“Oh, yes,” Lola Smith said. “Her husband
works for us, with the sheep across the river. A
good man.” _

“Where 1s he tonight?”

“He had to cross the river,” Lola said. “There
was some trouble.”

“Too bad,” Buck said.
dance with her.”

“Well, go,” Lola smiled.
with the tender ones her size.”

“You’re my girl,” Buck said.

“Oh, go on!”

Buck crossed the floor and stood beside her,
and the girls gave him those long-lashed glances of
welcome. Buck smiled at them and faced her.

“Come on,” he said. “You promised.”

She danced away with him, not too close but
moving not too far away. Buck was cautious while
recalling all the steps he had learned in Chihuahua,
until they were whirling with the music and she was
smiling dreamily. When the set ended he took her
to the corner, bowed to the other girls, and went
away.

Buck danced a few sets with older women, and
waited patiently until the orchestra bowed good-
night. He caught Juanita in the darkness, took her
arm, and guided her around the barracks. He
walked beside her down the dusty street to the
house, through the front door, where she turned
and smiled.

“You are very kind,” she said. “Thank you.”

“How long does he nurse those sheep?” Buck
asked.

“Oh, not long,” she said.
soon.”

“Nice house,” Buck said.

“Buck,” she said fearfully.
now.”

Buck closed the door and dropped the latch
bar. Hc grinned as he crossed the room, watching
her retreat from the table. He circled quickly and
caught her, still grinning, laying his big hands on
her shoulders.

“Somebody ought to

“I cannot compete

“He will be home

“You must go

*x ¥ X
One of the five missing poker players reached

Sherman and pulled Ed Bailey upright in bed and °

told him the bad news; the five losers had cut a

7

. bunch of cows from Colter’s main herd and driven

on for the Texas line. They topped a ridge and
met two Colter riders head-on; one got away but
the other man was Kkilled. Four of the losers went
on with the cows; the fifth had ridden a good horse
half to death getting back to Sherman. Not because
the death of one meant more than a grumble to
Colter; but the dead man was Colter’s foreman.
That quick flurry of shots had spelled the end of
armed neutrality for them all.

“Roust ’em out,” Bailey said.

He found Buck’s room empty and ran for
Juanita Lopez’s house; and arrived just in time to
see her husband enter, hear the shot, and run curs-
ing toward the doorway. Buck appeared immedi-
ately, backing outside with his Colt held carelessly
on the darkness within.- Bailey heard Juanita' sob-
bing and caught, beneath that high-pitched sound,
the groans of her husband.

Then Buck turned and nudged Bailey toward
the plaza. He laughed. “Idiot! Imagine him pull-
ing such a fool trick. What you doin’ up so
early, Ed?”

“Getting you up,” Bailey said.
for Fort Ellis.”

“But I’m not broke yet,”> Buck said reasonably.

“Nor likely to be,” Bailey said. “McMann’ll
be looking for us.”
“What happened?”

“Steve just got in,” Bailey said.
over east, shot a Colter man.”

“John’s got 50 men! He won't get riled up over
losing one jughead.”

“He will on this one,” Bailey said.
shot his foreman.”

“We’re leaving

“Had trouble

“The boys

X * X

A tall man with an undershot jaw and heavy,
sagging jowls walked laboriously into the Cross C
yard, legs quivering from a 20-mile hike. He en-
tered the big house and brushed the protesting maid
aside to roust John Colter from bed and tell his
story of the five men who stole cattle and shot
Cross C’s segundo and gave his own horse a lung-
shot that drained its life 20 miles from home. His
name was Pasqual, next man in rank to the dead
foreman; and he shook with anger as he spoke.

“Patron,” he said. “Last week they took 500.
Now more. And they shot Jack. Patron, this is
too much.”

“Easy, boy.” )

Colter woke from a fine, dreamless sleep to
lose his foreman, a man known and trusted for 12
years. A lesser man would climb the ridgepole and
bay like a wolf; Colter’s face betrayed no emotion.

“Five of them?”

Yt

“Then the other five went to Sherman,” Colter
said. “An’ ain’t spent all their money yet. That’s
good. Pasqual, you recognize any of the -five?”

“Too much dust,” Pasqual said bitterly. “Then
we were shooting and | had to run.”

“Don’t matter,” Colter said. “But you’re right.
I guess it's time.”

“Say the word, patron!”

“Get those boys from the east camp,” Colter
said. “Now just you and me and Manuel know
where they came from, what I planned. Keep it
that way. Take ’em to Fort Ellis tonight and
round up Manuel. Start it tomorrow morning
right after breakfastt You remember how 1
want 1t?”

“I remember,” Pasqual said.

“And Leslie,” Colter said. “He won’t know
about this. Wait till he shows up, stick a gun
in his hands, make sure he does his share.”

“He will,” Pasqual said grimly.

“Boot ’em out,” Colter said. “Burn the whole

shebang.”
“And McMann?”

“Kill him!”

Pasqual ran from the big house to saddle a
horse and start his ride. John Colter climbed
rheumatically into his faded overalls and patched
shirt. He had planned this from the day he put
Leslie into the store. Tomorrow morning 17 men
would start shooting across the street in Fort Ellis;
they would keep shooting until McMann was dead
or decamped. Either way, it was Colter’s answer
to three years of open theft, given in the only
language McMann understood; and the beauty of it
was, Leslie would take all the blame. For the 15
men Pasqual was bringing in were all strangers,
hired in Texas and kept at the east camp over a
month. John Colter had paid them double wages
to eat and sleep and wax fat; now they would earn
their keep.
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CHAPTER Vi

lowing Monday; at that time, heading for
the store, Swift Stamm met him outside the
livery barn.

“FTurn around,” she said. ,

She led him back to the barn corner, her fingers
biing urgently into his arm. Even so, he saw noth-
g unusual in her appearance at this hour. She
often did bookwork between 6 and 7, to escape the
nsing dav 'heat. Glendon tried a smile to calm
her down.

“What's the matter, you hook a trout already?”

“Trouble at Sherman,” she said. "McMann and
Adams were talking in their office. Buck shot an-
other man up there Saturday night.”

“"Deud?”

"Buck was in a house with a airl.”, Swift said.
“T'he husband came home. Buck shot him in the
leg; they all came straight down here. ‘Theyre In
the cate now.” |

“Why would they do that?” Glendon asked.
“Shooting a man in the leg 1s no cause tor such
commotion.”

“l.et me get myv breath,” Swift said. “Pat. the
reason they came back 1s a lot worse. | heard
Bailey telling how they had a poker game on the
way to Sherman. The five losers rode ott to steal
more Colter cattle and sell them n Texas. One of
that bunch got back to Sherman vesterday morn-
ing. They met two Colter riders and killed one.
He was Colter’s foreman, a man numed Jack Wil-
son. T'hat’'s why Bailey brought them down so fast.
You didn't know Wilson, Pat. He was the only
man Colter really called his friend.”

“Now the roof comes oft?” Glendon said.

“There’s more.” Swift said.  “Just a tew nmun-
utes ago, after Bailey talked. the major told Adams
to otfer you the marshal’s job.”

“Generous of him!” Glendon said.

“Pat, it makes no difference. Youve got to
leave right now.”

“"Walit,” he said. :

He held her arm and looked up the deserted
street at the store fronts, the hitch rails. the tiny
dust devils swirling beneath the boardwalk. He
watched the silent town come alive,

“Pat,” she said. “"Adams will come any minute.”

His mouth shaped the words, “Verv well.” but
his lips spoke other words that came trom instinct.
In that moment he saw Leslie’s store windows
smashed outward by rifle barrels, saw the entire
store front erupt in tlame, heard the roar of the
shots, saw the man on the porch tumble dead into
the dust below the hitch rail. Glendon said. “Get
back,” and threw her around the livery barn cor-
ner. He followed and pulled her along the barn
wall and across the vacant lot to her house where
she sank on the nearest chair and stared at him
numbly.

“Into the kitchen.,” Glendon said.  “Stay away
trom the windows. Be back in two minutes.”

He ran trom her back door, hurdled the osuge
hedge, and raced tor his own house. He scooped
up his Colt and cartrnidge belt. the Winchester. six
boxes of ammunition from the pantry shelt: and
ran, hunched over. back to Swift’'s. She was in the

E; LENDON did not go uptown until the fol-

kitchen. crouched against the wall below window

line. Glendon ran through. latched the front door,
swung the window shutters into place: then walked,
catching his breath. to lean the Winchester against
the wall and stand beside the small north Kitchen
window.

“What is it?" she said. “Why—7"

“We're luckv.” Glendon said gently. “lf vou
had started five minutes later—but torget it. T hut's
Colter’s answer. Swift, and we stav here until 1Us
finished.” _

“But Charlev's i1n his store.” she said.

“We can’t do a thing.” Glendon said. “Listen!”

The ritle, fire was steadv, ricochets came oft
wood and iron to scream overhead. sailing across
the river. The opening volley had been violent;
now the sound was redoubled.

“All we can do 1s wait.” Glendon said.

¥ x- X

“Keep walking, senor!” Pasqual said.

Charley l.eslie felt the gun and walked steadily
down the centre aisle into the warehouse; and saw
many men waiting in the shadows. Manuel rose
vp and gave a signal; those men filed around Les-
he and began crawling -up the aisles toward the
front window.

“Do you fight with us?” Manuel asked bluntly.

Charley Leshe understood everything, and sil-

. powder to a safe place.
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ently cursed himself for mmsyudging his time. He
had never faltered in making quick decisions. He
made one now, already exploring the tuture pos-
sibilities.

“Colter’s order?” he" asked.

6~Ye3‘3’

“"Why didn’t you let me know?”

“No time,” Manuel said. “Do you fight?”

“Of course,” Leshe said briskly. “Let's give
McMann a crawtul.”

He swung back i1nto the store and went directly
to the gun cases. He selected a ritle, began load-
ing the magazine, and nodded toward the windows.
“Going to kick them out?”

“Yes.,” Manuel said, trom the floor.

“Then get these guns and the ammunition be-
low window line,” Leslie said. “Plenty ot water In
the warehouse?”’

“Yes,” Manuel said. “Beftore you came.”

l.eslie heard the reluctant note of approval in
Miuanuel's voice. They understood authority, they
respected @ man who could keep his head. The
tall one spoke to Manuel iIn staccaco Spanish,
Manuel smiled and crawled around beside Leslie.

“What does he want?” lLeslie asked.

“He told me to help vou,” Manuel said.  “So,
you see, my janitor work is not ftimished. Let us
vet the guns down.”

While they worked, Leslie watched the store
tront. The tall man was setting his line below the
windows; and across the street one of Baitlev's crew
stepped outside and stood in the porch shade. The
tall man cocked his Winchester and raised the
barrel. Puassing down the last case of ammunition,
Charley Leslie watched the street, completely tus-
cinated by the scene.” The tall man whispered and
5 ritles canted upward: he whispered again and 13
men came off their knees.

“"NOW!" the tall man cried.

The ritle barrels slashed torward. both windows
burst into shreds, the tirst volley was one deatening
shot. Leslie saw the man on the porch roll litelessiy
Into the dust; then he was crawling across the store
toward the beds and mattresses and bolt goods. He
could only guess how this insane business might
end; tn the meantime he had no intention ot stop-
ping a bullet.

x ¥ X

One moment Ed Bailey wus sitting wearily  at
the cate counter. cotftee cup in his left hand: next
a slug blew the cup into flving pieces and spun the
handle around his foretinger. ~Another slug shced
the brim of Buck's hat and Killed a muan 1a hs
tracks. Bailey dove tor the lobby arch and rolied
through: the others hit the deck and crawled for-
ward. fumbling for cartridges, skinning their elbows
on the splintery tloor. Bailey shouted up the hotel
stairway; and McMann answered his call.

. K K

McMuann dropped his razor and ran to the stair-
head. Ed Bailev shouted a hurgied explanation and
pointed across the street in emphasis.

“Cover the front. put a few men in reatr!” Mc-
Muan shouted.

VicMann turned and ran the length of the hall.
slumming his hand heels uagainst the doors. By
actual count he had 12 men upstairs. |3 with him-
self: downstairs 4 total of 14, and Adams was shav-
tng In his rooms behind their offices. McMuno
gave a curt order to the first man dressed and re-
turned to his own rooms. He dressed quickly. al-
readv estimating the situation, planning his fight.
For this was a battle to McMann; all the years of
his lite had trained him best for such moments.
McMann strapped on a Colt, dropped the butidog
38 into his *ip pocket holster, and walked to the
stairhead.

“Bailey! How many casualties?”

“lTwo.” Bailey velled, “but were all set now,
major.

“You need more men down therel”

“Sure could use ‘em, major.”

VicNann faced the hall. “Five ot vou report
downstairs to Bauey! You—the ftirst five this
way!”

They clattered past him, leaving a gap upstairs,
and McMann realigned the remaining seven men
in rooms facing the street; and hurried around the
stairhead to the side hall door leading into Adams’
rooms above the cate. Adams was already shaved
and armed, cheertul enough to offer a smile.

. “Not entirely unexpected, eh?”

“Take over the warehouse,” McMann said.
“Move all weapons, ammunition, and blasting
Issue all supplies. [I'll be
upstairs for the time being.”
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“Very well,” Adams said; and themn shook his
head. “What's Colter’s 1dea?”

“Simple enough,” McMann said. “Pin us down,
flank action tonight. Burn us out. 1 would em-
ploy the same tactics.”

“And 1if he does?”

"He cannot,” McMann said.
the tables on those ignorant fools.
store and Kkill every man in it.
yourself.”

“"Why, Sam!” Adams said.
touching.”
~ “Solicitude?” McMann said, from the doorway.
“It's too much trouble finding another lawyer.”.

