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Now at last science has discovered
a new delightfully thrilling way to
take off fat—to lose up to 25 Ibs.
safely! The secret is that Kelpi-
dine Candy satisfies your craving
for high calorie foods! It keeps
you from overeating—the reason
most doctors give for being fat!
It's the best aid to will power, cuts
your craving for foods!

NO DANGEROUS DRUGS!
NO HARDSHIP DIETS!

Here is thrilling news for fat
folks! You can lose up to 25 Ibs.
in 25 days by simply nibbling on
tasty appetite satisfying candy,
whenever you are tempted to

TOUR MONEY BACK IF YOU
DON'T REDUCE TO THE
WEIGHT THAT MOST
BECOMES YOU!

Thousands of people were amazed
to find that Otis delicious candy
plan actually takes off weight—
without dangerous drugs, starva-
tion diet, or hard-to-fpllow-
methods. Here's one way to re-
duce that you will want to con-
tinue with to keep of fat! The
Kelpidine Candy Plan helps you
curb your appetite for fattening
foods, helps keep you from over-
eating. Now you reach for a
delicious sweet candy instead of
fattening- foods—it kills the over-
powering urge to overeat—to eat
between meal-snacks. Your crav-
ing for rich, fattening foods is
satisfied with this candy plan.

Almost like magic you begin to
enjoy this plan for reducing.
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SCIENTIFICALLY AND
CLINICALLY TESTED!

That amazing ingredient in Kelpi-
dine candy- is the most remark-
able discovery for fat people ever
made. It's been tested by doctors
in test-after-test. The results
were far better than doctors ever
hoped for! The results were re-
ported in medital journals
throughout the world! Doctors
are invited to write for details.

HERE'S HOW TO REDUCE
AND STAY SLIM!

Most people are fat because of
overeating—too much high calorie
fattening foods—to your amaze-
ment you will want to keep on
eating this delicious candy even
after you have reduced to the
weight that most becomes you and
you'll keep your weight off that
way!

AMAZING DISCOVERY
OF SCIENCE!

The Kelpidine Candy plan is the
result of scientific research for
years for a new discovery for
something that will stop your
craving for fattening food and also
satisfy your appetite. This deli-
cious candy does not turn into ugly
fat, it gives you the same feeling
of fullness you have after you
have eaten a satisfying meal. It
Kill; “your desire to overeat—it
kills your craving for bedtime
snacks and for in-between meal
snacks. It's so safe even a child
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can take it without bad effects.
With Kelpidine Candy all you
taste is its deliciousness—you
can't tell the difference!

KELPIDINE CANOY IS
DIFFERENT!

The amazing clinical tested and
proven reducing substance con-
tained in Kelpidine Candy is pre-
scribed by many doctors—Don't
be misled by imitation products—
Kelpidine Candy is the result of
scientific research and is the last
word in Reducing.

DON'T CUT OUT FOODS" CUT

DOWN ON CALORIES!

You never starve, you always feel
full with Kelpidine Candy plan—
You'll never suffer hunger pangs—
Your desire for high calorie fat-
tening foods is always satisfied!
With Kelpidine Candy Plan you
eat the same quantity of foods—
you merely cut down on the high
calorie rich foods with the help of
Kelpidine Candy. You eat as
much as you want, your calorie
intake will be less—That’s the de-
lightful amazing thing!

YOU GET A LIBERAL
SUPPLY OF CANDY!

Try the liberal supply of Kelpi-
dine Candy Plan on our 10-day
no risk offer. Keep a record of
your weight—if you are not
pleased with your loss of weight;
if you can taste any difference
between this candy and your
favorite candy—return for refund.
Just fill out coupon and mail to
AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS CO..
Dpt. K235, Candy Division, 318
Market' St., Newark, New Jersey.

1
PLAN!

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

You must be entirely satisfied with
your loss of weight— This candy must
taste as good as or better than your
favorite candy— You must get rid of
dangerous excess fat or your money
will be refunded— Don't delay— You
have nothing to lose but excess weight
so mail coupon below now!
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Let this delicious candy plan help you control 4

your desire for fattening food! Let it help '

you put a stop to the habit of overeating—
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candy contains that new discovery many

doctors prescribe to help curb your desire to SAMPLE
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You Good Pay-Bright Future-Security
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The note said Durk Pastor would die this night. . . .

One Night
al

Sadie Hogan's

By RAY GAULDEN

Copyright, 1948, by Standard Magazines,
Inc., and originally published in July,
1948. THRILLING WESTERN

URK PASTOR sat alone at a
D card table in Sadie Hogan’'s
Big Corral and tried not to look at
the batwings, tried not to let the
crowd know that he was the least bit
worried. But he couldn’t help being
a little worked up. There was sweat
on his forehead and the palms of his
hands, and he wished somebody
would open a window. It was like an
oven in this place.

He glanced down at the little piece
of paper he had stuck in his shirt
pocket. He didn't need to read it
again to know what it said. An hour
ago, old Limpy Smith, who owned
the livery stable here in town, had
come rushing into the barroom and
handed Durk the piece of brown
wrapping paper which, Limpy said,
someone had left pinned to the door
of his little cubby-hole office while
he was out to supper.

(Continued on page 8)
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The note was addressed to Durk
Pastor and it read:

I guess you didn't know that John
Banks had a kid. But he did. For a
long time. I've been looking for you,
Durk Pastor, and tonight I'll watch you
die. Tommy Banks

Durk Pastor had read the note and
laughed, even though he didn’t really
feel like it. He had said that if any-
body was looking for him, he would
be waiting. Of course, old Limpy
Smith had read the note and he hadn’t
been able to keep his big mouth
closed. Now everybody knew about
it, and they were all waiting to see
what would happen.

