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Company toclay. You'll be ·amazed at how. 
much you can save. 
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SWINDLER'S 
RIGHTS 

.__By L. C. Davis _ ___. 

W
HAT WAS perhaps the greatest 
real estate ho�"< in this country's 
history was perpetrated by a for

mer Missouri woodchopper who had am
bitions to be a Spanish don. 

While dealing in St. Louis cit}"' proper

ties, Jim Reavis fell in with George M. 
\�tilling, Jr. Willing claimed that a de
scendant of Don Miguel Peralta had given 
him a Spanish grant of over a million 
acres in Arizona. By hook or crook, 
Reavis obtained the fraudulent grant, and 
just to prove that he was no piker, he 
expanded his holdings to ten n1illion acres. 

To make his claim sound more plausi
ble, the woodchopper, immediately upon 
arriving in the Southwest, decided to find 
himself a Spanish wife. He convinced a 
pretty Indian girl that she was an heires� 
to a great estate and married her in a fake 
ceremony. 

Spanish and Mexican libraries next 
claimed hi� attention and he devoted 
much time to research among ol;l legal 
documents, taking copious notes .. He then 
went about preparing his own papers, dic
tating their contents to street scribes. 
These were placed in the sun to obtain the 
prop er yellow tint denoting age. He then 
paid visits to monasteries, tore out the 
true documents and inserted the fakes in 
their place. 

Reavis then assumed the title of Don 
James Addison de Peralto-Reavis and 
procured a red velvet suit and a shiny 
coach drawn by six white horses. With 
his beautiful Spanish wife, properly 

(Coasinued 011 PIFie 8) 



Here is everything �u need to prepare you at home for 
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the reconditioaer's assurance o� qual· 
ity, performance, long l,ife l'lld value. 

For this A.Mthorlz1d reconditioner's 
etnblem means that the engine and 
accessories are thoroughly recondi· 
eioned to Ford's famed hi-precision 
ltaodards • • • only Genutne Ford 
Parts are used • • • each unit has been 
rigidly tested by Ahthorized Ford recon
ditioners. That means you can buy with 
confideo<;e- save time and money. 

* 
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STARTEI$ 
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Walt Coburn's Western Magazit1e 
(Co1tliltued froltl page 6) 

garbed, beside him, the stately gentleman 
proceeded to drive to every small town in 
Arizona and announce that they had cotne 
to claim their ancestral estate, the B-arony 
of Arizona, which included just about all 
of that territory. 

A manifesto warned all residents of th� 
area that they were subject to disposses
sion immerliatdy unless they made ar

rangements to shell out tribute money to 
the Baron-or words to that effect. 

Territorial residents were indignant but 
there seemed nothing to clo but start pay
ing rent, :since hi:s claims were substanti
ated at every turn, and the whole business 
looked genuine. The Peralto-Reavises 
were riding high, wide and handsome, and 
raking in the cash by the thousands .. · 

Then a country printer hy the mime of 
Tom Vv'eedin, whose hobby was the study 
o{ old documents, letters and, type fa,ces, 
got suspicious·. . 

Fortunatdy, the records, which '�ere 
sent to the court for exa.minatrm and 
translation to substantiate the baron's 
claim, were not immediately returned to 
Spain and ).1exico, but were placed in a 
vault in Phoenix until armed guards could 

'take them away. Weedin obtained permis
sion to see the documents in question, and 

exan1ined them carefully. 
He discovered that one old parclu11ent, 

dated in 1'v1adrid in 1787, was printed 011 
bond paper that bore the watermark of a 
Wisconsin paper mill that didn't exist be
fore the Civil war. The printed portion 
of another old document, supposedly dated 
in the Spanish capital in 1748, was (rom 
type that wasn't even invented until 1875. 

He showed his findings to the judge 
and in a hearing in June, 1895, Reavis 
was convicted of conspiracy to defraud the 
United States. He was sentenced to the 
Santa Fe penitentiary in 1896 and was 
released three years later. 
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BANDIT-S' 
UTOPIA 

.____By John T. Lynch _ __, 

T
HE LURE of a new gold-and-sil
ver field was not quite enough, in 
the early '70s, to prod ordinary 

fortune hunters into making the long and 
dangerous journey necessary to get to the 
Panamint Mountains, far out in the desert 
at the edge of Death Valley. The new 
camp, where both gold and silver had re
cently been uncovered, was at the apex of 
a 160-mile triangle, at the other corners 
of which were Bakersfield and San Ber
nardino. Although both of these towns 
were stage-coach terminals, the Panamint 
Tl·fountains were away out in the dismal 

desert, and there were as yet no roads. 
Because it was so hard to get to, only 

such men as did not dare show their 
wanted faces elsewh ere made up the bulk 
of the population of the little town of 
Panamint. The original silver strike had 
been made by honest men, and there were 
a few around, but they were in the minor
ity. No matter who you were or what you 
had done, there \vas nobody in Panamint 

in general. It \Ya� common talk that soon, 
the big mining interests would come in to 
buy the good claims, and the town \\·ould 

start to boom. 

Future plans looked so gnod that Small 
and �fcDonald, with acute and commend� 
able foresight, realized that they needed 

some of their old friends and cronies to 
help them operate efficiently. As the two 
had been specialists in bank and stage
coach holdups in the Rocky Mountain 

area, most of their ex-partners were hid
ing out in and around Denver. To six ol 
these men, Joe Small sent this letter : 

If vou want to get in on the ground floor 
of a

· 
good thing, come here to Panamint 

rig:1t away. There's going to be a bank 
built here soon, and we can be the first to 
rob it. Also, there will be a stage-coach 
line that will carry silver in big shipments 
out of here, and money in. The stages will 
have to go through a lot of narrow canyons 
and will be a cinch to waylay a� often as 
we want to. Besides this, we staked a claim 
ann dug a little hit, and f1cre is silver on it, 
which we can hire somebody to djg out 
for u�. 

· 

Kow, here is the way to get to Panamint 
. . , Ron a bank in Denver and beat it to 
Salt Lake. Then go to Battle Mountain. 
Then take the stage 5outh for ninety miles. 
Get off at Austin. After you check on the 
bank there-they handle the dally shipments 
of the Acme �ining Company-steal a 
good horse and ride south until you cross 
the Cedar Mountains. Just ask anybody 
around there how to get to Death Valley 
and how to cross it without dying on the 
road. If you can make it here it will sure 
be worth the trip. Yorcs truly, Joe Small 
and Hoof McDonald. 

to question your past. No man of the law JN SPITE o£ Joe Small's foresight and 

had ever come within miles of the place. long-range planning, the future did not 

It was truly a heaven and a haven for work out the way he imagined it would. 
gentlemen on the lam. The six tnen who had received the letters 

Shortly after Joe Small and his part- decided to make the trip together. As 
ner-in-criwe, Hoof� McDonahl, checked Small had suggested, they "checked" on 

in at Panamint's Hotel de Bum, they real- the bank at Austin, found it inviting
izcd they had reached the promised land. and were all killed in attempting to hold 
Money and whiskey were plentiful, and it up. 
the place was at once a satisfaction and a As for Joe Small and Hoof �JcDonald, 
promise. Within two d ays the pair had they both got drunk and quarrelsome 
staked a claim on what looked like rich while waiting around for the local bank to 
land, and had taken stock of the situation be built, and were killed in a brawl. ----
10 



YOU are not anchored 
Job . . .  when 

own a LIBERTY! 
to any 
Vou 
Unemployment and seasonal industrial layoffs need no 
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Home· Type Plumbing 
One of the most important aspects of any 
home is iu plumbing system-therefore, every 
Liberty trailer contains a unique "home�type" 
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and copper vented throughout. 
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Front the sqoub pine$ behind Dave, 
there came a puff' of white powder
smoke as red death streaked toward 

the Greers • • • •  

By Walt Coburn 

Dramatic 
Novel of Cattle 
Range Warriors 

On the rocks and cliffs that lined the hidden outlaw trails, Brim
stone, militant man of God, painted his messages calling sinners 
to repentance. But what were words to men who understood only 
gunflame, and what was whitewash to those who themselves 

wrote in blood?-

CHAPTER ONE 
Wanted 

T 
0 THE fifteen-year-old Dave this 
leaving of the little ranch in Texas 
was a great adventure. To be head

ed for the skyline with his father, camp
ing out, riding sometimes at night from 
the fall of darkness until the first light of 

. dawn . . . .  To take his turn standing guard 
over the horses and the camp, studying 

the far horizon with field glasses. . • . 

Dave's father did his best to make a 

picnic out of it all. He tried to laugh and 
joke about everything, even about the 
bullet hole in his shoulder. He didn't 
want the boy to know or even suspect 
what had happened back t here on the 
Pecos to make them quit the little ranch 

1.3 
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and drift yonderly with a light pack out
fit. He mustn't let Dave ever find out that 
he had killed Zeke Fenton, who had 
owned the big 45 outfit. 

That was why Bob Crawford was tak· 
ing his son Dave to a far-off range, up 
into :Montana or perhaps Canada. It ue
pended upon where he would locate big 
Bill Jackson. He hadn't seen or heard 
from Bill for a long time. Like most cow
boys, he wasn't much of a hand to write. 
The last he had heard from him, Bill was 
running the Half Diamond F outfit in 
Montana. He had married a Montana girl 
and had a small family. Bill ,.,·ould be 
more than willing to take care of Dave 
while Dave's dad was gone. 

For Bob Crawford aimed to go back to 
Texas and finish up his feud. Zeke Fen
ton and his tough cowboys had been the 
cause of Dave's mother's death. True 
enough, it was Bob· Crawford they ex
pected would come to the door that night 
vrhen they rode up out of the darkness and 
rapped on the door. But one of them, too 
f!Ukk on thP. trigger, had shot just as the 
door opened. Then they had ridden away. 

Bob Crawford had gotten home from 
town the next morning to fmd Dave, then 
eight years old, on the floor, his tanned 
cheeks stained with te'ars, a rifle across 
his knees, sitting beside his dead mother. 

At the time the murder had been blamed 
on Mexican bandits who had slipped 
across the Border. Bob Crawford, then 
a Texas ]{anger, had made it tough, al
ways, on the Mexican raiders, even as he 
had fought the renegades on this side of 
the Line. It took him nearly eight years 
to learn who had murdered his wife. No 
longer a Ranger, he took the law into his 
own hands. 

It had taken Dave quite a while to for
get the killing of his mother, and Bob 
didn't ,.,·ant the boy's life to be �carred by 
more red memories. So he was taking 
him north. After that he would go back 
to Texas and fight it out with the Fen-

ton tribe. He would go back and give 
them a chance to collect the reward they 
had offered for his hide. If they got him 
-well, he was going to leave enough 
money with Bill J a.ckson to take care of 
the boy. 

Vllhen they camped at some lonely spot 
on the ride north, Bob Crawford would 
spin yarns that had to do 'vith cattle and 
horses and wild chases after renegade 
steers. The bullet hole in his shoulder 
was almost healed by the time they got up 
into Colorado. They kept dear of the 
main roads, avoiding towns. Now and 
then they stopped at c<>.mps where they 
would fi.nd other men. The men accepted 
Bob Crawford and Dave. These spots 
were the way stations along the trail 
traveled by outlaws. 

These men they met were just like any 
other cowboys Dave had ever known. He 
never suspected that they were outlaws. 
The boy had been brought up to listen and 
talk only when he was spoken to. These 
hard-bitten men of the hunted trails liked 
that trait in him. At one .camp where 
they stayed a week to rest their horses , 

a big, tow-headed, gri1ming outlaw had 
cut down a pair -of white angora chaps to 
fit Dave. The boy was to remember him 
afterwards, how he had joshed and played 
pranl�s. 

UP NEAR the line between \Vyoming 
and �-fontana, Bob Crawford's luck 

changed. The dread fear of the law that 
was hounding him became a tangible 
danger. 

He had left Dave at a lonely camp and 
had ridden into a nearby town for grub. 
He had gro,-.·n a beard and his hair was 
longer that it showed in the reward no
tices he had seen at different places, where 
he had ridden into town for grub and to
bacco. He fe1t safe up here in Wyoming. 
\Vyoming was a long way from Texas. 

He was loadiug his pack horse when a 
big, heavy-set man walked up. He stood 
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there ·watching the loading of the kiak 
boxes. Bob Crawford seemed to pay the 
big man no attention but his heart was 
pounding a little hard. lie had caught a 
glimpse of a law officer's badge under
neath Lhe man's cuat. 

He fastened the hitch on the pack and 
reached for tobacco and paper.s. As he 
rolled his cigarette, then dug into his 
jumper pocket for a match, the big man 
looked at him hard . 

"Come far, stranger?" the lawman 
asked. 

"Colorado." 
"\Vhere did you get that pack horse 

and that big hay geld in' you're riel in'?" 
Bob Crawford had to think quickly 

now. He had been tempted to trade off 
these horses that wore his brand, but love 
of the animals and the way Dave had 
made camp pets of them, had decided 
against his getting rid of them. Now he 
wished he had done so. 

"I swapped for 'em along the trail," he 
answered. "I never was much of a horse 
trader, but I g0t the best of the deal." 

"\Vhat did the gent look like?" 
"lie was about my size, near as I re

member, only heavier. He had a kid with 
him. Now dou't tell a1e, mister, lhal I've 
been loco enough to swap for stolen 
horses." 

"No, the horses ain't stolen. \\'here
abouts in Colorado did you make this 
horse swap?" 

"_\1 ear Trinidad, close to the New :\lex

ico line." 
"Where you headed for?" 
"Just driftin', mostly. I got a few dol

lars and I might locate somewhere if I 
find the right layout." 

" Campc(l ncar here?" 
"No," lied Rob Crawford. "I'll make 

camp wherever sundown finds me." 
"You'll find water aud. feed about fif. 

teen miles north. You can make it by 
dark. Good lt:ck ." The big man moved 
on. 

Bob Cra\',rford took his time about leav
ing tovvn. That big peace officer had let 
him off easy. Too easy. He knew that he 
\YOuld be trailed. He wouldn't dare go tct 
the camp where he had left Dave. 

He �eldom gambled and he very seldom 
took a drink, but in order to kill time until 
dusk, he left his horses at the hitchrack 
and �at into a poker game. Now and then 
he took a drink \',dth the other players. 

The big law officer took chips in the 
game for a while. Bob Crawford seemed 
to be getting more than tipsy. He bought 
drinks more often than need be and he 
played his cards ·with \vhat seemed to ben 
drunken man's luck. 

"\Vhat time does the barber shop 
close?" he asked finally. 

"It clos!ld an hour ago and that barber 
wouldn't open up for ten dollars," said 
one of the players. "Not \vhile he's havin' 
luck like this." The speaker raked in a 
jackpot and grinned. "I'm the barber." 

Bob Crawford grinned, too. "I'll 'get 
cleaned up at the next town," he said. 
"No rush. I reckon it's time I was goin'. 
One more hand and another round of 
drinks and I'll drift on. Sheriff, will the 
main trail take me to that water?" 

"You can't miss it." 
The fugitive's long legs seemed un

steady as he got to his feet and shoved 
a handful of money into the pocket of his 
overalls. He laid a heavy hand on the 
shoulder of the deputy sheriff. 

"Lemme know if there's anything 
wrong about them horses, mister," he told 
him. "'Vrite to me in care of the sheriff 
at Chinook, Montana. That's about where 
I'll land. 1\fy name is Bob Sanders." 

He left the tO\vn in the gloom of dusk. 
For a mile or two l1e kept to the main 
trail, traveling at a long trot. Then he 
swung off the trail. He was traveling nmv 
at a fast lope. 

An hour later he was at camp. Dave 
sat by the fire, playing wheezy tunes on a 
battered harmonica. 
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"Gosh, Dad, I'm glad you got here," 
he said. "It was lo::1esome, sort; of." 

"Anybody been here, Dave?" 
"Two co\vhoys. They just left about 

half an hour ago. I cooked 'em supper. 
One had a badge on. They joshed and 
talked." 

. '.'Did they ask questions?" 
"Some. I told 'em what you said al

ways to say. That my name was .Dave 
.Smith and I was 'vith my mother and dad 
on.a pack trip into the mountains and that 
w� came from a ranch about a hundred 
miles from here. I said my dad and 

. mother had gone to town and would be· 
back at camp tomorrow." 

.... "Good boy. I hale to make you lie, son, 
hut it has to be ·df:)ne. X ow �addle up and 
.we're on our way. I'll take ca.re of carr,p 
stuff. Rattle your hocks, cowboy. Give you 

. five minutes." 

THE FIRE was kicked out. They rode 
' . · · barn now and without talk. Bob Crav:

. ford knew that the law was close behind 
l1im. If those law ufficcrs compared notes, 

;:which was likely, they would be hot on 
. the trail. 

• :· They pushed on 'vith their two pack 
:horses. An hour, two hours, with the law 
trailing the:n. They had about an hour's 

.:�tart, so Bob Crawford figured. Not much 
:;e£ a !carl ""hen the posse woulq be fork

. ing fresh, grain-fed horses. They cut off 
the trail and took across the rolling 

,,prairie. 
<· . Ahead was the Powder River to cross. 
�·J�ob Crawford reckoned they would hit 
the river before morning. If they could 

: only get a·:-ross the line into Montana, 

-: be'd feel safer. But it would be a long, 
hard race. He stopped long enough to un

)ocld the two p:�d..: horse.�. They might 

· need those horses to change on. The kiak 

·'·boxes and their grub, their bed and war-

_j.ack full of clean clothes, were left be
. hind in a brush thicket. Each leading a 
�·�aunt, the man and boy rode on. 

The topography nf the land was chang
ing. The hills became more broken. They 
were nearing the river. Cottlees filled with 
buck brush and buffalo berry bushes. 
Then the trail they had hit took them 
down a dnnv towards the river, which 
was lined with cottonwoods and willows . 
The trail struck a wagon roao. �ow the 
river showed, there in the light of a half
moon . 

Bob Cra,dord, riding in the lead, pulled 
up at the riv�r bank. He slid his carbine 
free. Something told him that danger 
waited here . 

"Hit the river, son," he said. "Turn the 
pack horse loose. \Vhen you get into 
swimming water, slide out of the saddle 
and grab your horse's tail, like I've taught 
you. I'll follow as soon as- Quick, son!'' 

He leanetl fnym hi� salldle, ?.nd his arms 
went around his son's shoulders. 

"'Re a brave man, Dave. H cad ·north. 
Stay at cattle ranches or cow camps. Keep 
aski:lg for Bill Jackson. \Vhen you . find 
him, tell him who you are. Here's my 
money belt. Tie it on yoiu· sarlclle. \Vhat
evcr you do, keep ridin'. Head for the 
north star. Don't wait for. me. So-long, 
son. Good luck." 

"But, Dad, I don't want to leave you 
behind." 

"I got some men to sec. Hit the river, 
boy. Good luck.'' He slapped Dave's 
horse with his quirt, then slid free from 
his own saddle as he saw the horse carry 
the boy into swimming water. He saw 
Dave slide out of the saddle. 

Then Bob Crawford pulled his horse 
and the two pack horses into the brush. 
He had barely concealed them \vhen hoof
beats pounded. Half a dozen men rode: 
up on a run. 

"Yonder he goes, across the river!" he 
heard them cry. 

Bob Crawford's carbine spewed fire. 
His first shots were purposely high. 

"I'm the man you wapt," he called . 
"Dead or alive. Play your cards, g!'!nts. 
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I'll kill the first man that tries to cross 
that river. Fill your hands and fight, 
hombres l" 

Hell tore loose now. Bob Crawford 
was fighting for the one thing in life he 
loved most. That was Dave, his son, out· 
yonder. No man would take that boy back 
to a. reform school in Texas as lon" as 
his finger could pull a trigger. 

o 

One of the men had quit his horse 
and was lying on his belly by the river 
bank, shooting at Dave, out there in the 
river that was like a \Vide strip of silver 
in the light of the moon. 

With a snarl, Bob Crawford shot. The 
man rolled over, twisting w ith pain. 

One man against six, but llob Crawford · 
was not afraid. His gun barrel grew hot. 
A shot burned his thigh. He gritted his 
teeth and shoved fresh cartridges into the 
magazine of hi.o; carbine. 

A man started his horse into the water. 
Bob dropped him out of the saddle before 
the horse reached swimming water. The 

�1an floundered ashore, moaning and cun
mg. 

Crouched in the brush, the lone man 
fought his desperate fight, taunting them, 
cursing them, his lips twisting in a grin 
that showed through a smear of blood 
that came from a wound in his check. 

"Come and get it!" he ta�mted them .. 
Four of them were wounded now, out 

of the fig:1t. The other two kept shooting. 
Their bullets were coming close. One 
crashed through Bob Crawford's gun 
arm, ripping the carbine from his hands. 
He jerked out his six-shooter and t

i
sed 

his left hand. But his aim was uncertain. 
It would !Je only a matter of minutes now. 

He gritted his t�eth as mnr� riders came 
up on a run. The game was up. He could 
only hope that they wouldn't get Dave. 
A fusillade of bullets ripped the brush. 
The empty six-shooter -slid from Bob 
Crawford's hand as he slipped forward 
on his face and lay stilt, his blood wetting 
the �<round. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Brimstone 

THKRE was a hard lump in Dave's 
throat as he rode on. His eyes smart

ed. He had heard that shooting back there. 

One of the bullets had ripped a gash in 
his arm, but he didn't feel the pain. He 
kept thinking of his father, back there in 
that gunfight. He would have turned 
back, but he knew his father wouldn't 
want it that \Vay. He couldn't have helped 
any, because he didn't have a gun; yet it 
seemed cowardly to ride on like this, into 
a crimson-streaked dawn, alone. But he 
was used to obeying orders. He had been 
raised that way. \\.'hen his father told 
him to do a thing, he did it without ques
tion. He kept swallowing that hard lump 
in his throat. He had to be a man, not 
a cry-baby. 