X X

McMann weathered the surprise attack and
launched an  efficient rebuttal. Fire slacked off
after the ftirst hour’s fighting, and the smping be-
van.  McMann sent two men to the hotel roof;
Pasqual countered with a man on Leslie’s roof be-
hind the false front. Toward noon McMann dis-
patched three men 1n a wide circle to kill or
capture the horses in Leslie's corral. Pasqual him-
self ereeted those men; two died and the third stag-
gered back to the hotel with a torn arm. McMann
sent a crew to rip the heavy timbers trom his ice-
house and build solid barricades behind his win-
dows. In Leshlie’s, Manuel used every box, crate,
maitress and cloth bolt for a.similar purpose.

Buck had tain on his stomach in the cate and
exchanged shois with the rooft sniper until his nose
itched trom gunpowder and his tace turned beet
red.  His oniy consolation was knowing that the
sniper was clinging to a slanting roof, shingles hot
under his boots. sun above making him dizzy, want-
Ing water and unabile to take the time as he moved
up and down the roof behind the false front. But
tire bourds were either too thick for a Colt, or the
sniper was lucky.

Buck went back to the store warehouse, selected
a Sharps butfalo gun., and walked out and around
the corner of the store. When Pasqual’s sniper rose
and snapped « shot into the cafe, Buck steadied the
buftalo gun against the corner and sent a .50-calibre
slub through the ftalse ftront. one toot below the
cornice. lThe rifle came_ sliding oft the roof; the
man followed, cartwheeling to the ground. Buck
blew smoke from the Sharps’ barrei and returned
to the hotel. As he walked up the back hall the
mun guarding the left tront window raised his head
to tire and took a shot.in the face. Across the
street Manuel levered another cartridge into his
Winchester and grinned wickedly. Buck could not
see Manuel but he stared at the dead man on the
lobby rloor and cursed softly. 1t was tit-for-tat;
they were getting nowhere. Buck caught Ed Bai-
ley's eye and motioned him back to the safety
O+ the stairs.

“"How many that make?” Buck asked.

“Five” Bailey said. “An’ a couple shot up.”

“No good.” Buck said. “They mean business
over there.”

“Mayvbe they're gettin® better pay,” Bailey said
dourly. “The major ain’t said a word about that.
I'd get out now it 1 could.”

“Tonight,” Buck said. “You an’ me.”

“Should | hit the major up again?” Bailey
asked.  “Might be worthwhile.”

“Oh. sure,” Buck smiled.
night to pay oft.”

“l 1ntend to turn
I will burn that
Don't expose

“Your solicitude is

“It he’s alive to-

. B

Glendon managed an hours sleep toward
suppertime, and woke to souse his face in the wash
basin and find a smile for Swift.

“What will they do?" she asked.

“Fight,” he said. “Till somebody wins.”’

“How long 1s that, Pat?”

“l think it will end tonight,” Glendon said.

“And who—""

“Who wins?”" he asked. “McMana has more
men. but that other bunch is here to stay. I'm in-
clined {0 bet on them.”

“But McMann will get help.” Swift said. “From
the colonel.”

“No help there,” Glendon said.
limits for the army.

“This is off
McMann set up his town and
made his own law. Now he’s tasting the same
medicine. Only way the army can step in is on
orders trom your territorial governor . and
who will let him know in time? * Nobody.”

“It's a terrible thing,” she said. *I can’t be-
lieve this is happening, Pat.”

"No one does,” Glendon said. “But it hap-
pens. Now, when it gets dark, we want no lights,
I'lt be outside.”

“Why?”
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“Safest way,” he said. *“Anybody comes barg-
ing around, I can stop them before they get too
close. I could do with supper if vou're up to 1it.”

“I'm up to it,” she said, “but don't ask me how
I'll feel in the morning.”
CEE

McMann watched darkness cross the sky and
smother the street below; ritle fire sputtered into
silence as men went in relays to the cafe Kitchen.
McMann paced the upper hall, gnawing his thumb,
planning for the night. He had 21 able-bodied fight-
ing mein, while enemy casualties had cut their
strength to a rough dozen. McMann planned a
diversion tor midnight, a direct fire fight across
the street, during which time he would send two
flanking parties out to move upon l.eslie’s store.
Then a calculated period ot silence—say two hours
-—t10 lull all suspicions; and then an assault. That
should come at approximately 3 a.m. when a man’s
spirit dipped to lowest ebb.

Those flanking parties would
rags, and blasting powder bombs. They would
carry shotguns and Colts tor the infighting. |t was
now 9 o'clock, giving him three hours to issue
orders, prepare special equipment, re-evaluate his
plans for possible error. Well satistied, McMann
stepped away tfrom the nearest door and lit a cigar.
At that moment the entire set of buildings quivered
to the smashing thud of a heavy object; someone
had rammed a wagon into the north saloon wall.
Flame ftlicker danced redly in the hall window.
Ritle fire boomed trom across the street.

McMann heard the surprised shouts as he ran
t¢ the stairhead: even as he roared orders men
rushed toward the danger. NMcMann charged
downstairs into the saloon and took personal com-
mand ot the situation. He organized a bucket
bricade, sent the bartender with two men to hang
blankets across the saloon front to mask therr
movements. Bailey led six men outside and around
the corner; other men passed sloshing buckets trom
the water barrels in the back room.
minutes Bailey returned with his report.

“Cart,” Bailey said. “We put it out.”

“Now we shall give them a taste of stronger
medicine!” McMann shouted.

The bar seemed to swell suddenly and slap him
in the chest. He was blown ftorward against the
knurled edge. he staggered backward and reached
out blindly for support. He fell over a card table
as the concussion first deadened. then seeped from
his swollen eardrums; and he heard timbers crash-
ing, tloors grinding apart., smelled acrid smoke on
the blast wind. In that moment McMunn refused
to admit his mistake. recognize his own weakness;
that he, as a military man, should have known the
hay wagon was a teint, that in his own stubborness
he retused to credit ignorant tools with such wit,
They had tricked him with the hay wagon: and now
he faced a truth he could not believe. much {ess
.combat. His world was coming apart betore his
eyes: his mind clouded over and he walked un-
steadhly toward the hotel lobbyv, thinking only of
escape.

need coal oll,

X X X

Buck was sleeping tn the last hotel room on
the back hall when the tire started. He sat up,
rubbed his tace. and histened. A few minutes
later the blast spun him oftt the bed against the
bureau. He rose unharmed as the cate and store
collapsed. then burst into ftlame. lLeaping to the
south window, Buck saw men run from the livery
barn and take up a firing hne tacing the back lot.
Buck tossed his Winchester aside. kicked oft his
boots, and dug his socked toes into the rag rug.
A man had to travel hght, the wayv thev were
headed. He stepped into the hall and waited be-
side the back door: and Bailev came running from
the lobbyv with a dozen survivors. Fire was licking
into the lobby. ilfuminating the hall, painting a
oreasy red pdtina on their taces. McMann shouted
orders that made no sense: no one listened as they
crowded around Buck. Bailev rapped his Knuckles
on the door and shook his head.

McMann shouldered between them and spoke
gibberish that ended as Buck clouted him on the
ear and spun him against the wall.

“Shut up,” Buck said genially. “All right, boys.
Run fast and head tor the niver.”

Bailey broke trom the doorway, the others close
behind, and the rifles exploded from north and
south. Bailey shot back” and leaped high, bent
down, slowed, speeded up, twisted toward the ice-
house and yawed away. The second man dropped
but Balley was still going, very near the outer dark-
ness.

Within five_

thought tonight.

LEGEND IN THE DUST

“Well,” Buck said.
McMann?”

McMann clung to the door frame, heat from
the hall blistering his shirt. He yelled something
and burst outward on his heavy legs, head thrown
back, running without sight or thought. Buck
watched him pass the haltway mark; then three-
quarters as he reached the icehouse. As he stretched
desperately tor darkness a dozen shots kicked dust
around him, smashed him down. rolled him over
dead. Buck stood alone in the hall, pursing his
hps in disgust. There went a meal ticket; but the
way things had gone, they might as well strike out
on their own.

Buck closed the door and turned into the bed-
room, dumped the water pitcher over a blanket and
draped 1t on his raised forearms; it provided a
steaming shield as he ran up the hall into the lobby
and fought his way through rising flames to the
saloon. Buck ran to the back storeroom, picked his
way bztween whiskey barrels and beer kegs, and
found the small side window boarded up long ago
to prevent petty theft. He wrenched the bouards
away and boosted himselt through the opening,
fell head ftirst to the ground. and rolled to his
knees, Colt ready. still in darkness here as he had
expected. Buck began crawling north. away trom
the fire and the town, into the night.

“Are you going or staying,

CHAPIER IX

LENDON lifted Swift and led the wayv to the
house. She taltered and he held her firmlyv
while she cried at last, a necessary relicf
she had boitled up too long. NMlanuel hailed

them a minute later trom the front vard. asking tor
help to put out the fire at lLeshie’'s shop.

“Right with vou,” Glendon answered.

“Charley,” Swift said. “"Is he all right?”

“Manuel?” Glendon called.

oL

“lLeslie?”

“"Unharmed, senor. Please come quickly and
bring a bucket if you can. We will need much
help.”

Manuel charged off to the south. shouting into
other houses as he ran, and Glendon found the
water bucket in the darkness and made switt strides
to the front door and step outside beside him.

"Now vou go and see Mrs. Morales.” he satd.
“We’'ll need cotffee betore the night's over.”

“Pat,” she said. “"How did 1t end. What wiil
happen now?”

“lTomorrow,” Glendon said. “Don’t give it a
We'll know tomorrow.”

x X X

Glendon slouched exhausted on a nail keg out-
side the livery barn, thinking dully how all ot life
seemed to be a process of geuwing hurt. licking
wounds, and getting hurt again. He saw the people
of the town crowded mto the street before l.eshie’s
store. staring apathetically at the smoking ruins ot
McMann's tiny empire. Only the half-melted
adobe walls. jagged and black. marked what had
been the greatest intlence 1a their restricted .ives.

“Here comes Adams.” Jones said. It he ain’t
a sight!”

Gleadon swung around on the nail keg . and
saw Adams ltmpiag up ftrom the river. a ragged
scarecrow resurrected from the dead. Adams
joined the crowd and established his old autherity
with a tew eloquent gestures. a ftew sad words,
proving the shrewdness o! those men who turned
weaknesses nto virtues. Adams was alive and
returned to the town. therefore he was a better,
more virtuous man thaa McMann who was dead.
Now was the time to throw Adams out of town.
give him no second chance to smother them with
trouble. Instead. two men tenderly helped him up
the steps nto l.eshe’s store.

“Thev ought to cut him into tripes. He's
laughing at 'em. vou know that?” Jones said.

“1 know it.” Glendon said tonelessly. *I know
it too well, Joe.”

Adams spent 10 minutes in Leslie’s store before
he lmped down the street toward Glendon. He
had a gleam in his red-rmmed eyes, the look of a
sinner turned righteous; and no man became so
righteous as a reformed sinner, and a false one
at that. .

Adams plumped down on the ground beside
(lendon and rubbed his dirty hands across his
eves. “Pat, 1 want to see you later on today. 1
just sent a message to the fort, I begged the
colonel to telegraph the governor. Last night was

L
murder. We must bhave law and order im this
county.”

“You've changed,” Glendon said curtly.
“Wouldn't you?”

“So now you want a sheriff?”

“l do,” Adams said.

“Appointed by the governor?” Glendomr

asked. “Taking orders from the governor. You
want that?”

“l do.” Adams repeated. ‘“His orders would
be identical with mv own wishes.”

“I don't blame vou,” Glendon said. He rose
from the nail keg and moved off, then:paused to
voice Adams' unspoken fears. “You betuter Hind
some law fast. Ed Bailey and Buck wont be
polite and wait on you.”

“Pat—!"

He walked away before his anger got out of
hand. Adams had plaved both ends against the
middle so long that, like McMann, he had deemed
his position impregnable. Now Adams knew all too
well that Buck and Ed Bailey would run wild. ieed
off ull factions impartially, laugh at all Jaw. Adams
was afraid for his life; and Adams wanted him 10
shoulder the burden.

Glendon entered his house. heated waler, and
scrubbzd his filthy body until the skin was red. He
dressed in clean clothing. buried the dirty outht In
the garden. and walked on to the river. He would
not forget last night.

"1 knew vou were here,” Switt said.
and eat.”

She had washed and changed into the well-worn
clean trousers and blue shirt Glendon tforever asso-
ciated with the clean face and, most of all, the
clean mind. She carrted sandwiches, colfee, and
two cups hooked over one tinger. Glendon 1turned
from the water and joined her on the flat rock and
ate with sudden hunger. The coftee pot dramed,
he rolled a cigaret.

"1 suw Adams.” Swift said.
had a talk.”

“"He talked,” Glendon satd. *I walked awav.”

“The news i1s already around town,” Swilt said.
“Evervbody hopes vou'll take the job.” |

“Don’t push 1t at me.” he said roughly,

“I'm sorry, Pat.”

“No,” he said. “!I'm sorry. Llisten, there's not
much lett here. What will you do?”

“"Adams wants me to stayv,” she said.
going to rebuild.”

“With what?”

“Money,” she said simply. “A Jot of money.
1 copied the joint will they drew up last vear; each
gave the other evervthing in case of death. Adams
has 1t all now.”

"I he. meek shall inherit the earth,” Glendon
satd thinly. “In a—dont you want to get out of
here. Switt?”

“l don’t know.” she said. “Every time I think
so. 1 wonder where I'd go, what I’d do. Pat, will
vou take the job?”

“You mean, you want me to?”

“Yes.” she waid. and then, “No—I don’t know
what | mean.”

“I Know what vou're going to do,” Glendon said.
“Go home and go 10 bed.”