Some of them had slapped Durk on
the back and said if he needed help,
they would be there to lend a hand.
But he knew they didn’'t mean what
they said. The people of this town
hated him and would like nothing bet-
ter than to see him out of the way.
They just talked nice to him because
they were afraid he would come out
on top like he had always done.

Durk jumped a little when Sadie
Hogan, the mountainous woman who
owned the Big Corral, came padding
up behind him.

Durk scowled.

“Oh, it's you,” he said ungraciously.

Sadie’s fleshy face wore a worried
look. “You're not getting nervous, are
you, Durk?” she asked. “You're not
worried about this Tommy Banks
gent?”

Durk laughed. “Me, worried? You
ought to know better than that.”

ADIE did not look too relieved.
S “l don't know what this Tommy
Banks has got against you, Durk, and
I don't care,” she said. “You're my
friend and if you say the word. I'll
have a couple of my boys watch the
door.”

Durk Pastor’s lips flattened and his
ryes flashed at her. “I don’t need any
of your help. Quit sticking your nose
in my business.”

“Sure, Durk. Don t get mad at me.
I was only trying to help.”

“All right, so you were only trying
to help. Let’s forget it.”

A man at the bar called to the fat
woman, and Durk was glad when she
moved away. Confound it, she was
always getting in his hair.

Durk poured himself another drink
from the half-empty bottle on the
table, then turned his eves toward the
bar. He saw Bart Steele looking his
way. Steele had his back to the
cherrywood bar, one boot heel hooked
over the brass rail and a glass of
whisky in his hand. There was, Durk
thought, something like mockery in
the big man’s eyes.

Durk Pastor cursed under his
breath. Some day he and Steele would
lock horns, but now was not the time.
Steele was disliked on this range as
much as Durk Pastor. He was a bad
man to fool with and he was fast with
a gun. Durk knew that a lot of folks
were wondering which one of them
would come out on top in a shoot-out.
One of these days they would have a
chance to find out. It couldn’t go on
much longer.

Bart Steele owned the big 77 Ranch
at the lower end of the valley. He had
been well on his way to gobbling up
the entire range till Durk Pastor had
come along.

Ten years ago Durk had robbed and
killed old John Banks, the express
agent, down in Ranger, Texas. Durk
had got away clean, certain that no
one had seen him. He had come north
to this town of Deertrail and bought
the big Horseshoe Ranch at the upper
end of the valley. He had looked out
over the rich green land and told him-
self that some day he would own the
whole shebang.

He had done all right for himself.
He had hired some tough riders and
showed a lot of folks that he meant
business. Steele was the one man he
couldn’'t handle. They had a certain
respect for each other, but they

weren't kidding themselves. They
(Continued, on page 128)
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ARRY SEVERN was leaning against

the porch rail of Sam Teller’s house.
He was leaning there for three reasons—
because the shade of an adjacent elm
took the curse off the hot, bright, nooning
sun, because from here he could watch
the courthouse across the way, and be-
cause it gave him a chance to talk with
Peg Teller.

Nobody knew just where Harry Severn stood in this range feud,

yet because he was a fighter, they eared— everybody eared
1«
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Peg was standing on the porch be-
hind Harry Severn, a dust cloth
around her head and a broom in her
hands. She, too, was gazing toward
the courthouse. A buggy and several
buckboards were halted in the street
and there was a scattering of saddlers.
Three men, small farmers from Horse
Flats to the north, were grouped by
the open door of the courthouse and
peering inside. The men seemed
angry.

Peg came closer to the porch rail.
She spoke over Harry Sevein’s shoul-
der.

“l guess Martin’s on the stand now,”
she said.

Severn nodded. “Probably.”

“What do you think, Harry? Will
he stick to his story?”

Severn, gloomy and silent, shook
his head. He was a chunkily built
young man with powerful wrists and
hands, and dark, tough features. He
was also—as he freely would have ad-
mitted—tough-minded. There was no
nonsense about Harry Severn. You
looked out for Number One first, for
if you didn't, you were likely to wind
up behind the eight ball. That was
Harry Severn’s philosophy, driven in-
to him by. a foster father's bull whip
and learned anew on dim, borderland
trails. There was a deputy sheriff's
badge on his coat.

Sam Teller came out of the house
and paused on the porch. He was a
small, neat man in his early fifties. A
diamond stud gleamed on his white
shirt front. His eyes were, blue and
hard. He nodded to his daughter and
Severn.

“They won’t convict him,” he said.

“But Martin saw the whole thing,”
Peg said protestinglv. “Martin says
Monahan never had a chance. Jean
Targen just pulled his gun and shot
him down.”

“They won’t convict him,” repeated
Sam Teller.

“Maybe,” said Harry Severn, “I
made a mistake. When | brought Jean
Targen in, some of the Home Flats

boys stopped us. They wanted to
string Jean up. Maybe | should have
let’ em.”

“No,” said Teller, “you did right.
You brought Jean in—that was your
job. And—" he smiled faintly—*“Cole
Devoe will get him off. That's his
job.”

“But Martin—" began Peg.

“Martin,” said Teller, “will switch
his story. Martin has a wife and Kids
to take care of. That's his job.” He
went down the steps and looked back
at Severn. “It's a hard world, Harry.”

