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A SIX-GUN DUEL PLUNGES JIM PLEASANT

scared wolf. His bullet only pierced the
shoulder of Rizdal, but since it arrived
at its mark just a hundredth part of a
second before Rizdal pulled his trigger,
the latter fired into the ground.

Rizdal was, however, a man who had
a reward of eight thousand dollars hang-
ing over his head, and even when he was
thrown off balance he had the presence
of mind to observe that his horse was
bulkier than Jim Pleasant’s and that it
was on the inside of trail. He clutched
the flanks of his horse with the spurs,
and the frantic gelding leaped straight
into Pleasant’s mustang.

But Pleasant had seen the meaning of
that charge, and while the poor little
mustang spun head over heels towards
the canyon floor, his rider was clinging
to Rizdal.

Mr, Rizdal picked from the top of his
riding boot a long knife, while the
frightened horse plunged madly along
the winding curves. Pleasant saw the
knife, but he was not startled into an
act of folly. Rizdal deserved death, but
dead he was worth only five thousand
while, living, he was worth eight. Some
people thought that if the bank robber
were captured alive he might be induced
to surrender some of his spoils for the
sake of a lighter sentence. So instead
of pulling the trigger a second time,
Pleasant used the barrel of the Colt to
tap the robber on the head.

When Rizdal’s wits returned to him,
he found his captor sitting cross- legged
beside him on the trail.

“Well?” said Rizdal, sitting up. “You

came out best, as usual.”

“T've been wondering if it's worth
while, Charlie,” said Pleasant. ‘“It's a
long trip, and after you arrive at Fisher
Falls, they’ll hang you. Whachu think ?”

Mr. Rizdal nodded. “Well,” said he,
“you could put a bullet through me and
say it was done during the fight.”

Mr. Pleasant remarked absently,
“There’s three grand more in you alive
than dead. I think I'll take you in,
Charlie. Now, lemme have a look at
that shoulder.”

They patched up the shoulder between
them.

“If you want the cash,” said Rizdal,
“I could show you a quicker way. You
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turn me in and get that blood money and
I hang. Then you have my brother on
your neck, and Long Tom ain’t a joke to
play against. Now, what a cinch it
would be, Jim, to just meet up with Tom
and let him drop a chunk of banknotes
into your pocket. Say you take fifteen
thousand from Tom. Also, I don’t hold
no malice, particular. But Long Tom is
different. Think it over.”

-But if Pleasant thought the matter
over, he said no word, and later rode
with his prisoner into Fisher Falls to
the jail. . . .

DRIVING tramontana came down

from the white-headed upper range
that morning, and Pleasant was glad to
step out of the wind and inside the bank.
The clerks smiled at him—they knew
why he was there—and Lewis Fisher,
the president, came in with the broad-
est of smiles, also.

“Three years ago, Jim,” said he, in his
private office, “there wag fifteen thou-
sand against you. Now there’s barely
twenty-five hundred. That’s progress,
my boy. Only twenty-five hundred be-
tween you and freedom!”

Fisher was not yet sixty, but he was
the father of the town, had given it be-
ing and name, and he looked upon the
place with a child’s delight in a toy. He
was a public-spirited man. He had built
Fisher’'s theater; he had established
Fisher's Evening Democrat; and he had
allowed the town fathers to buy a cen-
tral tract which was to be turned into
a park, one day.

“I'm free enough, Mr. Fisher,” Jim
Pleasant answered.

“Never so long as you owe money,”
said the banker. “That’s the penalty of
speculation. Money makes strength;
also, it makes slavery. So clear yourself
of debt my boy. I want to see you get
on.’

Pleasant merely tucked into his wal-
let the release which sliced away so
large a part of his mortgage and stood
up.

“I'll be going along,” said he.

“Not even wait for a little celebra-
tion?"” asked Fisher. “Not wait for an
Evening Democrat reporter to get the
true story of the capture?”
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s III

THE next day Pleasant Jim asked to
see the judge and was told that the “old
man” had a full day. Then he received
a little message from the bank presi-
dent, Lewis Fisher. Mr. Fisher had
come upon evil days, said the note, and
he was forced to call in every outstand-
ing loan. He was sorry he had to ask
for Pleasant’s twenty-five hundred, still
outstanding.

The letter slipped from Pleasant’s
numb fingers and whisked across the
floor to Rizdal, who made no pretense
of not reading it as he picked it up.

“He’ll have the farm in a week, then,”
said Charlie Rizdal,

“I dunno what you mean,” murmured
Pleasant. “How can he need money?
His safe is full of cash securities.”

“But the old boy has a taste for
horses, and of course he’s glad not to
have to pay for them,” remarked the
other. “He’ll foreclose on you, and
auction off everything you've got!”

Pleasant groaned, then took new hope.
“If they wiped out my work, still they’d
have to leave with a good deal of cash!”

“You'll probably get about enough to
pay Fisher’s note.”

“I see,” chuckled Pleasant, greatly
relieved. “I was offered twenty thou-
sand dollars flat, no longer than three
months back, and I laughed at old
Grindle when he made the offer. Well,
he’d bid the place up that high, at least.
And Young and Chalmers would like my
farm, too.’

“If Fisher started bidding on that
place of yours, there ain’t a wealthy man
on the range would dare to bid against
him. They keep their hands off when
Figher goes after something, and he
keeps his hands off when they’ve got a
plum in the wind.

Pleasant Jim always had looked upon
the judge as rather a good-natured per-
son. On the morning of his examination
he changed his mind.

For Pleasant there appeared a gray-
headed lawyer from some city. Tom
Rizdal, of course, had procured such a
defender. The lawyer defended Pleas-
ant with gkill, but all was no good.

The judge battered through all of the
frail fences the lawyer reared. He fixed
bail ‘at ten thousand. It was instantly
offered by the lawyer, but the judge
calmly declared that he needed twenty

thousand, and that if twenty thousand
were brought, he would demand a hun-
dred thousand. In a word, he intended
to keep Pleasant in jail until the triak

*+ The second blow was far more serious.
It came from the soft hand of Lewis
Fisher, and all that Charlie Rizdal had
prophesied came to pass.

The news came in the form of a cheer-

ful httle note:

Dear Jim Pleasant,

How regrettable it all is! Your place was auc-
tioned off this morming. You will be as aston-
ished as I to learn that there really was no bid-
ding whatever. I think that the farm and every-
thing on it would have gone for fifteen hundred.
I didn’t want the place myself. However, I sim-
ply couldn’t sit by and see your place sacrificed
so utterly. It weould have left you a thousand
in my debt after losing your farm. Therefore, I
bid it in. What I'll do with it, I don’t know. But
as soon as you're out of your little difficulties of
the present, no doubt you’ll agree to manage the
property for me.

Yours most sincerely,
Lewis FIsHER

'Pleasant was staggered. Then, turn-
ing his back sharply upon Rizdal, he
went to the window and rested hxs el-

" bows on the sill.

The sun turned red in the west, and a
ruche of crimson and purple cloud came
around it, so that it had the look of a
drunken clown. Pleasant began to laugh,
and as he turned from the window he
saw Charlie Rizdal shrink away.

“It’s all right, Charlie,” said he. “I
ain’t crazy. Iwon't do any harm to you.
But one of these days I'm going to get
my hands on Fisher and I'll make his
wmdﬂlpe crackle under my thumb.”

“I have the stuff still waiting,” Rizdal
said quietly. “We can start tonight to
cut through. Or are you gomg to wait
to serve the prison term?’

Pleasant replied with a glance. He
dared not trust himself to speech. That
night they started work with the saws.

For a full three hours they worked,
when it became apparent that they could
not finish the task before the morning. .
A double trellis secured that window,
the inner one mere strips, the outer
of greater bars. Rizdal announced that
he would send word that they were com-
ing through the next night.

And by the foellowing midnight they
had completed the cutting. Then, quick-
ly taking down the inner bars, they
pried away the outer ones which were
secured only by the threads of steel they
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had left after their cutting. Rizdal had
two blankets knotted together, and he
slipped through the window first and
dropged to the ground. Pleasant fol-
lowed, and they moved softly to the rear
of the building.

HE night was warm and many peo-

ple were still up. A sudden alarm
sounded from the jail behind them. The
front door was cast open, and voices
shouted into the night. There was a
rush of three horsemen down the street,
shouting wildly that the jail was broken.

“They’ll have us like ﬁsh in a net,”
suggested Pleasant.

“Here comes our help now,” answered
Rizdal, and through the shadows came
two men, leading saddled horses.
“Ch'risty!” went on Rizdal. ‘“Here we
are!”

Christy, a short and broad-built sil-
houette, said, “Tumble aboard, mates.
Here, Charhe this is for you. And here's
somethlng spec1al for Pleasant.”

Pleasant Jim, in the act of throwing
himself into saddle checked himself with
an exclamation. “By the Eternal!” said
Pleasant. “It’s the Leinster gray! How
did you—"

“Take now and talk later,” urged
Christy. “We got to cut out of this
town.”

“Ride up the street with the first
swarm of gents that passes,” urged
Pleasant. “They’ll never recognize us in
the dark.”

So they came out of the trees and
joined a flurry of riders who were
pounding hard through the dust.
“What's up?” one of them called.

Christy answered in stentorian tones:
“Rizgial and Pleasant Jim have busted
jail.

The riders turned through the first
alley. “Who’s there!” called a voice,
and a shadow stepped from the brush
into the alleyway with the long barrel
of a rifle thrown across his forearm.

“Get out of the way!” called Christy.
“Pleasant and Rizdal escaped and rode
this way.”

The man drew back and the four went
on.

The racing gallop of the horses
pushed Fisher Falls behind them. Be-
fore them they had the narrowing can-
yon of the upper valley, with the moun-
tains drawing in like arms prepared to
gather up the fugitives, so that to Pleas-

ant the jagged outlines of the peaks
seemed delightful. They meant freedom.

The riders turned from the main val-
ley through a narrow ravine, and up this
they rode in the center of a little stream.
This was a gap in the trail which would
defeat pursuit even with dogs.

They left the creek and came in the
gray of the morning to a spacious pla-
teau where cattle were scattered., In
the midst was a farmhouse and Christy
bore boldly ahead for it. Rizdal ex-
plained that the farmer was “right” and
had been well-bribed long before.

The farmer welcomed the party and
sent his son to the head of the ravine
to keep a sharp lookout for any pursuit.
Presently four hungry men sat down to
a table covered with fried ham, baking-
powder biscuits, and great cups of
coffee.

Christy appeared in the morning light
as a pugilistic type, low-browed, deep-
chested and with extraordinarily long
arms.

“He’s what Tom calls an all-around
man,” Rizdal said. “He can blow a safe,
or use a can opener, and if it comes to
a pinch, he handles a gun the way you
admire. Now here’s Lefty. Lefty, what
would you say for yourself ?”

“Lefty” was just the opposite of his
stocky companion. Pale and thin of
face, with lank black hair falling over
his forehead, he had a detached air, and
his dull, dark eyes wandered slowly here
and there.

He smiled faintly, but said nothing to
explain himself, and Rizdal continued:
“Lefty has a talent for listening to a
combination and telling you what’s in its
mind. In addition, Lefty shoots a little

-straighter than almost anyone else, ex-

cept Tom or you, Pleasant. Boys, you
know Jim Pleasant put me behind the
bars, and he might have landed the rest
of us there if the fools who could have
used him hadn’t decided they’d double-
cross him. They'll pay through the nose
for that. Fellows, Jim's a man to take
to, and Pleasant, Lefty and Joe Christy
never will let: you down in a pinch.”

“I like straight talk,” Pleasant ob-
served. “You fellows got me out of jail
and I'm grateful but I'm not going to
throw in with you. I've worked for my
living, and it’s too late for me to switch
callings.”

He received sudden confirmation in
the vigorous voice of Christy.
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- “There ain’t any fool in the world,”
he declared, ‘“like the sap that goes
crooked when he can go straight.”

“You make up your mind any way
you want to jump,” Rizdal added, “be-
cause nobody’s going to press you here.
Tom thinks the world of you, and he’d
be the last man to want to drag you into
anything.”

FTER breakfast, they went to bed,
"\ assured by the farmer that fresh
herses would be saddled and ready for
them, and a strict watch kept.

“What price, Charlie, would your
brother put on the gray?”’ Pleasant
asked cautiously.

Rizdal smiled. ‘“Why, man, the horse
is yours, of course. And there’ll be a
thousand of clean money for you, as
soon as Tom arrives!”

So Jim Pleasant could not sleep at
once. In his brain and in his blood was
the thought of the gray, hauntingly per-
sistent. By noon he was out in the pas-
ture. With hungry eyes he devoured
the proportions of the tall stallion.
Beautifully balanced, made like a watch
for fineness, he possessed sixteen hands
and a half of go and stamina, and yet
Pleasant knew that the big fellow was
as neat-footed as a cat.

This horse, worthy of a king, had been
given to him by a thief, a smuggler, a
bank robber!

In a short time, the others appeared,
Christy and Rizdal to lounge about, but
Lefty withdrawing to the shade of a
tree where he unwrapped a small bit of
machinery and began to work with it,
his ear bent close to it.

“That’s a new combination,” Christy
explained to Pleasant. ‘“I've seen him

spend a hundred hours listening to the-

tumblers fall! Ain’t he hearing a pretty
story ?”’

But Pleasant left them and went back
to the pasture. - The Leinster gray was
eating sugar from his hand when Long
Tom Rizdal appeared in the middle aft-
ernoon.

He came on a strong bay, blackened
with sweat. He drew his brother
quietly aside.

“How did he go?” he asked.

“Steady as a clock,” answered
Charlie. “You were right about him,
Tom, but I don’t think he’ll throw in
with us. He is more interested in a
horse than in us.”

Long Tom thrust out his underhung
jaw.

“You don’t understand, Charlie,” said
he. “You've talked horse and money to
him. He needs something else!” He
went straight to Pleasant and took his
hand. “Pleasant, you've been put in
torment because of a boner that I pulled.
Now tell me what you want to do?”

“What can I do?”’ Jim asked rather
bitterly. “I’ve got the law after me!”

“Horses are your job, aren’t they?”

“They are.”

“Then pick some spot where there’s
good- grass and water. Change your
name, and buy the land and stock it with
the cash I'll give you. No man ever lost
money through me.”

“And let Lewis Fisher laugh at what
he did to me?” exclaimed Pleasant.
“They’ll have to kill me before I'll let
him do that!”

Long Tom sat down on a tree stump
and picked a Colt .45 from the spring-
holster beneath his arm-pit, lightly
bringing it to point on a white-faced
stone twenty yards away.

“Old Fisher sticks in your craw,
then?” said the smuggler. “But gun-
work—is that the thing for him ?”

Pleasant was silent. '

“Suppose that you walked in and blew
him full of holes,” said Rizdal. “He'd
leave his money and his land and his
work behind him for that chalk-faced
sneak of a nephew of his to inherit.
What sort of revenge would that be?
They’d simply make him out a martyr.”

Pleasant listened intently, his eyes
upon the gun.

“Suppose, though, that you were to
snake the soul out of that fat-faced
hound and leave him alive to groan and
yell ?” '

“What’s his soul?’ asked Pleasant
Jim.

“I dupno just how much there is of
it,” replied the other with a smile, “but
I can tell you where it lives. It’s in the
big safe where he keeps his own cash
and securities. Suppose that the doors
of that safe swung open, there would be
the soul of Mr. Fisher to handle the way
we please.” You follow me?”

“You mean to crack that safe, Tom ?”’

“I mean to crack that safe. Would
you want to be in?”’

“They’ve tried the safe three times,”
remarked Pleasant. “The first time,
three of the yeggs were shot and two
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All manner of odds and ends had been
emptied from the drawers of the vault.
There were old accounts, and ledgers,
and even files of letters.

“There’s stuff here,” commented Long
Tom, “that would make old Fisher yell
if it were to be published.”

It was a fixed business principle of
Lewis Fisher’s that ruined him now.
Hard cash was what he worshiped, and
his sense of power had been fed by the
knowledge that in the safe in his office
there was a store of wealth which could
be converted almost instantly into
money.

The wealth of Lewis Fisher, there-
fore, lay heaped upon that broad canvas
strip. Three shares went to Long Tom,
one for his brother, and two for the
chief who had planned the job. There
was a share apiece for Sally, for Joe
Christy, and for Lefty. Two shares were
reserved for Pleasant Jim.

The sum total was the magnificent
amount of eight hundred and sixty-four
thousand dollars. Two hundred and six-
teen thousand of the bulk was handed
to Pleasant Jim, and he stuffed it into a
money-belt. He was smiling when two
sharp blows were struck at the front
door of the gun shop.

Lefty whirled to run for the rear exit,
but Long Tom caught him with a hand
of iron.

“You fool,” he whispered, “you can
lay they’ve spread the strongest net
behind the shop. Out the front way, all
of us. No shooting! Club your guns un-
less it’s life or death. Pleasant!”

He glided toward the door, with Jim
Pleasant beside him. Long Tom turned
the key in the lock and jerked the door
open. Pleasant sprang through, his re-
volver raised, and he saw before him
three men, close together. Weapons
glimmered in their hands. One gun was
fired, but it merely sent a bullet into the
pavement. Then Rizdal and Pleasant
reached them, with Christy behind and
Lefty snarling like a panther. Down
went the three. Two lay crumpled and
silent, stunned by the blows. The third
writhed blindly as the fugitives rushed
on and began to scream:

“Help! Killers!” ‘

That voice tore through the night,
and with each piercing syllable, a red
pang of fear shot across the brain of
Jim Pleasant. He had fallen back and
he half turned, his gun poised. But the

girl, at whose side he had placed him-
self, tore at his arm.

“You fool!” she gasped.
want to hang ?”

He went on beside her, and both
dodged into the dark mouth of the alley.

Noise began to sweep over all of
Fisher Falls; men shouted; dogs barked.
But Long Tom, in the alley’s darkness,
halted his band. They stood close to-
gether, breathing hard.

“What’s to do ?” asked Lefty. “What’s
the plan, Chief ?”

“We're cut off from Charlie and the
horses,” Long Tom said. “They’re clear
on the other edge of the town. We'll
have to head for the railroad. The
straightest way out of town would be
along the ties, and perhaps when Charlie -
hears the noise, he may guess that we've
gone on foot that way, and he’ll bring
the horses to us along the track.”

They followed willingly as the tall
leader went on toward the railroad.
Jim Pleasant was in the rear, still with
the girl.

“Now, don’t you be a big sap, Jim!”
she panted as they went. “If the pinch
comes, let me go. I can take care of
myself.”

Pleasant Jim looked down at her. He
said nothing. And his silence spoke to
her more than words. She wasted no
more breath in protests, but kept on
doggedly behind the others.

They reached the little railroad yard
and got into the shadow of some heaps
of ties as a small cavalcade of horse-
men swept out of town and poured along
the road toward the station.

And then, from a neighboring yard,
they heard the piping voice of a child
saying:

“That way!
yard!”

Crouched in the shadow of a pile of
ties, the hunted looked back and saw

“Do you

Towards the railroad

" three men with rifles or shotguns pause

at the edge of the nearest fence. Lefty’s
nerve forsook him so far that he in-
sisted on thrusting his share of the loot
under the pile of ties.

“Down the track a little, in that shed,”
said Long Tom softly, “is a hand-car.
On the downgrade we ought to make
that car walk along faster than a horse
could run!” :

E GAVE them a new touch of life.
Jim Pleasant and Long Tom pushed



32 PLEASANT JIM

ahead, leaving the others well behind,
and Pleasant was far ahead when he
reached the hand-car shanty and
whirled around its corner into the sight
of two Negroes playing craps by the aid
of a railroad lantern.