He watched her go away, tall and shm, and
wonder2d how much he ought to read in her words.
now tur he should look behind the new-spun fabric
ot their triendship.  She had sensed his outrage
today. his compulsion to do something for these
people.  She was sickened by last night but he
saw 1t with different eves, with wiser eves, as a
repetiton of stmilar nights in distant towns.

Only three mea rode north from McMann’s
pens across the river. The others elected 10 cut and
run for El Paso. Ed Bailey and Tom McMillar
watted halt an hour. holding Buck’s horse, before
theyv started up the trail: in that minute Buck came
from the river. sopping wet, and mounted the black
horse.

Buck led them trom the trees to the river, and
did .not bother looking back. They followed, Ed
Bailey riding rear guard. All through that day no
words were spoken but they understood: Buck was
the leader. Ed Bailey was second-in-command.
They came at darkness to Colter’s south camp, a
line cabin and horse corral beside the windmill; and
Tom McMillan’s horse went lame.

Colter’s camp man stood beside the tank and
watched them water the horses. Buck shook out his
rope and cut a tresh horse from the corral, pulied it
protestingly through the gate. The camp man was
only a thin-faced, gangly boy but he ran out 1o grab
Buck’s rope and give it a hard yank., Tom McMillan

“Come up

“He told me you

“He',s
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called, “Hey, boy. We’re trading you my horse.”
But the boy started down the repe toward the
Colter horse, and Buck said calmly, “We’re wasting
time.” Buck shot once and the boy lifted his arms
and fell away from the rope. Buck pulled the horse
over beside the tank, tossed the rope to McMillan,
and punched the spent cartridge from his Colt.

“Shift your gear,” Buck said. “We’ve got cows
to gather.”

Buck had shot the kid in the back, and the kid
wore no gun. Bailey had ridden through his own
life and reached that moment when a man either
turned back or crossed an invisible line and went
on; and once he crossed there was no return. Then
a man lived on until his string ended. He had
watched Buck the past three weeks, wondered how
near- Buck was, when it might happen. The fight at
McMann’s was enough to change any man; but even
then Bailey was not sure. Now he looked at the
body beside the corral gate and followed Buck
eastward into the twilight. The moment had come
and passed, 'so quickly Buck himself would be
unable to name it later on, to say that was the time.
But Ed Bailey knew, and rode on. There was no
turning back for them now. They rode one road
and 1t would squeeze narrower every passing day.

X & X

News gathered slowly in a country so vast. John
Colter had his ; ~eline to the state capitol, but it
took a week to bring him information that spread
a wintry grin on his round face. So Adams was
going back to business at the old stand, was he?
So Adams had used his influence to request law
and order in the county; and recommended Pat
Glendon for the sheriff’s job. Colter blinked calmly
when his man from the capitol reviewed Glendon’s
past; but he grinned at the latest news, something
Adams had evidently not heard. A change of
~governors was taking place, the new governor was
arriving tomorrow from the east and it would take
time before the new man—a general of the army—
was ready .to operate. Colter gave his man orders
and sent him back to the capitol. Adams had
influence, but John Colter was infinitely more
powerful,

His man carried instructions to Colter’s lawyers;
that he, Colter, wanted law and order more than
anybody else, that Glendon was a sound choice for
the job—if the -former Kansas marshal would
accept. However, Glendon needed deputies and
Colter recommended a man from Fort Ellis who
also wanted peace and was such a good citizen he
would accept a deputy’s badge to the detriment of
his own business. John Colter would be happy to
meet the new governor and offer the benefits of
his hard-earned knowledge if it would help, in any
way, to mitigate the present situation,

Then John Colter gave succinct orders to
Pasqual: ride to Fort Ellis and tell Charley Leslie
to expect someone from the governor’s office and
answer yes to that man’s question. There would be
another deputy, of course, and that man should be
of Spanish blood. Leslie was to recommend Manuel.

“At once,” Pasqual said. “But what about
Buck?”

The boy from the south camp had been found,
the story read accurately in the tracks around the
tank and corral; and 200 head of prime stock was
missing from the south herd. Pasqual and all the
crew were on the bitter edge these days. They had
liked the boy who worked so hard, listened eagerly
to their advice, a boy found shot in the back, a boy
unarmed but for the rifle left in the line cabin.

“Hold tight,” Colter said. “Now I don’t mean
if you run into Buck. Just bring me his ears then.
But we won’t go lallygagging after him just yet.”

“Yes, patron,” Pasqual said grudgingly.

John Colter grinned. “We’re about to acquire
faw and order, Pasqual. Better to be on the side of
the law, eh?” ‘

CHAPTER X

days carousing in a dirty trail town. Buck
disappeared while the others got drunk and
played cards; but where the others were

THEY sold the cattle in Texas and spent two

inclined to linger, Buck routed them out and led the

way west. Hoping for Sherman, Buck took them
south around Colter’s range, into the dry canyon a
mile east of Fort Ellis. In early evening Buck went
off toward town, returned an hour later, and led
them down to the corral behind Leslie’s store.
Buck had spent a busy hour, as witnessed by the
mattresses and five-gallon cans of coal oil.

LEGEND IN THE DUST

“Burn the store,” Buck said. “I’ll meet you at
the pens.” LT

The others hesitated and Bailey said, “Come
on.” He had spoken very little during the day,
showing neither approval nor disregard for Buck’s
iIdeas. He knelt beside a mattress and slit one side
with his knife; this was more to his liking, this made
sense. They owed Charley Leslie a left-handed debt
if nothing else. Bailey poured coal oil on the ripped

mattress, hauled it aside, and began on the next.

“Ed,” Buck said.
“YeS?’,
“No shootin’ tonight.”

Buck caught the nod of agreement and led his
horse off south. He made a wide circle to the river
and tied the black in the willows above the ford.
Then he walked to Glendon’s back door and cupped
his hands; his soft whistle brought ‘Glendon outside,
lamp 1n hand.

“You make a fine target,” Buck laughed softly.
“Buck, it's good to see you,” Glendon said.
“Surprised?”

“Yes,” he said. “I figured you’d be south.”
“How far, Pat”

“With the river between us,” Glendon said.
“Things are rough around here, Buck.”

“It wasn’t our fault,” Buck said. “You know
Colter sent that bunch in.”

“l didn’t mean that,” Glendon said.

“What else is there, Pat?”

“That boy,” Glendon said. “At Colter’s south
camp.” ~

He waited for a denial, knowing it would be

the truth, but Buck only reached for the bubbling
pot and poured his coffee and grinned.

7

“Oh, him?” Buck said. “I plumb forgot that,

Pat. I had no choice, he gave me trouble.”

Glendon wanted to ask what trouble an unarmed
boy of 17 could offer five men; and the words were
useless. Buck simply would not understand. Buck
was gone, gone forever over that line Glendon knew
so well.

“A new governor was sworn. in,” Glendon said.
“I hear he’s going to take off the roof on the
territory.”

“Don’t you worry about me,” Buck said. “If
that governor don’t bother me, I'll leave him alone.”

“Buck,” Glendon said patiently. “That’s the
point. He can’t leave you alone. He’s got to do
something.” |

“An’ where do you stand, Pat?”

“Where 1 always did,” Glendon said. “I want
to see things settled down.”

“With old John snorting?” Buck laughed. “And
Adams sticking around here? Between them, Pat,
they won’t let things settle down. That Pasqual is
goin’ to trail me.”

“Maybe the governor can handle Colter,”
Glendon said.

“Can’t be done!” Buck said. “But what I
stopped in to say was, you want to take a little ride?
We’re heading for Sherman.”

“No, Buck,” he said steadily. “It wouldn’t do
any good now.”

“Are you figuring on staying here?” Buck asked.

“A while longer,” he said. “I—”

He heard the wild yell uptown, “FIRE!’ and
ran to the front door and saw the first flames rising
from Leslie’s store. When he turned to grab his
bucket Buck put a hand on his arm and grinned.

“If you stay,” Buck said, “you’ll sure have plenty
of building room.”

“Buck,” he said.

“Pat, I just got to go.”

“Buck,” he said sharply. “What for?”

“Oh, you mean that?” Buck said. “Calling card
for Leslie. Teach him to stay out of other folks’

business. Adios, Pat.”
L S b

In the two weeks following the burning of
Leslie’s store, business ground almost to a standstill
in Fort Ellis. Leslie refused to rebuild, swore he
was done with business, yet made no move to leave
town. Leslie had received his orders from John
Colter and was biding his time, waiting for Adams’
next move; and Adams, hauling in supplies and
opening a makeshift store in the livery barn, made
NnO MOVe.

As the days passed news trickled in from the
territory. Buck and his crew were stealing cattle
from- Colter, taking horses from everybody, slipping
into Sherman for supplies and fandangoes, carrying
on an unending war against Cross C. Buck killed
four men during that period, Ed Bailey shot another,
and rumor numbered Buck's crew at 10, then 135,
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then 20. On Monday of the third week Joe Jones
came to Glendon’s house with a message: the gover-
nor’s personal representative would like to speak
with him in Adams’ office.

“In a few minutes,” Glendon said.

He finished shaving and slipped on his last
outfit of worn, patched clothes and crossed the back
lot, knowing what to expect, not knowing what to
answer. He met the governor’s man, a gentleman
of 50-odd with sharp blue eyes and tiny white teeth
gleaming behind a brown beard. His name was
Avery and he wasted no time talking business.

“The governor is ready to act,” Avery said. “He
iIs mailing jetters to various men throughout the
territory. He has proposed an amnesty to all men
who have broken the law. If those men will come to
the capitol, put off their guns, and sign the amnesty,
they will not be held liable for any crimes or Killings
previous to that date. The governor feels it the only
way we can wipe the slate clean and start fresh.

What do you think of the idea, Glendon?”
“The governor means- well,” Glendon said.

“You don’t think it will-work?”
“It hinges on one thing,” Glendon said. *“Waill
every man concerned take off his guns?”

“That’s the rub,” Avery said. “We’ve got our
doubts, too, but we have to try it. If it won’t work,
the governor will take immediate steps. If the
amnesty fails, will you accept appointment as sheriff
of this county?”

“Try your amnesty,” Glendon said. “I pfomise
you an answer if it fails.”

S G

Avery returned on (the fifth day, crossed the
river, and drove directly to Glendon’s house. Avery
got down, much the worse for wear, and shook
hands gravely.

“Take it up to the barn,” Avery told his driver.
“I’ll walk over.”
Then Avery turned and walked inside without

invitation, seated himself at the kitchen table, and
shook his head.

“You see Buck?’ Glendon asked.
“Could you make some coffee?”

“Yes,” he said. “Basin’s over there if you want
to wash.”

He made coffee while Avery washed face and
hands; before the pot boiled ‘Avery lit a cigar and
began talking, choosing his words with care.

“I can speak frankly with you,” Avery said. “I
have been around a bit, as you have guessed by now,
and seen my share of tough customers. This one
has me stumped. Yes, I saw Buck. We got into
Sherman the afternoon after we left here. I went
into Smith’s saloon and inquired for Buck, and
Smith pointed to the back table. I introduced myself,
he shook hands with a big grin, and invited me to
sit down. One minute we were-alone, next a man
named Bailey was sitting with us and three more
were out front watching my driver. I gave Buck the
governor’s letter. He read it twice and told me it
wouldn't work. He and Bailey feel that Adams
wants to get rid of them because they had worked
for McMann. Buck refused to sign. Nor would he
promise to leave the territory when I suggested it
might be wise for all concerned. I offered him a
week’s grace to reconsider, to wire the governor if
he changed his mind. I don’t expect that, Glendon.”

“Was he staying in Sherman?” Glendon asked.

“Evidently he was in no hurry.”

“If you think it’ll help,” Glendon said, “I'll ride
up and talk with him.” |

“That’s a generous offer,” Avery said. “I know
how you happened to meet Buck. He told me
all about it. I'd say he likes you better than any
man he has ever known. Strange, on such short
acquaintance, but it happens. You could talk your-
self blue in the face and it wouldn’t help. He’s past
redemption, Glendon, and we both know it.”

“You know what I ought to do,” Glendon said.

“Of course,” Avery said quietly. “Get on your
horse and head for California. But you won’t.
You’re as incorrigible as I.am. Look at me,
Glendon! More years than I care to remember In
the agency, retired last year. Along comes an old
friend, a general with whom I served. He is taking
a new post and he needs help. You can’t dodge it,
Glendon. Either you’ll pack up and ride away in an

- hour, or you’ll stay on. And if you stay, you’ve got

to help us. A man does only a few tasks well, some
of us are limited to one. What we do well, we have
got to do. Glendon, I'm asking a great deal—
perhaps your life—and I’'m just selfish enough to
demand it. Will you take this appointment?”
Glendon unfolded the paper and read the
official wordage and noted the salary——an unreason-

o
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ably high rate of pay—and felt the pencil pushed
into his right hand.

“We don’t need ink,” Avery said.

He signed and watched Avery replace the paper
1n his coat and lay the star on the table: it glittered
in the dull light, shone into his eyes.

“Now,” Avery said. *“You need two deputies.
Any preferences?”

“None,” he said.

“I have two recommendations,” Avery said.
“Charley Leslie who has good reason to volunteer.
He recommended another man, Jones at the hvery
barn. Jones has other reasons. He wants a better
job with higher pay, but 1 think he can handle it.
Will you go along with them at the start?”

“They’ll do,” he said.

“ll appoint them immediately,”
“Now what do you need?”

“A shotgun.” he said tlatly. “Ten gauge double
barrel, sawed oft two inches past the forearm. Case
of double ought buckshot. Colt and Winchester
ammunition. Same order for both deputies.”

X ¥ *

Buck’s gang had come down from the northeast
at dawn, eaten breaktfast, and slept through the heat
of the day. The town was quiet and no one dis-
turbed them, not even the handsome young man
with the game leg who drove his wagon toward the
river and the hills beyond. But during the day a
man rode into town and talked with Coyote Smith,
and rode on his way. Coyote Smith polished glasses
and - waited expectantly for suppertime. When
Buck and Ed Bailey came up the back hall and
lifted their pre-supper drinks, Smith said dly,
“Heard some ncws today.”