EVERN made no reply. He
watcher Sam Teller cross the
dusty street and enter the Blue Bull
Saloon. Teller owned the Blue Bull.
Peg made mechanical sweeping mo-
tions with her broom. She was small,
like her father, and had high cheek-
bones and full, half-smiling lips. Her
eyes were large and darkly expres-
sive. Sam Teller claimed that Peg’'s
mother, who had died when Peg was
born, had been a very beautiful wom-
an. Severn could believe that.

He spoke suddenly. “How old are
you. Peg?”

“Twenty-two.” The girl looked up.
“You know, Harry, that's the first
personal question | ever remember
you asking me.”

“Well—” Severn frowned, then said
evasively, “l didn't think you were
that old.”

“l am, though. I've been around.”

Severn nodded. He ggessed Peg
had seen a good many places. Sam
was a professional gambler and he had
played all the boom towns, dragging
Peg along with him. Sam had landed
here in Brinker City at about the
same time Harry Severn had—three
years ago. Sam had bought the Blue
Bull Saloon and sworn to Peg that he
was settling down for good. Maybe
he was and maybe he wasn't. Sam
Teller was a restless person.

“Did Cole Devoe come in town to-
day?” asked Peg.

“Yes. But he’s not at the trial.”



NO GUNS

“Bob came in, too?”

“l guess so. If he did, he’'ll show
up here pretty quick.” Severn grinned
slightly. “Bob Devoe's a nice feller.
He'll come into a barrel of money
when old Cole dies.”

Peg leaned on her broom. She
stared defiantly. “Anything wrong
with money?” she demanded.

“Nope. Wish | had a bucketful.”

“Sam’s right,” said Peg. “It's a hard

FOB HIKE 13

“We understand each other, don't
we, pardner?”

“l guess we do, Peg.”

“Do we?” Peg gave a brittle laugh.

She turned abruptly and ran into
the house. She slammed the door.

For a moment Severn frowned after
her. Then his attention went back to
the courthouse. Something was hap-
pening across the way. The three men
by the courthouse entrance surged

THE BEST OF THE WEST

1VTHY s it that stories about the Old West outnumber by
"' tens of thousands the tales written about any other plaee
or period in all the history of the world? Why are they
favorites even in foreign countries whose own pasts were
filled with lance-toting knights and cutlass-swinging buc-
caneers?

There is no one answer, of course. We would say the
Western story’s popularity is due to a combination of things,
ineftiding the challenge of a vast new land in a world whose
garden spots had been thickly populated for generations.
Here was adventure and danger in a country of mighty
mountains and rivers and prairies without end. Here was
splendor in waterfalls and waterless wastes and rainbow'-
litied canyons, a threat of death from Indian arrows and
grizzly hears that could break a man in two with the swing
of a paw'.

But again, and who knows just why, the most popular
period of the West is not the early mouutain-man period
but the later one of the cowboy, the man on a horse so often
called on to perforin superhuman feats with a sixgtm and a

forty-foot length of rope. And out of the thousands of

Westerns we have published,

it is mostly stories of this

favorite type we have selected for this year’'s annual. We
hope you enjoy them— the Best of the West-—as much as

we did.

world. You're a fool if you don't take
what comes your way.”

“That'’s right,” said the deputy.

His ready agreement seemed to
anger the girl. She flushed.

“Alice Devoe,” she remarked cut-
tingly, “is a nice feller, too, isn't she,
Harry?”

The deputy was silent. Uneasily he
rubbed his chin.

Peg leaned closer. Her dark eyes
softened as she said quietly:

“We aren’t fools, are we?”

“No-0. | guess not, Peg.”

— The Editor

forward, then halted as they were
joined by two more from inside the
building. The five—all Horse Flats
men—stood there in an angry group.
One of the men yelled at someone in
the courtroom and shook his fist.

Sheriff Mark Trimble, spare, angu-
lar and graying, hustled out of the
courtroom. He pushed through the
knot of Horse Flats men with a swim-
ming motion of his long arms and hur-
ried across the street toward Severn.
The deputy straightened.

The sheriff strode up to Severn.
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“Get your horse,” he said in a low
voice. The sheriffs brown eyes were
worried.

The deputy settled his coat. “Mar-
tin?” he asked briefly.
The sheriff nodded. “That's it. He

just got off the stand. He switched his
story—says now that Monahan went
for his gun first.”

“So Cole Devoe did get to Martin,
did he?”

The sheriff looked uncomfortable.
“Get your horse,” he repeated.

“I've already got it. Over there.
Right by Martin’s.”

Good. I'll go in and get him. If we
can get him out of town before the
trial’'s over, we can make it without
any trouble.”

“Want me to go in with you?”

“No!” said the sheriff sharply. “You
ain’'t so popular with the Horse Flats
men, either. You just lay low. I'll get
him out to his horse. All I want you
to do is ride along with him out of
town. Maybe you'd better go all the
way home with him.”

“All right.”

HE sheriff hesitated. He gazed
doubtfully at his deputy.

“No trouble now,” he warned. “If
Horse Flats fellers try to start some-
thing with Martin, you just ease him
home easy.”

“All right.” said the deputy again.

The sheriff shook his head in wor-
ried fashion and hastened back to the
courthouse. Severn followed at a lei-
surely pace. He took his station by his
and Martin’s horses and waited

Through the open window of the
courtroom he heard a clipped, rapidly
speaking voice. The prosecution was
making its summation to the jury. It
wouldn’'t be long now, the deputy
guessed. Martin's testimony would
have collapsed the whole case against
Devoe’'s gunman, Jean Targen. The
judge would charge the jury, and the
jury would file out.

The verdict was now a foregone
conclusion. Jean Targen would go

free—free to try his expert hand at
another little killing.