“You Jack and Joe!” commanded
Pleasant harshly. “Tumble into the
shed and help us roll out that car!”

The stimulus of the revolver made
them act. They rushed feverishly into
the shed as Long Tom came up. The
doors were thrown open, and the pon-
derous car was put aboard the rails, and
the party swarmed aboard it while Long
Tom tossed a handful of silver to the
Negroes. They put their shoulders to
the hand-car and gave it a flying start.

Hardly flying enough, indeed, for
straight down the track came a mob of
a dozen men, bristling with guns. One
of them called out loudly for the fugi-
tives to surrender and the rest dropped
on their knees to fire.

But Jim Pleasant, with careful gun,
sent two bullets whistling about their
ears. It would have been easy to drive
every shot home, but his wide experi-
ence had taught him that the sound of
* a bullet often will do more than the im-
pact. The knot of heroes on the track
melted away with yells of fear. Now the
pumping handles were beginning to pick
up speed. The hand-car shot out of view
around the curve.

“Drop the car off the rails and take
to the woods as soon as we'’re clear of
the town,” snorted Joe Christy, as he
worked his turn. “They’ll telegraph to
the Lower Falls and cut us off there!”

“We have a ten times better chance
if we get into the bigger country that
lies beyond,” said Long Tom. “Will you
risk the Falls, boys?”

They did not answer, except to pump
at the handles more swiftly.

On the front of the hand-car sat Sally.
Despite the wind that poured into her
face, she took down her hair, hitherto
pinioned at the back of her head, and
did it deftly into a knot at the nape of
her neck. And with her handkerchief

she scrubbed the red from her nose.

" The moon rose and showed the world
an altogether altered Sally. Pleasant
Jim had sight of her as he stepped to
join the crew at the handles while the
car approached the scattered hovels of
the Lower Falls. As they came, it
seemed that they could see the fireflies

of danger lighted before them, sparks
gleaming from the windows of the cab-
ins. ,

“Faster—faster!” said Long Tom,
and they began to saw up and down with
all their might. '

Fiercely they increased their speed
and took the curve before the station,
rocking with the violence of their im-
petus. The moon was well up by this
time, and they saw men coming, some
on horseback and some on foot, and
three or four, in the lead, just scram-
bling up the bank.

“Drive ’em back or we’re done!” or-
dered Long Tom.

Pleasant Jim straightened his aching
back, and stood against the wind with a
gun in either hand. He was frightened,
but his brain was as clear as stars on a
cold winter night. He placed his shots
with skill. He raked the ground with
the first pair so that the cinders the
bullets raised must have been dashed
into the faces of those who were climb-
ing the bank. Several fell back, shout-
ing, and only two men gained the upper
level and ran on toward the track. Each
was carrying a small timber and their
purpose was plain. So much as a peb-
ble placed on the rails would probably
knock over the hand-car.

Just below the hips of the first man
Pleasant Jim drew his bead. It was
not easy to fire from the rocking, rush-
ing hand-car, but it was much like firing
from the back of a galloping horse—
only easier!

He fired. The man ran on and raised.
his timber to throw it on the tracks.
He fired again, and man and timbey fell
in a heap. His companion lost all inter-
est and dropping his piece, turned and
fled wildly for safety, while the hand-
car shot past.

A scattering of rifle shots rang behind
them, but then they drove on past a line
of freight cars on the siding, and had
shelter until another curve of the tracks
whipped them from the sight of the
Lower Falls station.

The strong arms of Pleasant and
Long Tom kept the hand-car rattling on
at a good gait. Smoothly the wheels
clicked along the rails, for still the long
downgrade favored them.

They discussed the best possibilities,
then, and among the rest, whether it
would not be wisest to ditch the car and
take to their heels across country. Long






34 PLEASANT JIM

searchers pushed across the woods.
They beat.through the thicket in front
of the cave, and finally someone dropped
on his knees and peered into the sha-
dows. He could have stretched out his
hand and touched the motionless figures
within, but he got up without a word
and went on!

The morning sun rose high. They
could hear the stamping of the search-
ers, still beating wearily back and forth.
Then a new terror came to the quiet
fugitives, for feet trampled on the
ground above their little cave, and dirt
fell on their backs. Presently they could
hear the voices of two men, and one of
them was Marshal Sam Lee.

HE marshal’s companion was of the

opinion that the fugitives had
pressed straight on for the mountains,
and in that direction he would throw the
search parties. But Sam Lee pointed
out that a swarm of searchers surely
must be out by this time to block all
escape in that direction. Their duty
must be to make sure that Long Tom
and his gang did not slip back down to
the railroad.

He pointed out, moreover, that the
band could not have gone far, because
a woman had kept with them.

“And that,” said the other, “I dunno
that I understand—Long Tom Rizdal
keeping a woman along like this! He’s
in love with her, maybe!”

“He’d cut her throat if he thought it
would help them to get away,” said Sam
Lee. “It must be the other man—Hol-
man, he calls himself.”

“If you knew ’em so well,” said the
other, complaining, “why didn’t you
clamp down on them before they got
into the bank ?”

“I only guessed. I sent for pictures
and things. I got them identified last
evening. I was just a few hours too
late.” He sighed a little. Then his
voice came more loudly. ‘“There’s a hole
under this bank where a man or two
could curl up!”

Lefty’s hand closed convulsively upon
the arm of Big Pleasant.

“Nothing in there,” sang out the mar-

hal’s companion. “I got down on my
knees and had a look at it, a few min-
utes ago.”

Five hearts ceased thundering in the
little cave! ‘

“Well,” said the marshal, “let’s get on

again and keep the boys busy. Mark
me—the five of them are not far from
this spot!”

And they heard him walking away
with his companion through the brush.

The sun still had to reach noon of that
dreary day and then go slowly, slowly
down the western sky, but still the five
dared not leave their hiding place for
all day long the sound of the hunters
beat up and down through the woods.

Darkness began to gather once more,
but not until the blackness was com-
plete would Long Tom crawl from the
cave and allow his companions to do
likewise. The decision of the leader was
that they should hold straight across
country, toward the mountains, as be-
ing the wall through which they could
break with the greatest ease.

So they headed back toward the rail-
road, taking a slanting course down the
bank of a winding creek. Before they
had gone far, they heard a rooster crow-
ing, and Lefty swore with vehemence
that he would have that rooster to eat
before the night was an hour older. Long
Tom vainly protested. So the little
column diverged to the right until they
saw the glimmering lights of a farm-
house. Lefty disappeared with stealthy
haste. The rest waited breathlessly.
They heard a dog begin to bark vio-
lently.

A gun exploded—not with the clang
of a rifle but the roar of a shotgun,
hoarse and sharp—a barking noise,

Then silence.

And out of the darkness a stealthy,

. hurrying form came back to them—

Lefty, carrying beneath his arm a fat
rooster whose head had been wrung off.
They found a close cluster of trees
where they risked a small fire and in the
flames the chicken, having been cut into
pieces, was roasted at the end of wooden
splinters. But Pleasant having cooked
his portion with care, made only pre-
tense of eating it, dropped back into
the shadows, wrapped the meat in paper
and put it away.

Lefty explained the noises which had
been heard from the house. He had
been rushed by a dog, but clubbed the

brute over the head with a billet of

wood, and gone on. But when he came

" to the entrance to the hen house, he had

touched a wire with his foot. Instantly
a shaft of light had come from the house
and struck the hen house and he knew
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‘Pleasant threw back his head and
struck the table so that there was a jan-
gle of tinware.

“Sally,” he said, “I ain’t a fool and
I'm not a coward, and I’'ve never met
man, woman or child that I couldn’t look
square in the eyes—but here I am star-
in’ at the ceilin’ instead of facing you!”

A heavy silence fell between them.
Sally had commenced to frown, piercing
him with her sharp watchfulness.

“I’'m all shakes, Sally. I couldn’t hold
a gun steady enough to hit the side of
that wall, just now! It feels sort of like
something wrong with the stomach—
sort of a hollowness.”

“It’ll pass,” said Sally. “Worry, and
having to drag a girl through what you
dragged me, and no food, and the boys
welehing on you—that’s enough to make
you sick!”

He shook his head. “That’s not it.
Now that we’re through the hole in the
wall I wouldn’t have any of the rest of
’em along with us—except the Leinster
gray, of course. I'd give a pound of
blood for him!”

“We're not through the hole in the
wall,” she assured him. “We won'’t be
through till we’re out of this shack with
two good horses under us—and by the
way, it’s about time for Denby to be
coming back with the pair he promised
us.” 4

Pleasant stood at the door.

“Not a trace of him anywhere.”

“It’s queer,” said the girl.

She hurried from the house, and
through the dimness of the mountain
evening, she stared, but there was noth-
ing before them. Then from behind the
house, they heard the snort and stamp-
ing of a horse.

They started as though a gun had
been leveled on them. Pleasant, grim

.of face, a Colt balanced in either hand,
slipped around the rear of the house.
There was nothing in sight. The empty
horse shed was at their right. Behind
the shack was the dense tangle of small
trees.

“I’'m going in there,” said Pleasant
Jim. “Stay here and—"

“I'll go where you go,” she said
staunchly. And she followed behind
him as he glided through the darkness
of the woods.

Not two minutes brought them to a
small gap in the trees, and before them,
hobbled short, and grazing on a scat-

tering of bunch grass, were three horses,
one of them a glimmering gray which
seemed to show itself by its own light.
Jim Pleasant groaned with joy:
“Sally, it’s the Leinster gray!”

VII

SWIFTLY they cut the hobbles, while
Sally, quivering ‘with excitement, in-
terpreted.

“I knew Denby was going crooked,
and this proves it. Sam Lee got these
horses from Charlie Rizdal. Perhaps
Charlie’s in jail now. Lee came up here
and cached the horses with Denby and
bought him to his side, in case we came
this way. Quick, Jim! Get ’em to the
horse shed and we’ll saddle on ’em!”

Pleasant Jim said nothing. He was
too busy urging the horses through the
woods and back to the shed, where they
threw their saddles on the backs of the
horses. In the darkness, they led the
three new mounts toward the door of
the shed and heard what they dreaded—
hoofbeats across the plateau, and then
the cheerful voice of Denby from the
distance:

“Here you are, Jim Pleasant!”

Out of the dusk they saw Denby com-
ing, leading two horses. Pleasant
stepped out from the horse shed, leav-
ing the girl to hold the three thorough-
breds in the dark interior.

““Over here, Denby!” he called.

Denby swung to the ground. ‘Here’s
a tough pair of brutes, Pleasant. They’ll
take you through safely. Where's the
girl?” '

“Inside,” said Pleasant, and pushed a
gun into the stomach of his host. He
reached for the buckle of the man’s belt
and, drawing it, allowed the belt and
guns to fall to the ground.

“Are you crazy, Pleasant?’ Denby
asked. ‘“What’s wrong?”

“Sally!” called Pleasant. “Bring ’em
out!”

Obediently Sally led the three fine
horses from the shed.. “Where’d you
get ’em, Pleasant ?”” Denby exclaimed in
amazement.

“You dunno where they come from ?”
muttered Pleasant savagely, “Sam Lee
didn’t cache ’em behind the trees, yon-
der, and bribe you to give him word if
we came this way?”’

“Pleasant,” said the other, “so help
me_’)
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“Shut up!” commanded Pleasant.

Denby mounted his horse again, and
they turned toward the upper trail in
haste, Sally in the rear, leading the
spare horse. They had not gone a quar-
ter of a mile when Denby broke his en-
forced silence.

“Pleasant,” he said, “I wouldn’t go
this way, if I was you. I got an idea
that trouble is waiting for you.”

“You sent ’em up the trail, did you?”
suggested Pleasant. “You didn’t want
the killing done in your own shack, 1
guess? Which way’ll we go, then?”

“Back to the valley.”

“We’ll not go back to the valley.
There’s some trail ahead of us through
the hills. Which is it ?”

“There’s only a small, rough one—a
bad one for night travel.”

“Lead us that way, and talk only
when you have to!”

Truman Denby obeyed like a man
whose head is in the lion’s mouth, and
soon brought them to an irregular cat-
tle trail which wound up the side of a
dome-shaped hill. At length the trail
came on to a small road, along which
they could travel with greater ease.
Then Pleasant halted.

“Denby,” he said, “I know the way,
from here. Now tell me what reason
there is why I should let you live ?”

Denby was sullenly silent.

“There’s no reason,” declared Pleas-
ant Jim,

But Sally exclaimed:
it, Jim!”

“He would have trapped us like rab-
bits,” declared.Pleasant Jim.

“Let him go home,” said the girl
earnestly.

“Go back, then,” said Pleasant Jim.
“But don’t stay there, because when this
here is known, I won’t be the only man
that’ll come gunning for you.”

Denby cautiously reined back his
horse, turned suddenly and raced into
the shelter of the brush. Pleasant turned
with a sigh to the girl.

“He ought to be a dead man,” said he.
“But two things saved him. One was
you, and one was the Leinster gray—I
was so confoundedly glad to see him
again!”

Sally said nothing, and slowly they
went up the trail. They could manage
a canter here and there, and at worst a
trot. Twice lights gleamed before them,
but they went on, for these were not

“You won’t do

proved places of refuge. A third time
when they saw the distant glimmer of
lights, they quickened their horses to a
gallop. Both knew that this should
prove a harborage, unless Sam Lee had
been able to reach the underground even
at such a distance as this.

They were too exhausted to use cau-
tion but rode straight up to the door.
Pleasant leaned from saddle and beat
against it with the butt of a Colt. It
was opened at once by a man in shirt-
sleeves, and with a shotgun.

“What’s up ?”” he asked.

“Who knows Long Tom Rizdal here?”’
Pleasant asked bluntly.

HE man stepped out into the night
and peered up into the face of the
rider. A smile on his lips. -

“It’s Pleasant!” he exclaimed. “And
he broke through in spite of ’em! Hey,
Maggie! 1It’s Pleasant and the girl!
Step down, folks—gimme your horses.
Chuck, come grab these nags, will you?
Doggone me, if I ain’t glad to see you
both, though I never expected you’d be
able to come through!”

It was impossible to doubt his gen-
uine good nature. If he had sold him-
self to the long riders of Tom Rizdal, he
had sold only a portion of himself, and
the rest remained bold and bluntly free.
Maggie, herculean, red of face and
hand, was none the less cheerfully ex-
cited, and all in a moment they were
seated before food at a rough pine table.
Slabs of ham, biscuits, and steaming
black coffee made up the bill of fare, but
never had they tasted a more delicious
meal. . ..

Pleasant opened his eyes to find that.a
broad shaft of sunlight was striking in
through the open doorway toward him,
and in the shaft was the black silhouette
of Long Tom, himself.

“Suppose it had been Sam Lee that
walked through that door?” said the
chief. “Where would you be, Pleasant ?”

“I could have trusted to sort of smell
Sam Lee if he came within a mile of me!
Tom, how did you break through them ?”

“Partly by luck and partly by nerve,”
said Long Tom. “When I saw that you
wouldn’t leave the girl, and that Lefty
and Joe were making a snarling match
of it, I knew it was better to split up. I
headed for the railroad, grabbed a
freight on the grade and mixed in with
a fresh gang of possemen who'd come
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man, for already they were gambling for
his guns and his horse.

He went to the door of the house and
looked in on them. Long Tom suddenly
sat erect, then Charlie looked askance
and started violently.

“Hello, Jim,” said he. “I thought you
were hunting today ?”

“T am,” said Pleasant grimly, and
walked across the room.

He felt the alarmed glances of the rob-
bers crossing like swords behind his
back as he went through the hall door
and up the stairs to his room. There
he made his pack quickly.

He had barely finished it when he
glanced out of the window. From the
barn he saw Sally galloping off on her
long-legged bay, and there was some-
thing that made him certain that she
would not come back at once.

. He threw his pack across his shoul-

ders and hurried down the steps, but
halfway to the bottom, his brain cleared.
If he came down into that room again,
what would the two brothers do? They
had made up their minds to compass his
death, and no doubt they would achieve
their end if they could. :

He might go back to his room, but
if he did they were sure to suspect some-
thing and be on the watch for his de-
scent through the window.

He went on. As he came to the little
hall at the foot of the steps, he saw that
the door to the room was a trifle ajar.
Was he being spied upon?

He unslung his pack and hurled it
with all his might; it dashed the door
open and flew on into the room. All Jim
Pleasant’s questions were answered in-
stantly by the crash of two guns.

He pitched to his face at the verge
of the door, a revolver in either hand,
and he could see the two—Charlie near
the kitchen door, a repeating rifle in his
hands; Long Tom by the table, his feet
spread a little and his head thrown back,
like a true fighting man enjoying a bat-
tle.

LEASANT tried two snap shots in

rapid succession. The first hit
Charlie in the chest and he dropped the
rifle and began to sink to the floor. The
second was aimed well enough, but it
found the edge of the table and plowed
a furrow straight across its top.

Long Tom, like a duelist of an older
day, standing straight, Colt extended
stifily, was dropping bullet after bullet.

His first was aimed too high, for a man
lying on a floor presents an awkward
target. His second clipped through the
long hair on the back of Pleasant’s head.

He leaped to the side and shot again,
but his own movement disturbed his
aim. The third shot from Jim Pleasant
toppled him to the floor.

Still he was not done, for as Pleasant
scrambled to his feet, Long Tom spun
himself over like a cat at play and
caught up a revolver for a final shot.

Once more Pleasant fired, reluctantly,
for this man was already down. He saw
Tom Rizdal’s head jerk back as though
struck heavily by a fist, and then the
notorious outlaw lay still. He would
never rise again!

Charlie was groaning by the kitchen
door, crawling slowly toward it.

“Don’t kill me, Jim!” he moaned. “I'm
a skunk. Iknow it. But I'm gunna die
anyway!”

“Lie down and stretch out,” said
Pleasant Jim. “I'm not going to kill
you, though you know what you deserve.
Lemme have a look at you!”

He slashed open the coat and shirt.
It was a small purple-rimmed hole ooz-
ing blood and well down below the heart.
Pleasant Jim stepped into the kitchen
and found the three members of the
family cowering. He told them to go
into the other room and take care of a
badly hurt man. Then, stooping and
fumbling in the coat pocket of the
wounded man, Pleasant pulled out a wal-
let, fat and hard with treasure. Charlie
Rizdal acknowledged the transfer with a
ghastly smile.

“It’ll do me no good where I'm going,”
said he. “Ride hard, Pleasant, and I
wish you luck. You been squarer to me
than I've deserved.”

Upon the table, Pleasant counted out
two thousand dollars.

“I'm leaving,” he said to the busy
family. “And here’s two thousand. One
thousand for you for taking care of Riz-
dal. The second thousand is for Charlie
if he gets well enough to ride, ever.”

He stepped to Long Tom and from his
pockets took the two big shares which
the chief had apportioned to himself.
Then he picked up his pack and waved
good-by from the door. . . .

He had no sense of victory or of ela-
tion. For the treasure which was now
in his hands he had no more regard than
for a handful of dead leaves. Over eight
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very shadow of the house.
At last they could see Fisher on the

side veranda and the red round point of -

light which was his cigar. He was call-
ing servants from his house, one at a
time, and dressing them down severely.

“He’s sore as a goat!” whispered
young Lew. ‘There’s poor Johnson.
He'll catch it worse than all the rest.”