“Wh«t?"” Ed Bailey said. *The governor dropped
dead?”

“Not exactly,” Smith said. “"He appointed a
new sheriff in this.county. A man from Fort Ells
named Glendon.” |

Buck tossed off his drink and rolled a cigaret,
his i'acc round and pleasantly blank. Finally he
said. “Pat Glendon?”

“That’s the qan,” Smith said. “TheyTe build-
ing a new courthouse in Ellis, complete with jail
and handcuffs. An’ he's got two depulles man
named 1.eslie and another one named Jones.”

“If he comes through here,” Buck said. “tell
him 10 stay out of my way. Leslie and lones!
That Leslie and his store, now he’s after trouble,
too. Tell them 1 start shooting on sight.  You
hear me, Coyote? Tell him to stay clear.”

“You sort of liked him, eh?” Coyote Smith s2id.

“Just pour the whlskey,” Buck said tonelessly.
“I've got no friends. 1 don’t need any!”
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Avery said.

CHAPTER XI

the harness shop across the street tram the

livery barn. That same day workmen poured

Into town, pegged down a tent camp, and
began the courthouse in the vacant lot just above
1 eslie’s burned-out store. Later i the morning the
southbound stage brought Glendon a sealed pouch
from the governor’'s office; and minutes later a fast
freight wagon deposited a packing case outside the
livery barn. Jones went over, read the shipping
tag, and signalled.

“For you, Pat.”

“Cart the ammumtion over,” Glendon said.
“Clean the guns. Break out a box of shells each.
Target practice in 10 minutes.” It was then he saw
Swift approaching. He had warned her about his
job, but the shock was plain.

: He waited until they carried the packing case
across the street; he took Swift’'s arm and led her
away Irom the office door and tried a smile that
failed. ~She bumped the sawed-off barrels and
flinched. and Glendon said, “It won’t bite, Swift.”

He laid the shotgun 1n her hands and felt her
arms give beneath the weight.

“So heavy,” she said.

“Has to be heavy,” Glendon said.
these loads. Switt, I wanted you to see it. I took
the job, now I'm tied to it. From now on you’ll
be doing the fishing for both of us.”

“l know,” she said, “but we can have coffee
at might.”

“With luck,” he said.
sun.”

She smiled and walked away, leaving him alone
in the barn wall shade, the smell of grease and oil
rising thick in his nostrils. He thought of bygone
days when he patrolled his street— and it was

GLENDON established a temporary office in

“To carry

“Now get out of this
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always his street—with the shotgun under his arm;
it had become a symbol in those towns, a mark
of rough justice.

July wore on and August came with unabated
heat. Black clouds rolled falsely above the peaks,
lightning flashed in the night sky, rain was only a
mirage. Glendon trained his deputies and rode out
on the lonely trails and drew into his mind a picture
of his county. He sat in the stuffy office and
waited through the long, hot days for the first
break, the word trom Avery, the time to start. He

* watched the buillding race between Adams’ local

crew and the capitol work-gang. The new hotel

took on shape, the courthouse rose from ftounda- -

tions to walls and finally rafters. Adams’ crew
built with. adobe and wvigas and rough-cut lumber;
the work-gang built the courthouse from timbers
and boards, every shiver hauled down from the
raillroad siding. The courthouse wias no Grecian
urn. no thing of beauty forever; it was a stopgap
built for one purpose —to place a mantle of
authority over the county.

Glendon moved into the office an hour atter
the last nail was hammered home: and across the
street Adams’ crew finished the hotel roof and
puttied the big windows into the bar front. The
same bartender tapped his first keg of beer and
broached his whiskey; that night was Adams’
grand opening with everything on the house. Adams
had no beds in his hotel, no counter in his cafe,
no desk in his new upstairs office; but he plaved
the host that night; he rushed the growler with a
smile, and the town whooped it up as men had
laughed and sung and drunk in McMann’s time.
That same night a special messenger brought the
latest news on Buck, a stack of eastern papers with
a letter from Avery.

Buck’s gang had grown to eigcht members, all
men who i1gnored the governor's amnesty and
wanted only to hive their own lives at the expense
of others: work not, yet reap all the harvests. The
eastern papers were filled with overblown accounts
of Buck's adventures. It was time for action now.

X £ %

lohn Colter rode into Fort Ellis with 30 men
behind him. They spread along the street while
Colter walked up the steps into the new courthouse
and ambled down the centre aisle toward the
sheriff’s office. Pasqual tollowed him closely, and
two men took stations outside the double doors.
John Colter entered the oftice. grinned at Charley
I.esl9 and Glendon, and dropped into the nearest
chair.

“Pat.” John-Colter said. “Here you got a new
courthouse and deputies, an’ you am’t done nothing
for a month. When are you taking Buck off my
back?”

" “Wauiting on you,” Glendon said.

“On me?” _

“Swear out your complaints,” Glendon said.
“Ndme your witnesses. We'll do the rest.”

“"Complaints?” Colter said. “You know what’s
going on. Buck killed my foreman, that boy at
the south camp. Go out and get him. Bring him
home I1n a box.”

Glendon inked a pen in the bottie and looked
up calmly. “Get 1t down, Colter. Are your wit-
nesses ready to testify in court?”

John Colter held his angry words. He had made
no headway at the capitol. He dared not sign that
complaint, name his witnesses. If Glendon brought
Buck alive to trial, a real honest trial with judge,
jury, and honest lawyers, Buck might talk loud and
long about the days he worked tor Cross C.

He stomped out of the courthouse and cooled
his heels on the steps. He waited patiently until
Chdrle) l.eslie stood beside hlm and then he said,

“What's gomg on?”’

“Jones 1s scouting Sherman,” Charley Leslie said
softlv. “We were just making plans when you came
in. I'm going up there tonight.”

“That don’t tell me nothing!”

“That’'s all 1 know,” Leshe said.
impatient.”

“So0?” John Colter said shrewdly.
oats.”

“Doing my job,” I.eslie said meaningly.
getting paid in cash.”

“You'll be paid,” Colter said. “Just keep your
eyes open. Watch Adams, get word to me through
Manuel.”

“Paid?” Leslie said pomtedly
Colter?”

“That was my store burned,” Colter growled.
“I lost the money. Keep your shirt on. You’ll
get 1t!”

“Don’t be so
“Feeling your

“And

“Just when, Mr.
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“Five hundred,” Leslie said. “From now on.”

“FIVE — !’

“I'm risking my life,”
the deal 1s off.”

“You tin-horn,” John Colter said. “Let me say
it for vou—our deal is off. And don’t go peddling
certain information or you’ll leave this town in a
box.” He turned and touched Pasqual on the arm.
“Take a good look at him, Pasqual.”

"I see him, patron,” Pasqual said.

“Save it for the peons,” Charley Leslie said
coldly. “You promise a lot, Colter, and you pay off
in pennies. Now stop trying to bribe an officer of
the law or I'll step inside and report to Glendon.”

John Colter had his temper under control once
more; he grinned, hitched up his overalls, and went
down the street to the new hotel. C. B. Adams,
superintending the placement of the cate counter,
greeted him pleasantly, glanced toward the court-
house. and otfered a deliberate wink.

“Seeing our new sheriff, Mr. Colter?”

John Colter stepped through the empty door
casing and motioned Adams Into a corner. ‘‘You
figure on doing business the same way, Adams?”

“I had no fire sale,” Adams said, “but 1I'm back
at the old stand.”

“You'll get burned out again,
bluntly.

“Oh, come now.” Adams said. "“Those days are
finished. Our new sheriff i1s unbribable, Mr. Colter.
You should know, eh? You just saw him.”

“You going to keep those beef contracts?”
Colter said.

“l have certain leads,”
a bit 'of influence.”

“Penny ante,” Colter said scorntully. “And
you'll buy no more of my cattle, Adams. I've goi
my craw full and I'm all done tiddling around. I'm
going to Washington next week and take a closer
look at vour intluence.”

“Do that,” Adams said. “Although | doubt your
reason for the trip. I think perhaps you want to be
a healthy distance from Fort Ellis if Glendon brings
Buck in.”

“It 1 go to Washington because of Buck,” John
Colter said shrewdly, *“you ought to head for Scuth
America.”

“Then why are we at odds?” Adams said softly.
“We want the same thing, Mr. Colter. 1 am thinking
of the future when this country opens up. If 1 were
a palm-reader, a fortune teller, I might say, ‘'l see
vou selling cattle to me, I see myself selling those
herds to the government. I see all concerned making
more money and staying within the law.” Well?”

John Colter said swiftly, “Can you take care of
Buck?”

“*] can.” Adams said. “Given time.”

“Then take care of him,” Colter said bluntly,
“and we’ll talk busiess.”

“In my own way, no questions asked?”

“No questions asked.”

* * +*

Charley leslie did not ride alone that night. A
messenger came roaring down from the railroad,
Glendon read Avery’s terse note saying now was the
nime. and sent for Leslie and all posse members.
Thev were mounted and riding within 30 minutes,
Manuel leading them north in a steady drwm;: pace.
T'hey rode through the night and camped in timber
five miles south of Sherman the next morning. At
that time, breakfast hastily cooked and eaten,
Glendon sent Manuel forward to scout the town and
locate Jones.

Manuel took the open road and came boldly
into Sherman, dismounted outside the saloon, and
hhmped inside. He saw Jones at a table, playing
cards with a harmless looking old man, and decided
to bluff 1t straight through. Manuel had a drink,
questioned Coyote Smith about work. and took his
leave. He trotted south over the first ridge, waited
patiently, and was rewarded a few minutes later
when Jones came on the trot. Manuel said, “Follow
me.” and led Jones back to the river camp. Jones
went straight to the breakfast fire and squatted
beside Glendon.

“Here's the names,”
notebook.
at Vegas.”

“Did they come in night before last?” Glendon
asked.

“Seven of 'em,” Jones said. “Stayed all might
and hung around tll Jast might when a Mex came
down from the north and passed them some news.
Thev headed west right after dark.”

“You know why they left?”

Leshe said. “Ante up or

k& ]

Colter said

Adams said primly. “And

Jones said, opening his
“That one scratched out—he’s dead up
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“Oh, sure,” Jones said. “The news was all over
town this morning.”

“How do these people take 1t?”

“Listen,” Jones said, “they’re scared to death of
him.”

“Think they’d help him?”

“No,” Jones said thoughtfully. “Theylre just
standing by.” |

“Lay out your map.”

Jones spread his rough pencil sketch on the
ground. The others gathered around and Jones
pointed out roads, plaza, old army buildings, and
the Lopez house. He described all roads, each one
as far as he had been able to ride out. His work
was good and he accepted Glendon’s thanks with a
self-conscious grunt.

“Now what?” he said.

“We start the merry-go-round,” Glendon said.
“We get them quick or we keep trying. We'll try
that west road first. Leslie, you take everybody a
mile out that west road from the river. Find the
best place for shooting and square off. Manuel, you
keep covering the other roads.”

S

“Jones.” Glendon said.
We're going into town.”

“Town?” Jones said. |

“l want to get acquainted,” Glendon said. “Hang
around all day and leave tonight for home.”

“But we don’t go home, eh?”

“It's an old dodge,” Glendon said.
trying once. Leslie, look for us at dark.”

b

“You come with us.

“Worth

CHAPTER XII

o

and paid the bill. Coyote Smith followed

him to the hitch rail where Jones stood be-

side the horses. “Glad to have you, sheriff,”
Smith said. “Come back any time.”

“We'll be back,” Glendon said.

“Hecading for Fort Ellis?”

“Possibly,” Glendon said.
favors tor me, Smith.”

“Name them.”

“Teil Buck I was here,” Glendon said. “Tell
him we’ll save time and bother if he turns himselt
in.”’

“I'll tell him,” Coyote Smith said.

Glendon led Jones south across the plaza on to
the south road, followed it two miles, stopped to
listen. and made the western circle across the river
back to the west road. They came up slowly and
saw the thin line of trees along the road. Glendon
whistled twice and waited until Leslie called, “Come
on 1In, i’at,” and loomed out of the darkness to lead
the way to the pickets. Horses staked, Glendon
walked the tree line with Jones, checked every man,
placed I.eslie at the west end with Jones and went
down to take up the flankman’s spot on the east.
He found a spot 10 steps from the road and settled
himself against a tree with the shotgun across his
knees.

Glendon cupped his hands and called to the
next man.

“Pass the word,” he said. “If one or two come
riding, let them go. Understand?”

“Got it . . . ho, Billy!”

The order was relayed up the line to Jones
and lLeslie. Glendon knew he should have given
that order 10 minutes ago. Was he getting careless,
forgetting that little things meant so much? He
shivered in the cooling night and slipped the shot-
gun higher on his knees; and heard the horses
coming from the west.

He went flat and brought the shotgun to bear
on the road. He listened to the hootbeats—two
or threc horses, no, just two—and lay unmoving
as they passed by and disappeared in the moonless
night. He counted off the minutes, five, eight, 10,
and heard the faint, -growing sound of more horses
coming leisurely from the west. When the lead
rider loomed up 1n the darkness, 10 yards up the
road, Glendon cocked his triggers and lifted his
voice Iin a shout,

“Buck. put up your hands!”

He saw the shadowy bulk of horsemen pull
close togecther, then spring apart as spurs drove
home. He fired one barrel high against that dis-
solving mass, closed his eyes as the others began
shooting and muzzle blast came red. He looked
once more and saw two riders veering off to the
north: and far down the road toward town he
heard more shots. Then he ran for the road,
shouting to Leslie and Jones, “Close in!” and

( ; L ENDON rose from the saloon table at dusk

“You might do two
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stumbled over a horse. He fell full length, scrambled

to his feet, and almost immediately struck a fallen
man. He bent down, touched that body, and went
on. Ten steps away someone grabbed a bridle
rein and tried to soothe a wounded, struggling
horse. '

“How many?” he said.