Harry Severn looked down at his
law badge and scowled.

The majesty of the law! he thought
sourly. Which was strictly a laugh.
What his badge actually symbolized,
as he well knew, was the majesty of
Cole Devoe and his barrelful of
money.

The deputy jerked up his head.
Sheriff Trimble was escorting the
witness, Martin, from the courthouse.
Martin, an insignificant little rabbit
of a man, was crowding close to the
sheriff as the two rushed through the
group of Horse Flats men on the stoop.
Someone stuck out a foot and Martin
tripped. The sheriff caught the little
man by the arm and whisked him
down the steps. The Horse Flats men
started to follow.

The sheriff gave Martin a thrust
toward his horse, then whirled to face
the men behind him. Placatingly he
held up a hand.

“Now, now!” he cried. *“Careful,
boys. Watch it, boys!” His voice
sounded thin in that sunlit street.

Martin came on at a run. Severn
could see more men boiling out from
the courthouse—angry men, shout-
ing after Martin. A woman, sunbon-
net dangling on loose ribbons, popped
out. She was yelling and pointing her
finger at Martin. Her face was vicious-
ly contorted.

Sheriff Trimble remained solidly
planted on the walk. His two long
arms sawed the air. “Now, now!” he
pleaded again. “Easy, boys!”

Martin reached his horse, grabbed
the reins from Severn and scrambled
into saddle. For a moment Severn
held to Martin’s horse. “All right,” he
said soothingly. “No hurry. Just keep
your horse walking.”

Martin stared dully down at him
without answering. The deputy
stepped back, and Martin swung his
horse away from the hitchrack. The
deputy climbed into his own saddle.

A thick-set, black-bearded man
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strode out into the street beside Sher-
iff Trimble and stood motionless.

“Martin!” he called sharply, and
there was an intonation in that single
word that carried threat and shrivel-
ing contempt. Severn turned his
horse and followed Martin.

“Martin!” called the black-bearded
man again.

Severn saw Martin’s thin shoulders
quiver as if at the impact of a blow.
The little man did not look back.

“Severn!” called the black-bearded
man.

The deputy drew alongside Martin.
“Not so fast,” he said easily. “Just
a steady walk. We're not running.”

The two horses moved sedately
along the sun-hot street.

HiI

MJPEYOND the town limits, Severn
glanced back. The walk where the
sheriff had taken his stand now was
empty. Most of the Horse Flats men,
so Severn judged, had straggled back
into the courtroom to wait the con-
clusion of the trial. A few, however,
remained in the street, were getting
their saddlers from the tie-racks.

To one side was the long figure of
Sheriff Trimble. He was flourishing
his arms, expostulating, apparently, to
the solidly planted black-bearded
man.

The deputy had a feeling of un-
easiness. It looked to him as if those
few Horse Flats men were preparing
to come after Martin. He kneed his
horse. “All right,” he said to Martin.
“We can go a little faster now.”

They left the small town of Brinker
City glinting heat shimmering in the
trough below them. They followed
the Horse Flats trail, Severn and little
Martin, through the bench grasslands
toward Squaw Gorge. As the trail
climbed, the pasture thinned and
browned. Rock heaps appeared. An
occasional bullpine made its solitary
showing. The two riders halted. Mar-
tin rolled a cigarette. He stared at

the deputy and spoke for the first
time.

“Them crooked lawyers!” he said.

Tire deputy was inscrutably silent.

There was a sort of wild defiance in
Martin’s eyes. “They twist a man
around!” he cried. “A man don't
know what he’s saying!”

The deputy considered him remote-
ly. He knew it was no lawyer who
had twisted Martin around—it was
fear. That, and maybe a few thin
droppings from Cole Devoe’s barrel-
ful of money. Now a new fear was
taking hold of Martin—fear of his
neighbors, the Horse Flats men whose
cause he had betrayed. Martin was
the lonely little man, one of the many
little men of this world fated to walk
always in fear.

A faint pity stirred the deputy. He
said gently, “You told me you saw
the whole thing. You told me Mona-
han never made a motion for a gun.
Jean just pulled and killed him. What
was it you told on the witness stand?
That Monahan went for his gun first?”

Martin shifted his gaze. “I don't re-
member,” he said sullenly. “When
those lawyers get at you—"

“Not lawyers. Who else got at you,
Martin?”

“That's a lie!” Martin shouted in-
stantly. “l know what you're think-
ing! You think Cole Devoe bought
me off. It's a lie!”

“Is it? It's what everybody’s think-
ing.”

“To hell with everybody!”

“Jean Targen,” Severn continued
implacably, “is going to get off clear.
Pretty soon he’ll shoot somebody else.
You won't be popular with the Horse
Flats folks after this, Martin. Maybe
you'd better pack up and move.”

“To hell with 'em!” shouted Martin.
“I'll move when I'm good and ready!”
He drew the back of his hand across
his stiffening lips, then gave a high-
pitched laugh. “A lot you've got to
talk about,” he cried. “You wearing
that badge! You're Devoe’s man your-
self!”
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The deputy shrugged. He didn't
bother to reply. “Maybe we'd better
get moving,” he suggested. “We might
have company.”

They went on. Martin glanced nerv-
ously behind him. He gazed at Severn
with frightened eyes.

“I'm not scared of 'em,” he pro-
claimed thinly. “That's not why I'm
pulling out.”

“But you're pulling out.”

“Why not? | sold my place the
other day.”

“Let me guess,” said Severn.
sold to Devoe.”

Martin looked down at his hands.
“Yes,” he muttered.