Johnson was the secretary-clerk-
stenographer who worked like a slave
for the banker and, like a slave, he was
lashed by the words of the elder Fisher
now—until a sudden change came in
the voice of the banker.

“Johnson,” he said, “What'’s the news
about the boy ?”

“There’s no news except bad news.
The marshal has come in, and your
nephew is not with him!”

“What report did Sam Lee send?”
asked Fisher in a shaken voice.

“He sent word that your nephew went
off by himself and swore he never would
come back unless he brought Jim Pleas-
ant with him.”

“The fool!” shouted Fisher, senior.

“He wants to make the world think that

he’s a hero, and he’s only a baby—a rab-

bit! And yet—" He checked himself

again. “Johnson,” he said, “the lad is

a hero. And I never have appreciated

gim! Go downtown, make the telegraph
um.”

X1

JOHNSON hastily retreated, and
young Lew touched the arm of his com-
panien in the darkness.

“That beats me,” said he. “Maybe
he’s fond of me, and not just using me
because he hasn’t any other heir!”

“Keep before me,” said Pleasant, as
they stoed up. “Walk up to the veranda
and warn him in a quiet voice that he
mustn’t shout or do anything to attract
attention.”

They approached the veranda.

“Uncle Lewis,” said the warning voice
of his nephew, “don’t make a noise.”

“Great glory!” breathed the man of
money. “Are you there, Lew?”

“Softer!” said Lew Fisher. “I'm here,
but I'm a prisoner.”

“To whom?”

“To Jim Pleasant.”

They had come up quite close, and as
Lewis Fisher heard the name he cried
out in a stifled voice and stumbled back.

“Keep close and keep still,” said Jim
Pleasant. “I haven’t come here to shoot
you.”

The alarm of the older man for him-
self was instantly swallowed in concern
for his nephew.

“You’ve been hurt, lad!” murmured
Fisher. “Otherwise, how could he ever
have taken you?”

“He took me the way a tiger takes a
goat—with his hands. He's brought me
here and he wants to talk to you.”

Fisher spread out his legs. Instantly
he was the business man striking a bar-
gain.

“Leave the boy here with me, un-
harmed in any particular,” said he, “and
T'll guarantee not to turn in alarm on
you. If not, the alarm goes out and the
glace will be surrounded and you will

e_"

“Fisher, I walked through a Fisher
Falls alarm one night. Now I have a
horse to get through it. Besides, you
don’t understand. I'm not in your net.
You're in mine. I have you covered.”

The banker said quickly: “What is
your point of view?”

“That I have the drop on you.”

“I suppose that you have, owing to the
idiocy of my nephew in letting himself
be captured.”

“Friend,” said Pleasant coldly, “there
have been some rough men on my trail
lately, as you know. But there’s never
a one of them that gave me as much
worry as your nephew.”

“Is it true?” cried Fisher Senior, in
delight. “Lew, I'm proud of you. There’s
been a great deal about you I never un-
derstood.”

‘“There’s a great deal of you,” replied
Pleasant, ‘“that your nephew never
knew. I'm going to tell him now. Lew,
listen to how I went bad. I was working
to clear away a mortgage on my farm.
Inearly had turned the trick by working
like a dog, and even by getting blood
money from the law. Then I met Long
Tom and he offered me a thousand for
what looked like an easy thing to do. I
did the job. I sent in the thousand to
the bank, and your uncle found out that
the money was counterfeit. Right there
he decided that here was his chance to
get the farm for next to nothing.”

“You lie!” panted Lewis Fisher.

“Wait a minute,” said Jim Pleasant.
“I was jailed for passing counterfeit.
While I was in jail your uncle foreclosed
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spell and I’ll soon fix you up with the
next best.”

This was a feed yard, and as the
broncs was unloaded Brad came in with
a couple of heavy-padded horse blankets.

Brad led the shivering colt out of the
stall and put one of the blankets on him,
then shoved up a bucket of warm water,
and while the colt was drinking he fixed
the blankets on him with cinches, latigos
and tie ropes. When he got through
all there could be seen of him was his
ankles and his head. Then Brad brought
in waste hay for bedding, also good hay
for Colonel to feed.

He took the colt back to his stall and
to the fresh hay, then left him to go take
care of his own self at the depot restau-
rant.

The rest of the trip was no more hard-
ship for Colonel, but there was still more
to come. When the train came to a last
stop for the stock, and all was unloaded
at their home country’s yards, there was
near a foot of snow to greet ’em.

Colonel, still blanketed didn’t seem to

mind, until Brad came and stripped his
pack for travel, remarking that he'd
need his cinches and that he’d be keeping
plenty warm bucking through the deep
snow on the way to the ranch. So, he
left only one blanket on him, and as the
buckers and saddle horses was turned
out of the yards Colonel was turned
loose with ’em.
.~ The colt was leary when he was turned
loose with the big, wicked-looking
horses, and when many circled around
him he figured his end had come. But
Colonel didn’t need to have any fear, for
the big fellers hadn’t been near any little
colts since away the spring before.

The blanket around Colonel’s middle
also kept the big horses from coming
too close, for that blanket they didn’t
like the looks of, no more than they did
a saddle. So they only touched nostrils
with him. But that was still too close
to suit Colonel, though, and he got sort
of panicky.

The big gray killer coming to see what
the “meeting” was all about soon scat-
tered an opening to him. Him and the
colt having already béen sort of ac-
quainted, and the big outlaw being used
to the blanket on the colt didn’t spook
atit. The colt, recognizing his traveling
pardner, felt relieved, and when the big
gray took the lead, Colonel was glad to
follow thrcugh the opening in the circle.

Colonel had never been “herd-broke,”
—mnever been driven loose to any dis-
tance with a bunch of horses before. But
it seemed that he should stick to the trail
and the bunch he was with, for he was
in a big and desolate-looking country,
and the snow was deep and he less than
cared to break away from the big gray.
He was, without his knowing, being
herd-broke, and he got more education
as the day wore on, traveling up and
down hills. He was getting tired when
Brad, like in encouragement, says:

“Kind of tough going, ain’t it, little
feller? But we've only got a few miles
to go, then we’'ll stop for the night.”

At the sound of Brad’s voice and the
feel of a human hand on his rump, Colo-
nel nickered low. For right then, and
as was his breeding, he’d rather have
the company of humans than of horses.

Brad talked to him. The colt perked
up, nickered and came on some more.
He kept on a-coming, slow and stagger-
ing, until finally, seeing that he couldn’t
make it much farther, and coming to a
sheltered spot amongst tall cottonwoods
and a bare spot against bordering rims,
Brad stopped and got off his horse. The
colt smelled of the bare earth and went
down to his knees, then flat on his side.

Brad looked at him and then at his
horse. “Well, Roper,” he says, “it looks
like we'll have to make camp for a spell.
Good thing we’re on a bare spot and in
good shelter. Going to dig up a little
heat now.”

In no time a fire was built. The colt
blinked, felt its warmth, then his eyes
closed and he went sound asleep. Roper
followed suit, then Brad drug a few more
heavy limbs acrost the fire, curled up to
within arms’ reach of the cdlt and also
was soon asleep.

T WAS near dark when he woke up,
and Brad rolled a smoke while notic-
ing the colt’s eyes again blinking at the
fire. The colt raised his head and begin
looking around. “That’s the spirit,”
says Brad. “Now stand up on them long
legs of yours, and let’s move on.’

The colt only yawned wide, like he
could sleep some more, but Brad had
other ideas. He slapped him on the
rump, saying, “Get up, you lazy bum.”
The first slap didn’t do no good. It took
a couple more slaps before the colt, see-
ing the cowhoy meant it, finally got to
his feet.
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dad was through and went outside.

“What is it, Anne?” Virginia asked
then. “Something Wrong-?”

“Well, not exactly,” says Anne, who
now seemed anxious to speak. “Tt's just
that Colonel and the other little colt got
out of the pasture and got away. This
young town feller, the one who wanted
to be a cowboy, left the gates open. But
he realized what a bad mistake he’d
made, and he told Jack about it. But
by then the colts had a couple of days
head start.”

Jack was the cowboy who’d done the
riding on the ranch.

Virginia tried to hope that they
couldn’t have gone far, but Anne shat-
tered that when she said Jack had rode
the whole range without seeing any sign
of ’em.

“He didn’t want to stay away from
the ranch,” she said, ‘“but he stayed two
days and one night, rode well into the
wild horse country. So he decided to
wait till you folks come back, and then
ride the country well. From what Jack
says them colts are sure enough with
some wild bunch. But they’ll—”

Virginia didn’t wait to hear any more.
She dashed away to her bedroom for her
riding clothes. . .

ITTLE Charro had been the first to
notice the pasture gate being open.
This only left ’em into a big field where
stock was kept off and hay would later
be cut and stacked for the winter’s feed-
ing. But with the colt’s natural curi-
osity, as they went to rambling over the
big field, Charro found another gate and
there he took the lead to freedom.

The little wild colt, feeling the open-
ness in his blood, stuck his nose in the
air -and looked all around near like a
freedom-loving human released from
prison. He zigzagged considerable, fol-
lowed none of the plain trails, but with
all his aimless-like traveling he was
heading straight for his home range
where his wild horse instinct drawed
him.

With Colonel there was an entirely
different feeling. The only home he
knew now was the ranch, and he was go-
ing away from there into another
strange ,world, creating in him another
strange feeling. So he didn’t race ahead
of his little pardner. And when Charro
would stop to look around Colonel would
do the same, but most always back the

way he come, the ranch.

He sometimes listened as though Vir-
ginia was calling him and would get to
wondering if he should go on. Maybe he
should of stayed by the saddle horses
him and Charro had been pasturing
with. Bunches of horses was sighted
when the horse range was reached, and
Colonel was going towards every bunch.
But Charro wouldn’t have none of that,
and made a circle around and past ’em.

Then, suddenly, they come onto a
bunch that Charro hadn’t seen and
couldn’t dodge. Colonel soon learned
why his little pardner had dodged such
bunches, for at one glance of the colts a
wicked-looking, long-maned black stal-
lion came on a high lope to meet ’em.
Little Charro lit out as fast as he could
for a wild plum thicket and hid, while
Colonel, seeing no more harm in the
black than there’d been with the outlaw
buckers he’d got to know kind of won-

“dered.

But he didn’t get to wonder long. The
black stallion charged into Colonel with
all of his teeth, hoofs and weight, and
sent him a-sailing to roll quite a few
times before he come to a dazed footing.
The colt was still in a daze when the
stallion lit into him again, but Colonel
got to sensing what little Charro already
knew, and he started moving as fast as
he could. But he didn’t get away fast
enough, and the stallion champed his
teeth on the back of his neck. The fact
that Colonel was trying to slip away
was all that saved him from a broken
neck.

As it was, he was sent a-rolling once
more, and when he got up it was fairly
clear in his mind that he should get to
running as quick as he could. But the
stallion would of got him again, only
little Charro showed himself and at-
tracted the stallion’s attention, and that
saved Colonel’s neck. The black stopped
just long enough to investigate Charro,
which had again got in the thick thorny
plum thicket where the openings was
too low for the big horse to follow. Be-
sides, Charro was still too much of a
colt for the stallion to get after. By the
time the black got through his investi-
gation, Colonel was well away. The
stallion shook his head in defiance and
warning and went back to his bunch.

With the surprise and scare that Colo-
nel had got he kept on running until he
begin to tire. When he finally stopped
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he was quite some distance from where
he’d met the stallion and left Charro,
and looking around he seen he was on
his way back to the ranch. He looked
around for Charro now, for he was still
mighty scared. He nickered, but there
was no answer.

Then he realized he was thirsty. The
last water he’d seen was where the stal-
lion and his bunch had been, but he was
far from hankering to go back to that
place, and now that he was on his way
back to the ranch he was kind of debat-
ing which way to turn. It would be kind
of hard to go by his lonesome, being he
was so attached to little Charro. But
could he find Charro? He knew he could
ﬁ}rl).d the ranch, and water on the way
there.

He sort of circled around, then headed -

back in the direction of the water-hole
where he’d last seen Charro. Mean-
while, Charro, also far from wanting to
lose his long-legged partner, had got out
of his hiding place after the stud bunch
had watered and gone. He went to take
a drink himself and then, instead of hit-
ting for his home range, went back the
way Colonel had gone, towards the
ranch. But he wasn’t traveling near as
fast as Colonel had in getting away from
the stallion, and it wasn’t far from the
water-hole where Colonel heard a loud
nicker, and recognized Charro coming
out of the brush. He nickered and
- trotted on to meet him,

HERE was a little horse talk as to

what next and which way. Colonel,
feeling safer with his little pardner near
thought only of water and took the lead
this time. Not a horse was in sight as
the two neared the water-hole, nor none
as Colonel quenched his thirst some,
with Charro keeping watch.

And Colonel done one thing which
he’d never done before. He got down
to his knées and went on rolling in the
few inches of water and sticky mud. The
flies is what had decided him to do that.
They’'d been pestering him considerable,
especially on a raw gash on his neck
made by the teeth of the stallion. When
he stood up he was all of a buckskin
color with mud, not at all like the thor-
oughbred son of the great Montezuma.
But that sure didn’t worry him any.
The mud would keep the flies away, and
the bleeding gash was also well covered
and protected. It would still be when

the mud dried.

They traveled along, grazing as they
went, and when night come they got up
high on a little strip of bench land where
the strong grass was a-plenty and a cool
breeze fanned their hides.

They stayed on the high bench all that
night. When the sun came up they
sunned themselves and listened to the
faint noises of the wild which they could
hear for a long ways in the stillness of
the morning. Then, Charro taking the
lead, they started on the move again,
and headed for the most broken up and
spooky-looking country Colonel had
ever seen. To look at the land from the
high bench where the colts had been, a
stranger would think it waterless, grass-
less and that not a breathing thing could
live in it.

But getting down into that country,
as the colts was now doing, the stranger
would of seen big tufts of strong grass
amongst the crags and in scattering
patches of scrub brush. There was also
water, little springs bubbling up out of
the earth. Them springs was far apart
and some poisonous, as the bleached
bones of animals around ’em would
show. :

There was also game in that country,
such as rabbit and deer, and that made
it good country for mountain lions and
coyote, especially the lion, for there’s
no meat the lion likes better than that
of a yearling colt. And in-the heart of
that country, Charro and Colonel was
trailing.

After getting down over the rim of
the high bench and into that unpromis-
ing-looking land, Colonel sort of felt
that a big gate had closed after him and
would keep him from ever coming back,
that he would become a different kind of
a horse. The strangeness of the coun-
try had a lot to do with making him
feel that way, but as he wound around
steep pinnacles in following Charro,
where it sometimes looked as though
the bottom was a mile down, he felt that
the adventuring was sure enough begin-
ning.

There was places where he stopped,
hardly thinking he could make it, but
Colonel had sort of burned his bridges
behind him. He wouldn’t of tried to
come back on the same trail Charro had
taken him, and he sure wouldn’t try any
other for fear it might be still worse. He
wouldn’t leave Charro anyhow. Colonel
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would have to make the hest of his
“freedom,” even if he’d sometimes come
to wish he was in some safe paddock and
humans was near.

That freedom got to sort of wearing
out on him as the days went by, espe-
cially after one exciting experience. One
fine day him and Charro was grazing on
a steep side of a hill when Charro of a
sudden raised his head, snorted, and at
once scrambled down the steep hill like
the very devil was after him. Colonel,
now having learned that such quick ac-
tion from Charro meant that he should
do the same, tumbled down the hill right
after him, and not any too soon, for
right behind him was a tawny streak of
lion which, seeming like to drop out of
thin air, was close to within claw reach
of his tail.

A lion can make good speed for a
short distance, specially coming down
a hill, but Colonel also made good speed,
and to his own surprise made the bottom
on all fours and still a-running. From
there the colts left the lion a safe dis-
tance behind, and Colonel, all spooked
up, right away passed Charro on the
level stretch of a dry wash. In hisstam-
peding that way he run on without real-
izing he left Charro behind, and then,
like out of nowhere come another lion,
blocking the narrow wash where the
walls was straight up.

Some away back and asleep instinct
must of come to life sudden in Colonel’s
think tank right then, for a good cow-
horse couldn’t of turned and picked up
speed any faster than Colonel did, and
he tore the earth on his way back up the
wash. This second lion didn’t even try
to follow that long-legged streak of
horseflesh. He just snarled and glared
as hﬁa disappeared around a turn in the
wash.

OLONEL was still coming full speed,
head high and looking behind to see

if the lion was coming when, making the

turn, he near bumped into Charro, and
stopped short. Now they was between
two mighty hungry-acting lions, and the
deep wash they was into, with high and
steep walls on both sides, had ’em in
about the same fix as Daniel in the lion’s
den, only with no Divine Power to pro-
tect ’em.

But little Charro didn’t seem to be
much scared and that sort of calmed
Colonel some. Charro having found out

that he could outrun the yellowish, tail-
lashing first lion, had been busy sort of
stalking that animal. Now with Colonel
close behind, he went on investigating.
And the lion, full of tricks, went to work
on Charro’s curiosity. He went his si-
lent way to the thick brush where the
colts had been grazing, and showing just
enough of himself so the colt would
come closer for a better look, he waited.
When the nosy colt did come closer the
lion then went on through the patch of
brush, to circle up to the ledge where
he’d sprung off before. He now had the
colt close enough to it so he'd sure get
him this time.

Getting near that ledge again and see-
ing the lion disappear through the brush
sort of left Charro nervous, with a

“strong hunch that he’d better move. He

did move, just in time again, and now
that his fun and investigating was over
he was ready to go on again, down the
wash, and then with Colonel right by his
side he spotted the other lion.

Charro wasn’t stumped nor scared.
That wasn’t in his breed. He sized up
both sides of the wash for a way out and
at the steepness of ’em he seen where
he’d made a mistake, getting into such
a trap. There was only one opening
which he figured him and Colonel might
be able to make. This wasn't exactly
an opening but a steep slide of shale:
rock which had come down into the wash
and near blocked it. It would be a
mighty steep climb where a horse might
make one step and lose two in the loose
shale.

But there was no other way out. Char-
ro was sure of that. Running his nose
along Colonel’s neck, as a signal for
“Let’s go,” he made a running start for
the steep shale slide, Colonel right after
him, and at the same time, the lions, see-
ing their intended victims trying to get
away, both made a rush for ’em.

It was quite some scramble. There
couldn’t be no speed made, and it was
a great wonder that any headway could
be made at all, but there was a lot of
fast pawing and reaching for footholts,
and there the colts had the advantage.
In their scrambling to get up the slide

.the lions’ lunging didn’t get ’em no

closer to the colts, and with the pelting
of the flying sharp shale they couldn’t
dodge, they had to let up and to figure
on some other way of getting their prey.

But there was still another chance,
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for the lions. The colts, was near to
where they could get off the slide and
on more solid footing when, stopping
for a much-needed breathing spell,
Charro again raised his head and snort-
ed his fear. For where he figured on
getting off the slide to solid ground he
seen, a-shining to the sun behind some
low brush, the tops of rounded heads
and flattened ears of two more lions.