His horse was getting leg weary. Dave, 
who savvied a horse, could feel the game
hearted beast tiring. He slowed down to 
a shuffling trot. 

The sun came out and the shivering 
boy welcomed its warmth. That night 
ride in wet clothes had been a cold one. 
The chill of it had cramped his bones, 
adding to his discomfort. 

It "·as an hour or two after sunrise 
when he rounded some big boulders and 
came suddenly tipon a camp at a creek 
crossing. 

There was a campfire going, and a 
blackened coffee pot simmered at the edge 
of the coals. A fev-: slices of cooked meat 
lay in a battered skillet on the ground . 

Dutch-oven bread. An old sprin"" wa,.on 0 b 
with covered top. Two burros grazing 
where the grass was hig-hest. A big, 
shaggy-coated mongrel hound asleep 
near the fire. 

. 

Then Dave saw the owner of this 
strange outfit. He was a short, thick
shouldered old man with a bushy white 
beard and a white mane that came to his 
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shoulders. He had a bucket half filled with 
white paint. In his other hand was a 
brush. He paid no attention to Dave. He 
was painting a sign on a big boulder. It 
read: 

' 

PREPARE TO MEET THY GOfJ! 

Dave watched him finish the sign. Then 
the old fellow put the cover on his can 
and wiped the paint from his brush. 
Through the bmhy white beard that 
reached the man's high cheekbones there 
showed a pair of the bluest eyes Dave had 
ever seen. Eyes undimmed hy age, shre,vd, 
quizzical, kindly eyes ,.,-ith a twinkle of· 
humor. 

;'Git down, son, and unsaddle," the old 
man said. "You

' and your horse need food 
and rest. y.,r et, too. I'll git you som e hot 
grub." 

He put wood on the fire and from his 
wagon brought out dry underwear and a 
thick blanket. 

"Undress by the fire and git into these 
dry clothes. They're too big, but they're 
warm." 

The big shaggy hound got to his feet 
and came over to get acquainted. Dave 
scratched the animal's head and the un
gainly tail w ag-ged. 

"His name is Sooner," his owner ;,aid. 
"I named him that because he'd sooner 
eat and sleep than tend to his job of 
guarding the camp. I found him in a 
deserted 'breed camp when he was about 
as big as my fist. Raisec.l him on canned 

· milk Thought he'd never quit growin'. 
\Vhen the wolves and coyotes sing at 
night he joins in the chorus. He's took 
up with you right ofT . . . . Lemme take 
a look at that arm of your'n, son." 

From the wagon came clean bandages 
and salve. \;\,larm water, a carbolic solu- · 

tion, anu the job was done. By then the 
meat was cooked and the biscuits heated, 
a jar of �vild honey brought forth. 

When he had eaten, Dave was put to 

bed between clean, warm blankets. He 
was just dropping off to sleep \Yhen he 
thought of the money Lclt his father bad 
given hin1. lie got up and went over to 
h is saddle. The money belt was g-one. He 
migh t have lost it in the river or along the 
trail somewhere. He'd forgotten all about 
it. 

. 

The old man "With the white bea1·d and 
long white hair was mending his patched 
harness, puffing away on a Llackcllccl oltl 
corncob pipe , humming to himself. 

Dave went back to the tarp-covered 
bed and dropped off to sleep in a few 
minutes. He had not asked about the 
money belt. He would do so when he 
woke up. 

As the boy tossed restlessly in his heavy 
slumber, the blue eyes of the rock painter 
watched.·. _ .  

J
T \VAS noon when Dave awoke. His 

dry clothes were there on the ground 
beside the tarp-covered hed. The old man 
was harnessing the burros . 

"This 'un," he said, "I calls Ornery. 
The other 'un is Stubborn. They look 
alike and they act alike. They'll eat an y
thing a goat will eat and the mhute it 
starts to rain, they balk. \Yhat's your 
first name, son? " 

"Dave." 
"A good name, taken from the Bible. 

David. You've read abotlt David, who 
slew Goliath >vith the jawbone of a 
burro?" 

"X o, sir. I never read the Bible, mister. 
Just books at school and some my dad 
gave me� I'll dean up the dishes and help 
you load up before I go." 

"\Vhere you goin', son?". 
"I'm huntin' for a man named Bill 

Jackson." 
The old rock painter eyed the boy 

sharply. "You know Bill Jackson?" he 
asked. 

"No, sir. My daddy knows him. Do 
you know where I can find him, mister?" 
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"Not offhand. Ain't sighted Bill Jack,

son for a long time. Now, David, you 
saddle up. \V c'll camp tonight at a sh ore 
purty spot. You'll knmv it by a pile of hig 
granite boulders. On one of them boulders 
is wrote in white letters, 'J udgmcnt is 
coming!' Ride on ahead till you git there. 
Hide your horse and saddle up the creek, 
then keep out of sigh t till I git there, 
about sundown. I reckon I kin help you 
locate Bill Jackson, but it'll take time, 
especially if there comes rainy \Veathcr 
and these burros balks on me. Take 
Sooner with you for company." 

After he had ridden away with the big 
shaggy hound, Dave remembered the 
money belt. He reckoned that if the queer 
old man had the money, there would be 
no use trying to get it. The old man 
didn't act like a thief, though. He had his 
Bible ancl his signs on the rocks: He 
might be a little loco, but he didn 't act 
like he was a robber. And he acted like 
he knew Bill Jackson. 

Dave rode with a heavy heart. He 
wanted to go back, see what had happened 
to his father. But he knc\v that his father 
wouldn't want him to do that. N"o, the 
only thing to do was to keep on. H�'d 
stay that night with the old man, then 
ride on. 

He found the camping place beside a 
creek crossing. He hid his horse and sad
dle about half a mile from camp , where 
the feed was good. Then, v,:h ile the horse 
grazed, he and Sooner explored around as 
a boy and a dog will do. 

Towards sundown th ey made their way 
back to the camp ground and Dave got a 
fire started. Then the rattle of wagon 
whee ls heralded the coming of the old man 
and. his team of shaggy, mild-mannered 
burros. As he came driving along the trail, 
the old man was singing in a deep bass 
voice a camp-meeting psalm. 

Dave, glad again at sight of a friendly 
face, unhooked the two shaggy gray burros 
and rubbed their long ears. Supper wu 

soon simmerin� on a bright campfire. 
"Mark ye, David," said the o!J man, 

"the words ye find painteJ. on the rocks. 
They're painted along the trails for the 
guidance of sinners who follow evil ways. 
The men who ride these trails I follow 
are often deep bogged down in sin. I try 
to s nake 'em out of the black bogholes." 

HE TALKED on in a rambling fashion 
as he cooked supper, there near his 

painted rocks. Quoting Lits of Scripture, 
talking of the \Vrath of God, hellfire and 
brimstone, of s aving the souls of sinners. 
And before they ate, he thanked God for 
the food. It \•,;as the first time in his life 
the boy had ever heard anyone say grace. 
It impressed him greatly. Dave thought 
he smelled whiskey on the old rock paint
er's breath. 

It was dark when the shaggy hound got 
up, growling deep down in his throat, his 
black hair bristled. 

"Into the brush, David," whispered the 
old man. "Quick, boy!" 

As Dave crouched there in the bmsh, 
n�otionless, he saw a ma n ride up into the 
firel ight. He recognized the rider as the 
to'iv-hcaded, yellow-tnustached man who 
had made him his white angora chaps. 

"H'are you, Brimstone?" grinned the 
·,\·ide-shouldered man as he swung from 
the saddle. 

"Glad to see ye, Butch. How is every
thing goin' ?" 

"Finer'n frawg hair." He poured him· 
self a cup of coffee. "Close call back at 
Pm\·der River," he said. "They were hot 
hehind me when I cut i nto rough country, 
They shot hell out of a gent-" 

Some sort of signal must have pa5sed 
between the two, because the man called 
Butch went suddenly silent-. Then the old 
man called to Dave. 

Butch greeted the boy with a wide grin. 
"Howdy, Dave, " he said. "Looks like 
this old Bible-readin 'cuss has got hold of 
you. You're i.n eood haAdt. � 
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,,,ill look after you better'n a mother." 

"You ain't seen my dad?" 
Butch snook his head. "I ain't seen 

him, Dave. But he'll be showin' up, I 
reckon. You stick with Brimstone. He'll 
Jearn you how to paint rocks. That beats 
punchin' cows .. It might be some time 
before your dad ketches· up with you. I'll 
get word to him that you're plumb safe 
and studyin' to be a circuit-ridin' preacl1er. 
Dave is a mighty good boy, Brimstone. I 
punched cows with his dad, Bob Craw
ford. Bob got delayed yonder at the 
Powder River crossin'." 

There in the firelight the eyes of the 
rock painter and the outlaw met in a swift 
glance of understanding. At the sugges
tion of Brimstone the boy went to see if 
his horse was all right. Vfhen he had 
gone, the two men looked at each other. 
Butch shook his head. 

"Boh Craivforcl has as many holes in 
. him as a sieve," he said. "The posse that 
""as after me got him . He's likely dead by 
now. Take good care of the button. He's 
a good kid. I'll send you money so you 
can put him in school, with the right kjnd 
of people to look after him." 

"He's headed for Bill Jackson's place, 
he told me." 

"He couldn't find a better home. Get 
him there. Keep him hid, because if they 
locate him they'll drag him hack to Texas. 
He ain't done a thing, Brimstone, but Bob 
Crawford killed Zcke Fenton down in 
Texas and them Fentons will take it out 
on the kid, now Bob's dead." 

"I'll take care of Dave. Have some 
supper?" 

Butch got to his feet, hitching up his 
gunbelt. He shook his head. 
' "Got to be driftin'," he said. "\Vhcn 
the sign is right, break it to Dave that his 
dad got killed by a horse or somethin', 
or that he got drO\vned crossin' Powder 

River." 

The old rock painter nodded. Butch 
swung up on his horse and with a e<!.reless, 

I 

"So-long, you old rascal," rode away into 
the night as sudden�y as he had come. 

"Repent, ye sinners !" Brimstone called 
after him. 

Butch's rough laugh came floating back 
out of the night. For that was the way 
of Butch Cassidy, leader of the notorious 
Wild Bunch, sometimes self-named the 
Train Robbers' Syndicate. 

There was a strange softness in the blue 
eyes of the old rock painter as he stood 
there by his fire, listening to the vanishing 
hoofbeats. As he put fresh wood on the 
fire he hummed under his breath. But it 
was no psalm he hmn·med. It was the 
tune of "Sam Bass." Sam Bass, the out
law. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Snowbound 

IN THE Montana badlands a wolf 

howled under the N ovcmbcr moon. 
The stars were like white diamonds, white 
and cold as the snow that drifted into the 
broken country. 

The shaggy hound , Sooner, there in the 
log cabin, took up the song. Dave let the 
big dog outside and shut the door. Brim
stone packed his pipe with natural-leaf to
bacco which he whittled from a plug. 

"David," said Brimstone, "now with 
that howlin' bonehead outside, let's git on 
with this book learnin'_ We'll take up with 
the 'rithmetic after we git shut of this 
readin' lesson. I made a good swap when. 
I traded my shotgun for them books at 
that second-hand stQrf. That shotgun 
couldn't hit a moose kn feet away. Tradin' 
thataway, David, ain't no sin. The other 
gent is tryin' to git the best of it, same 
as you are. A fair swap is no robbery, 
as the sayin' goes. And, David, you got 
to git book learnin'." 

'As Dave went back to his book, which 
\Vas :Mark Twain's Huckleberry F£nn, 
reading aloud by the stove, Brimstone 
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mixed himself a hot toddy. For his rheu
matism, he said. 

It was four months now since Dave had 
ridden into the old rock painter's camp. 
Together they had slo,\·ly drifted into the 
Montana country. Times when strangers 
rode up, Brimstone passed off Dave as his 
nephew. 

The brand on Dave's horse had been 
changed by Brimstm1e. That had seemed 
strange to Dave. How come that a man 
who painted Biblical warnings on rocks 
knew how to alter a brand? 

It was Brimstone who, one starry night 
in September, had told a glorious lie. A 
man had visited their camp on the Y el
lowstone River. He had come and gone, 
even as Butch Cassidy had paid that visit 
down in Wyoming. Brimstone had called 
him Harry. The man was Harry Lona
baugh, one of the \Vild Bunch. He was 
known as the Sundance Kid. When he 
had ridden away old Brimstone put wood 

on the fire .and whittled plug tobacco into 
his blackened pipe. Then, in his deep, 
soft voice, he told DaYe that his father 
was dead. 

"He died, David, as he lived," he said. 
"A brave man. He gave his life to save 
the lives of others." And so, while the boy 
1istened, fighting back hard sobs, Brim
stone wove a tale of great heroism about 
the death of Bob Crawford. How he had 
upheld the traditions of the Texas Rang
ers in righting the \vrongs of the perse
cuted. 

Tears had trickled down the boy's 
cheeks as he listened. And that splendid 
old liar afterwards said it ·was the tough� 
est job he had ever tackled when he told 
that tale of the passing of 13ob Crawford 
-because Dave had taken it so gamely. 
The one person in the world he loved was 
dead. But as the old rock painter's words 
painted the picture of that death, it soft
ened the aching hurt in his boy's heart: 
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It was great to · have such a father, 
Brimstone had told him. He could be 
proud of Bob Crav:ford. And then, in his 
soft voice, there in the firelight, the old 
man painted another word picture-the 
picture of death in all its sublime beauty. 
And after a time, after the boy's jerked 
sobbing was over, when his tears had 
dried, the old rock painter talked of other 
things. Of a log cabin in the Montana 
badlands. Of a big blacktail buck that was 

as tame as a goat. He spoke of rabbits 
that would eat out of · a man's hand, a 
family of skunks that li�ed under the 
cabin and played like kittens, and a camp
robbing bear that loved syrup on his bread 
and would grunt and snifi and loaf around 
for more gtub. Of a scolding magpie that 
would fight off the greedy bluejays. 

"We'll wi�1ter there, David," he said. 
"I'll git some books and truck and we'll 
holeup there till spring comes. \Ve'II 
hitch Ornery an' Stubborn to the sled and 
go down the river to visit the river folks. 
I got a fiddle there that I'll Jearn ye to 
play. Yott kin make a sled and we'll rig 
up a harness fer Sooner so's he kin drag 
you around. I got to put in a supply of 
popcorn and some candy. \Vhy, son, we'll 
have the be�t time you ever had. I'll learn 
ye to mal<e quirts and rawhide ropes. And 
wait till you git rig�ed out in a beaded 
buckskin shirt c.nd moccasins. You'll learn 
how to talk Injun, too: \Ve'll be in that 
cabin before the first snow falls, makin' up 
with them pets of our'n." 

So old Brimstone, in his own fashion, 
salved the wound of that terrible hurt. 

And Dave din not suspect that the word 
brought to camp, there on the Yellow
stone, brought by tl�e Sundance Kid, was 
that Bob Crawford had not died. They 
had taken him back to Texas to be tried 
for the killing of Zeke Fentun. Tried in a 
tounty owned by the Fentons, by a jury 
that was either too friendly with, or too 
afraid of, the Fcntons to bring in a fair 
verdict. Bob Crawford would be sen-

tenced to hang. No two ways about it. 

THO
_
S� snowbound months at the log 

cabm m the badlands gave Dave an 
education few boys ever find. He learned 
about the habits of wild things. He lis
tened to the queer philosophy of old Brim- · 

stone. He became accustomed to the si� 

lence of it all, there in the white wilder
ness. He gre'v to love that big, snowbound 
silence . . . the crack of river ice, the 
howl of the wolf, the boom of a white owl, 
the slap of a beaver tail. He loved the 
sting of a blizzard ; bucking snowdrifts, 
shoveling a tunnel from the cabin door 
when the drifts piled as high as the sod 
roof. Then a \Varm fire. Sooner twitch
ing and whining in his sleep. The hooks 
of Mark Twain. The old fiddle. 

Then there was the moaning \vhinc of 
the warm Chinook wind one night in 
spring, and the wiMter was 'over. \Vhen 
the snow had melted they quit the cabin 
and headed for Bill Jackson's ranch at the 

foot of the Bear Paw l'vf otmtains. Dave 

hated to leave the . cabin. He had grown 
to care a lot for Brimstone and the life 
the old fellow led. He wanted to stay ; 
he wanted to travel the rambling trail 
marked by painted rocks. 

"No, David, " Brimstone told him. 
"You're young. You got a long life ahead 
of yol!. ·Me, my life i s  behind. I'm takin' 
you to Bill Jackson's . " 

Brimstone, however, seemed in no rush 
to get there. They would camp along the 
\vay, staying for a day or two. To rest the 
burros, so Brimstone excused these de
lays. But that explanation fooled neither 
man nor hoy. The old rock painter \Vas 
dreading that day when he must say so
long to this boy whom he had grown to 
love. Dave's laughter, his very youth, 
his character that was in the making, had 
lightened the burden of the old man's 
winter. Brimstone w�s sorely tempted to 
keep Dave with him, but he knew that the 
boy deserved an education and the com-

'· 
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panionship of youth. He sighed audibly. 
'When the spring freshets were gone, 

when the last snow had melted in the 
mountains, when the hills and coulees 
were again green and meadowlarks sang, 
they loafed along the trail.. Brimstone 
showed Dave how to pan for gold along 
the gravel beds of the creeks. Dave's 
buckskin pouch was filling with dust and 
small nuggets. 

Cowboys often stopped to talk with 
them. They stayed at horse camps and 
rotindup camps, and B.rimstone seemed to 
!mow every man in the country.. Once a 
sheriff stopped for dinner with them, and 
Brimstone talked atone with the law of
f�cer for quite a while. They seemed to 
know one another well. 

One night a rider stopped for an hour 
or two. He had black hair and was rest
less. His hands moved quickly and he 
kept out of the light of the fire.. Brimstone 
called him Harvey. That man was Har
vey Logan, better known as Kid Curry, 
the deadliest killer of the Wild Bunch. 

One morning in late June they rode up 
to a ranch. A cluster of log buiding-s and 
corrals were set in the cottomvoods, on 
the bank of a tumbling creek that came 
down from the pine-covered mountains 
behind the horse pasture. 

A big, wide-shouldered man with keen 
brm.;·n eyes and a drooping, iron-gray 
mustache met them at the barn. He greet
ed Brimstone warmly. But even as they 
shook l:ands, the dozen or more hounds 
around the barn were at Sooner. Sooner, 
his shaggy back against the wagon wheel. 
snapped and snar�ed, tossing aside the 
foremost of the attacken. But the others 
dosed in. 

DAVE quit his horse with a leap. With 
his quirt he was among the dogs, 

whipping them back, fighting with Sooner 
against odds. His tanned, frost-bitten face 
was white, and his dark gra:• eyes blazed 
as he lashed at the snarling dogs. 

Then, from the barn, there dashed a 
small girl. tanned, black haired, with 
snapping black eyes .. She, too, had a quirt 
and she came at Dave lik� a tiny hurri
cane. Her quirt caught him across the 
face. Dave paid no attention to her. He 
whipped back a big brindle hound, then 
held Sooner's bristling neck in his arms. 

· The big man stepped into the dog fight, 
and his hounds, at his sharp command, 
went back to the barn. 

Dave, holding Sooner, stood erect now. 
There was an ugly red welt across his 
cheek. He looked down at the little girl. 
\Vith a sob, she threw dO\vn her quirt 
and ran to the log house, crying. 

The big man grinned at Brimstone, then 
put his hand on Dave's shoulder. 

"She'll come around later, son," he said, 
"and tell you she was sorry. You see, 
Judith claims these hounds." 

Dave nodded. He was breathing hard. 
" Sooner can lick any dog in her pack," 
he said huskily. "But they all jumped 
him. It wasn't fair. I ain't sorry I quirted 
her dogs." 

Brimstone had gotten down from the 
spring wagon .. He tried to hide the twin
kle in his blue eyes .. 

"David, she's just a little girl," he said. 
"She loves her dogs just the same as you · 
feel about Sooner. She's only ten years 
old, and she's a girl. She's feelin' almighty 
bad by now.. Supposin' we unhook the!\e 
t\vo Rocky ;.,fountain canaries, then you 
put up your horse and we'll go find J uuith. 
Now, Davoid, shake hands with Bill Jack
son." 

"This is yo11r home from now on, 
Dave," said the big man graYely as Dave 
held out his hand. "You got to be a big 
brother to Judith. She's a good little girl 
for a kid that ain't ever known a mother. 
Hers died \vhen she \Vas a yearlin', and 
the only mother she knows is old 1\hry 
:rvfuddy \Vater, the squaw that's raisin' 
her. Judith is quick tempered once in an 
awful long time. xtostly she's as sh� as an 
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Injun kid. She's baw1in' her eyes out 
right now. Brimstone, I'm takin' Dave 
up to the house. \Ve'll be back directly. " 

Dave w
'
asn't used to girls. Especially 

small girls that quirted you, then ran off 
crying to hide under a bed. Bill Jackson 
pulled her out from under the bed and held 
her in his big arms. His rough hands 
brushed away her tears ; then he tickled 
her until she laughed shakily. 

"And now, Papoose, " he said, ·.,shake 
hands with Dave, then \ve'll go down and 
see Brimstone and his burros and Soon
er." 

Judith Jackson looked like a little
. In

dian, with her hair as black as a crow's 
wing and her brown eyes that, when 
�"\�ry, turned bl::tck. She wore a buckskin 
dress and moccasins and her legs were as 
tanned as her face. 

1'1 didn't aim to hurt your dogs," said 
Dave. 