Severn nodded. The pattern was
clear now. The price Martin had re-
ceived for his switch in testimony was
the price Devoe had given him for his
small dab of land. Monahan dead and
Martin gone—another victory for Cole
Devoe, another set-back for the Horse
Flats hoemen who were encroaching
upon Devoe’s barony of land and cat-
tle.

The trail mounted to the rim of
Squaw Gorge. Stunted pine, free
undergrowth, made a scattering stand
here, the shadow-laced way soft with
its layer of brown needles. The horses
moved quietly.

Martin rode with twisting head and
sharp, darting eyes. Severn felt
vaguely drawn to the frightened little
man. In a way, he mused, he himself
was also a frightened man—only his
was different from the physical fear
that was Martin’s. Moodily the deputy
thought of the mission which had
brought him to Brinker City, a mis-
sion that still was unaccomplished.
For so long had he hesitated.

“You

E WHO hesitates, Severn thought
wryly, is frightened. Me and
Martinl He made a grunting noise
deep in his throat.
Martin jerked around.
something?”
“No,” replied the deputy. “l was
just laughing. 1 was wondering if

“You say

I shouldn’t pull out, too.”

Martin didn’'t seem to hear. He was
staring at something beyond the fringe
of trees. He pointed a shaking finger.

“Look!”

Obscure amidst the lattice of sun
and shadow, jogged a little band of
riders, all Horse Flats men, and the
last in the line was the black-bearded
man who had called after Martin in
town.

‘*Krantz,” Martin whispered.

The deputy halted his horse.

“Wait,” he counseled.

Severn and Martin sat motionless.
The Horse Flats men filed on and
were all but lost among the trees.
Then they turned, and Severn knew
that he and Martin had been seen.
The riders angled across to the trail
ahead of Severn and Martin. They
turned again and came on straight
toward the waiting two.

The deputy brushed back his coat,
exposing his holstered gun. He shifted
to one side, his weight resting almost
wholly upon the left stirrup. He
scanned the faces of the oncoming
men and noted with a gloomy satis-
faction that only two of the riders
really counted, only two were dan-
gerous. They were the black-bearded
middle-aged Otto Krantz who was a
kind of leader among the hoemen and
small ranchers of Horse Flats, and
young Tom Bailey who had been a
close friend of the dead Monahan.
Krantz was in the fore now, the whole
group swinging along with a grim,
passionless rhythm.

Severn laid a hand on Martin’'s
knee and felt the trembling of the
little man. He spoke out to Krantz,
his voice rising softly above the
muffled thud of hooves.

“Whoa,” he said.

The black-bearded Krantz gazed at
him steadily and made no check to his
pace. He lifted his right hand, palm
forward.

“We have something to say,” he
answered. He spoke with a slight
thickness, each word separate.
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Severn sent his horse forward a
step. “Whoa!” he said again.

This time, no more than twenty feet
away, the Horse Flats men halted.
Krantz brought his right hand down,
directing a stubby finger at Martin.

“You!” he pronounced in his thick
voice. “You will—"

“I'll tell him!” Tom Bailey surged
up beside Krantz. He was a big man,
muscled like a young stallion and
with a wild glint in his eyes. “I'll
tell the lying little Judas Iscariot!”
he cried chokingly. He stretched forth
a curling hand. “See this, Martin?
Well, if | ever run across you again,
I'll wring your—"

“Shtop it!”

There was the bark of the drill-
master in Krantz's voice now. He
grabbed Bailey's arm. Bailey fell
sullenly silent. He shook off the re-
straining grip.

Otto Krantz nodded composedly.

“That is better. Remember, we
agreed. No trouble.”
Severn spoke flatly. “There'll be

no trouble. Otto.”

Krantz's beady little eyes flickered
contemptuously toward the deputy.
“But you would like it, is it not so,
Severn? You would like a chance to
use your gun on one of us the way
Jean Targen used his?"

Severn started to reply, then
changed his mind. Behind him he
heard Martin’s quick indrawn breath.

“Now look, Oftto,” Martin said,
earnest-voiced, speciously calm, “I
know what you and all the rest are
thinking. But it ain't so. Just because

. . Well, when that lawyer got to
twisting me around and I—I'm . . .
Well—” Martin’s voice, weakening
under the flinty contemplation of the
Horse Flats men, died gaspingly away.

OR A moment there was silence.
Then as if there had been no inter-
ruption, Krantz said:
“No, we are not here for trouble.
It is to tell you something, Martin.
You must leave at once. We do not
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want a man like you for a neighbor.
We do not want to see you again.”

“Yeah?” There was an attempt at
bluster in Martin’s tone. “And sup-
posing | don’'t want to leave? I've
got my rights!”

“No!” Krantz interrupted sternly.
“A man like you has no rights. But
we think of your wife and children.
So we have agreed among ourselves.
We will pay you fifteen hundred dol-
lars for your land.”

“So that's the game! You want to
squeeze me out!” Martin gave his
high-pitched laugh. “You're too late,

Otto. I've already sold—for twenty-
five hundred!”

“You idiot!” cried Severn. “Must
you talk?”

Krantz was gently smiling. “Yes,”
he said, “he must talk. He is that

kind. He has betrayed us, and now
he betrays himself. Twenty-five hun-
dred is a big price for his place. Too
big. The man who paid that got
something else for his money. There
is only one man who—"

“Cole Devoe!” exclaimed Tom
Bailey. He laughed harshly as he
pointed at Martin. “Judas,” he said,
“has got his thirty pieces of silver.”

There was a growl and a surging
movement from the Horse Flat riders.
Severn put his hand to his gun.