Now it looked like him and Colonel
was sure enough done for. He was
about stumped as to what to do, when
the lions at the bottom made him decide
to do something, and mighty quick. For
now that the colts was standing still and
there was no more sliding shale to hin-
der ’em they went to springing for them.
Charro took the one other chance, which
was sure a desperate one, and decided
to try the other side of the slide, the
opposite from where the lions above
was. It was a mighty dangerous place,
for one misstep meant a thirty-foot fall
to the bottom of the wash, and the lions
there. '

But there was no choice, and in his
mightiest lunging and scrambling, Char-
ro finally made it to the steep edge and
sort of balanced there before going on
and making room for Colonel, who also
was doing some tall scrambling.

Colonel didn’t hesitate, and that was
all that saved him. The odds was sure
against him, but he finally got up to the
side of Charro, his heart beating fit to
bust.

They’d made it!

The two stood for a spell, taking long"

breaths. Then Charro went investigat-
ing. He soon spotted the second pair
of lions, still in the same place. Taking
a look around to make sure for a good
quick getaway in case him and Colonel
had to, Charro took the lead down to-
wards the lions.
nothing ferocious about these much as
he came closer, ready to turn and go to
running. These was much smaller than
the other two, and only seemed to want
to hide. When Charro come nearer they
just showed their teeth and moved
away. ‘

Charro got the feeling he had ’em
buffaloed. To carry on a big bluff he
rushed at ’em. To his surprise and
pleasure the bluff worked. Colonel join-
ed in on the fun and in mighty quick
time had the two a-scampering and
rushing for the slide where they rolled

There seemed to be.

over and over and slid down to their
papa and mama.

v

UITE a strip of country was cov-
ered by Charro and Colonel in the days
that followed. At last Charro didn’t
seem to want to go any further, only to
graze and water at the edge of the bad-
lands. It was where he’d been foaled,
and he’d come to it as natural as any
grown horse would. Even though he’d
been only about a month old when his
mother and him and the bunch they was
with had been chased from it by wild
horse runners, he still knew his home
range.

Charro ddin’t go to looking for his
mother. Fact is he wouldn’t of known
her if he’d seen her. Like Colonel, he
was weaned so’s to entirely forget all
about her, him by his suffering and then
the long winter at the ranch, and Colonel
by the distance and the change of cli-
mate. But Charro still had a range that
was natural home to him, where Colonel
had none. But that didn’t seem to mat-
ter much to the thoroughbred no more.
His home would now be on Charro’s
home range.

At the edge of the badlands there was
more shade, water and grass, also the
badlands to hit for when in danger of
mustang runners. Not a day or night
passed but two or three bunches was
seen, but Colonel was no more for run-
ning towards ’em. He’d learned a good
lesson from the black stallion.

Charro, being already wise and mighty
careful, wasn’t for making acquaintance
with any bunch right quick, nor even
show himself to ’em. A right bunch
would come along some time and then
would be time enough. He was plenty
satisfied to be just with Colonel.

But as things went so well with the
two runaways, the feeling sure didn’t
carry to the Hip O Ranch, where now
Virginia was doing a heap of fretting
and riding, trying to track ’em down.

She knew right away that the “little
rascal,” as she now called Charro, had
been the leader, that Colonel would
never have gone by himself. But that
didn’t help any. She rode the horse
range, hoping that they would be with
some bunch there. Finally making sure
they wasn’t on the horse range, she
went to skirting the badlands, and
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on the outskirts of his range, for mus-
tang runners was getting numerous.
Gradually, bunches of wild horses
started to migrate out of that range.

It was during such migrating that
Charro finally decided to join one of the
bunches. There was only six in the

bunch Charro figured would be all right.

Four of ’em was young stallions which
had been whipped out of bunches by
older ones, still too young to hold their
own. The other two was old reprobate
saddle horses, and they made wise lead-
ers and wasn’t afraid of the wicked
fighting stallions of any bunches. All
they’d keep shy of was lions, rattlers
and men on horseb:.ck.

Getting acquainted didn’t take long.
There was just the ordinary squealing
and pawing but no fighting, and the
bunch went on, and Charro and Colonel
followed. It wasn’t that Charro was
lonesome with only Colonel, but that in
numbers there’d be a steadier kept
watch, along with a feeling of more se-
curity. Colonel thought so, and after
he got acquainted he traveled along by
the side of any as well as he did with
Charro. ‘

But when anything happened to set
the bunch spooked he was right away
by Charro’s side again. The bunch was
for high-tailing it at the sight of a rider,
and Colonel enjoyed them running
spurts, much more than Charro and the
other wild ones did. There was times,
when all was running at their best, they
would still be too slow for him and he’d
run with the leaders. Sometimes he’d
run ahead of them, but then they
wouldn’t follow his lead.

There come one time when his lead
turned out to be a wise one. But the
bunch hadn’t followed him, none but
Charro, when a rider swooped down on
the bunch and got it going where he
wanted it to go, towards a blind trap.
Colonel was for turning, but Charro
again took the lead, right away from the
bunch.

Colonel near stopped while halfways
between Charro and the bunch, When he
decided, he put on such speed in catch-
ing up with Charro that the mustang
runner, even though mighty busy rid-
ing hard after the remaining six of the
bunch, couldn’t help but take note of
the dark, long-legged yearling. He'd
never seen any such before, not even
amongst some mighty fast and grown

wild ones. And that made him wonder,
not only at the speed of him but for
what he might be. For well-bred horses
would sometimes get away and join the
wild ones. Sometimes, also, the studs
would ‘“‘steal” mares from the range
stock bunches. ’

The mustanger knew that, even with
the fast horse he was riding, he wouldn’t
have no chance to catch up with that
dark streak, but he somehow felt that
the dark colt wouldn’t be as hard to
manage as the light-colored one he was
with. The dark colt didn’t act like the
wild ones and didn’t show no fear and
wouldn’t make a break as a regular wild
one would when crowded. He didn’t
figure he’d leave the light-colored one,
and that one could be hazed into a trap,
the mustanger thought, for he didn’t
have the speed. So right then, he fig-
ured he would get after that fast one
and his pardner on the next day.

UT them two didn’t seem to be no-
wheres in or around that country
on the next day. He mustanger had got
fooled, and by the wise little Charro.
Him and Colonel had left no tracks, for
they hadn’t gone on. Charro had
stopped soon as the mustanger and the
bunch had disappeared. Then, instead
of making a circle he’d backtracked, and
his and Colonel’s trail was soon mixed
with others of that same day. There
was no fresh trail of two colts to follow
and to make it still harder on the mus-
tanger, they run onto the two renegade
saddle horses to mix their trail with.
Them two renegades being wise to
traps had gone past the riders, leaving
the four young studs on into the trap.
Them four, Colonel, Charro, and the
two renegades saddle horses made as
wise a small bunch as there was in that
wild horse country, all excepting one of

‘them, and that one made up with speed

for the wisdom he lacked. If he ever
got a bunch that could follow him he’'d
soon lead 'em on to freedom, or into a
trap. -

The four was well up in the moun-
tains when the first big show of the year
come. It didn’t let up and go to chinook-
ing. It stayed and piled on steady, and
when it finally let up, cold winds came
to drift it into deep banks, bare the land
a little where there was no feed, and
cover up what there was.

It was the start of a hard winter when















86 THE DARK HORSE

of his. But I see he can’t stand to have
anything be ahead of him, when there’s
any running to be done.”

“Maybe Brad could break him of that.
Maybe one summer of rodeo calf roping
would do it.”

“He’d have to be trained a considera-
ble out here before he’d be much good
in a rodeo arena,” Cal grunted. ‘“And
even then, I doubt if he’d take to it.
That’s not in his breeding.” He scratch-
ed his head. “Virginia,” he says, “this
colt is a valuable horse, for his speed.
What if he should ever get away again?
He ought to be branded.”

Virginia thought on that for a spell.
“I don’t see where it’s necessary, on this
range where everybody knows of him,”
she said. “‘Besides if anybody else got
him we could always prove he’s ours.”

Cal grinned a little. “All right,” he
says, “but if he was mine there’d be my
brand on him right quick. His kind may
not be supposed to be branded, but I
used to have many of his kind and, by
japers, every one of them sure was
branded. Yes, sirree, if I was you, IT'd

sure slap my iron on this colt before

sundown this evening.”

Virginia couldn’t help but smile. “You
seem to've taken quite a sudden interest
in Colonel,” she says. '

“It’s you I'm thinking of, the way you
fretted and carried on the time he got
away,” he came back. ‘Virginia, you
could use your mother’s iron. It’s a
mighty neat little horse brand, goes on
the left shoulder, and has been on as
good as there could be in horseflesh. We
called it the Comet, just a star with
tails, like this”—he traced it on the
palm of his hand—*“and your mother
would be mighty pleased you using her
brand. It would please me too.”

“I guess you win again, as usual,
Dad,” Virginia said. ‘But what about
Charro? Are we going to brand him
too?”

“Why, yes, I think we just as well.
But I think I'll put one of my own irons
on him.”

VI

BRANDING of the colts—Colonel
with the “comet” and Charro with an
interlocking “CG”—was done just in
time. For one morning, a week or so
later, going into the pasture to get her
saddle horses, Virginia couldn’t see hide

nor hair of either Colonel or Charro.
Then seeing one of the new pole gates
open, she didn’t have to guess twice
what had happened. Them two colts had
hit out again.

But as she got the saddle horses in
the corral and caught the one she want-
ed she found there was one of them
missing. This was an old gray pensioner
that hadn’t been rode for years.

Virginia knew where he ranged, so
she had hopes she’d soon catch up with
the runaways. So sure was she of find-
ing the colts with the gray that she
didn’t look even for their tracks but rode
straight on for the gray’s range. It
didn’t surprise her any when along near
noon she seen the gray about a mile
ahead of her, grazing along slow.

It didn’t bother her none that she
didn’t see Colonel and Charro, for them
two could be in some ravine. But as she
rode nearer the gray she soon seen he
was alone. The gray hit out cross-coun-
try like as if all tarnation was after him,
and at a speed that would of bothered
Virginia's horse to follow.

Virginia watched the old gray go,
and her hopes at seeing the colts faded.
For if they’d been anywheres close
they’d of acted wild too, and followed
him. They’d at least showed up to see
what all he was running about.

Now she knew that the colts hadn’t
followed the gray far out from the
ranch. There was only one thing to do
and that was turn back and cut for their
tracks, above where she figured they’d
most likely left the gray. She picked up
the tracks, but lost them again late in
the day when she come to a deep water-
hole where there was many other fresh
tracks of horses that’d come to water.
But she had the general direction of
where they was headed when she turned
back. She’d be on their trail again early
the next morning.

It was away after dark when she got
back to the ranch.

“That renegade gray, old White
Cloud, is the one to blame for them gates
being -opened,” Cal said. “I can tell his
old pigeon-toed tracks easy, and I could
see that he done a lot of stomping
around the gate in studying ways to
open it. I got to remembering how that
old wise one used to sort of take pride
in opening gates with all sort of differ-
ent fixings on ’em and letting the stock
out, even if he didn’t care to go himself.
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confused as to where to go. Then would
be the time to get 'em going towards
some of the blind traps which the coun-
try was full of. He could tell better
which way to head ’em after he seen
how the sorrel acted. The thing to do
was to ride towards ’em slow and not
spook ’em any more than possible. Let
’em take their own course for a spell,
then he’d know how to run ’em.

As he slowly rode up on the two and
stopped his horse they raised their
heads, stood like petrified for a second,
then the brown started into a loping
lead, the sorrel following. The rider
didn’t make no effort to turn ’em any
direction. He just poked along while
the brown led in a circle to get to the
bunch of three. And when the brown
come to where he’d last seen his pard-
ners and there was no sign of ’em no-
wheres he liked to went wild, nickering,
running from ridge to ridge looking for
’em. But them three was miles away
from there by then. So the brown was
mighty confused, and the filly just sort
of stood in one place, watching.

The rider had got off his horse on a
high knoll, and from there he seen that
again luck was sure with him, for that-
sorrell filly was not a wild one but as
gentle breeding as the brown was. The
brown wouldn’t leave her, and the two
could be driven right wherever wished.
The filly wouldn’t run from a rider, and
soon as the brown cooled down some
they’d be no trouble.

And there was no trouble, only four
days of steady riding and two nights’
stops. On the fourth day come sight of
the Hip O Ranch when the brown, Colo-
nel, perked his ears and again stretched
out on his head, this time only to a good
steady walk towards it.

* * * ¥* *

HERE would be a couple of weeks

before Brad would be hitting out -
with the rodeo stock. There was still
plenty of riding to be done in the mean-
time, and one day, while riding near the
ranch, Virginia rode up alongside of
him. She was riding Colonel.

Brad says to her, “You’ve rode this
colt enough so’s to know if he has the
natural knack it takes to make a cow-
horse. Do you think he has the mak-
ings to match any in your string?”

Virginia smiled. “Why, no,” she says.
“He goes by a cow so fast he never sees
her, and if one would ever happen to
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be in his way I'm sure he’d run right
over her. No, as a cowhorse he’ll never
do, but as for speed he would make a
jack-rabbit ashamed of itself.”

“The first rodeo I have on hand is only
a couple of hundred miles away,” Brad
said. Why not let’s take Colonel and
try him in a race there?”

“It would be all right, I guess,” says
Virginia. “But who’s going to ride
him?”

Brad smiled at her again and said,
“You are.”

VI

GOING on between the events of
bronc riding, steer riding, bull-dogging,
and so on, there were three races at
that rodeo. Virginia and Colonel was
up for the third race, and Brad led Colo-
nel on the track and put him in his start-
ing place. That eased Virginia a con-
siderable, for she had never rode in a
race before.

Neither had Colonel, and one of the
main things with him would be the start.
But as the starter gave the sign, Brad
like a flash slapped Colonel on the rump,
and with the other horses starting on
both sides, Colonel was only half a

"length behind.

Then the fun began. Colonel kept
abreast of some of the leaders for a
spell, like as if to find out if they could
run with him. Then when two riders
sort of shouldered against his neck and
tried to pinch him out, he got in the
clear on the outside of ’em and left the
riders like they was riding hobbled
horses. Favorites and well-known horses
was passed in the same way, and when
he crossed the line there was enough
horse lengths behind him to call it a
herd,

Cal’s old racing spirit revived as he
watched Colonel. He was hard to hold
down for a spell, and when Brad got to
tell him there was another rodeo a few
weeks off, Cal bounced up and says:

“Me and Virginia’ll sure be there.
We'll drive, and I'll bring that horse
trailer to put Colonel in.”

At this second rodeo, Colonel outdis-
tanced the other horses even more than
before, for now he’d learned to be ready
from the start.

There was no more tickled girl than
Virginia after so easy winning the
second race, but near as sad a girl when
Cal said it was time to hit back home






92 THE DARK HORSE

Cal said, “for many more reasons than
one.”

Blackie just grinned, confident, like as
to say it was already the same as won.

Colonel started fairly good this time,
only half a length behind the two horses
on each side of him. But them two was
a couple of crazy ones that started out
so fast they thought they had wings and
forgot to use their legs, and about five
lengths from the starting line they
rammed against one another and piled
up right in front of Colonel. Cool-headed
Colonel tried to jump the mix-up but
he was too close, and he upended right
on top of ’em,

A cloud of dust was stirred by the
scrambling hoofs, and Cal could see the
Mansfield ponies in the clear and hitting
out. There come a heavy slap on his
back and a roaring, laughing voice say-
ing:

b “There goes your money, Cal old
oy.”

But the race was still young. Colonel,
which had fell in the heap, got up a-
running, with Blackie out of the saddle
but right into it again, and on with the
race horse and rider went, leaving the
other two riderless horses still scram-
bling to their feet. Blackie stuck his
nose in Colonel’s mane, and says,

“Come on, son! Let’s head ’em off.”

Mansfield serambled up the judge’s
stand, Cal right on his heels, and by the
time they got up there the first lap was
near over and Colonel had headed off
many lengths separating him from the
Mansfield horses. In fact there was only
one length to their tail, and there was
still another lap to go. Then as the
shadow of the dark horse crowded up
on ’em their speed begin to be used up.
They went to their level best but it
didn’t seem to be of no use. That shadow
kept a-crowding up on ’em, then the
Mansfield jockeys begin using their
whips. Blackie didn’t have nor want no
whip. ,

The two Mansfield horses was still
riose to nose as the shadow crept to the
shoulder point, and there was still a hun-
dred yards to go.

“Let’s go now, cowboy!” Blackie whis-
pered. And that range-trained thor-
oughbred spurted up as though he
hadn’t yet tried to run.

* When the finishing line was reached
he was two lengths ahead of the Mans-
field horses, the best of his own half-

brothers. And when Cal showed Mans-
field the bill of sale Brad had given him
just before leaving the ranch, Mansfield
sure was mortified. For it showed Colo-
nel was a colt from Montezuma. He
remembered then the little colt he'd
ordered sold on account he was off
color. . .. 4

As they drove back along the smooth
highway, Blackie begin to notice signs
advertising a rodeo. They would reach
that town the next day and the contest
wasn’t to start until the day after that.

“Want to see it?” Cal asked, with a
grin. :

“I sure would like to,” says Blackie,
“and more than that, I want to contest
in it.”

Cal rubbed his chin for a spell. “Well,”
he says, “I'm sure the warden won’t
care. Let's whoop ’er up. We both
ought to celebrate some.”

On arriving in the rodeo town Blackie
entered the saddle bronc riding contest.
He didn’t enter any other contest.

Blackie rode in the tryouts on a good
tough horse and qualified for the semi-
finals. He done as well in the semi-finals
and qualified for the finals. There was a
couple of days’ waiting between each
ride, then the last day of the rodeo
come. He made the finals in good shape,
and now, him and only six other boys
was up for the grand finals.

When Blackie’s name was called he
climbed down the bucking chute and
into the saddle, on top of a grand final
horse, the pick of the roughest.

HE horse was a little dirty gray, and

when the gate opened he started
bucking right in the chute. Some of
the boys spooked the little gray out of
the chute. He was a spinning bucker,
about the hardest kind to ride but this
one, instead of just spinning, every hard
and quick jump he landed was a spin-
back, no forward-bucking jump. The
little gray after leaving the chute,
didn’t cover much more than ten feet of
ground in his bucking, but what all he
done in that small space made even the
watchers’ heads swim.

The judge’s whistle blew, calling it a
ride, the pick-up man rode up, but the
little gray was still at it, and whirling
so fast that he couldn’t get to reach the
bucking rein. Then everything of a
sudden got hazy for Blackie and the
next thing he knew he was down to good
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warped legs I ever saw, and the bow in
them legs wasn’t caused by walking too
young.

Now he might have bought the boots
off a broke cowboy, but he couldn’t buy
the saddle-warped legs. You got them
only one way, hours and days and years
in the saddle. The kid didn’t look like
a hand—and yet?

Bull Spots a Victim

“Bull” Ferdenand, a two hundred and
fifty pound fist-fighting bully saw the
stranger almost before he was through
the swinging doors. He blinked his eyes
a time or two, then with a roar of wel-
come you could have heard a mile,
rushed over and.shook the kid’s hand.

“Welcome, Pilgrim,” he yelled. “Wel-
come to the Silver Dollar.”

Then he dragged the kid up to the
bar bellowing for 40-rod and informing
the gang that the stranger was a long
lost pardner from the wide open spaces.

You should have seen the stranger’s
face light up with a happy smile.

. “Set ’em up,” he shouted to the bar-

tender. “Set ’em up for the house.
Panther milk for mine.” That put the
kid in good standing with the gang.
Anyone who bought drinks was o.k.
with the bar flies.

Kage looked across the table at me.
His eyes were troubled.

“I don’t like it,” he said. “If Bull gets
salty, the kid is in for a rough time.”