"I-I wish I hadn't hurt you," she an

·swered. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Sworn Enemies 

s 0 DAVE came to the Jackson ranch to 
stay. Brimstone stayed on a week ; 

then one night he. handed Dave a bulging 
money belt. It was the money belt that 
had belonged to Bob Crawford. Never 
once had Dave asked about it. 1\ ow it w::ts 
returned to him, twice as full as it had 
been when it had been given the boy back 
yonder on the south bank of Powder 
River. 

"Bill jackson will take care of it for 
you, Dave," Brimstone said. "Seems like 
it's drawed a little interest. Butch and the 
other hoys fed it some. Here's some dust 
and nuggets to go with it." He tossed a 
heaviiy laden buckskin pouch on the table. 
"There's enough there 'to start you up in 
the

. 
cattle business when you come of age, 

son, even after some is took out to educate 

you and pay for the sowin' of your wild 
oats." 

The next morning Brimstone left. Dave 
had helped him hook up Ornery and Stub
born. He had fed Sooner . his breakfast 
out behind the house and his tears had 
wet the dog's shaRgY coat as he held the 
homely head in his arms. A moist tongue 
had \vashed away a boy's tears. 

He tried his best not to cry when he 
shook hands with old Brimstone. And the 
old rock ·painter's voice was lmsky when 
he said his farewell to the boy. 

"So-long, David. De a good man." 
Dave hadn't watched him leave. He 

had gone on down the creek. There, on 
the grassy bank, he lay sobbing brokenly. 
Great, racking sobs that tore his heart. 
After a while they ceased. He lay there, 
his head buried in his arms. 

A moist tongue licked his neck and 
head. He looked up with a start. Sooner 
was there, his ungainly tail wagging. Be
·side the big hound stood Judith, her 
brown eyes soft ·with pity. 

They sat there on the grassy bank of 
the creek, the boy, the girl, and the big 
hound. Then Bridget, a big Irish wolf
hound found them . She had brottght along 

· her litter of tv,.·elve shaggy halls of rely
poly pups. For more than an hour they 
watched the clumsy playing of the pups. 

Perhaps that was the real beginning of 
that wonderful friendsh ip between Judith 
Jackson and Dave Crawford. Or it might 
have begun with Judith's quirt lash. 

\Vben the dinner bell rang they walked 
back to the house. J uclith went to the 
ki tchen. Dave went to the bunkhouse to 
wash up. There were a bunch of cow
boys there who had come in from the near
by roundup camp. \Vith them was a 
frecklccl-faccd youth a little older than 
Dave. He had pale-blue eyes and reddish 
hair. His nose and jaw were blunt. He 
wore boots and spurs that were sit ver 
mounted ; his Oregon pants were foxed 
with buckskin ; and his hat was as good 



OUTLAWED ORPHAN 25 
as money could buy. He walked with a 
swagger. K ow he looked at Dave with a 
crooked grin. 

"\Vhere did you come from; button ?" 
he asked. " Part Injun, ain't ya?" 

Perhaps Dave did look like an Indian, 
with his straight black hair and frost
blackened, tanned face. He \'lras \vearing 
a buckskin shirt and moccasins. 

Dave's gray eyes hardened. H is strong 
fists clenched. He was about to knock the 
leering grin from the red-haired boy's 
face when Bill Jackson and a lanky, red
headed man came into the bunkhouse. 

"Dave," said Bill Jackson, "this is Ed 
Greer of the OX outfit. That's his son 
Henry. Henry's about the besf bronc 
rider and roper for his age in Montana. 
You boys ought to get along first rate. 
Henry,. shake hands with Dave Jackson, 
my adopted son. I want you boys to be 
friends. " 

· 

Dave shook hands with the red-headed 

Henry Greer. It had come as a shock 
to him when Bill Jackson had said his 
name was now Dave Jackson instead of 
Dave Crawford. But h�, reckoned there 
must be a reason for it. He washed up 
and went on with the others to tl1e big 
mess cabin. 

His food tasted like sawdust and he ate 
in silence. Then he quit the table and 
went outside. He wanted to be alone. He 
kept trying not to think of his father and 
old Brimstone. He went on down to the 
barn, followed by Sooner. He was sad
dling his bay horse Cricket when Judith 
shmved up. 

"Take me on behind, Dave," she said. 
He could not refuse the appeal in her 

eyes. He jerked the cinch tight and swung 
up in the saddle. Then he pulled J uctith 
up behind him. As they rode out of the 
barn Henry Greer came up. He halted, 
his legs spread apart, tilted back his hat, 
then laughed. 
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Dave h\·isted out ofthe saddle and lifted 
Judith none too gently to the ground. The 
next minute he was tearing into the older 
boy with swinging fi sts. 

The fierce att.1.ck caught the leering 
Henry unawares. He reeled backwanls, 
lost hi:; balance, then went down under a 
rain of bard-fisted hlows that bront;ht a 
spurt of blood from his nose. 

W
TITII a snarling, gritted curse, Henry 

Greer rolled from under. 
Bigger, heavier, stronger than Dave, he 

smashed his" h:g fists· into Dave's face as 
he sat on his chest, his weight holding 
down the twisting, squirming boy. Dlood 
streamed from Da,·c's broken nose, from 
his battered mouth. Fron underneath he 
fought with the fury of a terrier. 

Now Judith, her h.ce white, heat at 
Henry Greer \Yilh her small fists. She 
grabbed his hair and pulled at it and · 

Henry sent her reelin g with a hard slap 
across the face. She flew at him again, 
only to be slapped harder. 

Henry Greer, spitting hlood, gouged 
at Dave's eyes with his thumbs. Pain tore 
the younger boy 's eyes. 

Then there came a sa�ge, lmv-throated 
growl and a hundred pounds of shaggy 
fighting hound was on top o£ H cnry 
Greer. \Vhite fangs rip�-cd at his clothes. 

Frightened hy this new attack, Henry 
leaped to his feet. But Sooner was at 
him. 

Dave, dizzy , bliml with paiu, managed 
to get hold uf Sooner as the big dog 
knocked Henry to the ground. Dave's 
arms were around the dog's neck, and he 
quieted the growling animal. 

"You'd better get your horse and pull 
out beiore Sooner takes to you," gritted 
Dave. 

"I'll kill your damn dog." 
"You shoot Sooner," said Dave hotly, 

"and I'll shoot you. "  
Bill Jackson, Ed Greer and some cow� 

00,• came u.p. Henry Greer wiped dirt 

and blood from his face with the back of 
a skinned hatH.!. 

"He set his dog on me, Dad," saicl 
Henry. "T'm ch�wed up. Let me have 
your gun." 

�d Greer looked at his son',;; torn 
clothing at;d the blood that came from the 
lacerations made by Sooner's sharp teeth. 
His pale gray eyes grew hard. Ed Greer 
hated dogs. He had put out more than a 
few baits of strychnine around the coun
try. Now he took his gun from its holster. 

Dave crouched there o"n the g-round, his 
arms around Sooner's neck. Beside him 
stood Judith, panting hard, her dark eyes 
wide with terror. 

"If I was you, Ed," said Bill Jackson 
slow))', ''Td put up that gun. You ain't 
shootin ' Dave's dog." 

"That em bit Henry. Cha,,red him up. 
How do I know he won't die from hydro
phobia ? He set that dog on Henry . He 
ain't man eno·.tgh to fight fair." 

"Thafs a lie ! "  Judith's voice was high 
pitched, tense. Her eyes blackened with 
hot anger. " Henry had Dave down and 

. was pounding his face. I tried to pull him 
off and he slapped me twice. Then Sooner 
jumped in. Darkly, don't let him shoot 
Sooner." 

"Don't worry, Papoose, he ain't shoot
in' Sooner." 

"\Yhat's to l<eep me from it ? " sneered 
Ed Greer. 

'' I will. Take that kid of your'n and get 
off my ranch. Don't ever �et foot here 
again. · Pul up that gun, Greer, or I'll 
make yuu eat it." 

Ed Creer nor any other man in that 
part of the country wanted real trouble 
with the big, soft-spoken Bill Jackson. 
No map had ever seen him use that cedar
handled six�shooter he packed on a lm� 
man target ; but they had seen him shoot� 
ing at marks for a dollar a shot. They 
had seen him dra''' and fire from the hip 
with lightninglike speed, bettering the 
carefully aimed shots of other men who 
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claimed to be handy \Vith a six-shooter. 

Then there \Vas something about the 
eyes of Bill Jack:son that told men that 
he was not running a bluff when he said 
fighting words. 

Ed Greer and his son and the OX 
cowboys rode away. Bill Jackson loaded 
his pipe and smiled at Dave and Judith. 
A bloody Dave who still had one hand in 
the shaggy coat of Sooner. Judith was 
still \Yhite, still panting, and her little fists 
were knotted. 

"He laughed at Dave," she said, her 
,·oice begil1ning to break, "because Dave 
was takin' me for a ride on his horse. "  

"Supposin' w e  forget about it. Dave's 
nose needs fixin' and you need your din
ner, Papoose. Like�vise Sooner needs an 
extra feed." 

"I'll lick him some day," insisted Dave. 
"You bet you will, son. "  
"I'll rice broncs with him o r  rope with 

him before I'm done." 
"You bet you will, Dave. And you'll 

triri1 him." Bill Jackson chuckled softly. 
At the house he set Dave's broken nose. 

The boy stood the pain without a whim
per, though cold sweat beaded his fore
head and he was faint and sick. 

Alone, Bill Jackson smoked thought
fully. He did not want Ed Greer for an 
enemy. Greer owned one of the biggest 
outfits in the country and he had devious 
ways of asserting his power. An uncer
tain friend, Ed Greer, and a bad enemy . . .  

CHAPTER FIVE 

Bntmtone'• Find 

yEARS, to a boy, pass swiftly. They 
a.re years crammed with fun and ex

citement and great dreams of high adven
ture. Dave took each day as it came. \Vin
ter time with its school, its short days and 
long evenings when he would read or play 
checkers or tune up the fiddle Bill Jack
son had bought him. Chopping kindling 

and doing barn chores, there in the black 
early morning and the early darkness. 
Taking out a teakettle full of hot water to 
thaw out the pump. Saddling up the 
horses that he and Judith rode to school, 
five miles away. Doing his homework. 
Reading llucklebcrry Film and Tom 
Sav..•ycr by the lamplight. Studying cata
logues sent out by n:akcrs of saddles and 
boots and spurs. 

There were occasional visitors, men like 
Butch Cassidy and Kid Curry and the 
Sundance Kid. And Brimstone came each 
year. Always, when he left, there would 
be a hard lump in Dave's heart. The old 
rock painter didn't seem to age a bit, nor 
did the burros. Sooner would get as ex
cited as Dave when Brimstone drove up. 

Dave didn't know that his father was 
doing a life sentence in prison. Only Bill 
Jackson and Brimstone and the members 
of the Wild Bunch knew that Bob Craw
ford \vas alive. 

On one visit Brimstone brought a 
many-colored bridle made of horsehair 
and a quirt to match. They were for 
Judith, he explained. For Dave there was 
a helt and hatband of horsehair, prison 
made. Bob Crawford had sent them up 
the trail from Texas. 

Summer time, from early spring until 
late fall, Dave worked on the roundups, 

. breaking broncs between the spring- caH 
roundup and the beef work in the fall. 

At 2\iiles City he rode a bronc that had 
piled Henry Greer. · At Chinook he beat 
Henry Greer's time in the calf-roping 
event. Dave \Vas as good a cov,'hand as 

·you could find. He broke out Bill Jack
son's broncs, gentling them so that even 
Judith could ride them. He was making 
cow-horses out of them. 

-

Three times in those five years Dave 
had locked horns with . Henry Greer. 

Twice he had taken a terrific beating. The 
third time he had whipped the burly 
Henry until the latter begged for mercy. 

The feud between the two grew. It 
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was the opinion of the cow country that 
some day that feud would end in gun
smoke. 

Henry Creer went to college· in Cali
fornia. He was making quite a name for 
himself as a football player. Dave, fin
ishing high school at Great Falls, refused 
to go to a university. He had returned to 
the ranch in June. 

There had been a hard winter, followed 
by a bad storm in late . spring. That win
ter had hit B ill Jackson hard. He had 
suffered tremendous losses. The hides and 
bones of his cattle were piled deep under 
the melting drifts. He had run short of 
hay. The local bank had refused to lend 
him more money. Ed Greer was president 
of the ban�. He had waited a long time 
to get his revenge, but he was getting it 
now. The other banks Bill Jackson had 
gone to had turned him dO\vn. If Ed 
Greer's bank would not extend a loan to a 
neighbor, then Bill Jackson must be a 
bad risk . That was the way they looked 
at it. 

THEN again, ugly rumors had gotten 
around. Ed Greer had taken care of 

that, perhaps. Those rumors linked Bill 
Jackson with the Wild Bunch. Around the 
saloons and bunkhouses it was said that 
Bill Jackson was a member of that no
torious outlaw gang, that he was the 
brains of the bunch. No bank was lending 
money to an outlaw. 

Those rumors had reached Dave. That 
was the cause of his last fight with Henry 
Green, in Chinook. 

So Dave had quit school and come back 
tc the ranch. True, he bad half wanted to 
go to college. He had captained his foot
hall team in high school and a great coach 
from the East han talked to him about 
going to a big Eastern university. But 
Dave had turned him down. 

And Dave, coming home, bad pulled on 
his overalls and boots and gone to work. 
He wanted to draw his money from the 

bank, but until he was twenty-one he could 
not touch it. Even then he must have the 
consent of Bill J acks�n before he could 
invest it. 

"I heard all about the trouble you've 
been having in Chinook, Bill," he said. 
"Let me draw out that money. It'll save 
the outfit. Gosh, it's a cinch we can come 
out ahead in a few months." 

"No can do, Dave. They got me in a 
tight, but I'm not takin' your money." 

"How far \';auld two thousand dollars 
go?" asked Dave. 

"l\.feanin' what, son ?" 
":M:eanin' that I got that much laid 

aside. Money I've won at Calgary and 
Cheyenne and Prescott and Pendleton. 
Bronc-ridin' moriey, ropin' money. And 
that gold dust and nuggets that I have in 
the safety deposit box will make the ante 
about three thousand. I'm puttin' it into 
the jackpot. I'll ramrod the outfit and 
we'll come out ahead. There are lots of 
places \Vhere >ve can cut down expenses. 
Give me a chance to make good as boss 
of a cow outfit. \Von't you, Bill ?" 
· "Have at it, Dave." Bill Jackson's 

voice sounded a little husky. He gripped 
Dave's hancl hard, then loaded his pipe. 

News of Dave's fight "'-irh Henry Greer 
at Chinook had preceded his homecoming. 
Bill Jackson had not asked about the black 
eye and puffed lips Dave brought home ; 
but �1ary :Muddy \\Tater and Judith fussed 
over him. The old squaw with raw beef
steak and big green leaves of some kind, 
Judith standing by asking him questions. 
Judith, blooming into e;o�.rly womanhood, 
just home from boarding school, beauti
ful in a gypsy-like way. 

"Ask me one more question, Papoose,,. 
Dave told her, ''and you don't come out 
to the roundup wagon tomorrow. "  

And he took the raw beefsteak from hi! 
black eye and fed it to Sooner. 

"I'm home for keeps,'·' he grinned at 
Bill Jackson after supper that night. 
"\Ve'll push the OX outfit off the 1\lon-
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tana map before we're finished. They'll 
not be branding 11)any mavericks fron'l 
no w on. I'll work that range like it's 
never been worked." 

DRIED hides and bleached bones were 
the marks of that hard wint�r. Pill'!d 

against drift fences and cut-banks. Hun
dreds of cattle had perished. More than 
one cattle111an had gone to the wall. 

Dave, roundup boss, was driving his 
men hard in hopes of gathering a few 
mavericks. His cowboys were all top 
hands. He spared neither them nor him
selL They worked the badlands and came 
out with some maverick stuff. Vv'henever 
Bill Jackson's Spur hranrl burned a mav
erick hide, that wa� money in Bill Jack
son's pocket. 

"That's beatin' the OX to a few slick
ears," he grinned as he looked over his 
tally book. 

But still he couldn't see anything but 
failure ahead for Bill Jackson. They 
wouldn't_ gather enough beef in the fall to 
pay winter expenses. It woulct take some

thing like a miracle to prevent failure. 
And Dave wasn't nmch of a hand at per" 
forming miracles. 

They were camped not far from Brim� 

stone's place. On circle that morning 
Dave came upon one of the o ld fellow's 
painted rocks. 

REPENT, \�E SIXNERS ! 

I Dave's smile widened. The paint on 
th e rock was fresh, hardly rlry. The old 

I rock painter's tracks were fresh. Dave 
headed for the cabin where he had spent 1 
that first winter in Montana. He let loose j 
a wild cowboy yelp when he saw the bur.: l 
ros grazing near the barn. Old Brimstone i 
came out of the cabin to meet him. They I; sat in the shade talking for a long time. 
Dave told him abo ut Bill Jackson's heavy 
losses. 

' ' Figured he'd come out loser, " nodded 
the old rock painter. "I'd hate to see Bill 
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go broke. He's helped a heap of people, 
one way or another, David. Any of the 
boys along the hoot-owl trail will tell you 
how he's in debt to Bill Jackson. A fresh, 
stout horse, mehbyso, when he was in bad 
need of one. Grub, mehhy, or cartridges. 
He's patched up more than one bullet hole. 
Never once would he take a dollar for 
anything. 

"\Vhat folks say about him bein' one of 
the \Vild Bunch is a lie. Bill is always 
after the boys to pull out for South Amer
ica and make a new, honest start. There 
ain't a cmoked hair in Bill's head. Yep, 
I'd hate to see Rill Jackson go broke. So 
would the boys. I'll be at Dill's in abo.ut 
two weeks. I reckon \Ve kin talk it over 
.then. \Ve ?.in't lettin' Ri11 go broke, son. 
I've been workin' a few gravel bars along 
the river and they've paid big. I ain't 
sayin' fer sure, but if I was a bettin' man 
I'd bet I've struck the lost Piegan Pete 
mine. Come inside. " 

The old man's blue eyes were dancing 
a� he lifted one of the planks that made 
his floor. He dug for a fe\'.r minutes, then 
pulled out a big, bulging sack of heavy 
buckskin. It was a!t he could do to lift it. 
He opened it and reached inside, groping 
around. His hand came out with a nugget 
the size of a man's fist. 

"There's more like it, David," he said. 
"Heft this sack. Tt's all yellow. Two 
months' clean-up. That'll run Dill .T <\Ck
son's outrlt a few days, I reckon. He's 
welcome to it. Dave, ·when the roundup 
is over, you better slip on down here for 
a month. There's more ,vhere this came 
from and two kin work faster than one. 
Come on down with me, son. " 

Dave put his hand inside the big sack. 
He took out a handful of dust and nug
get�. T n his eyes danced the same sort of 
light that was in the eyes of Brimstone. 

GOLD ! What man who has ever han
dled pick and gold pan can forget 

lbat hunger for the sight of yd\ow m.ta1 

that he takes with his hands from the 
earth ? The feel of all that gold made 
Dave tremble like a horse at the start of a 
great race. Here was more gold than he 
had ever hoped to see. And there was 
more to be had for the digging. Yellow 
nuggets as big as goose eggs. 

"I v,;ant yon down here, David, for my 
pardner," Brimstone said. "Your muscles 
are stronger and harder than mine. Times 
when it rains I git stove up. \Vet feet 
ain 't so good for a man my age, and my 
boots leak. \Vherc this stuff is, a man is 
workin' part or the time with his feet in 
the water. I need a panlner. 

"I tell you, son, I've located the lost 
Piegan Pete mine. I worked on a hunch 
\vhich I got from an Injun yarn I heard 
once. This old �11j·.m told me how this 
squaw-man-Piegan Pete they calktl him, 
on account of he's married to a Piegan 
woman-come down the river with his 
young squaw. He'd bought her frpm her 
old man. Paid ten ponies for her. 

"�ow ten ponies is more than a certain 
young huck Injun named Takes the 
Shield kin pay and this young Takes the· 
Shield is stuck on this purty s11uaw. So 
he trails Piegan Pete down the river. 
That night when the white man and hi5 
young squaw make camp, the yonng buck 
Piegan slips into the camp. He kills 
Piegan Pete and scalps him. Then he 
Lake� L!te young squaw and sort of disap
pears. 

"The prospectors that run into Piegan 
Pete's dead body the followin' spring 
when the snow melts, identify him by 
stuff he has in his pockets. But likewise 
they discover a big poke with big nuggets. 

"Seems like Pete tells this squaw-bride 
of his where they're headed for. They're 
gain' down the river to his mine. Bllt 
that don't mean anything to young Takes 
the Shield who don't know what gold is 
and who measures wealth by the numbet 
of ponies he· has. He has his squaw and 
the white man's ponies, wbkh be takes 
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after he lifts the hair of Piegan Pete. 

"That was a good many years ago. A 
few months ago an old Injun told me the 

story. How that squaw described the 
place she was headed ·for with P.iegan 
Pete. How the place was marked by a big 
rock with Injun carving on it. Well, 
David, I located the rock and went to 
work. She's a-payin '. 

0That old · Injun didn't lie, son. I'd 
knowed him for many years and had kep' 
him and his squaw from starv·in' to death 
last winter. His name, you see, is Takes 
the Shicltl." 

Brimstone put the big nugget back in 
the bag, then buried his treasure again, 

"And so, David, I'm makin' you a pard
ner in the Picgan Pete diggin's." 

"I'll be down as quick as I can make 
it," promised Dave. "I'll work for wages, 
though." 

