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WHEN A GREEN KID PACKS A KILLER COLT 13

The Triangle T boys were ordered to
back their mounts, tied in a group at one
end of the pens. While they sullenly
trailed toward the broncs, with the sher-
iff fingering his gun to enforce obedi-
ence Madden, the inspector, passed
within a few feet of the mounted girl
in chaparejos, holstering his gun. His
head was down, as if he wished to avoid
her glance, but she wouldn’t let him
get by unrebuked.

“You should feel proud of yourself
today, Madden,” she said in a knife-
edged tone. “Mighty proud. You don’t
remember telling me you had O.K.d
my herd yesterday, I reckon?”

“You misunderstood me, Miss
Texar,” he lamely tried to defend him-
self.

“I’'m doin’ what I’'m paid to do by
the Cattlemen’s Association; protect
their property from rustlers. I checked
up on a part of your herd yesterday and
didn’t come across no 77 brands; but it
got dark before I could finish. You
see. . ..”

“Very plainly,” she interrupted him
bitterly. “You’re nothing but a poor
tool, like the rest of ’em. As my herd
got in yesterday morning, you must
have soldiered a lot on the job to have
the checkup unfinished at sundown.
Reckon you saw Duke in between and
he gave you your orders. Like he did
Doug Carlson. A week ago Doug had
promised me rolling stock for five hun-
dred head; yet when I get to town he
says he won’t have cars till the next
day. :
“Which gave Duke the time he
needed to plant those 77 steers in with
my stuff. Oh, what men they have on
this range!” Her laugh was a little
hysterical, thought Lon Cowan. The
poor kid!

“You don’t know what you’re talkin’
about!” flared the brand inspector, and
darted on into the crowd which had col-
lected before she could say moreg,

LANCING at his partner, Lon per-
ceived him sitting hunched forward
in the leather, arms crossed, a hand
under each armpit. “Holdin’ onto my-
self thisaway is the daggone bardest
thing I ever done,” explained Yank with
a grimace that contorted his whole coun-
tenance. “Holy gosh, tall man, but this
range is rank with weeds that need
burnin’!”

-“I’m thinkin’ fire would do it mostly
some good, hothead,” was Lon’s rebut-
tal. His eyes had hardened, his gloved
hands were gripping the saddle horn
with an intensity that threatened to
burst the seams of his thick-fringed
buckskins. ‘“Looks like we had a job
of work cut out for us instead of settlin’
down as money-grubbin’ ranchers —
there they go!”

“They” consisted of the prisoners,
Cattle Annie Texar, her five cowhands
and the sheriff; their accuser, Duke
Gunnison, fetching up as rear-guard,
with most of the gaping crowd breathing
his dust as they followed to the very
doors of the adobe calaboose. Cowan
and Haggerty were not that morbidly
curious., They forked their restive
ponies in utter silence, watching the re-
ceding figures, until an unknown man’s
voice accosted them:

“Boys, I dunno what the West is
comin’ to, when a good woman is han-
dled like an ornery cow thief. I see
you're strangers in Hualapai and I
reckon you're dizzy a-wonderin’!”

“T’ll say we are!” ejaculated Lon, as
both he and his partner twisted in the
saddle to see who had spoken.

He was of the breed of the border of
yesterday, a genuine old-timer who
probably had trained herds up the Chis-
holm Trail and seen Dodge City and
Abilene in their wildest moods. He could
not have been more than a gawky, long-
legged kid, then. He was tall and gaunt
now, very gaunt, bowed in the legs and
a trifle stoop-shouldered, as if the
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