Trouble Looms

I nodded but didn’t answer. I could
have named a lot of men I liked better
than Bull. In fact I couldn’t think of
any I liked less. So I loosened my irons
in their Sam Myers and decided that if
Bull got too untamed, I'd draw my cards
in the game. And with Bull not liking
me any more than I liked him, he was
sure to call my play with a pair of sixes,
and one of us was going to get a handful
of flowers he couldn’t smell.

Kage's eyes grew troubled when he
saw me loosen my guns, but like the
good pal he was, said:

“You better go slow, pardner, ’cause
it’ll be you and I against the gang. We
ain’t popular here and there ain’t a buz-
zard in the Silver Dollar that won’t side
with Bull.” Then after a long second he
added, “But if you get to play the Good
Samaritan, I'm with you 'till hell freezes
over and we skate home on the ice.”

“Thanks.” Ireplied. “Maybe I'm bor-
rowing troublé. The gang may just be
looking for a good laugh.” As an after-
thought I added, “It wouldn't surprise
me none if the kid done the last laugh-
ing.”

Kage looked surprised but didn’t an-
swer. He didn’t have the eye for detail
T had. He hadn’t noticed the shop made
boots with the spur marks and the sad-
dle warped legs.

Kid Keeps Treating

The night wore on towards morning.
The kid kept buying round after round
of 40-rod and telling the gang what a
salty hand he was.

“I'm the best doggone bronc stomper
in Montana,” he bragged. “Look at my
legs if you don’t believe it. I can ride
anything that ever ate grass. Ride ’em
straight up too. You short-horns got
anything that can kettle, lead him out
an’ T'll knock hair off his shoulders
every jump. Bet my good old dough I
can!”

The kid wds weaving a little on his
feet and the gang thought it was the
panther milk talking. But they were
wrong. He pulled a roll of bills out of
the hip pocket of his fancy pants big
enough to choke a winter-poor steer.

“Get your money where you got your
mouth, boys. Let’s see you gamble.”

It didn’t take the tin-horns long to
cover the kid’s roll. They just about fell
over each other getting their bets down.

“Black-Jack” Tanney, Wolf Creek’s
boss gambler, touched the kid on the
shoulder.

“Now that we got the money end set-
tled, let’s look up a bucking horse. There
isn’t a good one in town but Tom Miner
has always got a few in the pasture out
at his spread. Suppose we go out there
as soon as it gets light?”

“Suits me,” replied the stranger.
“Yip-pee! The higher they buck the bet-
ter I like ’em. I'm wild an’ woolly an’
full of fleas, an’ hard to curry below the
knees.”

“You talk too much for a bronc rid-
er,” said Black Jack shortly.

One-Hand Roller, Too!

Kage rolled a quirley with one-hand
and struck a match on his thumb nail.
Blowing a cloud of smoke towards the
bar, he said:

“I reckon Tanney’s right,” he said.
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The question caught Jordan off-guard.
“Look, Stillwell, I came here for a show-
down, not for a lot of oily talk. The
combine wolfed me a year ago, and now
yore crooked lawman’s Kkilled Jim.
You’re the man that made this range
unsafe for shirttail cowmen. When a
man goes snake-killin’, he’s got to stomp
the snake’s head first.” A

A humorless smile thinned Stillwell’s
lips. “You won’t kill me, Jordan,” he
said. “I know who killed your brother,
and why—-but I wasn’t in on the deal.
Not any. I admit I was in the combine
at the start, but believe it or not, after
I found out the deal they handed you a
year ago I pulled out. I've been playing
my cards close to my vest ever since.
Jim’s death calls for a new deal, and I
aim to give it!”

' Another trick. This was the coolest
man Nevada Jordan had ever run up
against.” He would have to kill Stillwell
in cold blood, because he saw that the
banker could not be goaded into going
for his gun. Jordan tried to rile himself
to a pitch of hatred, of insanity, that
would force him to shoot a man who
wouldn’t draw—but he found he was not
built that way. His fingers whitened
on the trigger of his twin six-guns. His
lips made a thin, white line across his
craggy face. His rocky eyes blazed.

Stillwell saw and read the look in Jor-
dan’s eyes. ‘“You can’t do it, Nevada,”
the big man said softly. “I wasn’t in on
that bushwack try at you a few minutes
ago. I haven’t been in on anything since
Latimer and his killer crew took over
the combine.” He paused, frowning. “I
wasn’t fooling when I offered you the
sheriff’s job. Old Dan Camp knows the

Latimer deal—and where I stood for the

past year. Jim Jordan got killed, Dan
and I knew the news of it would bring
you back. We saw to it that the news
reached you. I can’t give you back your
brother, but I can give you the man who
killed him.”

The banker stopped speaking sudden-
ly. A heavy footfall sounded behind
Jordan. He whipped around and saw
Sheriff Tole Latimer in the doorway.
The slump-shouldered lawman looked at
Nevada Jordan over the sights of a six-
gun. His hawklike gray eyes were hard
and cold.

“I figgured that’s what you’d do, Still-
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well,” Latimer snarled. “But it won’t
work.”

The sheriff’s gun blazed. A grunt of
surprise and pain came from Greg Still-
well, as he slumped across the desk. Jor-
dan, caught off-balance, cut down on
Latimer. Both shots missed. The lanky
lawman let him have it. A bullet seared
Jordan’s left rib, as he squeezed both.
triggers and heard the hammers fall on
empty guns. Latimer laughed harshly.

“Yuh couldn’t have got away with it,
Jordan. Tve got my boys surroundin’
this place. Front and back. If I don’t
come out, they’ll close in. But I’ll be the
only one who'll go out of here alive. I—"
His words stopped abruptly as he caught
sight of the wounded banker.

Stillwell had pulled himself up and
was trying to aim the derringer he held
in his right hand. Latimer brought up
his gun and sent a shot crashing across
the room. The banker looked blankly at
his shattered hand, and the tiny der-
ringer fell in a hundred pieces. Gun
thunder reverberated in the office.

AKING advantage of the gun play,

Nevada flung one of his empty guns
at the sheriff’s head, and lunging for-
ward head first, butted the lawman
backward. Latimer dropped his gun
and Jordan pounced after it, skidding on
his stomach across the floor. Panting, he
came up on one knee, the gun leveled at
Latimer.

All the blood drained from the lanky
lawman’s face, as he lifted his hands,
hooking them toward the ceiling.

Greg Stillwell was awkwardly trying
to stop the flow of blood from the wound
where Latimer’s bullet had grazed his
head. With his right hand crippled from
the exploding derringer, he ‘was using
his left to pour whisky on a piece of
cloth. Jordan backed to the side of the —
banker, keeping his eye on Latimer, and
laid one gun on the desk.

As darkness closed in, Nevada observ-
ed that some of Latimer’s henchmen
had barricaded themselves behind a
heavy freight wagon in the back of the
bank. The rest of the bushwackers were
behind the upstairs windows across the
street. Here was a trap, and not to Ne-
vada’s liking. No decent citizen would
dare lift a hand to stop those renegades

(Continued on Page 153)









Oklahomans Join Forces

All in all, Andrews had plenty of rea-
son to be troubled as he mounted a
slight rise ahead of the herd. He was
nearing the crest before he saw that one
source of worry was over. On the steam-
ing flats just beyond he could see the
rambling log buildings, high-fenced cor-
ral and bristling stockade of Fort
Hooker. The muddy Arapaho Fork
sloshed on the left but the other three
sides of the Agency clearing were lined
with tepees. Indians from far and near
had come for their shares of the white
man’s land payment.

Andrews tried to decide on a plan of
campaign. It was going to be ticklish
work getting the herd to the cattle pens
through that crowd of excited savages.

“Cuss General Sherman anyhow!” he
muttered. “Why did he have to promise
'em beef? They won’t stay on their
reservations nohow, so why waste good
steers on ’em?”’

He turned in the saddle to wave to the
other Bar-O men, then swung to the
side, allowing the slow-moving herd to
come abreast.

“There she is!” he called to Donovan.
“The plain’s crawlin’ with Injuns. I
wonder if they’re mad about us bein’
late?”

“We’ll soon see,” Donovan said short-
ly, his gray eyes focused on the wild
scene ahead.

VEN as he spoke the sight of the ap-
, proaching animals seemed to excite
every male Indian on the flat and there
was a general rush to meet the beef.
Andrews swore helplessly as he watched
gaily decked ponies coming toward him
~ at a dead run, their yelling riders drum-
ming naked heels against the horses’
flanks. The lead steers had already
come to a timid halt, long horns tossing
nervously as they stared at the charging
savages. At any moment they might
break into a full-fledged stampede.
“Take over the point, Willie,” Dono-
van yelled. “I’ll try to stop 'em.”
Andrews had neither the time nor the
inclination to protest. He had to pitch
in with the other two riders in a des-
perate effort to hold the steers in check.
Working with the efficiency born of long
experience he intercepted the steers

to Meet the Menace of

which had started to swing toward him,
turning them toward where another
Bar-O man could swing them in at the
rear. In minutes the restless herd was
moving in a circle, safe if the Indians
came no closer.

Only then did he find time to look to-
ward the Agency. To his surprise—and
vast relief—the Indian rush had been
halted. Their vanguard had stopped at
Donovan’s signal and the other Indians
were jamming up behind them.

“Dang me if the kid ain’t done it!”
Willie breathed.

He grinned hopefully as Donovan
talked to some of the leaders. Then
from the stockade appeared a squadron
of cavalry and soon Donovan’s efforts
were being seconded by the firm maneu-
vering of the troopers. Presently every
Indian was hurrying back to the post as
rapidly as his pony could carry him.
The troopers followed, only a lieutenant
remaining behind to accompany Dono-
van back to the herd.

As the cattle were driven forward, a
few other soldiers came to assist in get-
ting the animals into the corrals. Pres-
ently the last reluctant steer was in and
the bars were in place.

Andrews turned to grin happily at his
little crew.

To his surprise only two of them were
there. Donovan was hazing the ponies
toward a small corral near the river
bank, but the cavvy was not Donovan’s
job today.

“Looks like yo’ ducked outa yore
wrangler job in a powerful hurry, Al,”
he said significantly to the big, bearded
cowhand who had ridden up beside him.

Al Grinnel grinned unpleasantly, his
thick lips twisting away from yellowed
teeth in scorn. “Why not?” he de-
manded. “I ain’t supposed to be doin’
it at all.”

Andrews turned away silently. Some-
thing like a sneer showed on the round
face of young “Button” McTague, the
fourth member of the outfit. McTague
was as big as Grinnel, a hulk of a lad
whose shallow mind saw Al as a hero.
Now the kid was gloating at the way
his burly companion was talking down
the straw boss.

Andrews wanted to kick himself for
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to camp and see how many pieces are
missing.”

“You might look for a couple of dead
rustlers out there, Hank,” he suggested.
“Seems like I remember a couple of
them hitting the dirt just before I took
my dive.” .

Tooker grunted approval. ‘“Got a cou-
ple, did you? Any idea who the raiders
were ?” -

“Nope—but there was one voice I'll
remember if I ever hear it again. The
boss raider had a voice like a bull. - . .”

It was dawn when Terry roused to
the shout of “Grub pile!” Tooker eyed
him anxiously as he sat up, stretching.

“How do you feel, kid?”’ he asked.
“Still groggy?”’

Terry managed a smile. “You'll spoil
me, Boss. A cowboy ain’t supposed to
get hurt by falling off a hoss. I'm all
right except for stiff shoulders and a
sore neck.”

“Good. Then I've got a job for you.
You're going along with me into Abi-
lene. I've a notion we oughta look the
town over before we run the herd in.”

“Do you think there will be another
attack near town?”

“No. At least not like this last one.
The trouble is we may run into some-
thing that’s harder to fight. After you
went to sleep Hank came in to report a
couple of dead hombres out on the
prairie. They look like nesters, and
there’s a chance that some kind of law
business will tie into us.”

He swung to face the men around the
fire. “Everybody get our story straight,
boys. We've got to watch sharp that
they don’t frame anything on us. Our
story is we heard shooting last night
but didn’t go out to investigate. We
threw every man into extra guard duty
and didn’t let anybody leave the herd.
We were so busy looking out for our
own interests that we don’t know a
thing about what happened out there.
We figure maybe it was a couple of lots
of jayhawkers running afoul of each
other.”

“How about my gun and my brone?”
Terry asked. “They’se both out there
somewhere and the pony will have the
Frying Pan’s horse brand on him.”

Tooker grinned. “We took care of
that. Here’s your gun. If anybody finds
the pony they’ll have to dig him up
along with the two dead rustlers—and
we did a mighty fine job of burying.”
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Terry took his empty six-gun. “I just
wanted to make sure.”

“Andrews is boss while I'm gone,”
Tooker went on. “Keep the herd moving
and you'll make town by noon or a little
later. I’ll see Major De Groodt and find
out if he has shipping arrangements.
Play it safe and we’ll all be ready to
take things easy by nightfall.”

AFTER a quick breakfast they all
turned to the work of the day, try-
ing to keep up the appearance of care-
lessness. Still the tension was evident
as the cook packed his kit in the chuck-
wagon. The events of the night didn’t
promise too well for the immediate fu-
ture. They were heading into an unfa-
miliar town, a town where there was an
enemy they did not even know.

Tooker and Donovan rode out ahead
of the herd, neither of them saying a
word. Terry could not help linking the
dead raiders with his memory of Sue
Leonard. Maybe thase men had been
rustlers or jayhawkers, but they might
just as well have been honest farmers
who were trying to defend their lands
from the invasion of trespassing cattle-
men. It didn’t help his peace of mind
to realize that he had gone into open
war with the farmers he had decided to
imitate. Shooting nesters was not the
best way in the world for a young fel-
low to get a start in life.

Presently Tooker broke in to explain
the job ahead of them. “I'm leaving the
scouting to you, Terry. When we hit
town TI'll have to look up Major De
Groodt. Wander around and see how
much information you can soak up. I
can’t tell you how to go about it because
I don’t suppose the place is anything
like what it was the last time I saw it.
One day these boom towns are just huts,
the next they’re full of unpainted
houses, and the day after that they’re
full of gunmen, gamblers and crooks.
You’ll just have to watch.”

They had been following the muddy
stream since crossing Smoky Hill but
now Toocker swung wide as a cluster of
buildings appeared.

“There she is,” he announced. “On
the banks of Mud Creek. The railroad
pens are off there on the right.”

Terry noted the camps of emigrants
beside the creek, their wagon tops gray
or white in the morning sun. Then he
gave his attention to the town. The
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place was shabby in spite of its new-
ness, its slab shacks sweltering in the
. quivering heat of mid-morning.

Tooker pointed across toward the
cattle pens. “That must be Drovers
Cottage,” he remarked. “That’s where
they plan to entertain the big boys who

come around by train and boat to meet

their herds.”

“Like Major De Groodt?”
asked.

Tooker smiled. “Exactly. I reckon
you never met the big boss, did you?”’

“No. Judging by the way the boys
talk I haven’t missed much. Most of
them ain’t got much time for a gent who
sits around in hotels and takes the pro-
fits while they get saddle sores, broken
legs and chilblains for forty a month.”

Tooker shrugged. ‘‘De Groodt pays
as well as any rancher. It’s none of our
business how he spends his time.”

They were riding now along a dusty
lane blocked by the shining Kansas Pa-
cific tracks. To their right were the cat-
tle pens, two small houses, and the two-
story Drovers Cottage. A cross street
bore a sign, “Texas Street.”

Tooker swung around the corner, mo-
tioning for Terry to follow. “Better
stick with me until I see the Major.
Then you can slip away and do your
scouting.”

“Are you going to tell the boss about
last night?” Donovan asked.

“No. He’'d be more likely to cause
trouble than to do us any good. We'll
keep quiet and see what happens.”

It was stifling in the big front room
of the hotel, the morning heat in no wise
diminished by the shutters which had

een drawn to keep out the glare of the
sun. In the semi-gloom, however, four
men lounged in the splendor of frock
coats, pleated shirts and fancy cravats.
Tall glasses stood before them and they
were playing a listless game of stud.

Three of them did not even look up
as the two riders entered, but the fourth
gave them a scowling inspection. He
was a lean man of middle age, wearing
a gray goatee, and his glance was arro-
gant as he scanned the dusty riders.

“The Iron Trail bar is down Texas
Street, boys,” he remarked, waving a
freshly lighted cheroot. “You’ll be a lot
more comfortable down there.”

Terry was about to make an angry re-
tort but Tooker cut in quickly. “Look

Terry
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again, Major. I guess you don’t know -
me in working clothes.”

AJOR DE GROODT stared, then
climbed to his feet and held out a
reluctant hand.

“Glad to see you, Tooker. Where's
the beef ?”

“Coming along in a few hours. I rode
ahead to see what arrangements youw’ve
made.”

“About what?”

“Cars for shipping. I'd like to get as
many head loaded as I can before I let
the boys get away into town. It might
be hard to get the crew together, once
they start to celebrate.”

“I'll have to ask Colonel Gore,” De
Groodt said finally. “He runs the hotel
and does practically everything else
around here.” He bawled lustily toward
the stairway: “Hey, Gore! Will you
come here a moment, please?”

A quiet-appearing man of medium
build appeared promptly, smiling at

‘Tooker as he waited to hear what De

Groodt wanted.

‘“Are there cars ready for use, Gore ?”’
the Major asked.

‘“About a dozen on the siding.”

“We’ll want them,” De Groot said
bluntly. “See to makmg the arrange-
ments, will you?”

“Still sure you won’t sell outright,
Major?” one of the other stud players
cut in lazily. “My offer stands.”

Donovan almost jumped. He had
heard those tones in the darkness of the
prairie only a few hours before!

He studied the speaker carefully. The
man was as ornately dressed as his fel-
low plutocrats but there was an air
about him which they lacked, a certain
hardness not physical.

De Groodt shook his head. “Sorry,

‘Barlow. I have already made my mar-

ket arrangements.” He smiled as he
added, “I guess you’ll have to look else-
where for your broker’s percentage.”

Colonel Gore beckoned to Tooker.
“Come along, Snowshoe,” he invited.
“We’ll see the railroad agent right
away.”

De Groodt settled back to his poker
game. Terry caught Tooker’s quick
glance and turned. So this was the kind
of man who ran the Bar O! A man who

. seemed to be on the best of terms with

a cleverly disguised rustler. Yet in spite
of his disgust Terry realized that the
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wouldn’t do to let them get their stories
" twisted.. . . .”

Willie Andrews had circulated among
the riders as they pushed the herd into
town, passing word of what Donovan
had learned in town and issuing orders
about prompt loading. The whole crew
worked earnestly until every steer was
safely in a pen or a cattle car.

By this time there was a plume of
smoke in the west, indicating the ap-
proach of an eastbound train. Soon the
engineer whistled “Down brakes,” and
the train shuddered to a grinding halt.

“Going to pick up the cattle cars be-
hind the three coaches,” Tooker ex-
plained.

Willie pointed to another cloud of
smoke in the east. “ 'Nother one comin’.
Must be due to pass each other here.” .

Tooker frowned. He felt sure no train
was due from the east until evening
when the regular cattle trains would
pick up the day’s shipments.

Terry Donovan did not even notice the
passengers who were dropping down
from the eastbound, his eyes watching
the train roaring out of the east. This
one stopped for water, but there were
no passengers. Instead there were four
stock cars loaded with cavalry horses,
two sealed box cars and three coaches
crammed with blue uniforms. .