"You'll be my pardner, or nothin', 
young feller. I got no use for gold. Gold 
is  for young folks. Tell you what, David. 
Say nothii1g to Bill Jackson. I won't go 
up ·to the ranch. You come on down here 
and 'vhen \Ve work that diggin's clean, 
we'll show Bill how prospectin' beats 
punchin' cows. Man, when he sights our 
clean-up I bet his eyes will booger out 
tilt a man kin knock 'em off with a stick. 
Bill Jackson has done many a kind act. 
He saved my life once. Bread cast upon 
the waters, saith the Scriptures, shall be 
returned a hundrerlfold." 

Dusk was falling when Dave left the 
cabin on the river hank. The miracle had 
happened . lt had come about through an 
old man whose friends were outlaws and 
who \Vrotc Oiblical words in white paint 
upon granite rocks. 

CHAPTER SIX 
Blood fo�. Golc:l 

DAVE'S outfit swung over to,vards the 
boundary of the OX range. A week 

or ten days more and they would pull into 

lhe ranch. Then he would go on down 
and pan gold with Brimstone. It would 
be good 'to camp once more with that old 
man whose character was an eni�ma. 

Dave had wondcrcu, sometimes, wheth
er his Bible reading and quoting of the 
Scriptures were just a sham. Then, when 
some story of Orimstone, told hy a ranch
er's wife, got to Dave, he felt ashamed of 
himself for ever .valuing lightly the rock 
painter's sincerity in his B iblical leanings. 
He had, so the cow country knew, cared 
for the sick and injured. He had brought 
babies into the world and baptized them. 
He had knelt and prayed for the dying. 
He had buried men, good and bad, with a 
prayer and a few words that brought 
tears to eyes unaccustomed to crying. In 
outlaw camp or honest ranch house he was 
welcome, always. He preached his hell's 
fire and ·brimstone for the sinners, yet the 
men who roue the outlaw trail trus'tcd him 
\..,·ith their sec:n�t� anci their ill·gotten 
gains. 

Yes, it would be good to get back with 
old Brim�tone, to listen to his quaint 
philosophy. He would take along that hat
terecl copy of ll!tck/cbcrr)' Fimt. Sooner 
would go \Vith him. The big hound would 
enjoy a few weeks with Brimstone and 
the burros.  Dave whistled as he rode 
along, dreaming of raw gold and the hap
piness it would bring to his {Qstcr-iather, 
Bill Jacbon. 

He came to a cut coulee fillcu with 
bleaching cattle bones. He started to ride 
around that monument of bones, then . 
suddenly pulled up. He swung from the 
saddle and bent over the skull of a hig 
steer. Square between' the horns was a 

bullet hole. lie examined other skulls. 
He spent an hour there, then rode on 
grim-lipped, the g·olcl dreamer's look gone 
now -from his gray eyes. 

Back at the roundup camp he spoke 
briefly to his men. 

"Boys," he said, "whenever you run 
across a pile of bones, take titne to c:;xam-
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· ine the skulls. I've just discovered that 
bullets, not blizzards, killed a lot of B ill 
Jackson's cattle that should have wintered 
without any trouble. I counted fifteen in 
one bone pile. I'm not accusin' anybody, 
but this is within a mile or two of the OX 
range and there's a line camp or two near 
here that are used in the winter . . . .  " 

Other cowboys nodded. They, too, had 
;een what Dave had found. Signs of mur
dered cattle, wantonly killed. The OX 
had cowboys who would do that kind of 
''"ork for a few extra dollars. Ed Greer 
>vas cattle king of that part of the state 
and he had no regard for the rights of 
smaller ranches. 

"A cattle-rustlin' outfit, Dave, if ever I 
worked for one," said one cowpuncher 
who had been with the OX. "Ed and 
his son is snakes. Ed tried to put me a 
proposition, feelin' me out about butcher

in' Spur beef and other beef not wearin' 
the OX iron. He knowed I'd done time 
once for bein' careless with a runnin' iron 
when I owned my own little henyard 
spread. He thought I'd take a chance. So 
I come out and told him I reckoned he'd 
have to worry along witl;tout me somehow 
because when I got pardoned out of Deer 
Lodge I'd given my word I'd go straight. 
I drawed my time and got a j ob with Bill 
Jackson. "  

Dave listened t o  the others talk. His 
jaw muscles bunched and his coffee grew 
cold in its cup. 

' 'I 'm goin' to smash the OX outfit if it 
takes me the rest of my life , "  he said. 

" I 'll beat the Greers at their own game. 
If it's fight they want, they've called on 
the right outfit. From now on you boys 
draw fightin'_ wages." 

T
HE CALF ROUNDUP over, Dave 
paid off his cowboys and let them go 

to town for a spell, until it was time to 
start the beef work in the fall. Some of 
them were coming back in a few davs to 
help put up hay. 

Dave told Bill Jackson about the skull! 
of cattle that were marked with bullef 
holes. 

" The Greers don't have to work dirty 
thataway, Dave," Bill said without sur
prise, "but Ed Greer would rather stea1 
from a man than eat a turkey dinner \yith 
champagne on the side . "  

" I've picked a couple of men I can 
trust, " said Dave. " They'll have nothin' 
to do but ride around, keepin' their eyes 
and ears open and their mouths shut. And 
yesterday, in Chinook, I fired a man. One 
of the best men v.re got. That long-geared 
feller that did time at Deer Lodge. He 
was makin' some drunken talk about how 
I'd worked 'em too hard and feel 'em poor 
grub and made 'em ride sorry horses. H e  
was makin' this talk in the OX saloon. 
You could hear him a hundred yards 

away. I walked in and shut his mouth 
with my fists, then paid him off. " 

" The man ,you mean is Long Jim. It 
ain't like him to get drunk and run off at 
the head like that. . . . \Vhat you grinnin' 

. about, anyhow ? " 

"The OX saloon belongs to Ed Greer. 
There were some OX cowb(l)ys in there, 
includin' Greer's wagon-boss. Long Jim, 
by now, is probably working for the OX." 

': \Vhat are von drivin' at, Dave ?" 
" I'm aft�r tl;e Greers. I'm using every 

weapon I can. I fired Long Jim after I'd 
licked him. But he's still drawin' Spur 
wages.  Top fightin' ·wages, at that. " 

"You mean-" 
" \Ve need a spy in the enemy camp. 

Long Jim seemed the likeliest one of the 

boys to hold down the job. Long Jim is 
what you might call the undercover rep 
for the Spur outfit. " 

Bill Jackson whistled soundlessly. " You 
sure have took a-holt of things, son, " he 
said. "I don't want trouble with any man, 
but I ain't dodgin' it, neither, if it has to 
come. I'm glad you worked it like you did. 
As long as we're goin' against the wall, 
we might as well go down fightin'." 
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"When I get the hay crews started," 

Dave said, "I'm goin' down on the river 
for a few weeks. Brin1stone i! down there 
and I'd like to drop down and spend a 
little while with him. There. won't be 
much to do around here for a spell.'' 

"Go right now and stay as long as you 
like, Dave,'' Bill Jackson answered with 
a. chuckle. "I'll run the ranch. Only thing 
is the Papoose may set up an awful holler. 
She's got it figured out that you was to 
quit work and do nothin' but ride around 
the country with. her. If I was you, I'd 
slip away in the night, sayin' nothin'. 
She's been sittin' up nights workin' on 
pack saddles and kiak boxes and loadin' 
'em with grub. She's aimin' to go up into 
the Bear Paws and Little Rockies, then 
down on the old Missouri River. "  

Dave hated to disappoint Judith. Board� 
ing school had not in any way spoiled her. 
To her father and Dave she was still the 
Papoose. She still belonged here with her 
dogs, 'her horses, the open country. He 
knew how eagerly she had been planning 
.that long�promised pack trip. They had 
exchanged letters all during the winter, 
and each letter added some d�tail to that 
glorious trip. 

"I reckon," said Dave, grinning, "that 
Brimstone is gain' to have the Papoose as 
well as me." 

The worried look left Bill Jackson's 
eyes. "You're a good man, Dave. Don't 
l�t her pester you too much. I wouldn't 
let you be bothered with her, only-" 

"The Papoose is never any bother, Bill. 
And . Brimstone thinks the world of her. 
She'll have a good time down there. 
Catching catfish and makin' friends with 
the pets. \Ve'll take Sooner along." 

" She's been learnin' how to make sour
dough bread and how to do all kinds of 
Dutch-oven cookin'." 

"There's a tepee down there that she 
can use. Some old Injun gave it to Brim

stone. Tepee poles and everything. She'll 
sit on the river bank at night with Brim� 

stone and li�ten to the beaver work, mak� 
ing dams. She'll get to know the magpie 
and the bear and the skunk family and the· 
blacktail buck. I reckon she'll like it." 

Bill Jackson nodded as he puffed on a 
cold pipe. "You're a good man, Dave. 
Just like my own son. You'll find the 
Papoose in the kitchen with 'II-Iary. Tell 
her that the two of you are pullin' out in 
the mornin'." 

S 0 IT was that about sunrise Dave and 
Judith with their pack horses and 

Sooner headed for the badlands together. 
As they rode along, Dave told her little 

anecdotes of Brimstone and his wild ani
mal friends. 

"I know you're disappointed, Papoose, 
but I�" 

''I'm not disappointed. It's more than 
I hoped for. Dave, there are times when 
you're just plain stupid. I'd rather be 
with you and Brimstone than anywhere I 
know of, except with dad. I'm not a baby 
any longer, either, and you can't go on 
'Papoosing' me as if I were a child in pig� 
tails. Dave, is dad going broke?" 

The direct question stunned Dave for a 
moment. He was about to make some 
clumsy reply when Judith answered .her 
mvn question : 

"I heard it in Chinook when I got off 
the train. A girl who goes with Henry 
Greer broke the news to me. And there 
I v,·as all last winter, spending money. 
Dave, I've seen the worried look in dad's 
eyes. How bad is it?" 

"Not half as bad as you think, Papoose. 
\V e'll carne out all right." 

"Don't lie to me, Dave." 
"Have I ever lied to you, Judith ? We're 

coming out all right. You'll see why in a 
few days." 

"Tell me now. Please. Quit acting so 
mysterious." 

"I'm not telling anything. I wish Mary 
Muddy Water had taught you how to be 
patient." 
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"But when it concerns dad, Dave, I�" 
Dave leaned from his saddle and put his 

am1 across her quivering shoulders. 
"Don't cry, Papoose. Everything is 

going to come out great. I'll not tease you 
any more about it. It's just that I want to 
give you a surprise. Bill Jackson won't 
go brohe, but \Ve'll sma�h the outfit that 
tried to bust him. We'll hang the OX 
hides on the fence before we're through. 
You'll go Lack to school next winter and 
finish up." 

"How about you ?" 
Dave kissed her on the check and 

Rrinned. "1\'Ie? I'm through. I don't fit 
in with the college dudes. I'm a cowboy. 
That's all I ever \vanted to be. It's all I 
\Vant to be now. " 

Dave reached in his saddle pocket aml 
brought out the battered copy of Huchle
berr;; Finn. 

"Huck Finn didn't like school any more 
than I do." 

Dave meant it. This was the life he 
loved. This V·:as where he belonged. J u
dith's heavily lashed eyes studied him. 
Old beyond her years, this daughter of 
Bill Jackson. 

"You do love it all, don't you, Dave ?" 
"More than anything in the world. " 

"So do  I." 

THEY ate a cold lunch, rested their 
horses, then rode on. It was after 

sundown when they rode dovvn the ridge 
· through the scrub pii1es to Brimstone's 

cabin. 
The burros grazed down in the pasture. 

There was the song of a meadowlark. 
Sooner, up in the lead, whined softly. 

They rode up tu the cabin. The door 
was ajar, but no answering hail met 
Dave' s co\vboy shout. 

Dave swung off his horse and stepped 
inside. For a moment he stood there, his 
blinking eyes focusing on the dim shad

ows of the cabin. Then with two quick 
strides he was acroas the room. He was 

dovm on his knees, bending over the mo
tionless fonn of Brimstone. Brimstone, 
whose hair and beard were matted with 
blood. He lay there on the floor heside 
the upturned plank beneath which he had 
hidden his gold. The hole was empty. 
The gold was gone. 

Dave lifted the limp form onto the 
bunk. His hand reached for Brimstone's 
pulse. 

Ile turned at a slight noise behind him, 
to see Judith standing there. ' 

"Is he�is he deacl, Dave ? " 

" X  o. Light a light. We'll need warm 
water and clean bandages. I'll make a 
fire while you get the bandages out of that 
big cupboard. " 

Half an hour later the ugly wound in 
Brimstone's back and the one that had 
cut open his scalp were dressed. 

Dave bad probed for the bullet in the 
old rock painter's hack, had fished it out 
ne;J.tly, thf'n dress�d th� wonnd skillfully. 
He had made Brimstone comfortable and 
now sat there beside the bunk, watching 
the heavy b:-eathing of the wounded man. 

Sooner lay at the foot of the bunk, his 
red-brown eyes \Vatching. Then Brim
stone moved, his eyes opened.' Sooner, 
with a low whine, got to his feet, tail 
swinging. 

"Take it easy, Brimstone, " Dave said 
gently. "Drink this whiskey. Don't try 
to talk. There's a bullet hole in your 
back, but it will be healed in no time. 
The one that knocked you out was the 
bullet that parted your hair. Drink this· 
now and lie quiet so you won't bleed . '' 

"You ami Judith and Sooner," said 
old Brimstone, when he had swallowed 
the whiskey. "I 'm in good hands. So I 
got shot, did I ?  Lemme see now, where 
was I ?  I can't recollect offhand." 

. 

"Don't try to," said Dave. "Take it 
easy." 

"David, is the gold safe ?" 
"I reckon so," lied David. He had put 

the plarlk back in place. 
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" I  begin to recollect now," said old 

Brimstone, despite Dave's warning not 
to think. "I'd fetched in the day's pan
nin'. It was dark when I got home. I 
started the fire and put the coffee on to 
boil. It was dark outside, and rainin' a 
little. Enough to wet the ground. 

"The Picgan Pete mine played out. I 
got all there was to git. I was plantin' it 
with the rest ,\vhen- Looky yonder, 

David. That window's busted. He shot 
through the window. David, he got the 
gold, didn't he ?" 

Brimstone was a hard man to lie to. 
Dave nodded. "The gold is gone, but I'll 
get it back. You say it was raining ?" 

"Kind of a slow drizzle. Some lightnin' 
and thunder." 

Dave sco\vled thoughtfully. He had 
seen storm clouds last evening, down in 
the badlands. That meant Brimstone had 
been lying there on the floor about twenty
four hours. 

"Come mornin,g, " he told the old rock 
painter, " I 'll take the snake's trail. Judith 
will take care of you. I'll leave my \\'in
chester with you. " 

"I got my own equalizer, son. Under 
my pillow. " He pulled out an old long
barreled .45. · 

" Never knew you owned a gun," ad
mitted Dave. 

Old Brimstone's blue eyes twinkled. 
"All you needed to know, David," he said, 
"was that I packed a Bible. " 

Your Assurance Of 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

Dead Man's Return 

J
T HAD rained harder than Brimstone 

thought. Dave had no difficulty follow
ing the tracks left by the lone rider who 
had shot and robbed Brimstone. He had 
taken the trail at dawn and now he fo]� 
lowed it, grim lipped, hard eyed. 

The tracks he followed led along Cot� 
tonwood Creek, a twisting, winding 
course. Dave pulled up suddenly. No 
man would ride that trail at night. There 
were bog-holes and washollts, !';hale hanks 
and soap-holes to avoid. This trail had 
been made by daylight. Somewhere back 
yonder the rider had spent the night. 

Dave did some swift calculating. No 
man vvould be riding along with all that 
gold, which Brimstone had guessed at 
being about two hundred pounds, in day� 
light. He'd cache it, figuring on returning 
later. He had left Brimstone for dead. 
He would lie lmv until the killing of tbl' 
old rock painter was forgotten. Then he 
would lift his cache. He would come 
down _with a pack horse. 

Dave rode back along his trail. He rode 
slowly, ,.,-atching for sign. Near the mouth 
of the <;reek that twisted its way through 
the canyon he found >vhat he had been 
watching for : a caved-in cutbank, boot 
tracks. Underneath that dirt would be 
the stolen gold. Up above was a long 
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rimrock ledge. Dave climbed up the bank. 
In the shelter of the shelving rock he 
found many cigarette butts. 

One by one Dave picked up the butts. 
They \•:ere not the hand-rolled quirty of 
the cmvboy, hut machine-made cigarettes 
of expensive tobacco, bearing the name 
of the maker and the brand. The OX 
brand. Henry Greer had his cigarettes 
made with his brand stamped on them. 

Dave rode back to Brimstone's cabin 
at a long trot. 

"Back so soon?" asked Brimstone. 
Dave smiled grimly. "I didn't bring 

back the gold," he said, "nor did I track 
/ down the man. But I know where the 

gold is and I reckon I know the man 
· that shot you. 

"Brimstone, you got killed last night. 
Papoose, I'm sending a letter to Bill. 
You'll take it to him. Bill will get word 

· to the sheriff that you were killed. The 
news will spread all around the country. 
After a week or tvm that murderin' gent 
will come back to lift his gold cache. I'll 
be there, waitin' for him." 

Judith's dark eyes were bright with 
excitement. She sat there on the edge of 
the bunk, watching the two men, silent, 
trying not to fidget. 

"It's a lot of gold to leave buried there," 
· Brimstone said when Dave told him where 
the cache was. " I  doubt if there's any 
more at all to be had there at the Piegan 
·Pete mine. And you know how mnch we 
need what's already been panned. No, 
Dave, we don't clast risk it.. Take one 
of the burros along and dig 'er up. Pack 
it back here and we'll ride herd on it." 

"But gosh, Brimstone, it's the big 
chance to catch the snake that shot you. "  

"Judith, tell Dave what you saw with 
my fielu glasse�." 

"There's a man up there in the timber," 
said the girl. "He'� up on the ridge and 
he's watching the cabin. I don't kno.w 
whether he saw you ride away, but he 
saw you come back." 

"Did you get a good look at him, Pa
poose ?" asked Dave. 

"He has a beard on his face. He's too 
far away to recognize. Take the. glasses 
and see if you can find him. Up there on 
that ridge by the sandstone cliff." 

Dave took the glasses. For ten minutes 
or more he looked through them. Then 
he carne back to the cabin. 

"I could pick him up plain, "  he said. 
"He didn't know I was watchin' him. He 
got up and moved around, sort of drag-· 

· ging himself around with a crutch of some 
kind. Brimstone, are you sure you didn't 
get in a shot at the snake that was tryin' 
to kill you ?" 

"My gun >vas under my piHO\.,., Dav:id." 
"That man up yonder is hurt. Why 

don't he come down ?" 

"Scared, mebby, David. Scared o! 
rncetin' folks. You take Judith along and 
dig- up the gold. Wouldn't su'prise me if 
the feller would ride down if he knowed 
I was alone. "  

"I'm not leavin' you alone," said Dave 
firmly. ! 'I'll ride up and take a look at

. 

the gent's brand. \Ve'll take no chances 
on another shooting here at the cabin." 

D
AVE left the cabin and mounted his 

horse. It took him quite a time to 
reach the ridge in the scrub pines. He 
saw a saddled horse grazing with dragging 
bridle reins. And there on the .sandstone 
ledge squatted a man, his face covered 
with matted iron-gray beard. His battered 
hat was pulled down across bloodshot 
eyes. The cocked carbine in his hand 
covered Dave. 

"Lift 'em high !" He spat the words 
from tightly pulled lips. 

Dave lifted his hands. "I saw you 
watchin' Brimstone's cabin," he said. 
"I'm a friend of his. If you're the man 
that shot him the other night I'm goin' to 
kill you. You might have me covered but 
that gun barrel. i s  wobblin' . .. I'll live long 
enough to pay off the debt. Did you shoot 
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old Brimstone ?" Da·ve's voice was harsh. 
The carbine in the man's hands lowered 

slmvly. \Vhen he spoke his vo1ce was 
husky, harsh, strained. 

"\Vho are you ?'' he asked. 
"Dave Jackson." 
"Dave . . .  Dave Jackson !" 
"Bill Jackson's son." 
"I savvy. Bill Jackson's son. Then 

ride along your trail, Dave. I mean no 
harm to you or yours." 

" 1'lister, you're hurt." Dave started 
to get off his horse. The man picked up 
his gun. 

"Ride back the way you come," came 
the harsh command. "You say Brimstone 
is dead ?" 

"No, just hurt. He'll be all right." 
"You lookin' after him ?" 
"Yes. You'd better ride back \Vith me. 

You look sick. "  

"I'll make out all right. "  
"If you're on the dodge o r  something 

like that," said Dave, "you needn't be 
afraid to · ride down to the cabin. There's 
nobody there but him and the Papoose 
and me." 

"\Vhat papoose ?" 
Dave grinned a little. "Judith Jackson. 

\Ve call her Papoose. I wish yott'd come 
on down with us. You wouldn't be the 
first huntt>:d man to stop at that cabin. 
Every man is welcome there, the same as 
at Bill .I ackson 's." 

" I might ride down later. Now ride 
on back."' 

. 

The. man's tone was final. Still Dave 
hesitated. The man with sunken, blood-. 
shot eyes and matted, , iron-gray beard 
looked sick. Too sick to be left alone like 
this. 

"Judith and 1 arc takiri' a ride,') Dave 
said. "V/c'll be gone until dark. If you'll 
give me your word that you won't harm 
Brimstone, you can ride on down and 
talk to him alone."  

"I'd be the last man i n  the world to 
hurt Brimstone, " said the man. 

"Then ride down when you see Judith 
and rue ride away. Stay with Brimstone 
till we get back. I don't like to leave 
him alone because the man that shot him 
in the back might come back. So-long, 
mister. " 

"So-lOt�g, Dave." 
Dave rode away. Something in the 

sound of the man's voice haunted his 
memory. 