Krantz had swung quickly to face
his companions.

“Remember,” he said sharply, “we
have agreed.” He looked toward Sev-
ern. “He is safe,” he remarked in a
guieter tone. “But he had better go
now.”

The deputy studied the black-
bearded man, then slowly nodded. He
spoke curtly to Martin.

“You won't be bothered.
traveling.”

Marlin moved forward. He cringed
as he passed the Horse Flats men. He
went on, disappearing in the shadowed
silence of the pines. Severn guessed
that he would never see the little man
again. Tomorrow Martin would be
pulling out. Behind him he was leav-

Start
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ing rancor and unrest and the stalking
threat of Devoe’s gunman, Jean Tar-
gen.

Severn started to turn away, then
paused. The Horse Flats men had
not stirred. They were waiting for
something. They regarded the deputy
with stony eyes. Krantz indicated
Severn’s badge.

“We do not like that. Severn.”

“What?” The deputy frowned, not
understanding.

“On you.” explained Krantz in his
heavy way, “that badge is a he. Jean
Targen is Devoe’s man. He pretends
nothing else. You pretend to be a
lawman. We do not like it.”

“l1 see.” Severn was sardonically
amused. “Anything you want to do
about it. Otto?”

Krantz nodded. “We have done it
Before we left town we spoke to
Sheriff Trimble. He is a good lawman,
but we cannot elect him again if he
keeps a deputy like you. That is what
we told him.”

“And what did he say?” asked Sev-
ern.

Krantz shook his head composedly.
"Nothing. But he will think about it
There was a time when Devoe could
bring in gunmen like you and Jean
Targen and run the country. Now it is
diffe'ent. There are more of us and we
have votes. Sheriff Trimble knows
that.”

Severn glanced down at his law
badge. His mind ran back to the day
he had come here—the two years he
had worked for Devoe.

“So you thunk Devoe brought me
here?” he said, without heat. “Like
Tarcen?”

“Would you deny it?” Tom Bailey
reined up beside Krantz. His face was
flushed and moist. He glared fiercely
at Severn. “Who was it got you that
deputy job?” he cried. “Wasn't it
Devoe? Who Was it that kept us from
stringing up Jean Targen? You did!
You—"

“Shud up!” Krantz had whirled
upon Bailey. “We agreed!” he shouted

“No trouble! Now please

angrily.
shud up.’
Bailey shrugged and was quiet. He

continued to stare at Severn.

HI

AMEVERN returned Tom Bailey’s
stare, his eyes sharp and mocking.
Bailey was moved by a personal an-
tagonism that ran deeper than the rift
between Devoe and the Horse Flats
men. Severn knew' it, and he guessed
the others did, too. Then he heard
Krantz speaking again.

“Yes,” Krantz was saying. “I think
Devoe brought you here. | think you
have a reason for being here. Is it
just to do Devoe’s gun work? Or are
you here for something else?”

The deputy looked at Krantz.

“And that,” he replied with drawl-
ing emphasis, “is none of your busi-
ness. Would you like to make it your
business?”

“Yes!” roared Tom Bailey suddenly.
“I'll make it my business! | want to
know about that little place he bought
over by North Pass. What did you
want with it. Severn?”

“Be still!” ordered Krantz.

“l wont’ be stilll Mayhe Devoe
would be interested in knowing the
truth about the stock he’s been miss-
ing! Maybe all of us would!”

“So now7 I'm a rustler?” Severn
laughed harshly. “Am | working for
Devoe or rustling from him? Make
up vour mind, Tom.”

Abruptly, without answering, Bailey
charged forward.

“Shtop it!” yelled Krantz.

Big Tom Bailey didn't hear. He
brought his horse to a plunging halt
almost on top of the negligently wait-
ing deputy.

“You and Jean Targen!” he cried
furiously. “Devoe’s butchers! Well,
Targen will never gun down anybody
else like he did poor Monahan! [I'll
see to that! And I'll take care of you,
too! You—you—” For a moment
wrath all but choked the big man.
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Then he bent toward the deputy,
jabbing out his finger. In a venom-
ously soft tone now he said, “And
here’s something else for you. | know
your game with Alice Devoe. She's
too—"

Harry Severn struck without warn-
ing. The flat smash of his palm across
the man’s mouth sounded like a whip-
crack. Tom Bailey reeled backward.
Severn left his saddle. His solid one-
hundred -and -seventy -pound weight
hit Bailey, and Bailey completed his
somersault off his horse. Both men
crashed to the ground.

Severn bounced to his knees. He
gripped Bailey by the shirt, jerked
him forward, and punched him in the
face. He released Bailey and swung
savagely with both fists.

The big man tried to squirm away;
he pawed wildly. He got his hand on
Severn’s wrist. Instantly his other
hand was clutching the deputy. Seven
struggled to get free. He was amaz-
ingly strong, big Tom Bailey was. He
had the crushing embrace of a bear.

Severn rolled back and forth. He
pumped his elbows to Bailey’s ribs.
Dimly he was aware of boots tramp-
ing close to him. He heard Otto
Krantz's excited shouting. Abruptly
Bailey transferred his grip to Severn’s
throat.

The deputy felt his eyes bulging.
He was strangling; his chest was on
fire. Desperately he tried to put his
knees in Bailey's stomach. Then a
weight landed heavily on his shoulder
and at almost the same time Bailey
relaxed his dreadful grip.

Someone pulled the deputy to a sit-
ting position. His mouth was open,
pulling in gasping draughts of air. His
vision cleared and he gazed up into
the hostile, threatening faces of the
Horse Flats men. His hand went to
his gun. The gun was gone.