“Gov’ment must be gettin’ ready to
warm things up for the danged hea-
thens,” Willie commented. ‘Hancock
made a botch of it last year and now
Sherman’s Treservation scheme ain’t
workin’ so good either. Mebbe we’ll have
a regular scrap and end it all up right.”

“Maybe you’re right,” Terry agreed
absently. “I hope so. There’s enough
trouble for settlers around here with-
out the threat of Indian raids.”

Willie stared at him in surprise but
at that moment Tooker hailed them,
motioning for them to follow him to-
ward the stock pens,

They rounded the end of the train to-
gether but Terry dropped behind when
he saw that Tooker wanted only An-
drews. He cut across to a group of Bar
0. Al Grinnel, in the crowd, greeted
Terry with an elaborate smirk. He un-
buckled his gun-belt with a flourish of
fair play.

“Stick around, gents,” he grated. “I'm
goin’ to learn a dirty whelp not to hit
a man when he’s too drunk to handle
hisself.”
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HE troop train engine tooted shrilly

and the train behind Donovan
started. Soldiers were hooting from the
car windows, adding to the confusion.
Terry shook his head a little as Grinnel
bore in with a yell. To a man who had
just seen his first railroad it was a bit
disconcerting to fight with a moving
train almost on his heels. He was con-
scious of those clanking wheels even as
he tried to meet Grinnel’s savage attack.
He had visions of being driven back-
ward under the cars that made him
freeze for an instant too long, and Grin-
nel struck with savagely flying fists. He
was trying to hurl his enemy under the
train wheels. ,

Fortunately his rush had to be careful,
lest he overreach himself and fall a vic-
tim to his own strategy. That gave
Terry his chance to recover.

He took a hard one on the side of his
head and another in the short ribs, but
both were glancing blows. He shook
them off, avoided Grinnel’s attempt to
close in, and slipped toward more open
ground. He caught a glimpse of yelling
troopers on the rear platform, encourag-
ing the combatants, then braced himself
to meet another charge.

Grinnel started a roundhouse swing
that would have felled a steer, but Dono-
van went under it and came up with a
solid right that staggered the big man.
He followed it promptly, nailing Grin-
nel with solid punches that brought the
blood from nose and mouth.

The big fellow cursed. “T’ll kill yuh

“fer that!” he snarled, and bored in sav-

agely.

Grinnel was no boxer. Donovan met
the assault with a swift counterattack,
trading punches at close quarters. He
took a heavy blow in the face but the
fury of his onslaught drove Grinnel
back.

The big man was fighting like a
wounded buffalo now. He knew he had
blown his best chance, that he was be-
ing cut to pieces by a man who could
have no mercy after what had already
happened. His only hope was to close
in again.

They circled each other, then Al made
his bid. Donovan seemed to bend over
slightly and the howling watchers saw
the finish of what must have been a
blow. They saw Grinnel rush in. They
saw Donovan spring to meet him. Then
they saw Grinnel straighten up abrupt-
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has for me. T’ll bet they planned to kill
the old man for his money. It’s always
the ones with money what get killed.”

APES and his men retreated hast-

ily. She shouted a final angry
opinion across .the dark prairie, then
stood silently watching as they faded
into the night.

Donovan spoke quietly at her shoul-
der. “I hope you don’t believe their
story.”

“And what if I do?” she demanded.
“Would that be any reason for me to
play the game of such hoodlums? Well
—is it true?”

Sue was scrambling out of the wagon.
“Of course it’s not true!” she said
sharply. “That man who did the talk-
ing is the killer of my father!”

“Kasy,” Donovan warned her. “Mrs.
Plyly believes you. What we’ve got to
figure out now is what we should do
next. It sounds to me like Hapes never
told his story that I heard them plan-
ning—about your father committing
suicide. You must have broken loose
before he had time to get downstairs.
So they changed it to what Hapes just
tolg here. I guess you see where it puts

“I'll go back and face them down!”
Sue said defiantly. “There will be
enough honest men in town to stand by
me.”

“You won't do anything of the kind,”
Terry told her quietly. “Youstay under
cover until this gang of crooks is broken
up. If I'm not back by morning you’d
better make plans which don’t include

He drifted away into the darkness,
heading grimly for the Iron Trail. . . .

It was a tense group which gathered
around a lantern at the door of the
Drovers stable. Tooker counted heads
in the gloom, assuring himself that all
of the Bar O men were on hand except
Donovan, Grinnel and McTague. They
heard the crunch of boot heels in the
gravel and De Groodt’s voice came quer-
ulously:

“Tooker! Are you there?”

“Right here, Major. What’s wrong?”

“That’s what I want to find out. Are
you hiding that man Donovan I ordered
you to fire?”

Willie Andrews snorted belligerently
but Tooker restrained him with a warn-
ing hand.

“I am not,” he said steadily. “I
haven’t seen Donovan since he and Grin-
nel were paid off.”

Hapes’ voice boomed angrily in the
darkness. ‘“TI’ll search the stable, Major.
I can’t have a killer’s friend interferin’
with justice.”

“Who killed who?”
grimly.

“As if you didn't know!” Hapes
sneered. “I want that Donovan jigger

Tooker asked

- fer two crimes now. He shot a couple

of farmers last night and now he’s killed
another man at the hotel. The old fel-
ler’s daughter either run away with him
or Donovan stole her—I don’t know
which.”

Once more Willie had to be restrained

by Tooker.
_ “Let him search,” Snowshoe whis-
pered. “Sounds like a lot more hap-
pened than we thought. I got a notion
the kid has run some kind of a sandy
on 'em and they’re after him with a
killer charge. The longer we let 'em
fool around here the longer he’ll have
to make a getaway.”

Raising his voice he broke in on De
Groodt’s flustered stammering.

“You’re welcome to go through the
place, Deputy,” he said calmly. ‘“Dono-
van ain’t on our pay roll any longer, so
it’s not likely that he’ll come back here.”

“That’s right!” De Groodt snapped.
“Why are you here, Tooker? I thought
you were going to hit the trail early.”

Hapes waited menacingly. There were
angry murmurs from the Bar O men
but Tooker silenced them with a glance.
“We're just leaving,” he said. “Any
orders?”

“No. Just get going before we have
trouble with the town people.”

“Fair enough. Get your traps togeth-
er, boys.”

Hapes and his men were already
searching the stable. Herding the Bar
O riders toward the door Tooker ex-
plained:

“We've got to go through with it to
cover up. Andrews and Lynch slipped
away minutes ago. I don’t know what
they’re doing any more than I know
what kind of a game Donovan is play-
ing, but we’ll make a lot of noise and
maybe give them a chance.”

“You mean we’ll only fake leavin’?” a
voice asked eagerly.

Tooker’s quiet tones were firm. “No.
We leave for Texas. My business don’t
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include sticking around for any useless
wars. We’'ll do what we can to give the
boys a chance, but that’s as far as it
goes. . . .”

EANWHILE, Terry approached the
Iron Trail from the rear, advanc-
ing with caution along the line he had
taken in retreat. He approached the
stable, wary of a trap, even though he
felt certain his enemies would not be ex-
pecting him here. Once he took cover
behind a stack of empty packing cases
as sounds came from an easterly direc-
tion. He could hear a body of men rid-
ing out, then nearer he could make out
the blurred forms of two horsemen,
heard their voices.

“We’ll git him yet,” Morgan Hapes’
voice rumbled angrily. ‘“Nick can foller
them cowpunchers outa town and make
sure he don’t join up with ’em. After
they’re gone we’ll know we got him
trapped. He didn’t git far with a gal
and no hosses.”

Terry remained motionless as the two
men rode past him. “Easy, Morg,” the
deputy’s companion cautioned.
talk so loud.”

Hapes cursed and the pair of them
dismounted, tying their horses in the
stable yard without unsaddling. Terry
trailed along swiftly, using their prog-
ress as a shield for getting close to the
Iron Trail.

They went in through the back door.
Terry worked his way in the shadows of
the alley until he could hear a buzz of
talk from the barroom. The place was
still thronged with angry nesters but
there was none of the loud conversation
which might have been expected. Terry
moved closer to a window and Barlow’s
words came to him clearly, apparently
concluding some sort of harangue.

“I think you should know what I
saw,” he was saying. ‘“The Leonard
girl was not being taken away by force.
She was going of her own free will. The
whole thing was a conspiracy between
the two of them to kill Leonard and
steal his money. That is borne out by
two bits of evidence which have come
up within the past few minutes. We
have a man who swears the Leonard
girl knew Donovan and was pretty thick
with him before he came here. And
there are no valuables in Lecnard’s
room. It looks like a carefully planned
crime.”

“Don’t
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He- paused significantly, and Terry
could hear angry murmurs rising again.
“We oughta lynch the pair of ’em!” a
man shouted.

Terry could see that the speaker was
the squirrel-toothed man who had been
with Hapes in the afternoon. Appar-
ently Barlow was a good stage manager
as well as an accomplished orator. He
had left nothing to chance in his pro-
gram to arouse the nesters to violent
action.

Voices echoed the suggestion from all
parts of the room but Barlow banged
on a table, calling for order. Terry
slipped away quietly, his mind active
with this new slant. He tried the rear
door cautiously, found it unlocked, and
slipped inside. Voices came from a lit-
tle distance and he stopped with his
back against the door. Two men were
arguing, apparently in a first floor room
somewhere near at hand. One of them
was Hapes and the other seemed to be
Gillespie. The fat saloonman was pro-
testing at the way his evening’s busi-
ness had been ruined.

Terry smiled grimly and started to
climb those bare stairs. This would be
as good a time as any to have a look for
those papers of old Leonard’s. .

He found the door of the Leonards’
room and tried the knob. It opened
easily and he stepped in with his gun
drawn. The room was empty. A smear
of blood was in the middle of the bare
floor but the body of Jackson Leonard
had been removed. Not only that, but
the room had been thoroughly ran-
sacked. ‘

Terry remained only long enough to
make certain that there were no securi-
ties hidden under the mattress, then
went back to the door. His hand was
twisting the knob when there came the
heavy tramp of feet on the back stairs.

The footsteps came closer, apparently
approaching the very door at which he
listened. Terry released his grasp on
the doorknob, stepped back, ready for a
showdown if the door should open. The
men went by, however, and he could
hear them entering the next room. The
door slammed behind them.

He could hear them talking in whis-
pers and he realized how clearly the
Leonards must have overheard ordinary
conversation. Then the whispers next
door became mumbles, and Terry caught -
a serious tone. He could recognize the
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bass voice of Morgan Hapes.

“Extra pay-off, boys,” the lanky dep-
uty was saying. ‘‘Barlow wants to be
sure that we don’t get tripped up with
any of that Leonard paper in our hands.
It would wreck our robbery yarn. Yo’
boys split the cash and take the other
papers plenty far out on the prairie and
burn’em. It ain’t safe to leave ’em here
in this chest.”

DONOVAN moved swiftly but silent-
ly. In one movement he turned the
doorknob, shoved the door open and
stepped inside, his gun waving in a short
arc.

“Hoist ’em!” he ordered grimly.
“You've got me tagged as a killer al-
ready so it won’t hurt my feelings any
to earn the title.”

The amazement of the men in the
room was almost comic. Hapes backed
up a step, his eyes fearful as he tried
to get behind a pudgy little man with a
dirty face. The third man, Al Grinnel,
simply stood there with his jaw droop-
ing. Terry took quick advantage of
their stunned surprise.

“Put your hands flat against the wall
—high over your heads,” he ordered.
“Now stay that way and don’t tempt
me. Just remember a man was killed
here tonight—and that I know who
killed him.”

Keeping a sharp watch on the cursing
trio he moved to where a massive chest
stood against the other wall. Its lid
was open and a heavy brass padlock lay
on the floor beside it. A bundle of green-
backs was on the top inside the chest
and below the money were papers which
Terry judged to be the securities Sue
had mentioned.

Stuffing the lot hastily into his shirt
front he was buttoning the shirt when
more fcotsteps sounded on the stairs.
Two men were talking as they climbed
—and one of them was Barlow. Terry
could see the restless squirming of the
men before him and he realized that
they must expect Barlow to enter this
room.

“Keep those elbows straight, Hapes!”
he snapped in a low voice. “If those
men come in here you'll be the first to
stop a bullet. Just remember I kno
who Kkilled old Leonard!” o
" “But I didn’t—" Hapes began desper-
ately. '

“Shut up! You killed Leonard, and
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I know it. Of course you’re not the
brains of this outfit but you’re the chief
killer. T'll take you if I can’t get Bar-
low.”

The men in the hallway had stopped
talking, and that seemed to mean some-
thing to Grinnel. At any rate he made
his bid. Throwing himself sideward,
he went for his gun, whirling to face

Donovan was just as prompt. He
drove a hasty shot at Grinnel and
jumped for the open window. Instantly
the other two were in the fight, their
weapons coming out even as they spun
away from the wall—and Terry knew
better than to stand and face such odds.

His first spring took him to the win-
dow but he emptied his gun as he went,
firing twice at Hapes after throwing his -
first shots at Grinnel. Grunts of pain
indicated that he had scored on both
targets. Then he scrambled through
the window, slid down the sloping wood-
en awning and leaped to the ground.

Donovan slipped along to the rear of
the building, watching the window from
which he had emerged. Above the
shouted questions came a sound which
brought a quick grin to his lips:

I wandered today to the still, Mag-gie

To sam-pul the moun-tin dew.

But the moonshine had flowed down the hill,
Mag-gie

In a raid by the revenoo. )

Warblin’ Willie was just starting an-
other verse about the awful waste of
homespun spirit when Terry ran to meet
him. Instantly the Andrews voice took
on a tone of loud complaint.

“Lemme alone, yuh blasted polecat!”
he howled. ‘Yo’ and me is quits after
the way yo’ been a-doin’. Git away
from me now!” He was already out of
the saddle and handing the reins to
Terry. “Let my bronc alone!” he yelled,
then in a whisper: ‘“Head through the
alley and git outa town. I'll fool ’em as
long as I kin. Hurry!”

Terry swung into saddle as Willie put
on another loud show of outrage, firing
into the air as Donovan put spurs to the
pony and dashed away. By that time
other guns were spitting angry lead
from the upper windows of the hotel.
But Terry knew that Willie would take
care of himself.

Terry was clear of town before he
realized that the pony under him was .
the roan Tooker had given him. The

- Terry.
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stream bed indicated a wagon moving
out to the west. The Plylys had realized
the need for flight.

The realization brought decision. The
most important thing was the safety of
Sue Leonard. He had to make certain
that searchers were led away from her.
Accordingly he swung his pony out from
the shelter of the trees, heading away
from the town and cutting across the
stream where his trail would show
plainly.

Dawn was burning away the eastern
darkness when Terry crossed the Smoky
Hill. He rode upstream along the bank
of the shallow stream until he found the
tracks of a rider who had crossed and
headed south. With a little grunt of
satisfaction he swung his pony and fol-
_ lowed the unknown’s trail, taking care
to remain a few feet away from the
other set of tracks. It was almost cer-
tain that someone would pick up his
trail out of Abilene and he wanted his
trailer to think he had been joined here
by the girl. .

Willie Andrews was nobody’s fool. On
-occasion he could show a certain bold-
ness but he had a firm belief that heroes
died young. Accordingly, Willie lay
quiet in the dust until some of the
nesters drifted along the alley in pur-
suit, then he began to complain loudly.

“He stole my brong, the polecat did!”
he wailed. ‘“Then he fetched me a clout
on top of the head and rode off. Some-
body git after him and bring back my
hoss!”

Two men brought ponies out of the
stable yard in a hurry and rode away,
leaving the other nesters to listen to
Willie'’s bitter complaints.

No one seemed to doubt him. They
took him back into the hotel with them
- and he became a part of the excited
throng which went into indignant ses-
sion. Half an hour later he met the first
signs of doubt—from Al Grinnel.

The big cowhand, looking more bat-
tered than ever, came in from a back
room where the doctor had been band-
aging his ribs. He stared sourly at
Andrews, his puffed and bloodshot eyes
almost closed.

“So yuh helped the cussed polecat git
away, did yuh?”’ he snarled. “Now
mebbe yuh kin tell us where he was
headed.”

Morgan Hapes had come into the room
behind Grinnel, his arm in a sling.

“Let him alone, Al he snapped.
“This man wasn’t with Donovan. He
was at the Drovers when I was there.
Looks like he’s just as much of a loser
as we are.” The deputy swung to face
the settlers. “We'll hit the trail at day-
light, boys,” he said shortly. ‘“Ain’t no
use tryin’ to track a polecat in the
dark.”

ILLIE watched for an opportunity

and slipped away from the hotel
long enough to meet Hank Lynch and
pass the word of what had happened.
Then he hurried back to the Iron Trail
and spent the rest of the night with the
restless men in the barroom. But in the

~morning he slipped out of town, strik-

ing across Mud Creek, hoping to pick
up the trail of the Leonard girl and find
out if she was safe.

He rode all day without success and
near sundown reached the spot where
therailroad trestle spanned the Solomon
like some enormous centipede. Even in
the fading light he could see figures on
the trestle, two blue-clad men who were
running toward the eastern end. As he
approached he saw that the troopers
were Negro guards. One wore the
chevrons of a corporal. He grinned
amiably at Willie as the stooped rider
swung in to meet them.

“Lucky yo’-all got out of the line of
sun, mister,” the corporal greeted. “We
was gettin’ all primed to try yo’ with a
rifle ball when we seen yo’ wasn’t one
of them red rascals.”

Willie grinned. ‘“Shucks. I ain’t look-
in’ that ornery, am I?”

“Couldn’t tell for sure, boss. Power-
ful lot o’ bad Injuns ’round here just
now. Orders is to keep ’em away from
the tracks.”

“Had any orders about grub?”’ Willie
hinted. “My stummick must think I'm
mad at it.”

The corporal laughed and pointed to
where a thin trickle of smoke rose into
the darkening western sky. ‘“We got
beans and salt meat back there. Yo're
welcome to what you want. Jest wait
till I change guards at this sentry box.”

“Soljer, yo've got a visitor,” Willie
told him. “T'll get my bronc across this
excuse fer a river while yo’re doin’ yore
duty. I reckon he couldn’t take kindly
to walkin’ across on the railroad ties.”

He picked his way across the almost
dry stream bed and waited for the
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corporal to return with the sentry who
was coming off duty. He could see other
men down the track now and it struck
him that this was a sizable group to be
out in the open with no sign of camp
equipment. It wasn’t until he rode
closer to the campfire that he noticed
the low mound of sod which rose above
the prairie.

“What kind of a contraption is that?”

he asked. “It looks like yo’ built yore
soddie all cellar.”

The corporal grinned with some pride.
“That’s a Underground Monitor, the in-
vention of the colored folks. We had to
have some kind of huts for this guard
duty and that’s what we worked out. I
reckon we’re goin’ to need 'em right bad
if this mean ole Injun trouble gets any
worse.”

It was the second time he had re-
ferred to growing Indian difficulties but
Willie did not stop to ask questions now.
Other soldiers were coming out to wel-
come their visitor and there were tan-
talizing smells coming from the cooking
fire. Hunger was stronger than curios-
ity. Presently they were all doing jus-
tice to a substantial meal of army ra-
tions.

The soldiers felt certain that - the
whole mess would soon break out in
open war. They were veterans of other
Indian campaigns and they seemed to
feel that the Army was tired of chasing
war parties in the fall, only to have the
Indians settle down at the first snowfall
and act innocent. This time there would
be a showdown.