The man sat there on the ledge, watch: 
ing him out of sight. Tears streamed 
down from his bloodshot eyes into the 
matted beard. 

"Dave . . . Dave . • .  Thank God for 
letting me see him. . • .  " 

BRI'MSTOXE looked at the crippled 

man who gripped his hand. 
" You're Bob Crav,;ford ?" he asked. 
"Yes. The boys down the trail told 

me 1.vbere to find yott. I broke prison last 
month. You see, I ·was sick. Tuberculosis. 
Kept having hemorrhages. They give me 
six months to live. I wanted to see Dave 
before I died. I don't want him to recog� 
nize me. I don't think he will. I weighed 
nearly two hundred pounds when he saw 
me last on the bank of Pmvder River. I 

wouldn't tip the scales at more than a 
hundred and thirty now, and I'm gray 
headed. He didn't recognize me, but I 
kne•Y him. God, it was bard not to talk 
to him. I couldn't trust myself. I sent 
him away. Tell me ahout him." 

''Take a good pull at that jug," said 
Brimstone. "Then tie into that grub the 
two young 'nns cooked for you. I'll tell 
you all about Dave. He's the finest boy 
livin'. Bill Jackson will tell you the same." 

All afternoon the two men talked. Once 
during the afternoon Bob Crav-:ford was 
seized with a coughing spasnl'that left him 
weak and shaking. He had gone outside 
and there on the ground where he had 
Jain \vas left a puddle of blood. There 
was little about this man ,.,-ho was slowly 
dying to remind even his own .. m or the 
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laughing, stalwart Bob Crawford who had 
been all shot to pieces there on the bank 
of Powder River, then se.ntenced to life 
in prison, crippled, his bullet-punctured 
lungs that gave him his sentence of slow 
death far more terrible than the hang
man's rope. 

"Stay on here with us," said Brim
stone. "Dave won't recognize you. You 
ain't fit_ to traveL " 

Bob Crawford shook his head. "I can't 
trust myself. Butch told me how you'd 
lied for me, how Dave thinks I died like 
a great hero . 1 c::tn't 11ndo that. It 
wouldn 't be fair to you or Dave. I'll make · 
out. I'll camp up there in the .timber for 
a fe\'\>' days, just to watch Dave from a 
distance . That's all 'I want. The la'" will 
be on my trail. They ain't far behind. A 
cripple with a cough can't disguise him
self much. They'll he along soon. I don't 
want them to locate me here." 

Brimstone, seeing he could not change 
Crawford's mind, made him help himself 
to snme blankets and a �nnysack full of 
grub. Then he gave the crippled ex
Ranger a quart of whiskey. 

"I'll tell Dave that you want to be left 
alone up there, " he said . "He'll sa·vvy." 

H� waved aside Boh Crawford's chokerl 
word5 of thanks. At sundown the outlaw 
rode back up the ridge. He saw Judith 
and Dave ride up to the cabin. \Vhen they 
had gone inside Bob Crawford made his 
lonely camp in the scrub pines. He risked 
lighting a fire and sat there by its yellow 
blaze far into the night. The firelight 
made him feel less alone. And he thanked 
God, over and over, for letting him see 
and talk to his son. 

Dave's digging had netted him nothing. 
There was a lot of dirt to 1Je 111oved. It 
would take a few days. 

Dave was up before daylight getting 
breakfast started. Then he called Judith, 
who slept in her tepee pitched alongside 
the cabin. Dave had spread his bed out
side, where he could guard the cabin. 

After a hasty breakfast he saddled up 
;md pulled out, leaving: .T udith with Brim
stone. EYery hoar counted. \VI10ever had 
caved that bank in on top of the gold 
might return any time. As he worked 
feverishly in the ear:y morning sunlight, 
he could not shake off that feeling that 
he was heing watched. Grimly he won
dered if he would get a bullet in the back. 

X ow and then he "·ould quit shoveling 
and look all around. But not <'. sign of 
anyone. Sooner lay asleep ncar where 
Dave had staked out his horse. 

Tt w:ts la.horim1s  work, thrre l:ncler the 
ta.ll r.tttbank. His. hands were blistered 

aml his !Jack ached . But he w<ts moYing 
dirt away from the buried gold. More 
dirt kept slipping trom above. One slide 
buried him to the waist and he was forced 
to shm·cl himself free. Sundown found 
him utterly weary, every muscle aching, · 
his blistered han(ls cramped inside his 
buckskin gloves. 

HE SADDLED his horse and rode back 
to Brimstone's cabin. As he left his 

work and rode away from the bank, a 
man up in the pines also mounted and 
rode into the sunset. 

Dave had been right. He had been 
watcbcu as he worked. 

Dave bathed in the river and changed 
clothes. He made tight of the fac:t that 
he was tired and that his hands were raw. 
Judith fussed over him in a manner that 
brought a twinkle to Brimstone's blue 
eyes . Dave grinned foolishly as the Pa
poose mothered him. Then he and Judith 
dressed Brimstone's wounds again. 

" See anything more of the gent up on 
the ridge ?" Dave asked Judith. 

"No. I couldn't find the field glasses. 
I must have mislaid them. " 

Brimstone's white heard hid his faint 
smile. He had given the powerful glasses 
to Bob Crawford. 

"So as you kin sight David better, " he 
had said. 
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They were eating supper when Sooner's 

growling" outside interrupted the meal. 
Dave, his six-shooter in his hand, stepped 
out into the dusk, shutting the door be
hind him. 

Dave, crouched with Sooner behind a 
pile of cordwood, saw a man ride up. The 
man dismounted and walked towards the 
cabin door. Dave's voice halted him. 

"Rearch for the sky ! " 
"All right, ·Dave, but don't make me 

keep 'em up too long. I had to work my 
passage all the way on this jughead thin� 
Ed Greer calls a horse."  

"Long Jim ! "  Dave cried. "It's good 
to see you, cowboy. "  

Inside the cabin Long Jim's lean, 
bronzed face wrinkled into a grin. 

"We got 'em where we want 'em, 
Dave," he said. "The two OX men that 
killed them steers last ·winter both talked 
too· much the other night, \vhen we'd 
finished butcherin' two Spur steers and 
peddled the meat to Greer's hay con
tractors. Vv c had to deliver the meat, and 
the hay contractor's camp is only a mile 
or t\'l'o from a whiskey still. \Vhat they 
said was loosened outa their systems by 
that moonshine likker. 

" I started the game by braggin'. about 
all I'd done. Then they opened up. And 
they hoth said that Ed Greer come out two 
or three times hisse'{ and shot down Spur 
steers just to see 'em kick. And the 
whiskey peddler cut into the deal hy sa yin' 

how Henry Greer was as sl:ck a cow thief 
as ever changed a brand or butchered 
another nian's beef. Seems like this boot
legger's place is quite a hangout for 
Henry, though his old man don't know it. 
This whiskey peddler has as puny a 
quarter-breed daughter as ever you seen. 
Her mother's hat£ Cherokee. Henry 
Greer is stuck on the girl. It's her that 
fct�hcs Henry down there so often. 
Naturally Henry has done some braggin' 
for her to hear. \Ve got 'em, Dave. Cr>t 
a tail-holt on the OX spread." 

"But those two cowboys and tk· 
whiskey peddler and the girl won't testify 
in court," said Dave. 

Long Jim's grin widened. "I had a man 
planted there, Dave," he said. "He works 
for the government. Sort of stock detec
tive and about the best in his game. I 
worked with him punchin' cows in 
\Vyoming. He offered to he'p me out and 
he did. Palmed hisse'f off as a renegade 
that has .;tt:ck up a bank. He h2d money 
to spend ::1nd he spent it there. I'd tipped 
him

' off about the place. So he was there, 
pretcndin' drunk, when all this talk come 
off. Likewise he was there a few nights 
ago when Ilen

.
ry was there, drunk. He 

hear.; Henry talkin' about' gold to the girl 
and how they'll run off soon and git mar
ried and make Ed Greer like it, because 
they'll have enough gold to buy a big out
fit of their own. · Seems like Henry 
dropped a pile of money gamblin', and 
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he's scared his old man will find it out. 
Ed Greer and Henry don't agree on 
gamblin'. , 

"So when the talkin' had played out, 
this government man shows his badge and 
arrests the pack of us. They're bein' held 
right now at the Spur ranch and they've 
all squealed like rats. \Ve got it in black 

and white, signed and swore to .. Enough 
to send Ed Greer and Henry to the pen 
for a lo11g time. 

"Outside of that," he finished, "I've 
been Ioafin '  around .on the job." 

"Did you nab the Greers?" 
"Henry's been missin' for two days·. 

And we couldn 't locate Ed Greer. It might 
he. they got '\ind of what was up and 

" hid out. They're foxy thataway." 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

War at the Cut-Bank 

.� YELLOW gold. Countless men have 
fought to the death for it. :Men will 

always fight for gold. Men \vill risk 
their lives to get it. Even as Henry 

· · ·  Greer had attempted murder to get the 
· dust and nug-gets from the Piegan Pete 

lost mine. Now the lure of its yello;v color 
had drawn him back to the caYed-in cut
hank. He and the three men ;vith him 
worked in the white light of the moon, 
shoveli11g away dirt. 

"Enough for us all," he told the three 
OX cowboys who were helping him. 
"You boys will get a cut of it. The 
Argentine looks good to me." 

"If we ever get there," grunted one of 

the men. "Henry, . I'm leery." 
"Quit talkin', damn you. Keep on 

shovelin'. That fool Dave Tackfion has 
cleared away most of it. \V �rk, I said.'' 

A man rode clown the treacherous trail 
toward them in the moonlight. Their guns 
covered him. The rider was Ed Greer. 

"Put down them guns," te harked. 
"Git at that shovclin'. Damn your heart, 

Henry, you better not be !yin' about that 
gold. \Ve ain't got time to lose." 

Ed Greer had a shovel in his hand as 
he quit his horse. Now he slid down 

the bank and began working . with the 
others. Five of them now, digging 
desperate1 y. . • • 

A gray, crimson-streaked dawn showed 
above the ragged skyline of the badlands. 
Ed and Henry Greer \Vere superintending 
the loading of the pack horses. The horses 
were no ordinary pack animals. They 
were the top of the OX remuda, even as 
were the 'saddled mourtts that stood wait
ing. Stout, grain fed, swift. 

Ed Greer had hefted the gold. Its 
weight brought a twisted, cuitning grin 
to his cruel mouth. In his saddle p ockets 
were stuffed neatly wrapped bundles of 

currency which he had taken .from his 
bank. He was heading for a new country. 
He was takitig Henry along, Henry a.nd 
this gold. But he \.vas not taking the 
three men who had been shoveling 

·

dirt 
since moonrise last night. 

"\Vhen they get that stuff l oaded,'' he 

whispered to his son, "we'll let 'em have 
it. Then we'll cave in the hank on their 
carcasses. \V e'll l et Dave Jackson dig 
'em out. Careful you don't hit a horse. 
\Ve need them horses. Get 'ern where 
their suspenders cross." 

Henry nodded. He took a long p ull at 
a big silver flask and handed it' to his 
£ather. Ed Greer shoved it away. 

""Now when that last pack is tied hard 
and fast, open ttp on them three gents. 
Then v,·e'll hightail it for a country that 
will make this look like two bits. I've got 
cash money enough to start down in South 
America. Sold the OX, lock , stock and 
barrel yesterday. Took a little loss but 
I got it in cash tied in my slicker. We'll 
leave here with clo�e to a minion in real 
money. Deer Lodge won't ever hold a 
Greer. VVe'Il- Look out ! Yonder comes 
two riders l u 

Ed Greer called. to the three OX cow-
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boys, "Never mind the packs. Drop every· 
thing ! Tie the horses ! Then pic!< off the 
two men comin' up the trail ! "  

Henry cocked his carbine. "That's 
Long j in1 and Dave Jackson," he said. 

"Dave is my meat. This time he'll get 
what I've waited a long time to let him 
have." 

As he raised his gun, crouched with his 
father and the others now behind the 
boulders, he called out to the two riders 
on the narrow trail : 

"Come and get it, you Sp11r snakes !"  
Dave, riding in  the lead, quit his horse, 

even as Henry Geer's gttn cracked. 
Henry's bullet thudded into his right 
shoulder, smashing the bone. But as he 
quit his horse he jerked out his carbine 
with his left hand. 

He heard Long Jim grunt with pain, 
there lJehind him. The two wounded men 
dove into the brush for shelter. But it was 
an ineffective .sort of .shelter. A few 
clumps of buck hush and chokecherry 
bushes. Bullets ripped around them, 
snarling, whining. The two men crouched 
there, fighting against impossible odds. 
Dave's right arm was useless. Long Jim 
had been shot through the thigh. 

Then, from the scrub pines above, there 
came a puff of white powdersmoke. Ed 
Greer slumped forward on his. face, then 
lay stilL Another thin wisp of gun smoke 
from up there and Henry Greer dropped 
his gun, groanit1g as he writhed with pain. 

Now Dave and Long Jim were crawling 
forward through the , brush. Crawling 
cautiously towards the nest of granite 
rocks that sheltered, the OX faction. 

There, in the scarlet-streaked dawn, 
Dave sav.; the painted words on one of 
those big granite rocks : 

VENGEANCE IS }.HNE, 
SAlTH THE LORD ! 

their ar:ms held high. The gun up above in 
the scrub pines had gone silent. Henry 
Greer rolled over on his back and his 
glazing eyes looked red in the sunrise. 

THE racking cough brought blood the 
color of the hadlands sunrise. Bob 

Crawford dung feebly to the strong hand 
of Dave. His tortured, bloodshot eyes 
softenfd. His bearded lips smiled. 

"So-long," he whispered feebly. "So· 
long, Dave." 

Dave wiped the bloody froth from the 
unshaven lips. "So-lor.g," he said huskily. 

"You saved my life. \Vhcn you cross the 
Big Divide, look u� my father. His name 
is Bob Crawford. He's brave, like you. 
Brimstm1e will be prayin' for you both. 
So. will I." 

Bob Crawford's lips smiled. 
"So-long . . . son." 
That was how Bob Crav.:ford died, 

there in the badlands. That was where 
his trail ended. They buried him there 
in the scrub pines, with a great granite 
boulder as his headstone. 

Across the huge boulder is written in 
white letters that are kept ever fresh by 
the brush of old Brimstone : 

:MAY YOU FTND THE RANGE GOOD 
TN THE SHADOW HILLS 

Brimston(' still paints his messages on 

the rocks. Sooner still twitches his aged . 
legs and whimpers as he dreams by the ·. 
fire o£ a winter night. Bill Jackson and · 
}.fary Muddy \Vater often quarrel to see 
who will heat the milk and tuck into bed 
the small boy who is the real boss of the 
Spur outfit. 

It was Judith who insisted on naming 
the baby Bob instead of Bill. You see 
Judith knows what Dave does not and 
never will know., That the man buried 
down yonder in the badlands, with a ; 

T\\IO of the three OX gunmen came painted rock for a headstone, was Bob 
from behind the shelter of those rocks, Crawford. 

· 

1HE END 
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By Grant Taylor 

F
OREST RANGER CANEY was 
carrying news of a death. No <)ne 
had yet died, but someone was go

ing to. 

Live or die, Old Dobe McGil
loway stood by the code of 
the West that said each man 
must fight his own baHie, 
and all a man's son could 

. do for him in a fight-was 
to dig his father's grave Y 

Someone always died when Sleeper 
Brock went gunning-and so far it had 
always been the other party-. Now Sleep
e� Brock, just released from the peniten

tiary, had announced that he was going to 
kill old Dobe McGilloway. 

RangE!r Caney first brought his news 
to Pablo's sheep ranch, stuck in a small, 
rocky comer of the McGilloway ranch. 

A harmless little fellow, Pablo-slight, 
brown faced, very polite, very hospitable. 
When Caney arrived Pablo was busy 
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digging a new well : that is, Pa:1lo was 

-0ssing two men who were doing the 
W()�\c, one winding a crude windlass to 
hoist out �he buckets of dirt which were 
filled by the oth-.1! man at the bottom. 

To blurt out the ne�"S of the threat by 
Sleeper Brock would be too gffat a shock 
to Pablo. So Caney, as a ·prelimirral')', 
called - it gently to the attention of the 
sheep rancher that he had cut fence 
posts from the forest without a permit. 

Pablo \vas thunderstruck. "The per
mit !" he exclaimed. "Sure, I know. I 
should have got the permit from you. But 
me, I for·get. I am so absent of the mind. 
There is no head under my hat," he con
fessed sorrowfully. " \Vhat grows on my 
shoulders is no .head-it is only the sandia, 
the watermelon. " 

"Yeah ? " said Ranger Caney with a 
cynical grunl. I3ut there was no use try
ing to be stern with Pablo, so he said, 
"Oh, hell ! "  and let it go at that. The 

· death message he carried was more im
portant than Uncle Sam's fence posts. 

"Pablo, there's hell to pay. Sleeper 
Brock is out from behind bars and he's 
going to kill old Dobe for testifying 
against him in that cow-stealin' case. Pass 
the word along to any riders that come by. 
Tell 'em to warn Dobe if they see him 
that Sleeper's back on this range, gun
ning for him, , , . Hey, what's wrong ? 
You act like Brock wa� uut fur you-." 

Pablo was standing like a statue, his 
cheerful face turned suddenly grave and 
pale. Old Dobe �icGilloway was under 
sentence of death . Sentenced by a young 
fellow half his age, a snake blood with a 
cold nerve, who spent hours each day 
practicing whipping a gun from a holster. 

"But 3.1eester l\-IcGilloway, his eyes 
are very ·poor," protested Pablo. "And 
he has a lame arm, a very slow right arm. 

. The pinto stallion, slie kick him three· 
four days ago. He can hardly hold a gun 
in his hand, even if he could see to shoot. ·'·' 

"His hard luck," groaned the range�. 

"That damn gun-tolin' Brock won't wait 
for his arm to get well or his eyes to im
prove, and McGi!loway wouldn't let any
one interfere. I'm burnin' the trail to 
warn him. You stick here and if Brock 
comes by, grab a horse and slip around to 
notify the ranch." 

(( Si," said Pablo sadly. Tears were 
standing in his eye;;. He could already 

see Dobe 1-IcGilloway stretched out, cold, 
dead. 

"You think a lot of DoJe, don't you ?" 
said the ranger. 

Pablo nodded. "He has been to me like 
a papa, " he stated simply. "I'vfe, when I 
am a boy left all alone with no relations 
except in old 1iexico, what happens, eh ? 
This Dobe IvicGilloway, he ride by and 
say, 'Son, you come live with us.' I grow 
up in the I\-fcGil!oway family-like one of · 

Dobe's own children. That is why I 
speak sooch good English. Dobe treat 

· me just like a real son. ::.1 y name is 
Pablo Sa'azar, but always I call my-self 
Pablo }-IcGilloway. \Vhcn I was grown , 
big, but :1.0 damn good with the cows, ·· 
Debe buy me some shecps. 

"One of the family-a '1-IcGillowa;'
that is me. And we l\·fcGilloways are a 
very proud family." Pqblo lifted his 
shoulJers. "And as one who belongs 
to sooch a great family, I am too proud to . .. · 
forget my debts. If Sleeper come by here, · · 

I get in a quarrel '�ith him. I shoot him 
without warning. Like that ! Ha ! He ·· 
will not expect a fight from Pablo. I will 
take him by surprise." 

RANGER CA:\l'EY knew this threat ! 

was· not an idle one. "Forget it," he ; 
advised. "Old Dobe does his own fight- j 
ing, lame arm or no lame ann. There's j 
plenty of fdends would go against Brock 
for Dobe if he'd let 'em. Bllt this happens i 
to be a personal scrap. Dobe is old, but ' 
not too old to fight his own battles." 

"I onderstand," said Pablo. "Am I not 
a McGilloway also ? I tell you we are one . 
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damn proud family. Too proud for our 
own good." 

The Ranger rode away with a hard 
clump of his blue

' 
roan's hoofs on the trail 

that led to the McGilloway headquarters 
ranch. Pa_blo looked at the sky wondering 
what had come over it. Before the coming 
of Caney, it had been so .beautiful, the sun 
so bright. Now a cloud darkened it, and 
looming ominously on the hill was the 
huge wooden cross that had been put 
over the grave of a man \vho had been 
killed and buried there. Pablo shivered. 

He turned and · sa\v that the two men 
. \vho labored on his well had been idle 

� all during the talk. "Son of a goat , how 
long · does it take . you to fill a. bucket ?" 

. he shouted at the man on the bottom. 
The well bucket carne up, to be prompt

ly forgotten by Pablo. 
"Ah, that coyote of a Sleeper Brock," 

he murmured. "That Apache, that side
winder who crawls on his belly." 

- · · . 
He dismissed the well laborers. "You 

- go home. I wish to be alone," he told 
them. 

The man who had been digging in the 
narrO\v quarters of the well bottom came 
up in the bucket. His ban: feet were clay 
encrusted, for the well had been sunk 
some eighteen feet, far enough into the 

· ground to be wet from the seep of water-
bearing sand. 

"Ah, that coyote ! "  Pablo rep!"ated as 
.he watched the two ride away. Only the 
day before, Pablo had seen Do be }.If c
Giiloway make one unsuccessful' cast after 
another trying to catch his mount. 'With 
an ann he could hardly r:iise, what chance 
had the rancher against the lightning
h!'J.ndecl draw of Sleeper Brock? 

pADLO_ was still_ standing by the well 
muttenng to himself when along a 

trail into the ranch, the hoofs of his 
horse clattering alond on the rocks, came 
a . rider. Sleeper Brock ! Pablo thought 

. ,of the shotgu11 in his little adobe shack 

and how its double barrels, rested across 
a windo"� sill, could blast this menace of 
a Sleeper Bro<:k to pieces. But that \Vould 
Le only to betray and disgrace his friertd 
and benefactor. Never agai11 would the 
proud Dobe !vfcGilloway be able to raise 
his head. People would say that being 
afraid, he had asked Pablo to murder 
Sleeper. And to have people say ln. " a 
:McGilloway \Vas afraid of a. polecat like 
Brock was unthinkable. 