“One here,” Jones said. “Hold on, here’s
another one—Pat, this one’s alive.”

“"Watch him,” Glendon said.

That made three down, he thought, and two
away clear. Two had ridden past. Seven in all;
it tallied out. He winced at the horse’s high,
almost human cry of pain and called, “Shoot it,”
and stumbled up the road until he found Jones and
Leslie beside the wounded man. He said, “Look
at the others, Jones,” and cupped a match above
the face blob. Strange eyes looked up at him,
glazed with shock, seeing nothing, or looking far
beyond their own vision. Jones came on the run
to say, “Both dead. Don’t know either.”

“Get the horses,” Glendon said. “Send a man
back for Manuel.”

“What about this one?” Leslie asked.

“Forget him,” Glendon said harshly.
gone now.”

He cursed savagely, the first time Charley
Leslie had felt the axe edge of his temper. “Die
on me,” Glendon said to the dead man. “When I
needed you!” ®He swung around, bumping Leslie
roughly. *“Come on, there’s no time.”

X ¥ XK

CSHe,S

Manuel took the lead and Glendon followed,

at a walk, until Manuel’s voice drifted back:

“Senor, they came this way.”
“Youre sure?’ he called.
“Very sure! We are lucky, senor.”

“Hit it hard,” Glendon said. “Take us up
there, Manuel.”

They rode behind the slender man, riding fast
through the night, and Glendon knew that Buck’s
stubbornness was betraying him. Avery’s letter had
saild, “Do your best to take him alive. The gov-
ernor wants to make an example of him. If you
cannot, shoot to kill.” Well, four men were dead
and one captured, and it meant nothing. Only
Buck counted, for as long as Buck rode free he
would find more men of the same breed; and it
would be to do all over again. Glendon rode in
the night and smelled pines as the trail lifted and
began a twisting assault on the slopes; and Manuel
was suddenly beside him, halting them all, saying,
“Behind the big hill, senor. In the hollow.”

“"How ftar?”’

“Halt a mile maybe.”

“Get down,” he said. “Tie the horses here.
Form a line, Manuel, take us over.”

They moved up the hill, off the trail, then on
the sloping level of the side hill, then downward
as the earth receded. Glendon smelled old fire
smoke as they came to the edge of timber and felt
grass under their boots. Manuel whispered, “Senor,
they are in the cabin. Their horses are behind.
Wait here.”

They spread out in the trees facing the bottom
of the hollow. Minutes later a man groaned and
Buck’s voice came clear and angry, “Get up, Ed.
Get up and try!” Then came the sound of horses
moving in thc trees behind the cabin. Buck
shouted and Glendon fired one barrel, then the
other, shooting blind into -the darkness below. He
heard the cabin door slam shut, heard the cross-
bar drop in place, and only then did Glendon
smile. Moments later he saw the tiny flame flicker,
saw Manuel throwing wood on the cookfire, saw
the cabin take shape in that light.

“Settle down.” he said. “Watch that door.
We’'ll wait it out.”

He hitched himself around on the stony ground
and raised the shotgun on the door and wished,
as usual, for a cigaret. Charley Leslie came crawl-
ing along and lay beside him, puffing from exertion.

“That man of yours is good,” Glendon said.

“Plenty good.” Leslie said. ‘“Pat—"

“esd”

“You’d better understand something,’
sald. “He works for Colter.”

Glendon rolled on his side and wiped sweat
from his eyes. A good deal that had puzzled him
came clear: If Manuel was in Colter’s pay and
Leslie knew it, then that store—he could under-
stand why I.eslie had finally told him tonight.
Colter wanted Buck dead, not on trial, and Manuel
would be looking for the chance. But Leslie, In
warning him, gave himself away. He would be
watching two of them from now on.

’

Leslie
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“Thanks,” he said. “I'll watch Manuel. 1
expect you to do the same. I want Buck alive.”

“So do I,” Charley Leslie said wickedly. I
want to see him hang.”

x X X

Gray dawn came like a cripple running, lfting
darkness from the hollow, showing the cabin beside
the tank. They had waited out the night, Manuel
had fed both fires, and no one had escaped the

cabin. Glendon cleared his throat and called,
“Buck?”

“That you, Pat?” Buck answered cheerfulily.

“Give it up,” Glendon said. “We know Bailey’s
hurt.”

“We'll stick it a while, Pat, If you get nervous,
come on down and get us.”

“Buck,” Glendon said coldly. “You’re going to
get hungry and thirsty. Bailey’s hurt bad for all I
know. I'm not waiting around all day. Take five
minutes to make up your mind. Come out my way
or we’ll burn you out!”

X ¥ X

Buck lay in the hole he had dug in the dirt
floor. Ed Bailey was against the back wall with a
dirty shirt sleeve tied around his shoulder. Ed
grunted with pain and Buck said, “Shut up, you're
not dead yet.”

“You heard him,” Ed Bailey said. “He’ll bura
us out. We've got no chance. Let’s give up!”

“Sure,” Buck said softly. “No jail holds me.”

“Then tell him,” Ed Bailey said. “Buck, tell

him!” -
*« ¥ X
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“Yes,” Glendon answered.

‘9

up.

“I'm hungry.” Buck said. “Ed thinks he’s dying.
So [ guess we’'ll give you this round.” We’re coming
out.”

Glendon called, “Watch the door,” and trained
his shotgun to the right where Manuel and Leslie
were already standing in the tree shadows. Manuel
glanced toward him, saw the shotgun, and lowered
his rifle. Charley Leslie saw those twin muzzles,
stepped back behind Manuel, and lifted one hand in
agreement. Then the door was open, rifles and
Colts flashed in the sunlight, arcing through the
doorway to the ground. When Buck stepped outside,
supporting Ed Bailey, Glendon walked from the
trees. Charley Leslie holstered his "Colt, walked
forward, and jerked Buck away from Ed Bailey.

“Burn my store,” Leslie said. “I'll watch you
dance for that, Buck.”

“Let go,” Glendon said curtly. “Manuel, take
care of Bailey.”

He took the handcuffs from his pocket, pinned
Buck’s hands behind his back, and snapped them on.
He said quietly, “"You all right, Buck?”

Buck was watching Manuel work over Ed
Bailey. Buck looked around and smiled, and
Glendon knew that Buck was grinning at the way
Manuel lost his chance.

“Sure,” Buck said. “Thanks, Pat.”

“Don’t thank me,” Glendon said. “No prisoner
of mine is manhandled. Jones, get the horses!”’

“Five minutes are

CHAPTER XIII

dark,” Swift said. “How did it really
happen, Pat?”

They sat on the bench facing her
garden in the cool August night that foretold fall
weather, their first time together in three weeks.
Glendon had spent those days at the capitol where
the law’s slow-grinding machinery moved toward
the politically expedient conclusion. Wanted in five
counties, the governor finally arranged to hold his
prisoners’ trial in the new Ellis County courthouse.
Glendon had brought them home for tomorrow’s
trial, and now he sat relaxed for the first time in
weeks.

“How?” he said. “Luck, the kind that kisses you
once in a lifetime. That night we jumped them,
Buck wouldn’t listen to reason. Ed Bailey told me
how he tried to warn Buck but they swung back on
the cabin trail. Manuel smelled their dust and we
followed them to the cabin. I used that trick once
in the middle of summer in Western Nebraska, soO
dry the dust was powder, hung in the air for hours.
I trailed a man 50 miles, never saw him, caught him
when his horse gave out. Dust and luck.”

“What will happen to them?”

“Bailey and Buck will hang,

“I '"VE been sitting here like a little girl in the

2

Glendon said.



The Star Weekly, Toronto, May 4, 1957

Buck’s talking with his lawyer tonight, Swift. Did
you know that?”

“No.”

“The smartest man in the territory,” Glendon
said. “Adams hired him, brought him down to
defend Buck and Ed Bailey.”

“Adams!”

“Don’t ask me why,” Glendon said wearily. “I
could name a dozen reasons and each contradicts
the others. But Adams put up the money and it’ll
be a fight . . . he thinks!” 7

“But won’t it, Pat?”

“No,” he said bluntly. “Not with Tom McMillan
giving evidence. Nobody knows that but the gover-
nor, Avery, and me. I am telling you in confidence.
Are you coming tomorrow?”

“] can’t watch it,” she said.

“Nobody wants to judge another,” Glendon said.
“It will always be that way. It should.”

He stretched his arms stiffly against the darkness.
He had lived on five hours sleep a night for three
weceks, and tomorrow would be a brutally long day.
Swift rose beside him and looked toward the river;
it was a windless night and the town behind them
murmured with the expectant sound of people talk-
ing late. The hotel was jam-packed with newspaper
men come hundreds of miles to watch the trial and
report the results. A Roman carnival, in. truth, for
Buck was no longer a plain man. He was a legend
one step from history, no matter that his last steps
would take the gallows route.

“Late,” he said. “Let’s hope it begins and ends
tomorrow.”

“I’ve been thinking about us,’

“Yes?” he said.

“If it ends tomorrow,” she said, “what will you
do?”

“Swift, I wish I knew,” Glendon said. “Let’s
wait and see. Maybe we’ll stay and maybe we won't,
you and I. Let’s hope for a vision.”

“l need one,” she said. “Stay or go, that’s the
question, eh?”

“Sleep on it,” Glendon said gently. “Good-night,
Swift.”

s

she said timidly.

* K X

When he entered the office next morning Leslie
was back in the cell block, pursuing his favorite
pastime of the last three weeks: giving Buck an
unmerciful riding. Leslie spent a good share of his
waking hours telling Buck exactly how much he’d
enjoy watching Buck’s heels dance in the air. Now,
sitting at his desk, checking over the day’s tight
schedule, Glendon heard that cold, cruel voice
telling Buck to shave, shine, and shampoo himself
for the judge.

“Leslie!” he called.

Charley Leslie came from the cell block and
offered Glendon a smile and mock salute. He had
waited weeks for today, and the triumph lay over
his face in the smile and the curl of his lips.

“Charley,” Glendon said. “Stop riding him.
He’ll be tried, convicted, and hung in a little while.
What more do you want?”

“Anything I can get,” Leslie said bitterly. “I'd
like to spring the trap!”

“Because he won’t whine?” Glendon said.
“Because you can't break him, make him crawl, beg
for mercy? Charley, you could ride him a year and
he’d be tougher at the finish. Just don’t give him a
chance to do anything. Not one chance.”

“I’d love that,” Leslie said. “But he’ll get no
chance. As for the other, is that an order?”

“No order,” he said. “I won't tell you how to
talk and walk and live, Charley. Where’s Jones?”

“Breakfast,” Leslie said.

“I'm going out for a minute,” Glendon said.
“Now remember, when we bring them in, they come
one at a time, 10 feet apart, three of you on each
man. During the trial you watch your own man
every second.” ’

“Don’t worry,” Leslie smiled. “They won’t get
foxy.”

“Charley,” he said. “You never know.”

He left the office and went through the court-
room to the front steps. He entered the cell block
and stopped facing the first cell where McMillan sat
in white-faced silence.

“Enough to eat?” he asked.

“Plenty,” McMillan said tonelessly. “When do
we start?”

“Few minutes,” he said.

K x X

Toward the end, heat and pressure were nearly
unbearable. The lawyer for the defence was a clever
man who had no chance to show his metal. Glendon
never forgot the look on Buck’s face when McMillan
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was called as a witness for the territory. McMillan
took the stand and the prosecutor led him through
a detailed description of the night Buck’s gang rode

down on the railroad telegraph stop, how Buck had,

shot the operator in cold blood; how Ed Bailey had
backed Buck to the limit in that particular case and,
in another, had fired the shot that killed a man on
Cross C’s southern range. Ed Bailey looked up in
mild surprise at mention of that almost forgotten
shooting; it was too late to do anything and the
clever lawyer saw the truth. He did his best, but his
best was useless. The evidence was presented to the
jury, they withdrew for eight minutes by the clock,
and returned with their verdict: “Guilty”.

Buck never opened his mouth. just sat smiling
faintly at the jury, then at McMillan, as the next
words came.

“The prisoners will rise and face the bench!”

Buck and Ed Bailey rose together; and now time
was running out on the last day of its kind in this
land.

“Edwin Bailey, I sentence you to be incarcerated
in the Ellis jail until September 1. and on that date
between sunrise and sunset you will be hanged by
the neck on a gallows until-you are dead!”

Ed Bailey met the judge’s eyes squarely; and it
was true, Glendon knew, that no one really cared
what happened to Ed Bailey. He was the frosting
on the cake; he was the forgotten man. They
watched Buck and they waited for the words that
came now in measured tones:

“Buck Atherton, I sentence you to be incar-
cerated in the Ellis jail until September 1, and on
that date between sunrise and sunsel you will be
hanged by the neck on a gallows until you are dead!”

x X X

“One week from today,” Charley Leslie said.
“Just seven days, Buck. I hope you try something
before then. I'm disappointed.”

Leslie stood facing the cell where lamplight
shone weakly on Buck’s face. Leslie had eaten an
hour ago, relieved Jones, and waited now for
Manuel Martinez to take over the night guard. He
had thrown bitter words at Buck for an hour, and
received nothing in return. When Manuel arrived
Charley Leslie said sourly, “So you've given up, eh?”
and crossed from the courthouse to the cafe, drank
a cup of coffee, and found his man waiting on the
dark veranda.

“What a day,” Adams said. “T'll never forget it,
Charley.”

Charley Leslie had gained little satisfaction from
Buck; and now he had crossed the street to claim a
promise made long weeks ago.