“No, you don’t!” someone growled,
and both his arms were tightly
clasped.

There was no use struggling, for he
was helpless. The deputy sat quiet,

breathing deeply, staring with dawn-
ing comprehension at the inert form
of Big Tom Bailey. The black-bearded
Krantz was bending over the uncon-
scious man, holding a gun. Krantz,
the deputy guessed, must have
slugged Tom Bailey with the gun.

Krantz looked at the others. “It
was necessary,” he said regretfully.
“We agreed. We wanted no trouble.”

.No one answered.

Krantz straightened and holstered
his gun. He spoke sternly to the
deputy. “You will leave before Bailey
comes around. There will be no more
fighting.” He nodded to the men
holding Severn. “Let him go now.”

Severn’s arms were released. He
stood up and brushed off his coat.

“My gun,” he mumured.

“No!” said someone.

“Yes!” said Krantz.
to him!”

“Give it back

EVERN felt his gun slipped into
S its pouch.

Krantz gently shook his head. “I'm
not afraid,” he said. “I think you are
a gunman. | am not a gunman, but I
am not afraid. | think somewhere
you are wanted by the law. | will try
to find out about that. In the end we
will get rid of you and Jean Targen
and men like you. We will show men
like Cole Devoe that they are not
kings. Then this will be good coun-
try.”

The deputy was silent. His wild
anger was gone. He considered the
black-bearded Krantz with grudging
respect. Krantz, he decided, was
pretty much of a man.

“You will go now!” said Krantz.

Severn nodded vaguely and moved
toward his horse. As he swung into
saddle, he saw that Tom Bailey was
beginning to stir. The deputy paused.

“Otto!” he called.

“Well?" Krantz glanced up coldly.

Severn pointed to Tom Bailey.
“Keep him away from Jean Targen,
Otto. He'll kill him. Jean will, 1
mean. Tom won't have a prayer.”
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“And what do you care?” Krantz
raised his eyebrows. “Do you pretend
now that you love Tom Bailey?”

The deputy shrugged. “No,” he said
wearily. “Forget it. Let him get
killed if he wants to.” He spat and
rode stiffly away.

He left the Horse Flats trail and
rode eastward. Here the deputy was
on Devoe’s range. Boxed D cattle
grazed listlessly on the shadowed
eastern slopes of the hillocks. A band
of horses, tails and manes streaming,
flowed over a ridge line ahead of him.
Once, distantly, he glimpsed two of
Devoe’s riders. The riders waved be-
fore they passed from view.

To the north, near the notch in the
steeply rising foothills, was Harry
Severn’s small cabin and few acres of
grazing and woodland. He had bought
the place cheaply from a departing
homesteader. True, he never stayed
there. In fact, the deputy hadn't even
seen his place in the last month.
Nevertheless, it was still there, and it
was his. Ownership of land gave a
man a feeling of solidarity, it was like
having a nest-egg in the bank.

The sun dropped and rested warmly
on the deputy’s back and his thick
shoulders. He rode slowly, his head
bent in scowling meditation, thinking
of young Tom Bailey. Also, he was
thinking of Alice Devoe. Tom Bailey
and Alice had just about grown up
together. Alice, despite all she said
to the contrary, still liked Tom pretty
well.

Severn lost his scowl. He pulled out
the makings and rolled a cigarette.
Actually, he guessed, he didn’t need to
worry much about competition from
Tom Bailey. Tom wasn't likely to be
around long. He would try to Kill
Jean Targen to avenge Monahan’'s
death, and he would surely get a bul-
let for his pains. Exit young Tom
Bailey!

The deputy’s tough, dark features
twisted in a faint grin. He had been
raised in a hard school. You took ad-
vantage of the breaks. Otto Krantz
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had been right. It wasn't, he thought
defiantly, any of his business if Tom
wanted to get himself killed!

He puffed furiously for a moment,
then pinched out his cigarette and
tossed it away. He puckered his lips
as if he had a bad taste in his mouth.
Resolutely he stopped thinking about
Tom Bailey.

Severn’s horse moved more rapidly.
The animal knew now where they
were going. Below, sprawled on a
gentle slope, was Cole Devoe’s squat,
L-shaped ranch house and its numer-
ous outbuildings.

Severn rode up and dismounted by
the barn corral. He unsaddled and
watered his horse and put it up in the
barn, then went to the cookshack. A
little old man with a whiskery
monkey face appeared at the door-
way.

The old man’s name was Duffy and
he had been with Cole Devoe a long
time. He had a game leg and his
temper was uncertain. Severn nodded
to him cautiously, filled a basin and
began washing.

Duffy spoke abruptly. “It ain’t
chow time yet.”

“All right.”

Severn emptied the basin and
wiped it out with a nearby roller-

towel. He dried his face and hands
on a handkerchief and ran his fin-
gers through his heavy black hair.

“Of course,” Duffy went on petu-
lantly, “you might go up to the house
and get a hand-out from Mrs. Fenner.
If your stummick can stand that fancy
grub of hers.”

“l might, at that,” agreed the dep-
uty. He brushed dust from his cloth-
ing.

UFFY made"a snorting sound. He
had a feud on with Mrs. Fenner,
Devoe’s housekeeper. Duffy did not
approve of her style of cooking.
“Probably,” the old man grumbled,
“you’re going up to the house any-
way. All that duding up!”

“Probably,” said the deputy.
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Duffy repeated the snorting sound.
He stamped into the cookshack.