"Ah, that we McGi:IO\vays should have 
sooch pride," mourned , Pablo aloud, as 
he watched the approach of the notched
gun killer, Drock . 

"If it ain't Pablo, the old baa-baa P' 
Brock said insultingly. Sleeper had a way 
of looking at yotl as if he were considering 
how amusing it would Le to put :.t shot 
into you for the sake of \vatching )'Ou 
kick. As his gaze now wandered con
temptuously over the little :Mexican, Pab
lo had the uncom(ortable feeling that he 
was being examined as a candidate ·for 
a con . .  Then Brock grinned. a 111alicious 
twisting of his tight lips. 

"(;{)ad friend of Dobe McGilloway, 
ain'tcha ?" he said. "Raised in the f&n
ily ? "  

"That is so," admitted Pablo in a dead 
vmce. 

''This is Tuesday. On Thm·sday you 
will be asked to be a pall beal'er for your 
good friend, " said Brock. "To carry hirn 
in a black coffin to his gra vc." 

Pablo shivered. This man was a demon, 
to be so cold-blooded and so sure of him� 
selL Yet he had a right to be sure. Poor 
old Dobe with a lame ann and his failing 
sight, he would he a child against Sleeper. 

"After the funeral n1aybe I'll drop 
around and kill me off a few of tl:e pall
bearers," announced Brock carelessly_ 

Pablo) who was inclining at1 ear to a 
succession of sounds he heard up the can
yon, said nothing to this proposal. A 
rapid low drumming was sweeping down 
the ta.nyon and growing louder . . A hunch 



PABLQ THE PROUD 45 
of hor5es coming at a lope, as yet out of 
.right. 

"You made one !Jig mistake, :Yieesfer 
Brock," · said Pablo suddenly. "You 
bragged too far ahead of the ki lling of 
Dobe McGilloway. Those are his cowboys 
that are coming, · you onderstand ? Hear 
their horses ? They come with a rope, to 
lynch you." 

Brock glanced up the canyon, but the 
horsemen were not yet in sight. "So 
that's the lay !" he snarled. "Dobe got in 
his men to fight this battle ?  I knowed he 
was yellow. And the IvlcGilloways ahvays 

. claimed to be a brave out1it. Afraid of 
nothin' and nobody." He laughed sneer· 
ingly, and then choked the laugh off short. 

THERE was one thing Sleeper Brock 
never liked to consider ; the chance

and a very likely one it was-that he 
might die some day kicking at the end 
of a rope. 

His mount v;as no race horse and could 
not outrun the cow ponies thundering 
down the canyon. There v;ould he too 
many to fight . He looked about for a 
hiding place. He was too far from Pablo's 
little house. \Vhcre he stood was nothing 
but a low·\•.:allcd sheep corral-and the 
hole of the dug welL 

Brock looked it:to the cavity, was satis
fied. He turned to his horse, yanked off . 
the saddle and bridle, flung them into the 
well. 

His gun flashed out, menaced Pablo. 
"You want to ·live ! "  he rasped ·out. " .I 'm 
hid in' down there. Don't give me away 
or I'll kill you." 

Pablo flinched away from the gun. 
"Don't .shoot, :Meester Brock !" he begged. 
" I  promise not to telL" 

"Good ! "  said Brock, satisfied that he 
could rely on the fear of the Mexican. 

\Vith that he popped over the edge and 
slid dov .. ·n the bucket rope. He was five 
feet from the bottom when the rope sud
<.lenly gave way. Brock landed with a jar. 

ring thump . He let out an infuriated yelL 
Pablo had cut the rope. 

Hoofs pounded around a bend in the 
canyon and swept by the ranch. The 
horses were all :·iderless, they were part of 
the .Mc(!illoway remuda being brought 
from a mesa pasture for rotmdup. Haz
ing them along was Link Butters, who 

had passed by early that morning and 
told Pablo where he was headed. Butters 
went by with a wave of his hand. 

Pablo watched the dust raised by the 
hor�es settle while he leisurely rolled o. 
cigarette. A voice came from below. 

"Hey, you, Pablo," Sleepe� called 
cautiously, ''Have they all went by ?" 

"S£, they have 'all went by," said Pablo, 
and he started humming La Paloma in an 
absent-minded sort of way. 

''All right ! " grow led Brock. "Git me 
outa here, yuh clam ivfex. Let down an
uther rope." 

"You give an order to a :McGilloway ? "  

said Pablo indignantly. "The 'McGillo
\Yays do things on request, not on orders . " 

' ' Yuh git me out of here, or I'll carve 
out yore heart and feed it to the buzz
ards ! "  shout;ecl Brock. "I'll shoot you 
to ribbons l "  

"Yuu have a gun tha,t can shoot in a 
curve up out of the well maybe ?" asketl 
Pablo skeptically. 

At that Sleeper Brock exhausted all the 
epithets he knew in English and Spanish, 

with some smattering of Hopi Indian. 
Pablo overlooked them by ·walking out 
of earshot. 

The sun went down and brought on the 
night ; the night \Hnt by and brought on 
the Sltn again. 

During the morning Pablo provided 
food and water for Sleeper Bmck, smue. 
of the ribs of lamh and a stack of tortillas 
placed in a bucket �nd lowered by a cord. 

The remarks that came out he listened to 
unintcresteclly. 

Having fed his captive, he made a 
covering for the well hole, a few sheets , 
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of galvanized iron tacked to a couple 
of boards. These shoved over the hole 
with a little dirt piled on t<lp made it 
sound proof, and eliminated the chance 
of Brock's shouts being heard by passing 
riders who might rescue him. 

A GAIN the sun and night played tag, 
and then once more. Brock had been 

- on the bottom of the moist and dark well 
hole nearly seventy-two hours, with a 
daily feeding and watering, when Dobe 
McGilloway happened to ride by the sheep 
ranch. Pablo greeted the stooped, slightly 
gray rancher with the respect he would 
have given his own father. Dohe gave 
Pablo the same genial greeting he would

. 

have given any of his O\vn sons. 
-
"Your arm, , it is no better, eh ?" he 

asked solicitously as he guided Dobe to a 
spot some forty yards from the well. 

�'Nope," said Dobe. "\Vorse, if any
thing. I've tried every kind of boss lini
ment on the ranch, but it don't limber up 
none, dang it." He _lifted his right hand 
and ·arm with a grimace of pain. 

"It is not possible then," said Pablo, 
"for,you to draw a gun very quickly. You 
don't see so well as you used to either, do 
you, Dobc ?" 

"Nope, I don't £or a fact, you sharp
eyed little cuss. It's a funny thing-I can 
read a brand perfect a ways off, but I can't 
see nothin' but a hlur when it's under 
my nose." 

"That's what I thought," said Pablo. 
"And still you would not let anyone else 
take care of this Sleeper Brock ?" . 

"I'll handle him myself," said Do be 
quietly. "It's my fight, and when I git 
so old I can't fight my own fights, I'm 
fit to be killed." 

"Ay, we are a very proud race, we 
McGilloways," said Pablo, admiringly. 
" I  am proud to be of a family that when a 
man has a matter brought up, he handles 
it himself, even from a sick bed. Your 
gun she is loaded, yes, Do be? Then you 

stand here, and be on your guard, please." 
"What is all this about ? "  aEked Do be 

wonderingly. 
"You will see," -promised Pablo. His 

hand went out to pat his benefactor's 
shoulder. " I  have ouly a watetmelon 
on my shoulders, "  he said ·modestly, 
"but I feel everything is going- to be all 
right." 

Dobc rvicGilloway remained where he 
had been placed, standing squarely on 
his two feet, a big man who, innately 
peaceful, lived by the code of the country, 
including the custom that when a man has 
to fight, he must fight his own battles 
alone. 

Pablo walked over to the well and 
pulled off the sheet-iron covering. "You 
still \\·ish to come up?" he asked politely. 
And then cutting into the growling im
precations, "You- will then first send up 
your gun in the bucket," he ordered. 

''I'm damned if I do ! "  Sleeper Brock 

growled. 
"Then _ you are damned," Pablo re

turned. "You will send up your gun.'' He 
let clown the bucket on the cord and 
llrock, having no other course, dropped 
his gun into it with a loud clang. Pablo 
pulled it up and laid tbe weapon on the 
ground a few feet from the well opening. 

"And now you will make a knot in 
the rope and throw it up to me," he 
ordered. "I will be pleased to fasten it 
to the windlas.:; again and pull you up." 

Brock obeyed this also, and a baH
minute later he stepped from the bucket 
and stood looking blinkingly around him. 
On his face was a three-day growth of 
stubbly whiskP.rs. His dothe:s were filthy, 
as he had been forced to lie in the moist 
dirt to sleep. 

For a few seconds Brock stood, then 
"Damn you ! "  he bellowed, starting for 
Pablo. "I'll-" 

"Your gun, she is lying on the ground," 
said Pablo. " You have come to kill Do be 
1:IcGilloway. He is waiting for you. " 
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Then Brock sa\'1! the man he had an

nounced he was going to kill, standing- at 
a greater rang-e than Sleeper cared to 
shoot with a belt-gun. But he stooped to 
go for his trig-gerless six-shooter, al
though not at all in the usual lightning
swift fashion. Instead he bent stiffly for 
the weapon, clutching at it with fingers 
that were slow to fasten about the handle. 
He v,·as, in short, like a fumbling old man 
trying to make haste. 

There was the hasty roar of the gun he 
finally raised, and a shot that sailed wide 
of McGilio"way, just a second before the 
rancher fired. Dobc's first shot, care
fully aimed, struck Brock .in the heart. 

Old Dobe put his big arm around Pab
lo's thin shoulders. " I  don't quite savvy 
all this," he said. "\Vbat you been up to, 
Pablo ? But let it go until later. He had 
the first shot and missed, the first time 
I ever knew Sleeper Brock to · miss." 

THE CORO�ER'S I�OUEST \vas 
i only a matter of form.

·� 
The verdict 

was that Brock had cume to his death 
from natural causes : the bullet had been 
fired into his heart and had just naturally 
killed him. 

Caney, the forest ranger, had his own 
ideas about certain phases of this matter, 
and when he got Pahlo alone he asked a 
fev; leading questions. 

"They said Brock's cluthcs was damp 

and dirty," he remarked. "He'd been in 
this well, hey, for quite a while?" 

"}faybe I did forget and leave him 
in there a few days," admitte<"l Pablo. 
"Except I did remember to give him a 
little food occasionally. He went into the 
well to hide from Dobe's cowboys , but I 
had forgotten and told him ,,;rang-it 
was only the remuda. The brains she is 
not here," he said, tapping- his head. 

"And SlcclJcr mmt of got sorta rheu
matic and stiff down there in that damp ? "  
guessed Ranger Caney. 

"I am afraid so," Pablo admitted re
gretfully. "Stiff and slav,· like ol� Dohe. " 

"With a cover over the well it must 
have been pitch dark down there, too, " 
remarked Caney. ' "I reckon when Sleeper 
came up into the sun he couldn't see very 
well." 

Pablo threw up his hands. ".Meester 
Caney, you speak it true ! "  he exclaimed. 
"I am afraid so, yes. He could not sec 
very well, "  he went on sorrowiully, "I 
did not think about his eyes. The clark 
macl.e him just like Dobc, it was hard for 
him to see. But to think that I have forgot 
\vhat the clark and the wet would do ! Ah, 
thees damn fool head d mine. It is only 
a sandia-a watermellon." 

U. .S. Forest Ranger Caney looked 
sternly at Pablo Salazar McGilloway. 
Then he shook his head in mock con
sternation and rode on about his business. 
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By T. T. Flynn 
San Miguel had its hour of laughs when the sheriff pinned a 
deputy's badge on little Two-Bit Higgins, that soft·talking, 
scared-looking warthog of a man-with the fighting heart twice 

the sixe of 11is shiny tin star. 

CHAPTER ONE 

Pint-Size Hero 

P
AT DE\.VEY had been sheriff one 
week, and had at least two pints of 
whiskey in him when he appointed 

Two-Bit Higgins a deputy. It was all 
very funny. Perhaps the only men in the 

mendously grateful, as if a load had left 
his shoulders. 

· · Guadalupe Bar that night v,·ho did not 
get the full humor of the joke were Two
Bit Higgins and Dandy Barker ;  and even 

··"" Two-Bit smiled a little and looked tre-

\;vhere Two-Bit had come from or 
who he was, no one around San Miguel 
knew. The town of San Miguel itself had 
been there only a few short years, al
though the battery of stamps up the hill 
at the San Miguel mine pounded and 
roared by day and by night as if they 
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Two-Bit had trailed his man almost to tht 
New Mexico line before he caught him oul 

on the open range. • • • 
· 

Thrilling Gun-Law Novelette 

had always been there and always would. 
Things like that happened in southern 
Arizona in those days. 

Two-Bit Higgins, meek and unassum
ing, had been in town for days before any-

one in particular noticed him, and by then 
he was tending bar in rush hours at the 
Guadalupe. "Climbing on a chair to put 
the corks back in the bar bottles," some 
wag spread around. "That little ·two-

49 
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bit runt with a grin on his freckled pan ! "  
So San Miguel tagged him Two-Bit and 
let it go at that. 

Two-Bit Higgins was a short, thin, 
rawhidy young man who walked with a 
slight limp and -grinned most of the time ; 
although there were moments when a 
moMse �hadow came into his eyes. He 
was in the middle twenties, freckled, pug
nosed, harmless and inoffensive. 

If one of the customers took too much 
aboard and grew talkative, Two-Bit 
would listen attentively, but say little. 

Two-Bit had tended bar less than six 
months when his marriage to Laura 
Allan, whose father was a night boss. at 
the mine, elevated him to general notice. 
Laura wa,s one of the prettiest girls in 
San Miguel. Few folks in town knew 
they were acquainted until they were 
married. Two-Bit was small for work in 
the mines ; a good bartender was not 
looked down on socially, so he kept on 
at the Guadalupe. 

The .boys who had been h1aking eyes 
at Laura took their loss philosophically. 
All but Dandy Barker, who got ugly and 
stayed ugly in every -inch of his six feet. 

Two-Bit and his uride Luilt a new 
adobe house on the side of the hill down 
by the station where they could sit on the 
portal and see the trains come and go. 
And from then on Two-Bit wore a look 
of dazed happiness. 

That seemed to make Dandy Barker 
madder. Every time he got drunk he let 
the world see how much he hated Two· 
Bit for cutting him out. San Miguel be· 
gart to bet on how long it would be before 
Dandy took Two-Bit apart for daring to 
marry Laura. If Two-Bit knew what was 
in the air he gave no sign, other than to 
keep out of Dandy Barker's way and to 
stay very silent when Dandy was around. 

JF TWO-BIT knew what \vas coming 
this Saturday night, he didn't let on. 

.The Guadalupe was crowded. with miners 

just paid off, with cattlemen who had 
sashayed for a day 's ride from every di
rection. San Miguel was young, lusty and 
hairy-chested, and Saturday nights in the 
Guadalupe were occasions to remember. 
Stud and dra\v poker games were run
ning, a roulette wheel was spinning in 
the corner, and next to it a faro bank \vas 
doing a rushing business. 

At the bar nien crowded two deep. 
A piano banged in one corner and Fer
ttando Gome�:' girls dispensed smiles and 
cheer. Some of the· men from the back 
country went months without seeing any
thing but a Mexican woman. 

Dandy Barker came in drunk and got 
drunker. He was a tall, solidly built 
young man whose face got red, mouth 
loose and voice loud when he drank. 
1'he "DandyH tacked Ot1 his name did 
not mean that he was not a bad hombre 
when he wanted to be. He was. 

Leaning on one end of the bar, Dandy 
put down the drinks as fast as they were 
poured, talking loudly with the men about 

' him. And every now atld then he leaned 
on his elbow and glared down the bar at 
Two-Bit Higgins. 

Maybe Two�Bit noticed ; maybe he 

didn't. The three bartepders were work
ing hard and Two-Bit managed to stay 
dow11 at' the other end. Finally, however, 
he hurried along the backbar a.nd reached 
ior a bottle of whiskey opposite Dandy 
Barker. 

Dandy glared at him for a moment and 
then growled, <�Hey, shrimp I Turn a
round an' lemme tell you what I think of 
you." 

Two-Bit said over his shoulder, "Some 
other time. I'm busy.'" 

"Some other time, hell ! " Dandy yelled. 
"I been puttin' this off long enough ! 
C'mere ! "  He leaned across the bar, 
grabbed Two-Bit by the shoulder and 
jerked him around. 

. The talk at the end of the bar stopped . 
Every eye went to them. You could feel 



HALF-PINT SON OF HELL 51 

them pity little Two-Bit, but no one took 
it on himself to cross Dandy Barker. 
Two-Bit had gambled with it when he 
married Laura. He'd have to deal his 
own deck now . 

The man beside Dandy Barker laughed 
nervously. "Forget it, Dandy. Have 
another drink. !vi y treat.

" 
"Keep out of thisj Sam ! "  Dandy 

snarled. "I been itchin' to do this-an' 

now he's gonna get it !" 
"Get what?" Two-B it asked mildly. 

He looked surprised. 
Dandy reached out and shook him. 

"You know \Vhat !" Dandy yelled. "Yo;.t 
\\las the skunk who told a lady I \Vas 
buyin' high-grade ore." 

Two-Bit stood there wtihout trying to 
get a\vay. 1\ot a muscle in his face moved. 
But his eyes, those mild eyes in his 
freckled face, went smoky, opaque. Two
Bit's voice stayed mild, however, as he 
asked, "'0/ as you ?" 

Somebody snickered. 
Dandy Barker's fine clothes never went 

to work. Talk had it he \vas buying high
grade-the riche:-;t ore from the tunnel 
facesj which the men brought up in their 
boots, pockets and lunch pails and sold 
tu the few buyers \vho w·ere willing to 
ta.ke the risk for the profit-but no one 
had ever proved it on Dandy Barker. 

Dandy heard the snicker. His face got 
redder. "You accusing me ag:tit1 of high· 

grading ?" he bawled, shaking Two-Bit 
once more. 

"I just asked you," Two-Bit said apolo
getically. 

"I'm go1ma drag you over this bar ! "  
Dandy howled. "An' I'm gonna wipe up 
the floor ·with you ! "  

Dandy yanked-and his hand came 
away empty. Two·Bit had twisted sud
denly, jerked loose. With an oath Dandy 
jerked out his gun. Two-Bit ducked be
hind the bar. And Dandy Barker cut 
loose twice; smashing two bottles of•good 
whiskey on the backbar, 

Two-Bit popped up with a quart bot
tle in his hand. It caught Dandy between 
the eyes. The gun clattered on the bar. 
Danuy co!lap,;cd against the man behind 
him. 

Two-Bit broke the gun, tossed the 
cartridges on the floor, slid the gun across 

the bar. His face was still calm, but his 
eyes hdtl that cold, smoky look. 

"Take him out," Two-Bit said �ndif
ferently. "We're too crowded tonight to 
give room to a busted-dotvn fuzz-tail like 
that." 

And Two-Bit picked up a damp towel 
and turned to mop up the .mess on the 
backbar. The men let out a shout of 
laughter. They had been looking for 
slaughter and little Two-Bit Higgins had 
turned it into a joke. 

Pat Dewey, the new sheriff, was down 
· on the other end of the bar cclcbrati:ng 

the recent election. Pat had a quart .of 
whiskey under his belt and was still 
sober. He stood six feet, �ix inches in 
his boots and was built like a mountain 
pi11e. A dead shot with both hands, Pat 
never dodged a fight or passer! up a joke. 
Kow he laughed with the rest of them. 

"He's too good for a barkeep ! "  Pat 
yelled. "Take that apron off him an' I'll 
put a gun in. his hand ! I'm ma�ing hitn 
a deputy, boys ! \Vatch yore step in San 
:Miguel from now on !". 

T
HAT brought down the house. The 
idea of little Two-Bit Higgins keep

ing order amon� those hell-raising sons
of-guns \Vas the best joke of the evening. 
Two-Bit had p layed in luck with Dandy 
Barker, but the tir.st he-man he came up 
against would pulverize him. 

Two-Bit stood behind the bar, smiling 
faintly. \Vhen the laughter died down he 
cal!ed to Pat Dev.·ey, "D'you mean i t ? "  

" Sure !" Pat chuckled. "You're a depu
ty now, son . Here's yore badge an' here's 
a gun. I'm countin' on you to keep law 
and order in SiUl Miguel on Saturday 
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nights. The boys do like to cut up be
hind my back." 

Pat Dewey took a hadge from his 
pocket, a gun out of his holster, and slid 
them down the bar past the glasses and 
bottles. 

Two-Bit took a deep breath. His shoul
ders came back a little as he looked at the 
badge. He yanked off his apron, stuck 
the badge on his shirt. 

The men started laughing again . Two
Bit was smiling too as he said, "You're 
laughing at the law, boys." 

That malic them laugh haruer. 
Two-Bit rapped on the bar wit:1 the 

gun. When they quietecl down he said 
gravely . "Jn!>t so there won't be no mis
take, cast yore eyes on that moth up there 
or> the viga by the light .. , 

They all looked up. Sure enough, there 
was a big tan moth on the viga. And 

while they looked Pat Dewey's gun 
crashed in Two-Bit's hand-and the moth 
vanished. Two-Bit had hit it square at 
twenty feet. Hardly a man in San Miguel 
could place such a shot in that uncertain 
light. 