“I am resigning shortly,” he said. “Eight days
from now, to be exact.”

“That is a shame,” Adams said. “You’ve done
a fine job, Charley.”

“I am not a deputy sheriff,” Ieslie said curtly.
“I've developed richer tastes, C. B., and I'm too old
to change. When do we start?” :

“Start what, Charley?”

“You and I talked,” Leslie said. “Some time
ago. You dangled a proposition before my eyes, you
suggested- we discuss it .at our leisure. I’ll be at
leisure in eight days and I expect a deal that fits
my tastes.”

“Of course,” Adams said. “And I haven’t for-
gotten. Will you take over the hotel?” :

Charley Leslie threw his half-smoked cigar into
the street. He began cursing softly and he continued
to curse until his anger ran itself aground on his dry
lips. He said then, “Don’t joke with me. I want no
hotel clerk job, no saloon job, no cafe job, none of
your penny ante junk, Adams. You're in business
again, and I want cut in.”

“But 1 meant business,” Adams said calmly.
“Honest business. I'll do anything within reason—"

“How true,” Leslie said. “Anything within rea-
son. I can’t name the page and verse but it’ll be
coming. Now for the last time—do you cut me in?”

“I'm sorry,” Adams said. “l cannot offer you
anything of that sort, Charley.”

“You can’t?”

“Nothing, Charley.”

“Then I'm sorry too,” Leslie said. “I just had a
long talk with Buck. He still feels badly about the
major’s untimely death. He feels the major cheated
bini by dying and cutting off all that easy money.
So he asked me what might happen if he wrote out
a statement for the attorney-general, or managed a
meeting” with that gentleman, and told him about
you and the major, hdw he helped sell you so many
hundred head of cattle. He remembers several
hundred head they sold to you with blotted brands,
so to speak, and rebranded with the major’s brand
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which, if T remember correctly, was not only

registered in the major’s name but in yours as well.
Buck told me he can put his finger on 50 or 60 of
those old hides. I told him to think it over three or
four days and let me know.”

Charley Leslie lit a cigar and smiled above the
match flare. He saw the round, red face whiten in
sudden fear. “Well,” Leslie said. “What should [
do, C. B.?”

“All right,” Adams said. “You’ve coppered my

bet. What do you want?”

“I want to leave here,” Leslie said, “with full
pockets.
never sees the attorney-general,
statement?” "

“Onec thousand,” Adams said without hesitation.

“I'm deaf, C. B.”

never writes a

“Two.”

“Five thousand,” Leslie said. “Cash in ad-
vance.”

“Half now,” Adams said. “Half when the job’s
done.”

“Stop it,” Leslie said. “I’ll take a turn up the
street. Be upstairs when 1 come back, have the

$5.000 on your desk when I open the door. You've .

got 10 minutes.”

He strolled along the veranda, stepped down to
the street, and walked past the courthouse. He
smoked his cigar and laughed happily, thinking how
the best of them finally came around when you
touched the proper nerve. He had no intention of

attempting anything as stupid as shooting Buck in :

a cell and making it resemble a jail break. He re-
turned to the hotel, went upstairs to the office that
smelled of varnish and fresh paint, took the pack-
age of bills from the desk, and tipped his hat to
the red-faced man in the swivel chair.
“When?” Adams said.
“Fifth or sixth day,” Leslie said.
“No,” Adams said. “No later than the fifth
day.”
“Agreed,” Leslie said.

* * X
Adams felt the doubt growing in him through
the passing days, the feeling that at last he’d been
taken lightly and politely. When nothing happened
on the fifth day he knew he had to act. He dié not
doubt that Leslie had bilked him, but he doubted
less that Buck might well sing a song tomorrow te
the attorney-general. Adams slept not at all that
night, and reached his decision at breakfast.

He went tpstairs, locked his door, and opened
the safe. He removed the derringer, loaded in
two fresh cartridges, and went over the tiny gun
with an oiled rag. He slipped into his wide-sleeved
black coat and attached the spring holder to his
right forearm, just above the wrist. The derringer
clamped in neatly, the shirt and coat sleeve hid the
slight bulge. C. B. Adams took a fortifying drink
from his private stock and walked steadily across
the street to the courthouse. He asked to speak to
Buck and went down the aisle to the end cell. He
winked twice and saw Buck’s eyes narrow; and
then he spoke on as only a lawyer could, until suf-
ficient time has passed. Luck smiled just before
he made his move. B, ;

The county clerk called to Jones, and C. B.
Adams {felt, rather than saw, the turning of Jones’
head toeward the office. C. B. Adams had the der-
ringer in his hand by then. He wheeled, his right
side to the cell, his body blocking a segment of
bars and cell from door view for the moment it
took to start his turn. He tossed the derringer be-
tween the bars from that shortened distance of six
inches, saw Buck’s big hand engulf the gun; and
then he was marching out of the cell block, through
the courthouse, into the street. He was trembling
when he reached the hotel lobby, and he mastered
fear with great effort. He saw Charley leslie at
the cafe counter, drinking coffee, and that was
more than enough to bring the thin smile to his
face. C. B. Adams went upstairs and locked him-
self in his office. He placed the spring holder in

What is it worth to make certain Buck :

the safe, removed his black coat, and rolled up his |

sleeves.

He spread an inch-thick stack of legal |

papers on the desk, dipped his pen, and smudged :
his fingers with ink. Then he moved the big chair

close to the windows, seated himself, and looked
down upon the street. He could see the courthouse
and most of the street. Me tried to light a cigar
but his fingers trembled the match into smoky
blackness. He took another drink,
bottle, and settled back to wait. On the second
try he Jit the cigar and puffed in triumph.

“Now, Charley,” he said aloud. “Get ready for
the last act!”

corked the
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less behind his cell door. McMillan was

asleep but Ed Bailey was already up and

waiting, watching him in eager silence. Buck
wasted no time pondering C. B. Adams’ reason or
motive; all he could see was freedom in the near
distance . . . and squaring his debts before he left
this place. Buck pawed at his shirt pocket for to-
bacco and papers, pocketed the derringer, rolled a
cigaret, slipped the derringer out and into his right
hand, and held the cigaret ready in his lett.

“Joe.,” he called.

“Now what?” Jones asked.
“Need a light,”” Buck said.

Jones said, “You must eat them matches,” and
came down the line, scratched a match on his pant
seat, and extended it toward the bars. Waiting tor
‘the cigaret tip, Jones stared into the twin derringer
muzzles leveled on his belt buckle.

“You got the keys?”’ Buck said.

Jones hesitated a split-second too long before
he answered, “No” !

“I've got no time to fool,” Buck said. “Lift that
right arm above your head and vank those keys
with your left.” |

Jones took the key ring from his left hip pocket
and inserted the proper key in Buck’s cell lock.
Then Buck was outside, spinning Jones around,
jerking the Colt from his holster, tossing the der-
ringer between the bars to Ed Bailey and following
that with the key ring. Buck was five steps up the
aisle when McMillan sat up and said, “What—?"
and screamed, the thin, throat-choked agony of
a dying man.

“Shut up,” Buck said gemally.

“Coming,” Ed Bailey said.

“Come on, Joe,” Buck said. “Let’s go make
ourselves at home.”

Ed Bailey prodded Jones toward the office; and
McMillan leaped on his bunk, grasped his window
bars, and began shouting. McMillan had nothing
to lose and he knew it too well. Back to his cell
door, face pushed against his window bars, Mc-
Millan cried for help and waited for the shot. The
county clerk came rushing from the courtroom, ran
squarely into Buck’s Colt, and fainted dead away
on the floor. Ed Bailey pushed Jones into the
corner and backed off toward the gun rack,
fumbled through the keys until his left hand, work-
ing blind, turned ‘the padlock.

“Watch him,” Ed Bailey said.

Buck sat on one corner of the desk and grinned
at Jones while Ed Bailey rummaged through the
stack found his own Colt and holster, found Buck’s

' BUC‘K palmed the derringer and stood motion-

“Ed, you out?”

and tossed it on to the desk, then took two Win-

chesters and ammunition, closed the rack, snapped
the lock, and pocketed the keys. McMillan was
screaming now, a keening sound that carried down
the street. Buck walked over to the inner door and
smiled at McMillan.

“Turn around, Mac,” Buck said.

McMillan wheeled from the window and took
the shot in the chest.

“Watch Joe for me,” Buck said happily.

Buck,” Ed Bailey said. “Let’s move.”

I'm expecting a visitor,” Buck smiled. “You
just watch him.”

Buck stood in the doorway, shotgun balanced
against his hip, looking across the empty bench rows
toward the hall doors. He heard boots thud up the
steps, through the hall, and the door slammed back
as Charley l.eslie came charging down the centre
aisle. Buck let him come half a dozen steps, time
enough to see the double barrel lift, to see Buck
grinning at him along the rib. Buck had not been
happy for weeks but this moment brought him
nearer real joy than any he had ever felt; happy,
smiling, he pulled trigger and watched the heavy
buckshot load slam Charley Leslie against the
benches. But not too soon; not before Leslie had
seen him and had time—that second called eternity
—to remember. Buck shuffled around the bailiff’s
table before the judge’s bench and fired the other
bamel into the body, raising dust puffs, bouncing
the »ody on the floor.

“Buck!” Ed Bailey called. “Come on!”

Buck shuffled back into the office and grinned
at Jomes. “You stay where you are,” he said.
“Maybe you’ll live longer. Ed unlock these irons.”

Ed Bailey-knelt down and unlocked Buck’s leg
irons, dropped the key ring, snatched it up, and
worked with frenzied speed on the handcuffs. Buck
drew his Colt and tossed the shotgun into a corner.
Watching Jones, he took the Winchester and turned

LY
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out of the office without a word, moving up’ the
centre aisle, over Leslie’s body, through the hall into
the bright sunlight on the courthouse steps. Behind
him, Ed Bailey unlocked- himself, scooped up the
other Winchester, and prodded Jones into the cell
block. He locked Jones in the first cell and ran
stiff-legged to join Buck on the courthouse steps.

“Upstairs windows,” Ed Bailey said. “Don’t
stand here.”

Buck laughed. “We’ll ride out. Nobody'll lift
a finger.” |

Ed Bailey: had no choice. He followed Buck
down the street, jumped the first horse at the hotel
hitch rail, kneed it sideways, tried to cover a dozen
windows and doors. He cursed softly as Buck
deliberately picked a good horse, and more deliber-
ately rode it in a circle before the hotel. Ed Bailey
would not understand the meaning or growth of a
legend it someone painted such a picture under his
eyes; but truth came to him then, as they touched
spurs and ran the length of the street toward the
river, that no one in town dared aim a gun at Buck.

They crossed the river and passed the major’s
empty pens and raced for the hills; an hour later,
pulling in tor a blow, Ed Bailey wiped his sweat-
slick tace and studied the back trail.

“Adams,” he said hoarsely.
something, Buck.”

“We owe him nothin’,” Buck laughed. “Wanted
us out of the country.”

“And let’'s go,” Ed Bailey said. “Let’s get over
the line and stay there!”

“Compadre,” Buck said, “you forgettin® we've
rode together?”

“No,” Ed Bailey said. “l won’t forget. You
know that. -But we’re finished, Buck, an” ['m riding
south.”

“You
while.” |

“Buck,” Ed Bailey said. “That’s the way Glen-
don’ll figure you. Don’t give him no advantage.”

“Nobody pushes me,” Buck said softly.

Ed Bailey swung his horse to the south and
looked at Buck one last time—for there would be no
future time.

“We owe him

go on,” Buck said. “I'll hang around a

x X X

All Glendon could do when he returned was sit
in the office with Avery and Jones. Buck and Ed
Bailey had a nine-hour start, and riding off half-
cocked was simply a waste of time.

“They crossed the river,” Glendon said. “Rode
west. That’s all we know.” He held the derringer in
his- hand, jiggled it twice, and dropped it nto a
drawer. “We can cross Ed Bailey off. He won’t
stop until he’s over the border. And he won’'t come
back.”

“But you think Buck will stay?” Avery asked.

“He’ll stay.”

“Which makes him a fool,” Avery said.

“A fool,” Glendon agreed, “and he can’t tell you
why himself. Call it pride, call it anything. Maybe
it has no name. But he’ll stay! Avery. how many
men can you get in 24 hours?”

“Two hundred,” Avery said. “Possibly more.”

“Will you try my way?”’ Glendon said. ““Push
him hard and hope for a break?”

“I'm with you,” Avery said. “¥ou name it,
Pat.” :

“Wire the governor,” Glendon. said. “Have
every town watched. Start men pushing in toward
Sherman from over in the Bravo valley, down from
the railroad. Root into every sheep camp, cabin,
ranch. Stop at the Cross C and ask Colter to throw
his crew north and south along the Texas line and
work this way. Can you get the governor to put up
a reward for Buck? As big as he can make it.”

“Five thousand?”

“Dead or alive,” Glendon said. “But pass the
word to shoot on sight. No use talking with him.
He’ll never come in alive.” |

“Where will you be?” Avery asked.

“Sherman,” Glendon said. “Fll wait for him
there.”

“Pat,” Jones said. “You got to také me with
you. I can’t stay in this country after today.”

“Nobody blames you,” Glendon said.

“Can I go?”’ Jones said thickly.

“Why, man,” Glendon said. “You’re the next
sheriff of this county, I want you and Manuel. Go
tell him.”

He knew how Jones felt. To be on guard and
allow Buck freedom was the worst possible punish-
ment a good deputy could Suffer; and Jones was
becoming just that—a good man. He watched Jones
run from the office, and heard Avery say, “You
have a good effect on deputies, Pat.”
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“He came slow,” Glendon said. “Just finding
himself. He’ll do.”

“Now,” Avery said briskly. “I'll be at the rail-
road in six hours. Give me until tomorrow night to
put my men in motion. Do you want me to come
down on Sherman?”