They also had confidence in their Un-
derground Monitor. They showed Willie
its simple construction—merely a dug-
out with sod walls rising two feet above
the prairie and a heavy sod roof resting
on massive timbers. Men could stand
‘erect inside and fire through loop-holes.
Fireproof and bullet-proof, it would be
a hard nut for mounted Indians to crack.

Willie found himself welcome. That
suited him perfectly. Sooner or later he
was sure Donovan would come this way.

He camped on the trail each night but
still Donovan did not appear. On the
third day, extra guards were dropped
by the afternoon train, with word that
the Indians had struck. The settlements
on the upper Solomon had been at-
tacked. Women had been captured,
houses had been burned, and men had
been ruthlessly butchered.
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Orders were out for a campaign of re-
venge and there was talk of a scout
troop from Fort Hays. Willie promptly
mounted his horse and headed along
the track. There was no longer any
point in waiting here for Donovan. . . .

HE Underground Monitor at which
Terry Donovan had stopped was just
far enough to the west so that its guard
detail did not make contact with the
men who were hosts to Willie Andrews.
An enormous black sergeant made him
welcome and gave him a picture of the
surrounding country. He even drew a
rough map, showing Terry how the Sol-
omon came down from the northwest to
join the Smoky Hill.
. “Then I'm too far west of the Sol-
omon ?” Terry asked.

“Too far for the fork. Yo' kin strike
straight off to the no’th, though, and hit
the Solomon right quick. It’ll be a heap
sho’ter than goin’ back along the
tracks.” :

For all his impatience Terry managed
to get a night’s rest. Then he forked
his bronc and headed away from the
railroad. Today’s ride would be no loaf-
ing matter. The enemy had changed
over njght. E

He rode hard throughout the morn-
ing and shortly before noon struck a
wide, shallow stream which flowed in a
general southeasterly direction. This
would be the Solomon, and he crossed
promptly, looking for trail signs.

A short distance back from the op-
posite bank he came upon a well-defined
trail. Horses had made most of the
marks but the freshest were the wheel
tracks of a prairie schooner. That would
be the Plyly wagon. They must have
camped near here during the night.

He pushed on at a brisk canter, only
to swing wide from the wagon trail as
his alert eye noted some suspicious
smudges along the river bank. Investi-
gation confirmed his quick fears. In-
dians had camped here last night.

There was bleak dread in his eyes as
he went back to the wagon trail. An-
other two miles dropped behind him,
then as he topped a rise he saw a thin
trickle of smoke drifting up from' be-
hind a prairie swell. Not much smoke
—just what might rise from the ruins
of a home.

Even as he realized the meaning of
the smoke he saw that the wagon tracks
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had veered sharply to the left.. The
Plylys had seen smoke also—or some-
thing even more threatening—and had
hastily crossed the Solomon.

He followed the trail through the wet
sands to the far side. He could see
where a man and a woman had got out
of the wagon to help the team haul it
up the bank, then the trail indicated
that the mules had been driven hard
toward the cover of a tree-lined creek.

Terry sent the roan forward at a run,
but halted as he approached the cotton-
woods, something cold clamping his
heart. Beneath the trees was the
wagon, no moving creature near it. He
moved in cautiously, alert against am-
bush. Then he saw that the wagon had
been completely abandoned. He studied
the ground carefully. Part of the story
was clear. Six riders had come up, two
riding unshod ponies while the other
four had been mounted on animals
which had been partly or entirely shod.

The trail led due west, six ponies and
the mules. Terry followed it doggedly.
Then the tracks entered a broad belt of
roughened ground where the main war
party had probably hidden. Trailing
became hopeless in such a mess and the
hunt had to be abandoned. The Plylys
and Sue had disappeared, apparently in-
to the midst of an Indian war party
which might number several hundred.

Donovan moved swiftly after assur-
ing himself that the trail of his friends
was hopelessly lost in the welter of pony
tracks. There was but one thing to do
now. Riding back to the abandoned
wagon he found a spade in the wagon
box and quickly dug a shallow hole at
the base of a cottonwood. He removed
the bundle of papers and money from
his blanket roll, making up a new bundle
with an old horse blanket which had
been left on the wagon seat. He buried
the bundle, filled the hole carefully and
obliterated all traces of digging. Then
he headed back toward the broad trail
of the war party. .

Meanwhile, Willie Andrews had
reached Hays City, and had found the
town in a state of angry excitement. He
stopped only long enough for a meal,
then rode on to the fort and promptly
enrolled himself in the scout troop
which was being formed. A stern-faced
infantry lieutenant swore him in as a
recruit for emergency service, and he
was turned over to a brawny sergeant.
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“Come on, cowboy.” The sergeant
grinned. “I'll show you where you’ll
sleep and where you'll stable your hoss.
After that you're on your own. This
outfit ain’t goin’ to do much drillin’.
We'll just fight Injuns.”

“Suits me,” Willie said shortly.

RDERS were already out for a

march west to Fort Wallace, and
Willie spent the balance of the after-
noon in checking over the Goverment
equipment which had been issued to
him. His chief delight was the Spen-
cer carbine which the Army had pro-
vided out of a special experimental lot.
It was the first repeating - carbine he
had ever seen. There was something
about the way he could pump cartridges
through it which made him forget its
lack of grace. With a weapon like this
a man could give a pretty good account
of himself:

After his first general glance at the
other scouts in the command he paid lit-
tle enough attention to faces. As a re-
sult it was with something of a jolt that
when he was going in to mess he came
face to face with a scrawny little gray-
haired man. The little man simply
stared at Willie.

“Great snakes!” Andrews exclaimed.
“Abe Plyly! What in thunder are yo’
doin’ here ?”

A frontiersman named Trudeau has-
tened to explain.

“Abe brung the news about the Sol-
omon affair, Andrews,”-he said. “Him
and four others was the only folks that
got away.”

Willie’s lower jaw was still sagging.
“What happened to Donovan?’ he
blurted.

Plyly studied him intently before re-

plying. . “I ain’t seen him,” he said
finally. “Come along and we’ll jaw this
thing out a bit.”

To Willie’'s disappointment Abe Ply-
ly’s story was merely the account of the
Solomon raid. Plyly refused to admit
that Sue Leonard had been one of the
party and insisted that Terry Donovan
had not appeared at all.

“We jest seen smoke and heard the
shootin’,” he declared. “SoI turned the
wagon and headed across country. Eli
Morse and his wife rode up with some
hosses they was tryin’ to save and they
persuaded me to cut loose from the
wagon and ride with ’em. We done
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on the island. The Indians patrolled
just out of range.

That night Major Forsyth called a
meeting of all able men except the sen-
tinels. He was weakening fast under
the drain of his own painful injuries.

“I'm afraid Trudeau and Stilwell were
caught. We're done for unless we get
help. Without horses we can't travel or
transport the wounded. All of you who
want to take the risk are free to make a
break, if you desire.”

Grover smiled as the men around him
kept their silence. “I reckon we’ll stick,
Major. We can’t leave the wounded
here to be massacred.”

“How about another try at gettin’
help?” Plyly asked. “I’ll give it a whirl.
Jest as soon git skelped out there on the
prairie as die on this dirty island!”

“I'm willing to give it a try, too,”
Donovan said. ‘“Maybe I'd have a bet-
ter chance of avoiding the Indians than
some of the others would. How about
it, Major? Do we go?”

“I don'’t see any other course.” Major
Forsyth was already too far gone to
argue. ‘‘Have a try, but don’t hesitate
to come back if you find the Indian lines
too tight.”

ROVER toock care of outfitting the

two messengers. They left their
carbines behind but each carried a .44
and a full belt of cartridges, a canteen
of the alkaline water, and a couple of
strips of cooked horse meat. And they
were to cover over a hundred miles
through country swarming with hostile
Indians! -

They crossed the stream bed quickly
enough but then the progress became
painfully slow. Indian pickets had to
be avoided and it seemed as though
campfires were everywhere. For the
better part of an hour they wormed
their way along flat on their stomachs,
and after that covered what seemed like
miles on hands and knees.

Morning found them out of sight of
any Indian camps, a promising-looking
line of cottonwoods just ahead. Both
men were showing the effects of the
night’s journey, their knees bare and
bleeding from crawling over sand and
rock. , ' ‘

Donovan took a quick look at his
companion. “We’ll rest here a few min-
utes,” he announced.

Abe swore, but gave in. His feet
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were giving out. They rested briefly,
then went on doggedly, Abe dragging
behind more and more as the afternoon
went on.

The following day they made almost
no progress. Both were stumbling from
weariness and hunger. Shortly before
noon they weére caught in the open when
a band of warriors came straight to-
ward them, but onée more they staved
off disaster by the proverbial whisker.
The corpse of a huge disemboweled buf-
falo lay on the prairie near them. Into
this noisome shelter they jammed them-
selves, enduring its sickening hospital-
ity until the savages had passed. Then
they went on again.

VIII

SOME time later Donovan and Abe
Plyly moved into the bed of another dry
stream, swearing softly at the treach-
erous footing. Suddenly Abe went down
with a gasp, his curses tinged with pain.

“Ankle,” he said shortly in reply to
Donovan’s query. “I sprained her, I
reckon.” He tried to stand, but crumpled
in a heap as he put his weight on the in-
jured foot. Then he sat down calmly.
“Keep goin’,” he growled. “I'm done,
but that’s no reason fer you to quit.
Them boys on the island need help.”

Donovan stooped quickly and hoisted
the old man to his shoulder.

“Don’t be a fool!” Abe whispered
harshly. “You can’t get anywhere like
this.”

A half-dozen staggering steps proved
the truth of that. Terry’s knees were
not equal to the strain and he pitched
forward suddenly, the pair of them go-
ing down in a heap together.

Abe rolled clear. “Git outa here, cuss
ye!” he snapped. “You can’t let them
other fellers down like this.”

“Right,” Terry said quietly. “I'm go-
ing. If it should happen that you come
out alive and I don’t, you'll find Sue’s
money and stuff under the tree I told
you about.” ‘

Their hands met in the darkness, then
Donovan scrambled to his feet and went
up the sandy bank to the prairie. Abe
could see his shadow against the stars
for just an instant, then nothing but
darkness. ,

Abe lay motionless after Donovan
disappeared. With Donovan gone there
was no chance of his reaching a settle-
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ment. He would simply have to hole up
somewhere and hope that a relief party
would find him. Between starvation and
Indians that hope was pretty slight.

‘An hour seemed like an eternity as he
lay there in the darkness. 'He had about
decided to start crawling along in search
of cover when the soft thud of hoofbeats
came to his ears. Blurred forms loomed
against the stars and Abe cocked his
.44 cautiously. The click must have
been audible for a soft hail come imme-
diately.

“Abe! Where are you?”

Plyly lowered his gun and let the air
out of his lungs with an explosive grunt.

“Where did you find them hosses ?”” he
demanded, for Donovan had ridden in
beside him.

“Four Arapahoes had ’em,” Terry

said shortly. “They won’t need ’em any -

more. We can have two horses each and
change off once in a while.”

One of the animals bore a cavalry
saddle and Abe was quickly boosted up.
~ “Even some grub in the saddle bags,”
Terry said cheerfully. “Let’s go.”

By mid-morning they arrived at Fort
Wallace, to find the place almost de-
serted. It sent a chill down Terry’s
spine to think of coming so far only to
find ne help available. The sentry at
the gate reassured him.

“Plenty of help on the way,” he said.
“A pair of your men arrived on the Den-
ver stage line and. the driver krought
’em here danged near dead.”

Terry stared. “You mean Trudeau
and Stilwell? So they got through after
all?”

“That sounds like the right names.
They went out with Colonel Bankhead’s
relief column this mornin’.”

There was more, but Donovan did not
hear it until he had been taken to the
barracks.

“Which way did the troops go?”’ he
wanted to know then. “It seems funny
we didn’t meet ’em.”

Lieutenant Johnson answered the
question. “They went by way of Sheri-
dan, keeping to the trail as much as pos-
sible because of the ambulances. Any-
way your men did not seem too sure of
finding the island and they wanted to
follow the same trail the detachment
made in reaching there in the first
place.” ;

Terry put down his coffee cup. “But
that’s fifty miles out of the way! Men
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can die while ambulances cover that
much extra distance!” - )

The lieutenant tried to soothe him.
“Maybe it won’t be so bad. Colonel Car-
penter is out on the Denver road with
a troop of the Tenth. By this time he
ought to have an order from Colonel
Bankhead telling him to try to relieve
your men.”

“Without a guide?” Terry exclaimed.
“By the time he works his way through
all the dry washes there won’t be any-
thing left on the island but corpses! He’s
got to have a guide! I want to borrow
the best horse in the fort.”

“But you’d never make it, man!
You're exhausted.”

“Not quite. Get me a pony and I'll
take my chances.”

A BE was sleeping in complete exhaus-
tion when Terry rode out. The
cavalry horse he rode was fresh and
plenty tough, putting the miles behind
him effortlessly as his rider crouched
low in the saddle. It was a race against
time now, a race to get help to men who
must be reaching the limits of their en-
durance. .

A vast weariness was dragging at
every muscle as he rode through the
afternoon, sending sharp cramps' into
his legs and thighs in spite of his con-
stant shifting of position. Three hours
of rest in the middle of the night had to
serve, then Donovan was in the saddle
again, taking it easier now in order to
save his horse for the later hours.

As the sun rose warm across his back
he could feel himself growing a little
giddy, and for minutes at a time he
clung to the saddle with both hands,
blindly depending on the horse to hold
his direction. Then, shortly before mid-
day, his bleared vision picked up a dust
cloud ahead.

It might have beén made by Indians,
but he did not hesitate. Heading di-
rectly toward the dust he was soon able
to make out the blue of uniforms in the

"haze. Itwas Carpenter’s troop of Negro

regulars, riding hard, but in a wrong
direction.

He was already cutting across their
trail to intercept them and within a few
minutes was telling his story to Colonel
Carpenter. There was a brief halt while
the Colonel gave brisk orders and had
Terry shifted to a fresh mount from the
troop’s remuda. Then the detachment
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have the Abilene gang on the move one
full day before protective action could
be taken.

The three men spent a restless day at
the fort, worried, and angry at their
own carelessness. Finally the endless
minutes dragged by and they hit the
trail to Sheridan before daylight, to be
ready to start east on the train. . . .

The eastbound arrived in Hays City
shortly after noon the following day
and Abe took charge of affairs. He
knew the proprietor of a livery stable
near the railroad station and he used
the acquaintanceship for all it was
worth. In twenty minutes he had picked
- up most of the gossip of the town and
had hired three sturdy saddle horses.
He, Terry and Willie Andrews wasted
no time in hitting the trail out of town.

“Looks good,” Abe commented when
they were following an ill-defined trail
across the rolling prairie. ~ “From all
accounts yore pals musta spent all last
night tryin’ to get a lead on Susie. Lucky
I took pains to hide the women like I
did.”

Terry shook his head doubtfully.
“You didn’t see anything of Hapes or
Grinnel in town, did you ?”’ he countered.
“Maybe they finally picked up a lead.
How much of a place is this homestead
where you left them ?”’

“Just a sod house for Eastlake and
his old woman. Why?”

“Any reason for your frlend to be
having visitors?”

“Nope. How come you ask?”

Terry pointed to the trail. “Four
riders went along here not long ago,
maybe this morning. How far ahead is
it 27

“Little over a mile, maybe.”

A gun shot sounded clearly but faint-
ly on the afternoon air. Donovan
snapped an order even as he put spurs
to his pony.

“You men watch ahead and on both
sides. -T’ll keep an eye on the trail. Let’s
gol”

He saw what he expected to see as
they climbed a gentle rise. Four riders
had halted as though for a conference.

The trio took the rise at a dead run
and as they reached high ground they
could see other horsemen circling oddly
on the prairie ahead. At first Terry did
not spot the sod house which was so
much a dugout that it scarcely showed
above the ground. Then one of the
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horsemen fired a gun and there was an
answering puff of smoke from the sod-
die.

Donovan pulled his gun, aware that
Willie Andrews was yelling excitedly
behind him and that Plyly had pulled a
carbine from his boot. Then he bent
low and sent his bronc flying down the
slope, grimly savage as he recognized
Grinnel and Hapes.

The unexpected appearance of the
three oncoming riders seemed to discon-
cert the quartet of outlaws. They hud-
dled quickly, and instantly twin puffs of
smoke bloomed at the door of the sod
house. One of the outlaws went sprawl-
ing from his saddle.

“Give it to 'em, Mom!” Abe yelled.

- “We'’re a-comin’!”

The other three outlaws did not wait.
Hapes led the way in a headlong flight,
not waiting to pick up the wounded
man. Plyly started to pursue, but Don-
ovan called him back. =~

“Not now!” he yelled.
more important business.”

“We've got

BE pulled up abruptly, then trotted

on with the others to where the

wounded enemy was making frantic sig-

nals of surrender. The fellow was a

ratty sort of individual whose features

were now marked by pain and fear. A
slug had entered his right shoulder.

“Catch his brone, Willie,” Donovan
ordered briskly. ‘“We'll see how well
this buckaroo can talk—if he wants to
live a while longer.”

Willie grinned at the prisoner’s hasty
protestations and rode on toward the
runaway pony.

“Watch that feller, Abe!” he called
back over his shoulder. “Terry won’t
be keepin’ his mind on his business
now.” He gestured to where a man and
three women had emerged from the sod
house. One of the women was a stran-
ger, another was the belligerent Mrs.
Plyly—complete with carbine—and the
third was Sue Leonard.

Terry grinned happily at sight of the
girl but did not relax his vigilance.
Tossing the reins to Abe he dropped to
the ground and picked up the wounded
man’s fallen six-gun. Holding it ready,
he hauled the fellow to his feet and
nodded toward the sod house,

“Get moving!” he said briskly.

They covered the distance in silence,
then Abe took over.
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to sound severe. “And who said I'd
marry you?”’

“If you don’t,” he warned darkly, “I
won't tell you where I buried your
money.”’ '

. “So?” she commented drily. “A new
kind of villainy! I suppose I'm stuck,
I can’t afford to lose the money, so I'll
have to take you. . . .”

When morning broke the little caval-
cade was well clear of Hays City. The
carefully planned activities in town had
gone through without any trouble, even
the hasty wedding ceremony attracting
no attention. The Eastlakes had re-
mained in town to heip in the prosecu-
tion of the wounded prisoner, and it
seemed certain that the authorities
would take steps to break up the whole
Abilene gang. Marshal Hickok had de-
clared his intentions along that line and
“Wild Bill” was just the man to get ac-
tion.

The subsequent ride " through the
night had been a queer sort of wedding
journey, but neither Terry nor Sue was
‘in a mood to complain. After the weeks
of suspense and doubt they were content
to take this happier turn for what it was
worth. The real battle with Barlow and
his crowd was still to come. Action by
the Hays authorities would certainly
stir the rustler chief to action, but they
would worry about it when the time
came.

With the coming of daylight their
spirits revived and Andrews opened up
with a verse which must have been occu-
pying his mind during the night ride.

My wife and I lived all alone,
In a little sod house we called our own.

We farm the land and raise some grain,
On holidays we’ll raise some Cain.

Donovan laughed and the Plylys
looked back with understanding smiles.
But the mood did not last long. Cross-
ing a rise they came upon a scene of
desolation which reminded Terry of
what he had seen when he had followed
the Indian trail through the Solomon
settlement. Blackened fields, the burned
skeleton of a wagon, the charred re-
mains of a sod house and two newly
made graves indicated that the raiders
had struck outlying farms as well as
villages.