The boys were not laughing when they 
looked back at the bar. 

Two-Bit ble\v smoke from the gun 
muzzle and shoved it inside his belt. "I 
just thought I'd show you," he said mild
ly. 

Y OtJ could have heard a mosquito buzz 
as Two-Bit walked around the end of the 
bar. Suddenly his freckled face and his 
mild eyes were no longer funny. Two
Bit w;u; a m;�.n who conkl be dangerous if 
crossed-a ma.1�, and one very much en
titled to respect. 

"Pat Dewey was the only one who 
laughed. Pat laughed harder than ever. 

" Now who's the joke on ?" Pat howled. 
"Everybody step up an' drink to my new 
deputy. An' · don't forget I warned you !'' 

Two-Bit put down one small drink, 
aod then calmly went about his first piece 

• of official business. He ordered Dandy 

Barker carried to the adobe jail and locked 
him up for disturbing the peace. 

The next 1�10rniug Dandy Barker was 
wild when he found out what had hap
pened. He refused to belie�e Two-Bit 
had had anything but a wide streak of 
lttck. 

"Gimme my gun ! "  he raved to Pat 
Dewey who had let �im out of the cell. 
"I'm gonna show up that little sawed-off 
skunk once an' for all ! " 

Pat Dewey warned, "You better climb 
down off your hind laigs, Barker. Two
Bit Higgins is bad medicine for you. 
He'll put a bullet hetwccr. yore eyes, and 
I don't know whether I'd blame him. I'd 
be tempted to myself." 

" Gimme my gun ! " Dandy said vi
ciously. 

So P�t Dewey gave it to him. ''I'm 
warning you again," Pat said. 

"I've got cars � "  Dan ely snarled, mak
ing for the tloor. 

"Then God be with you , "  Pat called 
out to him . " You'll need Him." 

Pat Dewey admitted afterwards that 

he did it to see how Two-Bit !1eld up un
der fire. If Two-Bit backed down from 
Dandy Barker, cold sober, San ::\.1iguel 
would need a real deputy. 

Two-Bit liiggins was clov.-n at the 
railroad station when Dandy Barker 
found him. The 9 : 1 0  train had just pulled 
out. Two-Bit was on the platform talk
ing' to Billy Bowers, the. station �.gent, 
when Dandy stepped around the corner. 
Two-Bit had boaght a gunhelt, holster 
and new hat. He was spruced up. Quiet, 
honest pride shoae on his freckled face. 

Dandy Darker's hantl streaked to his 
gun. " So you're the l ittle worm they 
made a deputy ?''  he yelled . "I'm gonna 
shoot off your tail an' nail it back of the 
Guadalupe Bar ! Climb down on yore 
knees, you sawed-off pinto burro !" And 
Dandy put a bullet in the platform at 
Two-Bit's feet by way of emphasis . 

Billy Bowers ducked for safety, tripped 
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over his feet and fell through the door of 
the waiting room. Two-Bit looked down 
at the white splinters near his boots and 
smiled thinly. �'Put up your gun, Dandy 
Barker," he said calmly. "You're askin' 
for trouble. " 

"Trouble? \;Vho from-you ?" Dandy 
yelled. "Get clown on them knees [ "  And 
Dandy put another bullet on. the other 
side of Two-Bit's feet. 

Four men · were across the track, and 
three in the waiting room were peeking 
out the window. They told what hap
pened. 

Two-Bit shot through the open bottom 
of his holster so fast it was all over be
fore any of them knew '':hat was hap
pening. Just one shot, and the gun dropped 
from Dandy Barker's hand and he began 
to prance around, howling with pain and 
shedding blood from his smashed 
knuckles. 

Two-Bit lighted a cigarette and walked 
to him. "You asked for it," Two-Bit said 
coolly. "You're a disgrace to San :Miguel, 
Dandy Barker. You're a stink in the 
nostrils ·  of law-abiding men an' women, 
an' you better start down the track an' 
keep going. Look back once an' I'll throw 
down on you. Xow get goin' before I 
change my mind. " 

"You can't rio that to me, damn you ! ._,. 
Dandy groaned. 

"I've done it," said Two-Bit calmly. 
"Git ! " 

CHAPTER T\VO 

Gun-Mission 

D
ANDY BARKER looked at his 

bleeding hand and then at Two-Bit's 
face. The men swore Dandy must have 
seen something there that looked un
healthy. lie turned and started down the 
tracks, swearing under his breath and 
half crying. He passed the bottom of the 
hill where T,.,·o-Bit's new adobe house sat, 
and looked at it once, and went on. 

And so Two-Bit Higgins ran Dandy 
Barker out of town and went on about 
his business as if nothing had happened. 

Two-Bit made a good deputy that 
summer. He never hunted trouble and 
never dodged it. \Vhen he arrested a 
tnan be arrested him polite and fair. He 
met no gun play. Thf. �aga of Dandy 
Barker had spread so fast no gun artists 
wanted to try and prove that a streak of 
luck. 

San �iiguel liked 1\vo-Bit. And when 
he went single-handed and broke up the 
Juan 0 rtiz gang of rustlers from across 
the Border, they were downright proud 
of him. Six men were in. the gang. Juan 
Ortiz and three of his men never went 
back across the Border. From . then on 
San Jviiguel boasted that Two-Bit wa.s 
the gamest little bantam cock between 
Yuma and Douglas. 

lt was a sight to see Two-Bit escort 
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the weekly shipe1ent of gold from the 
mine to the \Veil� Fargo express car. 

· Old Tom McDonald, the superintendent 
of the mine, would put the heavy chest of 
gold bars in the back of a 'vagon and 
drive it down to the StiJ.tion himself. And 
Two-Bit would sit on top if it, 5moking 
a cigarette, gun on his hip and a grin 01'. 
his freckled face. Everybody on the ptreet 
!iaiuted him as he rode past. 

· 

Pat Dewey was proud of Two-Bit, but 
Laura Allan was twice as proud. You 
c:ould see it shining in her eyes when 
she looked at him. You could see it drav,·
ing them closer together. Laura had 
married a little sawed-off runt that no one 
thought much of but herself, and he had 

. turned out to he, man-size, body and heart. 
They were probably the happiest couple in 
southern Arizona. 

And then Pat Dewey got bucked off a 
horse and broke his leg. When the leg 
was set, Pat sent for T>vo-Bit. Doc Car
ter was there when Two-Bit tiptoed in. 

Pat Dewey, ,.,·ith lines nf pain in his 
face, grinned from the pillow. "\Valk 
on yore heels, Two-Bit. You're not comin' 
to a wake. All I got busted is a leg, now 
I got me plenty o' time to lay here an' 

count my sins and' get drunk." 
"I'll go out an' get you a quart," Two

Bit offered quickly. 
"No you don't ! "  Doc Carter orde�ed 

testily. "He'd drink it and probably get 
up and \valk." 

Pat Dewey laughed. He could always 
do that. 

"The Doc's probably right at that," he 
agreed. "Two-Bit, I just wanted to tell 
you I 'll be laid up here ior a long time. 
You'll have to do the sheriffin' for both of 
us." Pat Dewey went silent for a minute. 
His big hand plucke(l at the cover. "Two
Bit, I've took a lot of pride in keepin' 
things orccrly and law-abidin'. It's up to 
you now. I'm countin' on you to keep it so 

. folks'll never know Pat Dewey has been 
: e« the job." 

Two�Bit swallowed. "Sure, you car. 
count on me, Pat." 

"I know it , ' "  Pat said gruffiy. "\Vell
so-long. Don't run yo·.tr laigs off comin' 
up here to see how I am. Now I'm go in' 
to sleep �v·ith an ea�y mind an' keep it 
thataway." 

Pat Dewey's hug-e hand shoved out and 
engulfed Two-Bit's �1i1a1J one. And Two
Bit walked out, sheriff, deputy sheriff, and 
law anrl order in San Miguel County. 

J
NSIDE of a week Two-Bit was tested. 

The Pinto Kid, a bad hombre from 
over arouml Silver City, Xew Mexico, 
shot a man at the Red Horse Bar, 
winged two more as he hightailed out of 
town and headed back to �ew Mexico. 

1\vo�Bit was at home eating supper 
when it happened. In half an hour after 
the Pinto Kid left, Two-Bit was plugging 
along after him alone. 

Four clays later he rame back, herding 
the Pinto Kid ahead of him on another 
horse. Two-Bit had trailed him almost 
to the :\few Mexico line, caught him out 
on the open range, dropped the Pinto 
Kid's horse in a running fight and shot it 
out at close quarters. The Pinto Kid was 
wounded in three places and mighty rue
ful about it. 

"Hell ! " he said disconsolately in the 
jail. "I got behind a rock an' he throwed 
lead a-round the corner at me, an' then 
said he'd give me a chance to pitch out 
my guns bciorc he killed me. I pitched," 
said the Pinto Kid with resignation, "an' 
now T reckon they'll hang me." 

They did, but that was later 011. 

Two-Bit was pretty much of a hero 
after that. · San .Miguel got so law-abid
ing it was almost painful. Two-Bit took 
it all calm! y and fell more in love with 
his wife. Aml then one evening two weeks 
later old Peglcg Coleman steamed into the 
Guadalupe and breasted the bar, with his 
scraggly white beard bristling and his 
:wooden leg thumping the floor. 
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"Gimme a drink!" Pegleg yelled in a 

squeak falsetto. "Where's yore sheriff ?  
They told m e  h e  \'I' as i n  here ! "  

Two-Bit was at the end of the bar talk
ing with Fernando Gomez, his old boss. 
He stepped out and said, "You want the 
sheriff ? " 

Pegleg Coleman looked him up and 
down and spat on the floor. 

"Hell ! "  Peg leg squeaked. "I said 
sheriff! You ain't big enough to hatch a 
nest of bantam eggs ! " 

Two-Bit grinned. " Sheriff Dewey is 
laid up with a busted leg, " he explained. 
"I'm riding herd on the office until 
Dewey is on his feet again.'' 

Pegleg Coleman was an old desert rat 
who lived up on Sun Fish Creek, back 
of the Palo Verde hills. It was months 
,between times he came out for supplies. 
He had a little placer claim he worked 
hard ; and he had the only gold on Sun 
Fish Creek, so he hadn't any company. 

pEGLEG combed gnaded fingers 

through his beard, batted his eyes 
and grumbled, "Hell-if yo're the best I 
can find, I reckdn you got to do. I had 
durn near six hundred dollars wuth of 
dust in my poke when some low-down 
jasper stuck me up about ten miles north 
o' town. Just this side o' Twin Rocks it 
was. He took my dust, cut my boss loose 
from the wagon an' told me to walk in. 
An'," squeaked P�glcg hoarsely, "I durn 
near never got here ! I hit a patch o' soft 
sand by Salt Wash an' bogged down. My 
peg went two foot in every -step an' I 
come out ,.,-alkin' like a sidewinder. It 
like to ruinerl me." 

The boys were crO\vding about them by 
then. Two-Bit asked gravely, "What did 
the fellO\v look like ? "  

"How in tarnation do I know ? "  Peg
leg spluttered. "He wore a bandanna 
over his face an' his horse was hid over 
the hill. But," added Pegleg venomously, 
"it was a black horse." 

One of the boys snickerccl. · "You 
looked over the hill at it, I bet.-" 

Pegleg glared at him. "I had me an 
old telescope hid under the seat. I climb 
the hill an' watched the snake ride fer ten 
mile. He headed north like he was aimin' 
for the Turkey Neck country, an' then 
cut back over tO\\'ard Squaw Crick. He's 
over in them Squaw Crick breaks some
'en�s, figger'n to ride in an' spend my 
dust. Now, !>.lr. Sheriff, are you takin' 
a posse out or ain't you ?" 

" Shucks l "  someone on the edge of the 
circle growled. "It's a all-night ride 

- over to them Squaw Creek breaks an' 
back. " 

The boys eased hack as Two-Bit's eyes 
wandered around speculatively. Pegleg 
slopped himself a drink, tossed it in his 
ragged beard and glared at them. 

Two-Bit grinned thinly. " I  reckon I 
won't need a posse," he said easily. "I'll 
ride out an' look for him." 

"Alone ? " Peg leg sneered. 
"Uh·huh." 
"Ginune another drink ! "  Pegleg 

choked. "My poke of dust is gone to 
blazes now for sure." 

Leaving Pcgleg to drown his sorrows, 
Two-Bit walked out. \Vhat follo\\•erl, 
Two-Bit never told anyone but Pat 
Dewey. ' 

\Vith his slight limp, Two-Bit walked 
to the sheriff's office, filled his belt with 
ammunition, got his rifle and a bandolier 
of shells and rode out alone, west, toward 
the Squaw Creek breaks. 

Two months before, up a draw back in 
the Squaw Creek breaks, he had found 
a small, half-ruined adobe hut. It was 
desc:·ted, apparently unowned ; but lying 
on the roof was a shovel, not very old. 
One corner of the dirt floor had beei1 dis
turbed at some recent date. Digging there, 
Two-Bit had uncovered a cache of canned 
food. Someone had intended using that 
adobe hut at a future date. Two-Bit 
rode through the moonlight toward the 
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adobe hut now. Jl..faybe he'd find something. 

Some three hours later he reached the 
jumbled mass of gravely hills that formed 
the edge of the breaks. Scattered grease
wood and rabbit weed grew out of the 
gravel, and the white sands of dry ar
royos cut here and there haphazardly. 
The Squav,· Creek breaks were a forlorn, 
God�forsaken stretch, and the farther you 
went into them the worse they got. Squaw 
Creek ran through the center. If a man 

was lucky he would find a twelve-inch 
trickle of <vater in the stony bed. 

T\',-o-Bit did. He watered his horse 
sparingly and rode up' Squaw Creek. The 
hut was about two miles ahead. 

A mile fr�m it, Two-Bit circled to the · 
left and came in from the west, where a 
rkier would not be suspected. A quarter 
of a mile from the hut he dismounted, 
looped the reins around a greasewood 
bush and went on foot. 
· The moon had dropped tmvard the west 
by now. His shadow wavored ahead of 
him, black and grotesque. Small stones 
slipped underfoot. The coyotes were )·ap
ping and howling like mournful ghosts. 
Now and then a rabbit scooted off like a 
frightened spirit. Bnt that was all. Two
Bit might have been moving through a 
dead land where death held silent sway. 

HE TOPPED the last rise, looked 
dowt: a short �lope-and there was 

the old adobe hut at the bottom of the 
slope, half set in the hill. Just beyond 
it a horse pawed the ground . 

Two-Bit stood in the moonlight, look
ing, listening. No one seemed awake. 
But the pungent smell of wood smoke 
drifted to him. 

He went down the rise cautiously, made 
the La.ck of the hut, stole along the side 
to the front. There he saw the horse, a 

pinto pony. That didn't jibe with Peg
leg Coleman's statement, hut Two-Rit 
moved to the door, found it standing ajar, 
and stepped in quickly, gun ready. 

A snore come from one corner. In the 
moonlight pouring through the open door, 
T\vo-Bit saw a dark figure spra;vled un· 
der a blanket. Gunbelt and gun lay beside 
the sleeper. Two-Bit pushed them over 
with his foot and shook the man. 

The stranger sat up quickly. "\Vhat 
is it?" he ?;row led. 

"Get up," said Two-Bit calmly. "I\n 
the sheriff of San Miguel county. Don't 
get rambunctious or I'll have to plug you. 
\Vhat's your name, mister ? \Vhere you 
from ? " 

He got a su�ly answer. "Cinch \Vii
let's my name: I rode dov.·n this way 
from Flagstaff. Ran onto this cabin about 

dark an' stopped. I'm hcadin' for San 

}Iiguel." 
In one corner a fireplace held glowing 

embers. From a small pile of brush before 
it, Two-Bit worked up a blaze. It showed 
Willet to be short, chunky, bowlegged, 
with a ragged stubble on his face and a 
scar across one side of his chin. 

"Ever been· this way before ?" Two-Bit 
asked. 

"No," vVillet denied irritably. "\Vhat's 
the idea of all this, anyway ?" 

Then Two-Bit asked, "What'd you dig 
that hole in the corner for ?" The shovel 
that had been on the roof was leaning 
there by the hole. Some of the cans stood 
by the fireplace. 

\Villet scowled. " T  got curious. �one 
of your business, anyway. " 

As the fire blazed up higher, Two-Bit 
looked keenly about the room. There 
was no sign o[ a poke of gold du�t. 

"You were seen over on the San J\li
guel road yesterday afternoon," Two
Bit stated. 

vVillet sneered. "If you think I got 
any gold dust, look around." 

"\Vho said anything about gold dust?" 
T\\·o-Bit asked softly. 

\Villet looked confusc:u, lapsed into a 
sullen silence. T\vo-Bit glanced out the 
door at the pinto pony. Pegleg Coleman 
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had daimed the man r.odt a black horse. 
Something tunny here. Pegleg couldn't 
mistake a pinto hide for a black one, es
pecially when looking through a tele
scope. 

Two-Bit scratched his head. :Pegleg 
might have been wrong about the horse, 
but this Cinch Willet had blurted out 
knowledge of the gold dust. 

"We'll poke along to San Miguel a.nd 
look into this. Before we leave, you clean 
out that hole an' see if there's any dust 
buried there." 

Cinch Willet did it. There was no gold 
dust. 

"Let's go,'' Two�Bit said curtly. 
Willet picked up his blanket and 

stamped out the door. Two-Bit followed, 
and as he stepped through the doorway a 
sudden movement at one side made him 
whirl there. He wa� too slow. A rifle 
barrel caught him above the ear. T-wo
Bit went down. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Gloty 81a&t 

THE RUDDY firelight wa� warm 
against his face and the shadows were 

dancing grotesquely on the ceiling vigas 
over his head wheri Two·Bit opened his 
eyes. He felt sitk, dizty, and hi:i head 
hurt. He was lying on his back before the 
corner fireplace. A boot in his ribs had 
jarred him back to consciousness. 

· 

Four men were standing around him. 
One of them exclaimed, "His eyes are 
open. Kick him again ! " 

A second voice growled, "Come tln, 
Shorty ! Get up !" . 

The sickness in Two-l3ies head was 
nothing to the sickness in his heart when 
he heard that voice, that name. He got 
to his feet unsteadily. 

The man who had called him Shorty 
\\'aS towering in front of hlm, grinning. 
"So it's little Shorty Owens again. Four 

years it's beert, ain't it, Shorty ? An' by 
God, you turn up with a sheriff's badge. 
Ain't that a laugh ?" 

Dandy Barker ,.,·as the next man in the 
circle. Dancy was grinning, too. Two-Bit 
looked around. To the man behind him 
he said, "Hello, Joe. " 

The first speaker laughed. It wasn't 
pleasant, that laugh. "Yep, it's Apache 
Joe an' Buck Peters. Your old side
kicks, Shorty, come back to see you. 
Dandy Barker told us where you was 
hiding out." 

Cinch Willet made the fourth. All 
were armed. Two-Bit felt tbe side of his 
head. His fingers came away wet with 
blood. He ha;rdly saw it. For the fi1·5t 
time since Pat Dewey had n1ade him 
deputy sheriff, the 5lump was back in 
Two-Bit's shoulders. "So Barker tipped 
you off," he said heavily. 

'4Tbat's right, " Buck Peters chuckled. 
"\Ve ran on to him up in Cheyenrte. He 
got drunk an' began cussit1g the sheriff 
down in San :Miguel. Befol'e he was 
through I had you spotted, Shorty . Onty 
one mild l ittle frecklrd fellmv in the \V�.<;t 
could sling a gun like that." 

"Which one of yGu held up that old 
miner uver on the San :Miguel road thls 
afternoon ?" Two-Bit asked. 

Apache Joe showed strong white teeth 
in the flickering light. He was a slender, 
pantherish young ti.mn with only a slig-ht 
trace of coarse· flat features to hetray the 
Indian in him. "!vie, Shorty," Apache 
Joe admitted. 

Two-Bit wrinkled his brows. lt w::.s 
hard for him to think. He said slowly 
to Buck Peters, "The rest of you was 
\vaiting here?' ' 

"That's right," Duck ag-reed with heavy 
humor. "Willet went into Sart :vtigucl 
the other day an' heard all about you, 
Shorty. \Ve figgercd you would11't come 

after one 1t1an with a posse. " 

"\�/hat do yon want ?" Two-Bit asked 
without e111otion. "lf you fellows got the 
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old man's gold dust, don't h'ing up old 
times. I'm a lawman now .an' l'm play
ing straight with my job." 

"Playing hell, you runty little lizzard ! "  
Dandy Barker snarled. "By God, I told 
you I'd get you, an' I have l " .  

''Shut up ! "  Ruck Peters snapped. "I'll 
handle this. Shorty, forget that old coot. 
\Ve got his dust an' \ve aim to krep it. 
But don't figger we rode clear down from 
Cheyenne for a measly poke of placer 
dust." 

"\Vhat did you come for then, Buck ? "  
"To see you, Shorty. The thing couldn't 

be sweeter if I'd planned it. The ;;heriff's 
laid up an' you're all the law. I got 
plans, Shorty. Big plans. " 

"What plans ?" Two-Bit asked. His 
throat felt tight ; he found it hard to keep 
his mind on the men about him. He 
was thinking of San :M iguel, of . Pat 
Dewey, of Laura in the adobe hou�e on 
the hilt. 

Buck Peters had built a smoke. He lit 
it : the match flare showed his set face. 

"We're after the gold that's shipped 
every week from the San 1Iiguel mine," 
Buck said bluntly. "Dandy here says 
some weeks it runs as high as a hundred 
an' fifty thousand dollars." 