“Yes,” he said, “but after dark. Then lay out to
the north, east, and south, and don’t cross the river
to the west. [ want Buck to come in that way
without trouble, without suspicion. Jones and
Manuel will be in the saloon. I'll be in that woman’s
house.”

“I'ltl see you at Sherman,” Avery said. “Good

luck.”
X K ¥

Leaving the courthouse, Glendon met Jones and
Manuel Martinez coming up the front steps. Manuel
had taken charge of the bodies, made a list of
eftects, and now placed a grimy finger on one
specific item: $5,000 safety-pinned inside Charley
Leslie’s shirt pocket.

“Where 1s it?” Glendon asked.

“Clerk’s office,” Manuel said. “in the safe.”
“All right,” he said. “Meet me at the barn in
10 minutes.”

He walked down to the hotel and saw Adams
behind the desk, bent studiously over the register.
He crossed the lobby and stood silently against the
desk until Adams looked up, smiled, and shook
his head.

“A terrible business,” Adams said. “l see you
are going out. Good luck.”

“Ufl try to get to the bottom of it,” Glendon
said. “[f I have time.”

“Charley, you mean?”

“No,” he said bluntly. “How Buck got that
derringer.”

“Derringec?” Adams said blankly. “Oh, was
that the gun?”

“Buck left it on my desk,” Glendon said. “And
you were the last man to visit him.”

“You don’t believe — ?”

“Charley had $5,000 in cash on him,” Glendon
said. “He didn’t own $500 last week, he hadn’t been
out of town. Nobody here has that much money . . .
nobody but one man. Charley got hold of $5,000,
Buck got hold of a derringer, but Charley didn’t
give it to him. I'll be doing some guessing while
'm gone. If I get back, I'll hang around until I
figure 1t out. Maybe Buck’ll have time to tell me.”

“You are accusing me,” Adams said. “Accusing
me of giving Buck that gun?” '

“Not officially,” Glendon said. “Just guessing.”

Glendon wént away from the hotel and through
the sunny day to his house. He saddled the big
horse, strapped on his blanket roll, and headed for
the gate: and Swift came running to catch his hand,
then she was in his arms, head buried in hig
shoulder. He said awkwardly, “I'm sorry about
Charley, Swift.”

“You're going now?”’ she said.

“Got to,” Glendon said. “Buck’s way ahead.”

“How long will you —?”

“I can’t tell you that,” he said. “Until it’s over.”

“Pat,” she said. “I've got to ask you something.”

“Yes?” he said, impatient now.

“Um asking you, Pat. [ don’t care what you do,
where you go. Will you take me?”

He swung the shotgun barrels away from her
arm and touched her cheek with his rein hand. He
satd wonderingly, “You sure freckle up 1n the
summertime,” and then he pulled her close and they
stood silently until the big horse jerked at the reins.
Glendon said, “You wait right here, Swift. 1l do
the asking.”
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CHAPTER XV

the gun. Times without numiser he had-

ridden from night into the lonely sheep

camps, off the timbered slopes i1nto cabin
yards, across flats to the aspen pole corrals where
two-bit ranchers mustered up a half-fearful smie
and dropped another steak in the pan. But pnow, one
day and one night free, he sensed the change and
felt the cold wind warning of Ed Bailey’s good-by.
Now he was all alone.

That night he slept in the timber and woke in
early dawn hungry. He watered the horse and drank
deeply, and sat beneath anm old bull pine, staring
eastward across the plains. He thought of Ed Bailey,
by this time nearing the border, but he turned
toward Sherman, less than 30 miles to the northeast. '

BUCK rode alone in a land he had ruled with
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He’d get a fresh horse, some food, and say good-by
to Juanita.

- He rode slowly north and kept to the cotton-
woods and the willows, followed the river bends, and
dismounted in thick cottonwoods a mile below
Sherman at 11 o’clock at night by his pocket watch.
He tied the horse and waded the river, dried his feet
and shoved on his boots; and walking into town
heard the music and knew the day: Saturday, fan-
dango night in Sherman. He grinned and rubbed his
dirty jaw; he wasn’t slicked up, he needed a shave,
but he’d look in on that dance.

Slipping along in the deep shadows, Buck
reached the plaza. He could hear the music clearly,
the laughter and singing and movement of people
inside and out. He approached the barracks and
looked through the south window, into the glare of
the wall lamps shining yellow and smoking black.
The music was loud and gay, the floor was covered
with dancers, old folks crowded the benches, giggl-
ing girls filled the corners; but he did not see
Juanita. He murmured, “Stayed home,” and drew
back from the window.

He circled far out into the empty plaza until he
came abreast the saloon and saw the light in the
windows. Coyote Smith always closed for the fan-
dango; and remembering, he had seen Smith’s wife
but not the saloonkeeper. He went toward the
saloon until he stood just outside the slanting
window light. He saw Coyote Smith polishing
glasses behind the bar . . . polishing over and over
again, not talking, not pouring drinks, just moving a
towel over the glasses. Then Smith came forward
and moved between the lamplight and the window,
giving Buck his first clear look deep inside. He saw
a figure in the back corner, caught lamp glint on
the shotgun, and recognized Jones. Buck grinned
savagely and half-drew his Colt.

They already had the town staked out; and he’d
bet there were men on the ridges and along the
roads: He liked that; it made the game better. He
circled far to the north and came down behind the
saloon and closed in on Juanita’s house. Moving
through the weeds, guiding on the big cottonwood,
he saw the faint lamplight in her east window. She
had stayed home from the fandango while Lopez
was out in the hills. Fine, he’d take her down to the
river and send her back later on for some grub and
a fresh horse; and have her pass the word to Coyote
Smith that hé&’d been a-calling.

Buck drew the Colt and stepped softly through
the front gate and came on to the front door. He

stood against the wall beside the door and held the
Colt on the ready.

“Nita,” he whispered.

The house was silent to his call. He gave the
door a push and it fell back, and lamplight flooded
yellow over the gravelled walk.

“Nita,” he said. “Come out here!”

CHAPTER XVI

8 o’clock next morning. While Manuel led

the horses to the livery barn, Glendon en-

tered the saloon and faced Coyote Smith.
Jones was inspecting the other stores, covering his
front, and Manuel would slip from the livery and
come along the store backs. Coyote Smith said,
“You back again?” and pushed a bottle down the
“bar.
“Can we get breakfast?” Glendon asked.

“I’ll tell the woman,” Smith said gloomily,

Smith headed for the kitchen and Glendon said,
“Call her!” Smith turned to protest, changed his
mind, and called his wife; in that mement, as
Glendon intended, Smith knew.

“We’ll be here a while,” Glendon said.

“How long?” Smith asked.

Glendon said, “Who cares, Smith?” and waited
for Manuel and Jones. When they reported all clear
he said, “We’ll change off shifts. I'll take the house.
Manuel, you move around. Jones, you’ll head-
quarter in here. Now let’s eat.”

They took the back table and ate their breakfasts
while Coyote Smith watched them warily. Glendon
stepped out back and crossed the vacant lots to the
Lopez house and met Lopez himself at the front
gate, just about to leave with team and wagon. He
saw the woman in the doorway, a shadowy figure,
and placed one hand against Lopez’s chest.

“You know me?” he asked.

“Yes, senor,” Lopez said. “You are the sheriff.”

“Go on about your business now,” Glendon said.
“But come back after dark and Ret your wife.”

THEY rode all night and reached Sherman at
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“My wife?”
“Get her out of here,” Glendon said. “Don’t let

her out of your sight. Stay until you're broke, then
come back.”

He dropped five gold pieces into Lopez’s hand
and saw the dark face tighten in understanding.
Lopez said softly, “He has escaped?”

“You can guess,” Glendon said.
you any more.”

“Now I see,” Lopez said. “Senor, I will take her
away tonight. And I will pray for you.”

“Pray for yourself,” he said. “Don’t worry
about your house. I'll watch it.”

Glendon went through the gate, into the house,
and faced the woman across the room. He saw in
one glance why Buck came here, and came again.
She had everything, and she had nothing; she had
delicacy but she was hollow underneath. Glendon
removed his hat and laid the shotgun on the table.

“Don’t go out without my permission,” he said.
“I’'ll be here from now on.”

“You cannot — !”
“Shut up!” he said wearily. “l want no trouble.
Listen to me and we’ll get along.”

He settled himself in a chair that atforded him
views through front and back doors and kept
Juanita inside until Lopez returned. l.opez ordered
her to pack for a trip. She ran behind the table and
sobbed her protest, and the sobbing became a
scream; then Lopez struck her across the face, a
blow that knocked her flat. He jerked her up,
slapped her soundly, and spoke in Spanish that
ripped and tore. She packed a sack docilely and
walked in silence to the front door where Lopez
grasped her arm and tipped his hat to Glendon.

“I am sorry,” he said. “It was the only way.”

“You’ve got horses?” Glendon asked.

“Good ones,” Lopez said.

“Try Las Vegas,” he said. “Above the railroad.”

“I had Les Vegas in mind,” Lopez sald “I have
relatives there. Good luck, senor.’

“And to you,” he said.

Lopez led her from the house where Manuel
waited to make sure she did not break and run; the
horses walked away into the night and Manuel came

“I can’t tell

to the front door.

“They are gone.”

“I’ll stick inside until midnight,” Glendon said.
“Then I'll be in the yard, on the north side.”

“We are ready,” Manuel said. “Good shooting!”

Manuel went away and Glendon sat alone in the
house. At midnight he slipped outside with a
blanket and squatted cross-legged beside the north
yard fence. He felt ants moving in the sand under
his legs, heard the chatter of night insects, the
sound of horses and cows and goats in surrounding
pens. Night lay high and thick, the stars were
bright, then gray pennants lanced the 'sky and false
dawn bloomed with a touch of dew-wet fall chill;
and morning rose in the east.

He slept in a room behind the saloon while
Manuel and Jones stood guard. He rose at noon
and took over while they slept; toward suppertime a
lone rider cantered into town and ordered a drink,
glanced around at him, and winked. He motioned
the rider over and said. “Nothing so far,” and
watched Coyote Smith absorb this byplay.

“Mr. Avery’s all set,” the rider said.
orders?”

“No,” he said. “Just wait.”

“Good luck,” the rider said. “If you need us,
we’re primed and cocked. Passes are blocked,
Colter’s coming in from the east.”

The rider rode away and Coyote Smith polished
his glasses and ignored Glendon. Toward dark
Manuel came up the back hall with Smith’s wife and
pushed her gently into the kitchen.

“She was saddling a horse,” Manuel said. “I did
not think she should ride on such a dark night, eh?”
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ft was the last place on earth you’d expect to
find violence—and Robina had picked it for the
ideal life she’d planned. She didn’t know then
about the jealous hatreds simmering below the
calm surface of Burnham Priors that were to
erupt with such dramatic impact into her life!

“KILL or CURFE’

a murder mystery by

& X. Fonans
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“Bad for the bones,” Glendon said. “Smith,
don’t try it again.”

“Keep your hands off my woman,” Smith said
harshly.

“Keep your hands on the bar,” Glendon said.

He slept an hour and woke to the boisterous
talk of saloon customers awaiting the Saturday night
fandango. When he joined Jones at the back table,
Smith requested permission to lock up during the
dance. He said, “You stay here,” and motioned
Smith back to the bar. The crowd moved along to
the barracks, the music began, and Glendon took
the now famihar path to the Lopez house. He
waited until midnight and prepared to move outside;
and it came so swiftly he was caught on his knees,
the shotgun pointing at the floor.

“Nita,” Buck called.

Glendon had not lain his hammers down, the
sheerest good luck, for he was cautious with the
double barrel, uncocking it before he moved outside.
He brought the shotgun up slowly until the butt
pressed snugly into his shoulder and his heavy
muscles corded inward and steadied the trembling
barrels. He was on his knees in the half-darkness
and the lamp shone boldly on the closed door; and
then the door came open and released lamplight
streamed thinly on to the hard-packed earth outside.

“Nita,” Buck said. “Come out here!”

Glendon’s finger lay against the front trigger
and the stock was sweaty hot on his cheek. He
looked down the ramp between the barrels and
watched the empty doorway. His breath was puffy
on the stock, hot into his skin beneath the shirt.
He heard the boot scuif again as Buck came away
rom the wall and faced the door, still hidden, the
Colt hammer dropping and coming back to full
cock with a sharp click. Buck was testmg the
Colt listening to the silence.

“Pat,” Buck said. “You fooled me good. 1
know you’re in there.”

Glendon held his breath, watching the door,
waiting for sound of advance or retreat; for Buck
had to make a play or run for the river. If he
spoke it would do no good, it would change noth- -
ing. He opened his left hand under the forearm
and brought the fingers back hard and tight around
the checkered wood, and waited 1n silence.

“Pat,” Buck said again. “I know you’re in
there!”

Glendon waited and the silence became a brass
band, cymballing all the past though his ears; Buck
at the Cross C cookhouse table, lazying over coffee;
Buck in town, buying the drinks, laughing. He
waited 1n the silent darkness; and he knew, as Buck
knew, that it could not last much longer.

Buck called. ‘“You better come out if you want
a last chance, Pat. I ain’t goin’ to stay all night.”

No, he thought, but you’ve got to do something,
Buck. Break for the river, go uptown, go some-
where. Manuel’s prowling the night and you’ll
never know when he might bust 1t wide open with
that handmade torch of his. Buck stood fast at the
corner; and from the south, out on the street,

- Manuel Martinez called.

“Shenff!”

Glendon did not answer and felt the seconds
running icy through his mind, and then Manuel
shouted, “I understand, sheriff.”

He waited, watching the doorway and the in-
visible corner beyond; and the torch was a streak
in the sky, lit and thrown toward the house from
the strect, orange-red and flaming, throwing sparks,
arcing high and falling behind the house to light
up all that side. Manuel shouted, “ALTO!” and
the Winchester tore the silence apart.