Mrs. Plyly uttered an exclamation of
dismay. “Abraham, if our place looks
like that I won’t have the heart to touch
a thing!”
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“The sojers said we .didn’t get hurt
much,” Abe consoled her.

His optimism proved to be well-
founded. Less than an hour of silent
riding brought them to more blackened
fields, but beyond a low ridge they found
several acres of grain which remained
golden and untouched. On the hillside
beyond was a sod dugout which was fire-
marked only on one corner. The raid-
ers had eyvidently worked hastily and
the fire had burned itself out without de-
stroying the structure.

“See what I told you?’ Abe ex-
claimed. ‘“We’ll be back into business
in no time at all!”

IX

l N SPITE of weariness and the threat
of further trouble, the five of them fell
to work with enthusiasm. None took
time for food until well past noon, and
by that time astonishing progress had
been made. The roof of the house was
whole again, the door had been replaced,
the stock was in the corral and the sod
house cleaned. It remained only to re-
pair the broken furniture.

“We’d better plan ahead now,” Terry
suggested quietly. ‘“Barlow likely will
move quickly when he hears of what
happened at Hays. We can’t let him
catch us napping.”

“Call yore shot, son,” Abe said grim-
ly. “We’ll foller yore lead.”

Terry assigned duties. Willie was to
sleep the afternoon and take the first
watch of the evening. Sue was to mount
guard on the summit of the rise which
separated the homestead from the
ruined settlement. Abe and Terry were
to take the mules and scout southward,
combining their exploration with the
duty of recovering the abandoned
wagon, Mrs. Plyly would continue the

“work of preparing the house for a pos-

sible siege.

Donovan and Plyly set out as soon as
the meal was over, Before long they
swung sharply away from the stream,
following the route which Terry had
covered in trailing the Plyly wagon.
They found the vehicle where it had
been left.

Abe quickly set to work rigging a
crude harness to replace the severed
traces while Terry dug up the bundle
he had buried. In only minutes they
were ready to start back toward the
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were punished but the leaders escaped.”

Donovan reached out to pick up a
yellowed handbill. It gave brief details
of the swindle and described the missing
men, offering a reward for their appre-
hension.

“Here’s our answer!” he cried excit-
edly. “Look at this description of the
man named Clemson! If that isn’t Gil-
lespie I'll eat him! And Barlow must
be the jigger known as Obers. My guess
is that Barlow held the papers and se-
curities when the gang broke up. Gil-
lespie wanted to play it safe and hide
under a new name and in a new business,
but Barlow found him and spoiled it all.
He forced Gillespie to let him use his
hotel as a headquarters for a rustler
gang'"

Abe pulled a wry grin. “And all the
time they was both foolin’ a bunch of
dumb but honest farmers into playin’
the game with ’em. No wonder they
went loco when you walked off with
these papers.”

“Tie ’em up again, Susie,” Donovan
said quietly. “If we manage to live
through the next day or so we’ll have
plenty of ev1dence to put the record
straight. .

The next mornmg Donovan worked
around the house, preparing it for a real
defense. At noon Willie went out to
relieve Mrs. Plyly while Terry herded
the stock out of the corral and through
the wheat field. Prudence demanded
the concealment of the animals for the
time being.

It was while Terry was hobbling the
horses in the pasturage that he heard
the bang of a gun.

He started back through the grain
field at a dead run, slowing his pace
only when he reached the summit of the
ridge behind the sod house. No one was
in sight in the little hollow where the
house stood but on the crest of the ridge
where he and Sue had stood guard were
nine horsemen. He could distinguish
the angular form of Morgan Hapes, the
lumpy bulk of Al Grinnel and the power-
ful figure of Barlow. Most of the oth-
ers seemed vaguely familiar, and ob-
viously were the other members of the
gang whose headquarters were in the
Iron Trail.

Terry crouched low to cross the ridge
and worked down toward the rear of the
sod house, trying to get within six-gun
range in case the outlaws should try
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an immediate assault.

They seemed to be conferring as
though not sure of their course. Pres-
ently Hapes sent flankers out in four
directions until men were spread all
along the ridge. Then he and Barlow
rode toward the house. When they were
within a hundred yards they halted.
Hapes rose in his stirrups. '

“Plyly!” he shouted. “This is the
Law. I'm callin’ on you to surrender an
outlaw named Donovan. He’s wanted
fer the killin’ of a gent named Jackson
Leonard. Send out Leonard’s daughter,
too. She was in it with him!” _

Abe’s voice had almost an eerie ring
as he bawled a reply.

“Go to the devil! You ain’t the Law
and we know it!”

“Yuh got thirty seconds,” Hapes
shouted again. “Either yuh send out
Donovan and the girl in that time or
we’ll smoke yuh out. First yore grain
field, then the house.”

“It’s still the same answer,” Plyly re-
plied, “Go to the devil!”

N SPITE of the seriousness of the mo-
ment Terry grinned at the way Abe
was taking advantage of the situation
to indulge in some cussing before his
wife. Then he moved to meet the at-
tack which already was shaping up. Two
of the flankers from the right of Hapes
and Barlow were closing in toward the
wheat field and he crawled hastily to
meet them, keeping himself concealed
among the grain stalks.

No further sound came from the
house as Barlow and Hapes went back
up the slope. Barlow waved an arm
toward the advancing flankers.

“Go ahead, boys! Burn ’em out.”

Terry could not quite get into position
before the men reached the wheat so he
rose to one knee, drawing his .44 on the

“outlaw who was fumbling for matches.

The other man yelled a warning but the
boom of Terry’s gun drowned the words.

_Instantly there came the rattle of other

gunshots as the men on the ridge raked
the grain field.

Donovan had a moment of grim satis-
faction, then hot, stinging pain clutched
at the calf of his leg. One of those wild
slugs had taken effect. Somebody on
the ridge must have a rifle.

He pulled up his pants leg and stared
at the red hole. The bullet had missed
the bone but it was certainly going to
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Folks in Spanish Basin had called
Jim Benton touched in the head for
choosing his section so high on Rosary
Ridge. “It’s all up and down and yon-
derly,” they had scoffed. “Only crop
he’ll grow is clingin’ vines.”

Most homesteaders settled on the bot-
tomland around Junction where they
could raise two or three different crops
and run a few steers as a sideline. But
Jim Benton was cow-ranch-raised and
he never forgot what his old dad had
told him the day he left Texas:

“The beef business ain’t no fast or
easy way to make money, son. But if
yul’ll stick by a cow she’ll pull yuh
through, regardless.”

So Jim Benton did most of his home-
steading a-saddle and was content with
one crop a year—a calf crop. He liked
to sit on his front gallery of an evening
and look at the far-off sprawl of Span-
ish Basin and imagine how it would be
to own all the land he could see. A man
could run a big bunch of cattle on that
much range. He could ride all day and
never get off his own ranch.

Jim’s old gent had given him some
advice about girls, also.

“They’re a flighty, scatterheels bunch
as a breed,” he had said, “and yuh’ll do
well to pass ’em by till yuh meet the one
that’s meant for you. After that, by

grab, there just ain’t nothin’ yuh can do .

about it.”

Because bachelor camps were lonely
places and a man got tolerable tired of
his own cooking, most homesteaders
had families started by the time they
were twenty-five. But Jim Benton sel-
dom so much as looked at a girl until
Pardee Lane and his daughter took over
Rosary Ridge. Then Jim began shaving
off his whiskers three times a week.

ER name was Linda, and the mo-
ment he saw her Jim Benton knew
he had met his mate.
“She’s the one,” he told himself. “The
one that’s meant for me!”
It made him feel good just to look
at Linda. Good all over. She had wavy
hair that was between sorrel and bay

for color, and greenish gray eyes that
made a man feel richer than seven hun-
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dred dollars when she smiled at him.
She was built the way Jim Benton be-
lieved a woman should be—not too tall
and not too short. She seemed a trifle
on the slim side, like a filly that had
been weaned too soon. But Jim discov-
ered that there was a roundness and a
kind of cushioning softness to her when
she was in his arms,

Because the Triangle T barn and cor-
rals were in a sorry state, Jim had of-
fered to help Pardee Lane put the place
in order. Lane accepted with pleasure,
whereupon Jim did most of the work
while the old man entertained him with
tall tales of fabulous fortunes he had
almost found while prospecting for
gold.

“T came close the last time,” Pardee
had explained, “but my wife was ailin’
and couldn’t stand high altitude. After
she died, God rest her weary soul, I
saved up a grubstake for another try
at locatin’ the Lost Bandit Bonanza.
But Lindy badgered me into buyin’ this
place instead.”

Pardee was a free talker, his tongue
being loose as the second cinch on a
double-rigged saddle. Jim took a dis-
like to him that first day, and wondered
how so scampish a galoot could be the
father of such a sweet daughter. Linda,
he guessed, took after her mother. She
seldom spoke unless she had something
to say. P

Jim Benton had made his beef gather,
had trailed his steers to Junction and
completed the addition of a bedroom
wing on his house before he proposed
to Linda. There was a full moon that
night, with a soft breeze propelling the
windmill to a slow clanking. Jim asked
her, real polite and preacher-serious, if
she would marry him. When Linda
whispered “Yes,” Jim kissed her so long
and hugged her so tight she could
scarcely breathe,.

He had wanted to set a date for the
wedding right away, but Linda said that
calf roundup time would be the soonest
she could consider marrying him,

“Mother made me promise to stick
with Dad until he settles down,” Linda-
explained. “Dad almost died the last
time he went prospecting, and I'm
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mer! We bushwacked the boss! He’s
gagged and wearin’ Nevada Jordan’s
clothes!”

A cold, mirthless laugh floated out of
the shadows. The four gunslicks whip-
ped around. There on the sidewalk
stood Nevada Jordan, his twin .45s
leveled.

“Shuck them guns and reach!”

Four guns thudded to the ground and
eight hands reached for the sky. As if
by magic, men came from the darkened
doorways—peaceful, honest men. Greg
Stillwell, his face streaked with blood,
his right hand bandaged, came out of
the shadows and stood beside Nevada
Jordan. There was grim intent written
on his face as he leveled the gun clutch-
ed in his left hand at the killer crew.

Nevada Jordan’s eyes were frosty, his
face grim as he spoke.’

“Yore boss is dead and yore gun
wages went with him. Yuh got yore
choice of ridin’ out or facin’ the hang-
noose. Which’ll it be?”

Without speaking the. gunnies went
for their horses as townsmen closed in
arciimd Nevada Jordan and Greg Still-
we

“Well, dad-burn my hide!” old Dan
Camp exulted. “We’ve got a real man
totin’ that law badge now, boys. Let’s
hold a sidewalk election and make Ne-
vada Jordan our new shenff—and for
keeps!”

A shout of approval went up from the
crowd. Nevada Jordan looked down at
the sheriff’s badge pinned over his
heart. A slow smile cracked his lips. He
had ridden away an outlaw, returned to
earn a lawman’s job. Jim Jordan would
have liked that.

“The crest and crowning of all good,
Life’s final star, is Brotherhood.”

—EDWIN MARKHAM.
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elhng of injurious effect of tobacco
and of a treatment which has reliev-
ed many men.

35 Years in Business | FREE
300,000 Satisfled Customers BOOK

THE NEWELL COMPANY

153 Clayton Sta., St. Louls 5, Mo.

-'"\"-A'F;_LOW PRICES! ="
A Sizes 48 1o 60
Clothing and
Haberdashery
Send for
FREE Catologue

Buuus MarTIN

147 Summer St., Dept. T

Amazing self-etudylessons .insimple, easy
to understand language. How to select a sub-
ject—how to notize by telephone—how to
make money from hy]{:’:otxsm—menta] tele-

sthy—smga ‘hypnotism—3elf-hypnosis: how mndem

otism js used to conquer mfenonty com

fear baule fatigue, timidity, ete. Clear helpml plc-
ture's show operating pogit) ons..movementa Money-
back guarantee. Only $1.95, postpaid—or COD,
plus postage. Writa today!

Neison-Hall Co., 1139 S. Wabash Ave., Dept. D-8, Chicago 5, HI.

AGENTS WANTED!

Make Sensational Profits with our sell- on-sxgbt Household
Merchandise Line! Plastic Tablecloths, Aprons, Raincoats,
Combination Shopping Bags, Bridge Covers — Embroidered
Pillow Case Sets, Towels, Hankies; Shower, Cottage Curtain
Sets; Bibles; many other fast-selling, big-profit items, novel-
ties! Postal brmgs free details, special money-making deals.
Write today. HURRY

ROYALTY SALES co., Box 748, Passaic 5, New Jersey

ASTHMA

“ror- NO-GOST TRIAL OFFER!

FOR
IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA
PAROXYSMS, from coughs, Easpmg wheezing ., .
write quick for daring No-Rlsk. -Cost Trial Oﬂar. No
matter if you der your case ‘ — Write Today!

NACOR, 422.F State-Llife Bldg., Indianapolis 4, Ind.

“The Thundering Trail” by Norman A.
Fox is a quick-trigger yarn that explodes
into action with the murder of King Loring,
owner of the Lazy-L ranch—a tragedy that
revives the long dormant Loring-Rondeen
feud and forces young Chan Loring to take
the Lazy-L longhorns on a perilous trek
along the Dodge City trail to new range in
Montana.

Chan Loring returned to the Lazy-L, after
a trip to Montana, to find that Caesar Ron-
deen had grievously wounded King Loring,
Chan’s father by adoption. While King Lor-
ing lay dying in his bed, Chan reported his
success in filing on a tract of valuable grass
land in Whispering Basin in Montana. He
also told the elder Loring that he had gotten
an Army beef contract from Fort Faraday on
the Yellowstone River.

King Loring nodded happily, despite his -
pain, then told Chan how the Loring-Ron-
deen feud had started. Loring and three
friends—Angus McQuade, a Scotchman, and
the two Rondeen brothers, Slade and Caesar,
had been Texas cowpunchers. They’d taken
a pasear to Montana, had seen the Whisper-
ing Basin range and resolved some day to
graze cows there.

Loring had married after that and then the
Civil War intervened, and the men separated.
After the war Slade Rondeen turned to rus-
tling and it fell upon King Loring to have to
kill his former friend. Then, when Caesar
Rondeen showed up to even the score, Loring
drove a bullet into a door frame and a splin-
ter knocked out Caesar’s left eye. From that
day Caesar had hated Loring’s insides.

As King Loring’s voice grew weaker with
approaching death, he made Chan take a vow
to do three things for him. The first was to
take the Lazy-L longhorns to Montana. The
second was to find Caesar Rondeen, get a
black metal box he owned and destroy the
papers inside without looking at them. The
third was to promise never to match gun-
smoke with Rondeen!

Chan agreed, though he was puzzled by the
last two requests. And then, just as King
Loring died, Chan revealed that Angus
McQuade—King’s old friend—was already in
Whispering Basin and had threatened to re-
sist the onrush of any newcomers.

With King dead Chan made immediate
plans for the drive to Montana. First, he
rounded up Mitch Loring, his step-brother.
Mitch was a gambler and wastrel and jealous
of Chan, but he hurried back to the Lazy-L
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Now is the time toFrepare for the op)
Fender Repairing. The demand for trained auto-craftsmen is great.
Payis . You have a chanee to prosper with the trade, perhaps
EASY SPARE-TIME SrA1

=~TIME TRAINING — Start taking U. E. 1.
Auto Body and Fender Training while you earn on‘yocﬁ' present
job. You earn at home abouat appearance reconditioning, auto
Fa.mfmg, alignment, and other_techmqges easy-to-anderstand
essong, You may have raetical training in our shops later.
Experienced instructors help you progress. You n no high
school dipl National pl t ser nates
have their own businesses.

FREE FACTS — Since 1927, famons U.F. L. tratning has
helé)ed,men get started in trades with a fature. Get
ii"R.E . Fill out and mail coupon AT ONCE.

nities In Aato Body and

9000000

fuli facts |

A

<

Ll

-1
]

Autocrafts Div., UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE

2523 Sheffield Ave., Dept, XR-1, Chicago 14; Iil,
YOU BET! Rush FREE Facts about U.E.I, training and oppor-
tunities in Auto Body and Fender Repairing,

NAME
ADDRE:

CITY.

AGE.

STATE.

[~ —————

. Here's ‘a Profitable:|
' BUSINESS FREF

Y MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITY FOR YOU
WITHOUT INVESTMENT .”

No experienca nesded fo act a1 our Local Dealer for
MASTER Work Uniform garments. Every business concom a
gm»d. Advartising .mzmidlud on garments is & big sales

eature._ Eary, ploasant work. You receive cash commissions
daitp. You ean unifr arn up fo many thousands of doflars pas
yoar. Wa supply all Sales Equipment FREE. Write
GEO. MASTER GARMENT CO,, Dept. 304
Ligonler, Indiana

P

The new wonder animals from Syria.
Often called,Toy Bears. Delightful pets.
Everyone wants them. Laboratories need
thousands. Clean, odorless. Raise any-
" where. A profitable and interesting hobby
or business. We furnish breeders and instruc-
tions. Write today for free book.

# GULF HAMSTERY, 1537 BASIL ST., MOBILE, ALA.

FREE

RUPTURED?

TO VICTIMS OF DANDRUFF, DRY
THINNING HAIR, ITCHY SCALP
16-page illustrated Booklet packed
with helpful information bringing
prompt relief and vital, lustrous hair.
REGIME PRODUCTS, Dept. D-I
2 8. Clinten St., Chicago 6, Illinois

Get Relief This Proven Way

Why try to worry along with trusses that gouge your
flesh—press heavily on hips and spine—enlarge opening—
fail to hold rupture? You need the Cluthe. No leg-strar
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at re
opening—follows every body movement with instant i
creased support in case of strain. Cannot slip whether
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn in ba:
Send for amazing FREE book, “Advice To Ruptured,” a
details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. Also endor.
ments from grateful users in your neighborhood. Wri

Cluthe Sons, Dept. 33, Bloomfield, New Jers¢

famous rangeland . ranch, the Flying U, and
that distinguished crew of punchers known
as The Happy Family. Certainly, there is no

| other ranch and no other aggregation of cow-

boys better known nor more widely loved
than the Flying U and the Happy Family.

In “Flying U Ranch” there is a new addi-
tion to the outfit which includes Old Jim
Whitmore, the owner; the Little Doctor,
Andy Green, Pink, Big Medicine, Cal Em-
mett, Irish, Weary, Happy Jack and Chip
Bennett. And the newcomer is Miguel Rap-
poni who soon became known as the Native
Son. And he arrived just in time to join the
Happy Family in defending the Flying U
against an undercover scheme of rival sheep-
men to exhaust the outfit’s valuable grazing
land.

It was after dinner one day that the Fly-
in U punchers first saw sheep crossing their
range. There were two herders and four
dogs with the woollies. Andy Green, Big
Medicine, Weary and the others lost no time
in driving the sheep back where they had
come from. .

Andy Green was finally detailed to follow
the sheep to be sure they didn’t return by
another route. He took on the chore confi-
dently, then ran into a trap. Before he knew
what he was about the sheepmen had the
upper hand and he was trussed up like a pig
ready to be barbecued.

.Be on the lukdit for can-
cer's da’n}jer signs—most
+ cases.-can. be ~cured if
tredted in time. Send for*
the freebook that gives

the facts ‘'on cancer.

AMERICAIN CANCER SOCIETY .
47 BEAVER ST., N. Y. 4o o