“Got some mulligan on,” he called
back angrily. “Probably, though,
you're getting too fine-haired for
man’s grub these days.”

Severn suppressed a smile. “Thanks,
Duffy,” he said humbly.

He went into the cookshack and
sat down by the stove. Duffy ladled
out a bowl of mulligan for him, poured
a mug full of coffee. The coffee was
so black it left a faint stain where it
slopped against the mug.

“That,” proclaimed Duffy, “is man’s
coffee!” He set a wedge of dried apple
pie beside the mug.

While Severn ate, Duffy leaned
upon a dough table and observed him
with scowling disapprobation. Severn
finished the last crumb of pie and
drained the coffee mug. He patted his
stomach.

“Now there,” announced the deputy,
“was man’s grub!”

Duffy grunted. His scowl became
less severe. It was plain he was
pleased. He dragged out a corncob
pipe.

The deputy rolled a cigarette. “De-
voe back yet?”

“Uh-uh.” Duffy shook his head.
“Trial over?”

“QOught to be. I left before it wound
up.”

For a time the two smoked in si-
lence.

“Martin switched his testimony,”

the deputy murmured then. “Says
now Monahan drew first.”
Duffy put away his pipe. A long

glance of understanding passed be-
tween the two men.

“Martin,” said Severn, “is pulling
out. He got twenty-five hundred for
that little pea-patch of his. Twenty-
five hundred!”

“What did you expect?” asked
Duffy. “Devoe hired Jean Targen,
didn't he? Did you expect he'd let
‘'em hang him?”

“l don't know what | expected.”
Severn looked down at his law

badge. “Maybe | let the shine of this
thing get in my eyes.”

“The law’s all right,” Duffy replied
mildly. “Maybe everything was all
right. Maybe Martin really did see
Monahan draw first.”

“Maybe.” The deputy gave a brief
laugh. “I guess a man can see most
anything when the price is right.”

“Uh-huh. And the other way
around, too.”

“What?”

“How’'s Peg Teller?”

“All right, I reckon. | was talking
to her this morning.” The deputy
frowned. “What's she got to do with
it?”

“Just making my point clear,”
Duffy replied drily. “Sometimes a
man can't see nothing when the price
is not right.”

Severn stood up angrily. “Some
day, Duffy, you're going to say too
much for your good.”

“No, I'm not. That's the fun of be-
ing old, Harry. You can say what you
want to and nobody won't hit you. 1
take advantage of it.” The old cook
grinned maliciously. “Think you're
a pretty hard case, don't you, Harry?
Well, you're not. You're just as hu-
man as anybody. What you scared of,
Harry?”

“What!” Severn gave a start.

Duffy slapped his thigh delightedly.
“Got you that time, Harry! [I've
watched you a lot, and | always fig-
ured you were scared.”

“You keep your figuring to your-
self!” shouted Severn. He took a step
forward.

Duffy calmly shook his head. “I
won't, neither! And you can’'t make
me! Me, I'm not scared of nothing nor
nobody. Not you or Jean Targen or
Cole Devoe or—or—" The old cook's
expression changed. “Yes, | am, too.
Did you ever notice her eyes, Harry?
Look at 'em close some time. You can
see the whites all around. They're
glazed kind of like china.”

The deputy turned toward the door.
“l think,” he said wearily, “that
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you're a little crazy, Duffy.”

“Yeah? Well, I'll tell you some-
thing. Cole Devoe's scared of her, too.
What you think of that?”

The deputy laughed. “You've got
Mrs. Fenner on the brain, Duffy! You
think she’s going to poison Cole?”

“Her? That old battle-ax! Who's
talking about her?” Duffy snorted his
disgust. “You're too dumb to live,
Harry. Well, maybe you won't live
long . .. No, don't grin—I mean it
1 mean it! | kind of like you, Harry,
so I'm telling you. I've got a hunch
that one of these fine days the boss
will sick Jean Targen on you.”

“Eh?” Severn sobered instantly. He
leaned against the door jamb and
rubbed his chin. “Now why,” he
asked curiously, “would Cole Devot
want to sick Jean Targen on me?”

“l didn't say Cole Devoe. | said the
boss"

v

I nTENTLY Severn gazed at Duffy.
The old cook returned the stare. Then
abruptly, as if losing interest in the
conversation, he went to the stove. He
spoke casually above the rattling of a
stove-lid.

“l1 hear Mrs. Devoe is coming back
from her visit East. Cole expects her
tomorrow.”

“That's nice.” Severn Kkept rubbing

his chin. Slowly he said, “It don’t
sound reasonable. Even if she did
have something against me, she

wouldn't get . . . Why, great glory,
Duffy! That's enough to raise the hair
on your head! The idea of a high-class
woman like her getting Jean Targen
to gun anybody!”

“I've been around here a long
time,” cut in Duffy. “ know some hair-
raising things.” He lowered his voice
impressively. “l can tell you this,
Harry—Cole Devoe is a haunted man.
Him and her both. There's a spook
they can't lay. | could tell you more,
but I ain’t going to.”

The deputy was tactfully silent. He
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had the conviction that old Duffy
needed a long rest.

Duffy nodded. “I know what you're
thinking—1I'm old and crazy. Maybe I
am. Don’'t pay no attention to me!”
He banged the stove-lid in a show of
rage. “Now get out of here! Get!”

The deputy left the cookshack, won-
dering if Duffy really were crazy
Crazy or not, the old man could make
uncomfortable remarks.

Why had he mentioned Peg Teller?
And why say he, Harry Severn, was
scared? Actually, he wasn’'t scared—
not the way old Duffy meant. Only
sometimes there were 