He saw Buck appear, silhouetted against the
torch light, moving north, a black shadow against
the wall as he leaped from the orange-red light.
Buck poised there for one endless moment, then
came on north through the doorway light; and he
saw the shirt front take shape in his front sight and
ca]led out, against all his will.

“Buck, give up!”

There was no gap between his last word and
the first shot. Buck whirled and came running,
the Colt aflame, the slugs tearing into the dirt all
around him; and then Glendon pressed the front
trigger and felt the brutal recoil of the 10-gauge,
and pressed the back trigger without volition, and
lay in the night on the hard earth and knew he was
crying. Not for Buck, he had no tears for Buck,
but for what a man must do to live. Head down
on the stock, he cried silently and heard the run-
ning feet and found himself erect, walking forward,
meeting Manuel Martinez across the dead legend
in the dust.

THE END
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G309, Degas: DANCER WITH BOUQUET.
Ballerina taking curtain call. 28x20”. Pub.
at $4 50 Sale $1.49
G30%. Dufy: NORMANDY TREE: Light
dreached orchard in buff and blues. 25x29".
Puh. as $6.00. Sale $1.49
G3092. Picasso: PIERROT. A clown in green
aal red with filecks of white 22314x28¢%.:"".
Puh at 36.00. Sale $1.49

(3394. Vau Gugh: RESTAURANT OF SIRENEL:
White. blues and greens in sharp contrast.
283 ', x22 % '. Pub. at $6.00. Sale $1.49

G3D7. Faoujita; CAFE. Pensive young woman
22400126 2 harmony of copper, mustard and
browa 22 Y% x28 % '. Pub. at $6.00. Sale $1.49

G301. (xasser: PEACEFUL HARBOR. A serene

covey  with ships and fishermen’'s wharves,
28x22"°. Pub. at $6.00. Sale $1 49
G301, Legeult: PROVENCE. Colorful couniry
saee in autumn hues. 24%x18% . Pub. at
$5 09 Sale $1.49
G314, Matisse: STILL LIFE. A harmony o!
greeas and soft oranges a sideboard with
{onih 28x22". Pub. at $6.00. Sale $1.49
G313 Marquet: LA PLAGE DE FECAMP.
Coloctul cahanas on a sunlit beach.
27 iwx22 ' . Pub. at $6.00. Sale $1.49

G318. Renoir: PONT DE CHEMIN DE FER.
A cailroad trestle in a summer landscape.
23t x22¥% ", Pub. at $6.00. Siale $1.49

G320. Rouault: HEADS OF TWO CLOWNS.
Bold ourlines achieve depth in this study.
21 % x28"° Pub. at $6.00 Saile $].49
G321. Reuwault: CHRISTIAN NOCTURN. Ab-
sheact  verston of the Flight into Egypt.
21 % «28". Pub. at $6.00. Sale $1.49

G322. Seurat: THE CIRCUS. Sweeping move-
meth of bareback rider and fumbling clown.

22x33. Pub. at $6.00. Saie $1.49
OLD MAPS

IN COLOR $1 349

Originally published at $4.56 each

(+34'3, Map of America: MICHAEL MER- |
with embelilished
26x20"”. Pub. at |

Sale $1.49

G356. Map of the World: NICOLAO
VIsSCHEf. 17th century global map. de- §
corac2il with symbols for earth, waver, fire |
and air, 26x20"". Pub, at $4.50. Sale $1.49 |

CATIR, Both Continents.

bocders and cornerpieces.
$4.50

;:349. Mason: THREE MALLARDS. A striking
watercolor of a sky at dawn with three
malliacds coming in to the decoys. Pub. at
$4.50. Sale $1.49
G375. Breughel: FLOWERS IN A VASE.
Vivid tiger lillies, roses and field flowers In
briliaas color. 19x24% " Pub. at $7 50.

Sale $1.49
G385. Van Gogh: SUNFLOWERS. Pottery jug
wistt deep orange sunflowers—one ot a series

of his tavorite subjects. 22x28''. Pub. at $4.5C.
Sale $1.49

G388. Chagaill: CIRCUS RIDERS. Poetic love

scene in textured tones of dark red and tan.
264 x27 %', Pub. at $4.50. Sale $1.49
:390. Monet; PORTRAIT or IRM A
B U M GC S Sale $1.49

(»394. CLand: HOME SWEET HOME. Rurul
Americana—geraniums and rambler roses al
cotlage door. 28 % x20”. Pub. at $4.50.

Sule $1.49

726 Yonge St.
299 Yonge St.

370 Bioor St. W.
Toronto

= pubhshed at *3* to *18"

VMagniticent, giant size reproductions ready
for framing. Each one more than twice as
large as this entire page. Now only

A once-in-a-blue-moon opportunityv to purchase
magnificent color prints of superb quality at a
price so unbelievablv low! Here's a rare chance
to add a note of richness to yvour home or to give
vour office added distinction. Imported from
France, Spain and the U.S., these prints capture
the vivid colors actually used by the world's
greatest artists—the quality of reproduction is
superbh. Choose from over 100, onlyv at COLE’'S.
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biant size color prints @

(524. Cosgrave: SOVERELIGN OF THE SEAS,
1852. The sharp-prowed clipper scuddiag
along under heavy rigging. 27'»x22"". Pub
at $4.50. Saye 3[.49
GS25. Foujita: THE KITCHEN. A 1anciful
study of two charining French children in
provincial kitchen. Soft. subtle colors.
22x28". Pub. at $4.50. Sale- .49

G526. Foujita: THE LITTLE CAVALIER. AQ
ethereal quality in a portrait of a small bay
in a red jumper with a [9th century whife

hobby-horse velocipede. 22x28'. Pub  af
$4.50. Sale §1.49
G527. Gasser: WINTER HARBOR. Tne

fisherman’s wharf on a calm sunny day with
glistening snow and lovelv greens and gold.
28x22"'. Pub. at $6.00 Sale 31.49

G533. JAPANESE PANEIL. Twirling dancec
in gorgeous kimono. accompanied hy a maoon
suitar player. against magniticent watectall
12x32’" Pub, at $4.50. Sale $t.19
G538. Monet: BO0ATS AT ARGENTEUIL,
Shimmering reflections of sailboats on the

Seine in delicate pastel colors 28%x22"”
Pub. at $4.50. Sale 351 .49

(494. Shumaker: MOUNTAIN RETREAT.
Rugged country landscape. gleaming with
heavv ° smow. 24x20". Pub. at $4.50.
Sale $1.49
G497. Degas: DANCERS ON STAGE. One
. _ = i . of the most beautiful masterpieces in his
(G398. Picasso: STILL LIFE WITH ANTIQUE famous ballet series (two dancers on stagei.
HEAD. Handsome brown and while composi- 22x28". Pub. at $4.50. Sale $1.49
tion 28x22'". Pub. at $4.50. Sale $.l.49 G514, Matisse: THE PURFLE ROBE.
G403. Monet: TULIPS IN HOLLAND. Fields Sparkling color in portrait of a young girl
of bright tulips with windmill and [farmhouse with bouquet of anmemones. 20x27 . Pub. at
in background. 28x22"". Pub. at. $4.50. $4.50. Sale $1.49
Sale $1.49 G515, Picasse: MOTHER AND CHILD. Ex-
G405. Matisse: GIRL WITH ANEMONES. quistftely tender portrait in delicate lines
Brilliant flower arrangement with red and against tans, Dblues and greens. 20x27'.
white tablegioth. 32x26'". Pub. at %12.00. Puly. at $4.50. Sale $1.49
Sale $1.49
G409. Renoir: BOATING. Young woman |
holding tiller ropes. with a man inoa kayak AUTHENTIC
in background. 32x26" Pub. at $12.00.
Sule $1.49 BULLFICHT
(+410. Utrillo: MONTMARTRE. “La Galette " POSTERS
the famous windmill landmark of Paris in
brilliant greens and tans. 31 % x25%". Pub. -
at $12 00. Sale $1.49
(G412. Utrillo: EGLISE DE STRINS. A superb- Originally
ly textured print of a characterislic street ublishad at
scene, 31x25°. Pub., at $9.00. Sale $1.49 P
| $3.75 each
G416. Eisendieck: NICOL AND NICOLETTE. i
A young woman and a little girl enjoying a 8501. BULLFIGHT |
lemonade on a boat club verandah 28x24"". POSTER — Madrid. |
Pub., at $12.00. Sale $1.49 Y2'x1 %', Pub. at |
$3.75. Sale $1.49 ¢

G425. Audubon: RUFFED GROUSE. Most
decorative portrait of this woodland favorite

B502. BULLFIGHT !

against colortul foliage. 23 % x19”, Pub. at POSTER — Barce- §
$7.50 Sale $1.49 lona. 3l

' | : Pub. at $3.75 -
G426. Monet: C.OhRNI(;]HE DE M(}hhz_\CO[. Sale $1.49
Superb view of the sharp-rising cliff o B503. BULLFIGHT
Monte Carlo. 30x24'. Pub. at $.12.OOS.ale §1.49 RS = Bl

_ manca. J3le'x] 0. |

G428. Audubon: MALLARD DUCKS: Superb Pub. ‘at. $3.75.

example of the great nature artist’'s portrayal Sale 31.49

of this colorful species. Ideal for office or g o |
den. 233 x19". Pub. at $7.50.  Sale $1.49 IR S 8
G431. Wyeth: MARSHALL roOINT LIGHT,. cnca. 37X %,
MAINE., The calm grandeur of the light- Pub. at $3.75. |
house as§ the Point is pounded .by sur%ing Sale $1.49 |
surf—a truly wmasterly watercolor, 24x19% "~

Pub. at $4.50. Sale $1.49

GA437. Maraquet: BOAT SCENE. The lagoon at MANGO.

WOYNIAN WITSH

G516.

Gauguin:

Venice at sunset—painted with a delightful Portrait of a handsome unative of the South
oriental quality 27 7=x22'i"". Pub. at $6.00 3eas in vibrant blue, gold and red. 20x27".

Sale $1.49 Pub. at $4.50. Sale $1.49
G443. Pike: CAMPERS. Rich in autumnal  GS517. Renoir; THE  WASHERWOMAN.
flavor—campers choosing a site near a Peasant woman at a brook, in s0ft spring-
stream, 28x20". Pub. at $4.50. Sale $1.49 like tones with textured brush sirokes.
G444. Bradbury: EBB TIDE. White gulls 20x27". Pub. at $4.50. Sale 31.49
againsi pastel clouds and waters. in a striking G520. Picasso: THE WHITE CLOWN. Strik-
seascape. 28x20°". Pub. at $4.50. Sale $1.49 ing silkscreen of the charming favorite.
G447. Gauguin: NEVERMORE. Reclining printed on cocoa-brown ‘textured paper.
rose-toned figure against a symbolic back- 20x251', . Pub. at 37.30. Sale $1.49

sround of pinks and purples. 27% X22".

Pub. at $4.350. Sale 3$1.49

G454. TUtrillo: LAPIN AGILE IN WINTER.
viontmartres famous cafe covered with snow

—in mused colors. 32x26’°. Pub. at $4.50.
Sale $1.49

G476. Huygzens: PROFUSION OF BEAUTY. SR O R : g
Dutch floial arrangement in sparkiing color. e T DAt B R g ,.
with a bird's nest and butterflies. 19x24%"". ¥ 3 : S Fals @
at $4.50. Sale $1.49 ey A S L s L

Wheat: GOOD OLD WINTERTIME. i PR RS A E
perspective. lively winter landscape, b : e A B o B e B
sleigh rides. etc. 31x23% . Pub. S R A SR St o8 U Voo S S
Sale $1.49 S e N Pl R A :

PEACEFUL VALLEY. SRR S e s e A
Country landscape. blending a gold wheat PR R s
field with mutied Dblue-green mountains.
283x20"". Pub. at $4.50. Sale $1.49 - : ‘ : ,
G480. Pike: AHEAD OF THE WIND, Liuger- R R R e e S
g sun  swirling palms ‘and purple clouds in 2 ‘ s it :

a Caribbean - pre-storm' 28x20". R R SEOT S
Pub. at 34.50. Sale $1.49 : i ; RS e R
G48i. Bradbur'y: SHELTER RAVY. A striking DI AR : :
variety of greens in this lyrical view of the : RS _, R e A
Caiilornia coast. 28x20". Pub. at $4.50. g Ky R 3

GS22. Gasser: INLAND COVE. Gulls again:st
the blue-green waters of a deep inlet. with a
fisherman beaching a red boat. 273, x21] ..
Pub. at $6.00. Sale $].49

Pub,

G477.
DeeD
hocgey.

at 54.50.

G479. shumalier:

'l -
R : e s e

sScene,

g

G539. Toulouse Lautrece: PROFILE O A
WOMAN. Exciting portrait of a head wiriust
a beige background, livened by acceabs of
white and aquamarine. 22x28". Pub.  ai
$4.50. Sale H1.49

G540. Brayer: CHEVAUX EN CAMARGUIE
Colorful autumn scene in  brilliant BbBucnt
orange and light greernl with Norses,
ilamingoes and cranes. 28x22°°. Pub. it
$4.50. Sale 5i. 49
G541. Matisse: INTERIOR, FLOWERS AND
PARROTS: Deep colors in a still lite accamge-
ment of cage and flowers on a table by :n
open door, 22 x 28'". Pub. at 54.50. Sale | 49

GS542. Silverman: BOATS IN HARBOR: Sausll
cratt with gaily colored sails formi an ex: o
composition against the blue of the Maeduter-
ranean. 28 x 22°. Pub. at $4.50. Sile | 49
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G492. Gasser:

SOLITUDE. Immense Junes R e

igdet—study in  absolute
Pub. at $6.00. Sale $1.49
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