"You won't get it," said Two-Bit. 
"Not a chance, Buck. You fellows better 
ride back to Cheyenne. " 

"We'll split it five ways," Apache Joe 
urged softly. 

''No ! "  Two-Bit told him harshly. 
Dandy Barker burst out angrily : 

"Don't argue with the stubborn little 
fool ! "  

" I .  won't," Buck Peters grunted. 
''We're after that gold, Shorty. \Ve're 
going to get it. You're helpin' us." 

"So that's why you got me out here ? 
You're >vasting your time, Buck." 

Buck Peters bent dose. "They gave 
me twenty years l" he said angrily. 
"Twenty years for that Union Pacific 
train we held up. I skipped after three. 

The Pinkerton> are still lookin' for you, 
Shorty. There's a thou&'lnd-dollar re
ward stanoing." 

"I know it," Two-Bit said heavily . 
"I was a fcol kid. I made a fool play in 
tying up '>Vith you an' Joe. I've been try
ing to live it down. I changed my name 
an' landed here in San Miguel as barkeep. 
They sort of s:1oved this deputy job on 
me-an' I've been trying to be a goo? 
one." 

· 

"You talk big," Dandy Barker sneered. 
Two-Bit ignored him and went on 

caln:ly. ' 'I  didn't get any money out of 
that express t::ar. Buck, you an' Joe ride 
ofT <ln' forget about me. That ain't much 
to ask. "  

Cinch \Villet laughed unpleasantly. 
"Don't he sing a mou:·nful tune ?" 

"Buck, we never had any trouble. I
I'm bcggin' for this." 

"Hell ! "  Buck sneered. "You been a 
gunman an' a train robber, an' you're 
swellin' around like you never batted a 
crooked eye. I ain't gain' to stick a gun 
in your ribs. You'd be fool enough to tell 
me to shoot. But the Pinkertons are 
after you. I got twenty years. You can 
figger on about the same. " 

/ 

THE FIRELIGHT flickering on Two-
Bit's face showed it drawn and gray. 

He looked past Buck Peters as if he saw 
something beyond the hut where he 
stood. 

"I'm married," Two-Bit said huskily. 
" She-she's going to have a baby. All 
I ask is to be let alone. T\venty years 
would make me an old man, Buck. It'd 
come pretty dose to killing her. You 
wouldn't do that to us ? "  

"Stop whining !" Buck snapped irrita
bly. "You heard the deal." 

Dandy Barker laughed. "I hope he 
takes the Pinkertons. I'm good at com
forting a woman." 

Two-Bit looked at Dandy Barker fixed
ly. What passed through Two-Bit's mind 
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he never told. But �lo,vly he drew a deep 
breath. 

"All right, Buck. What do I do?;, 
"I said h�'d come through," Buck 

chuckled. "First you get us some dyna· 
mite from the 111ine, Shorty. Dandy, here, 
says sometimes the box goes out empty, 
as a blind. You know when the gold is 
in. If there's a good ship:nent Saturday, 
you chalk a line by the door of the ex
press car, That'll tell us if the gold is 
there. We'll stop the train somewhere 
down the line, dynamite the box open an' 
hightail for the Bordct. Then you take 
the posse the other way. 

"That all ? " ·  Two-Bit asked heavily. 
"Uh-huh. But don't figger you can 

double-cross us. If the posse catches 
us, the Pinkertons'll hear about you. 

"Take your guns an' ride back, Shorty. 
They're empty. Cinch'Il ride into town 
tomorrow an' get the dynamite. You can 
tell him if the mine is figgerin' on sendin' 
a shipment this week or not. Don't try 
to make trouble for Cinch. We'll be hidin' 
out waitin' for him." 

* * • 

Two-Bit Higgins came back to San 
Miguel empty handed. He claimed to 
have been unable to track the bandit. Peg� 
leg Coleman got drunk and spoke out at 
every bar in San Miguel. 

"I knowed that sawed-off excuse fer a 
sheriff was no good !" Pcgleg frothed to 
anyone who would listen. "He rode out 
an' he rode back-an' that's the end of 
it. A real sheriff'd had a posse out an' 
done something. He ought to be kicked 
off the job I" 

No one paid much attention to Pegleg. 
San Miguel knew Two-Bit. If he fig
gered there was little chance of catching 
the man, that was all right. But there were 
remarks about how bad Two-Bit looked. 
His face was drawn, haggard. His eyes 
were red and lifeless. 

The man who visited Two-Bit's bouse 
and rode away carrying a sack gingerly 
in his arms was not noticed. 

As the week ran out, Two-Bit's shoul
ders squared up again. But he did not 
smile. The cold, smoky look was in his 
eyes all day long. In public Two-Bit 
would stand and look at Laura as i£ a 
great hunger in his heart was reaching 
for her . . . .  

Saturday came-and Two-Bit went up 
to the mine office early. 

He was in Tom l\lfcDonald's office a 
long time. Later Tom McDonald drove 
his wagon as usual down to the station. 
And as usual Two-Bit sat on the gold 
shipment smoking a cigarette. 

It was remarked that the mine must 
have hit a paying streak of ore. Two-Bit 
sat on two boxes today. 

The Eastbound train pulled in at 5 :20. 
Two-Bit helped Tom l\1cDonald and the 
expre�s agent lift the heavy locked boxes 
of bar gold into the e.x.press car. No one 
paid any attention when Two�Bit drew 
the express messenger aside and talked 
earnestly to him. And no one naticcd 
when Two-Bit climbed down and casually 
took a piece of chalk irom his pocket and 
made a long mark by the express car 
door. 

AN HOUR later Billy Bowers, the sta-
tion agent, ran wildly up the street 

shouting the news. The train had been 
stopped at Stony Cut, some twenty miles 
away, by rocks rolled on the tracks. 
Masked men had fired a volley of shots to 
keep the passengers inside. The two boxes 
of bar gold from the San Miguel mine had 
been unloaded and the train forced to go 
on. It had stopped several miles away 
and the conductor had hooked on a tele
graph wire with a portable key and sent 
back the alarm. 

A rider galloped to Two-Bit's house. 
He found Two-Bit sitting on the portal 
talking to his wife, holding her haacl. 
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Two-Bit's horse 'vas saddled before the 
portal. Two-Bit 's rifle was in the saddle 
scabbard, his belt gun on his hip. Two
Bit kissed. his , wife good-bye, held her 
close for a moment. The man who bact 
brought the news heard him say, "Stand 
h�re on the porch for a few minutes, 
honey." 

·when Two-Bit reached the station 
where he turned out of sight, he reined in 
and looked back for a long moment. He 
waved to the small, pink-apmnecl figure 
that stood on the portal. 

A posse was already gathering. Tom 
1-IcDonald was there, grim and sifent. 
He said nothing when Two-Rit addressed 
the armed 11;1en gathered about them. 

"You men knmv we're going after gun
men. They' ll shoot to kill . They'll ride 
for Old :Mexico, of course. It may be a 
long trip. J hope you boys will stay with 

the line here. He didn't know where, so 
he couldn't plant a posse. But he asked 
111e to fill the boxes with rocks an' let him 
rille the train with the po�se. 

" I  told him," said Tom J'.f�:Donald, "he 
wouldn't have no hosses to .follow them. 
He might just as well sit back in San 
�figuel �n' wait. T tole! him I'd send the 
boxes full of rocks an' we'd see what 
happened . " Tom :r...JcDonald spat again. 
In the heavy silence a coyote hO\vled 
nearby. Tom McDonald's voice rang out 
harshly. ' 'I  filled the boxes with dyna
mite ! They had to be blowen open�and 
that set off the dynamite inside. It saved 
us a ride over the Border. " 

TV.'o-B it said thinly. " I  didn't . know 
you were going to do this, Tom." 

"I know, son, " old Tom }IcDonald 
said kindly. "It \Vouldn"t tie w ith your 
idea of law an' order. But there ain't 

me." much hnv agin' shipping dynamite an' 

The moon was up and silver glory lay keeping my mouth closed. No use of you 
over the country when the hard riding gettin' killed hy a lot of ornery gunmen. 
posse reached Stony Cut. Two-Bit was San }Jiguel needs you." 
first. Two-Bit found the baildit horses, The men standing about them said aft
four of them, aml two extra pack horses, erwarcls that Two-Bit sounded like a 
tied to trees nearby. new man. His voice fillcu up so he could 

But Tom lvicDonalcl found the spot hardly speal<. 
where the gold had been unloaded and ''1 wouhla't have done it," Two-Bit 
carried off to one side . They gathered said huskily, "b-but I'm glad you did it, 
to his shout-to see a great bole torn in Tom. :Might have been gun play an'� 
the ground. The bandits were there, an' trouble. If San �Iigucl figgers like 
four of them, blown to death. , you do, I'll keep on doirg the best I can. 

I11 the 11,�oonlight old Torn McDonald God bless you, Tom : "  
dismounted at the edge of the hole and They say that \Yhen Pat Dewey moved 
looked about calmly. Beside him Two- on to other parts and Two-Bit Higgins 
Bit said weakly, " \Nhat happened here ? ' '  took his place, Two-Bit went o n  to fame 

Tom McDonald spat. " I  reckon this and glory as one of the best peace of
settles it," he said evenly. " Ilere's a hole ficers the Border country ever had. And 
to plant 'em. Vle might as well take their for years afterward, the way Two-Bit 
hosses and get back. "  looked at his wife, you would have 

" They're dead !" Two-Bit muttered. thought he was afraid of losing her. But 
"Uh-huh," Tom McDonald agreed. no one who knew Laura thought that. 

"They won't make any more trouble. She loved little Two-Bit Higgins so much 
Boys, Two-Bit told me he had a tip the that life wouldn't have been worth living 
train might be held up somewheres along if they had been parted. 

THE END 



TH E PREAC H M ENT 
O F  

D EAC O N  
B OTTLE  

"The voice of the Lord is ham
merina and dawitlg to get out,'' 
the Deaton boomed, "and there 
can't anything be done about 

it. • .  !' 

By Robert E. Mahaffay 
I
T WAS rumored that Deacon Bottle 
thad served a term behind the �ars 
of Deer Lodge for brand-blottmg ; 

it was half believed that his had been the 
silver-mom1tetl Colt .45 flourished, on 
more than one occasion, in the face of 
the driver who piloted the stage into 

Latigo ; it was whispered that certain bank 
losses could be 1aid at 1-iis door. 

Y ct none of these current beliefs could: 
be definitely praYed. And unti1 they 
could ue-at which time the Deacon's end 
would he brisk a11d conclusive-Latigo 
accepted him with pleasure and some 
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' pride. He was in the way of being a town 
· character whose renown was far-flung. 

It was generally agreed that he .was 
' worthless, but also that no nobler-hearted 

gentleman ever t.ilted a full, round, quart 
bottle of Old Pepper to his lips and kept 

' it there until the entire contents had 
disappeared in great gulps down his 
throat. 

He was not, of course, a deacon. He 
had been christened with the title because 
of his habit, on special occasions, of 
mounting to the . bar-top and there, in 
drunken solemnity, thundering out what . 

accustomed to keep his auuience mindful 
of his words. 

He cast wbt appeared to be a \Vink 
and nod toward the doorway and roared 
powerfully, compellingly, " S o  you see, 
friends, t�:mmation is your lot, and hell

fire is 'vaiting to gobble you up . . . .  \'/elf, 
let's f orgct a bout it for the time being 
and have a drink Set 'em up for the boys, 
Rig. They're on me." · 

He thrust his weapons into their hol
sters and clamhered down into the jostling 
crowd that elbowed up to the bar. Latigo 
had gro>vn to enjoy his orations. They 

A "Deacon Bottle�� Story 

Folks, step up and have one on Deacon 
Bottle, the gent with the Scriptures on his 
lips and the .45 in his fist. For those are· 
the tools of the Deacon's trade, and if he 
can't pray you into Heaven-he'll blow you 

he usually described as "preachments." 
Neither, ;v hen he first came into the 

world, was his name Bottle, although it 
had been declared that he must even then 
have. he.e.n clasping one. in a chuhby fist 

The cowtown of Latigo knew little of 
the Deacon's past, and it expected nothing 
of him but prodigies of drinking. Con
sequently, when there came that moment 
of panic, filling Latigo with turmoil and 
the threat of death, he was forgotten. 

The Deacon, his smooth and moon-like 
face sweat-headed but happy, the skirts 
of his frock coat flying with the vehe
mence of his gestures, w·as concluding a 
particularly inspired "preach inent." He 
waved belligerently the two silver
mounted six-shooters with which he was 

to Hel l !  

were a novelty that was invariably cli
maxed with an invitation to free drinks. 
On the rare occasions i-Vhen the Deacon 
had money he spent it rapidly. 

But this time, instead of joining 'the 
crowd as he usually did, Deacon Bottle 
pushed on through. Qutside the door a 
man was waiting. He was thin, weary 
looking, but his jaw jutted firmly. 

"Come on in, .Mel. Have one." 
"Can't," said l'vfel Haycort tersely. 

":ivfarvel's coming back in a minute or 
so. Listen, Deacon-" 

" Pitfalls of the Devil yawning under 
your wandering feet, :Met ?" 

Haycort nodded. ''Jukes is aiming to-" 
He stopped and his eyes swung in the 
direction of a tall iigure clinking tO\vard 
them along the walk. 

J
ONATHAN JCKES, owner of the 

TN connected, granite-like but honest 
of countenance, halted before he strode 
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on into the saloon. His eyes fixed belliger
ently on the Deacon and Haycort. 

"Howdy, Deacon." He went on with
out waiting for a reply. " Haycort, I'm 
looking for you to pull up stakes. You've 
nested on my range long enough. I need 
th� lane! . T'm ciealing straight ,,.,.ith you, 
Haycort. Get off or you'll be sorry." 

"It's my homestead, legally filed on 
government land," said I-Iaycort stiffly. 
"lt's according to law, Jukes. " 

"Not according to range law," declared 
Jonathan Jukes abruptly . "You've got 
my last word, Haycort. Get out ! "  

He swung on his heel and passed 
through the doors. 

Deacon Bottle's round blue eyes 
gleamed innocently. " 'The A�syrian swept 
down like a wolf on the fold !' That ain't 
from the Bible, but the stirrups fit." 

I-Iaycort shrugged. "Here comes Mar
vel, Deacon. Don't let on to her about 
this ."  

From the general store across the street 
came a girl who threw up a hand in 
greeting a!\ she saw the Deacon. Raven

black curls struggled from beneath her 
wide hat. She walked almost like a man, 
little explosions of powdery dust spurting 
up unc{e.r her boots. 

\Vith her, and a few short paces behind · 
her, for she walked swiftly, was a man. 
Sheriff Link Artemis, hat in hand, was 
attempting hurriedly to explain some
thing. His voice rumbled over to the hvo 
men. 

"You des�rve something better, :Marvel. 
A nester's shack is no place for a girl 
like you. Give me a chance, won't you ? 
The Double Y, nO\V . . .  " 

The girl's voice tinkled mi�chievously . 
in reply. "It's much too grand for me, 
Mr. Artemis. And it'5 already estab
lished. I'd miss the fun of making a. go 

• of our little place. " 
Then she was across, stretching out a 

hand to the Deacon. Her eyes were of the 
same twinkling blue as his, set deliciously 

in the soft, feminine curves of her face. 
"Good-morning, Deacon. I heard the 

first part of your preachment, but I 
couldn 't wait. You were in fine form. u 

":\fot had, my dear," said the Deacon 
solemnly, "not bad. A humble example 
of righteousness battling with the forces . 
of evil." 

" Trying to drown them, I suppose," 
bro],c in the sheriff. He was a heavy-set 
man in his middle forties, alinost ape-like. 
His eyebrows met thickly over the bridge 
of his nose. 

"The oil of zeal," returned Deacon 
Bottle suavely. '' Good for wagon wheels 
and human woes, my friend. Try it some 
time." 

" You're still drunk," snapped the sher
iff . . His dark eyes shot contempt at the 
Deacon and dislike at Haycort. "Come 
on, Marvel. I'll take you wherever you're 
going. I can't afford to be seen loitering 
with a sot and a damned----" 

The girl turned on him, her laughing 
blue eyes sndc.lcnly blazing. "A danmt!d 
uester, you mean, :\lr. Artemis ? You may 
as well know now I'm proud to be one. 
And I'm proud that 111y father has the 
nerve it takes." 

The �heriff's heavy face knotteJ. in 
anger. "You'll change your mind ! You 
too, Haycort. r-..· esters aren't welcome 
here. You '11 find tl1at out." 

.Mel Haycort's voice came in a cold 
drawl. "Better start moving, Sheriff. 
There's nothing more, I reckon. "  

"There will be," growled Artemis. 
"For you and for this high-and-mighty 
daughter of yours." 

Haycort was a split-second faster than 
Deacon Bottle. He whipped two steps 

ahead and his right fist laced with a snap 
of bone against the sheriff's jaw. 

Artemis went clown. He groped to his 
knees, fumbled at his hip, then saw Hay
cart stamling stolidly with a hand gripping 
the butt of the .38 he carried, and thought 
better of it. He gQt · swayingly to his 
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feet, eyed the stiff figure before him, and 
dumped savagely into the saloon. 

"YOU shouldn't have done it, Dad," 
said Marvel softly. 

"Sorry, Marvel. I-I couldn't help it." 
The girl laid her h;:tnd gently on his 

arm. "Forget it, Dad. I've some more 
shopping to do. I'll meet you in half an 
hour." 

As she swung down the walk past the 
jail a tall young man came out of the 
bu ilding and joined her. A smile crinkled 
Deacon Bottle's round, pinkish face. 

"That Will Jessup ain't a bad kid, 
1-Iel." 

"GDod as deputy sheriffs get, I reckon." 
"Marvel like him?" 
"Kinda, I guess." 
Pursing his lips in a mild whistle, the 

Deacon watched Haycort rubbing the 
bruised knuckles of his right hand . 

He sighed. "I'm weak, :Hel . Spiritually 
weak. If yon hadn't hit him, I was going 
to. But it don't help any." 

"\Vhat Joes il matter ?" The nester's 
voice was bitter. "Artemis wouldn't have 
helped me anyhow. He's a big rancher 
himself. " 

"Anrt a Philistine , " murmured the 

Deacon regr etfu lly. 
Anger flared in the weary-looking 

nester and flowed out into hitter speech. 
"Hell, Deacon, you know what the 

setup is. The sheriffs Double Y is one 
of the biggest spreads in the country now, 
and he's still reaching od for more. He's 
got notes on most of the .others, the TN 
included, and he's clamping down on 'em. 
He'd knife his best friend in the hack for 
an acre of range . You can't beat it, Dea
con. He'll ·stand for the big outfit. The 
little man can go hang." 

Something changed in the Deacon's 
moon-like face. He stared into the float
ing, cloudless blue of the sky. Then : "I'm 
wondering about Marvel, :Yicl ."  

Marvel Haycort was the only person 

who ever brought a change to the Deacon. 
Haycort's slender frame grew tense. 

"I know. It's a hell of a thing to as1 
her to go through. " 

«you knO\v hO\V a range fight usually 
ends." 

"Sure, Deacon. I'm not kidding my
self." 

Deacon Bottle went on halt_ingly, cu ri
ously hesitant. "It'� 11ot a question of your 
turning yellow, 1\lel . A horned devil 
couldn't throw a scare into you. I know 
that. But maybe . . .  " His voice trailed 
ofT. 

"\Vhat is it, Deacon ?" Haycort jerked. 
"\Vbat are you getting at ? ' ' 

"For }!arvel's sake. Maybe . . .  " 
"You Ill ean-clear out ? ' ' · 
" I  wouldn 't ask you to do it, l\,fel. After 

all these years, �1arvel is more yours than 
mine." 

M
EL HA YCORT shot a s:wift glance 

- up and down the street. No one was 
in sight. T1e weight 0f the afternoon 
sun hung heavi ly on the dusty �treet and 
glanced searingly from the unpainted 
building fronts . 

"I couldn't ever be her father," he said. 
"You have heen for eighteen year,.,." 
Haycort's voice came hoarsely. "I was 

ju .st filling in for you, Deacon. She'll have 
to know some time. \Ve'll tell her when
ever you're ready." 

" That will be never, rvfel," said Deacon 
Bottle. a ;;;trange huskiness in !:is voice. 
"I know what I am. I'll never be any 
diffe rent. I'm no kind of a man to be a 
father to a girl like 1\Jarvel. Drunkard, 
jailbirJ-" 

"Those five years you did in Deer 
T -odge were for me," said liaycort !icrcc
ly. ''You faked a confession for-for :ne !" 

"You'd have died there," the Deacon 
told him qu ietly. "Your lungs would have 
given out. I couldn't let that happen." 

The nester was silen�. Deacon Bottle 
went on. "You took :Marvel then. You've 



mE PREACHMENT OF DEACON BOTUE 65 

b�en a better father than I ever c(luld have 
been. If anything h�ppened to you, she'd 
have only me left, and that wouldn't be 
enough. " 

There was a long pause. "1'11 go," said 
Haycort at last. "I'll get Marvel out of 
this. Only it'll take money, and I haven't 
got any." 

"The Lord will provide," promised the 

Deacon solemnly, and something almost 
like a grin passed over his plump features. 

On the afternoon of the second day 
following he went to the bank. \Vhether 
he went for the purpose of requesting a 
loan for his friend or of reconnoitering 
the place with the idea of making an un� 
official l•.-ithdrawal during the night, will 
never be known. For he witnessed an in
cident that altered' his plans. 

At the cashier's wicket stretched across 
one end of the · room, stood Jonathan 
Jukes. His big frame was propped with 
both hands resting outspread on the coun
ter. The cashier was counting over bills 
to him. 

"Five one-hundred-dollar bills, Mr. 

Jukes," the Deacon heard him say . "Clean 
money. Fresh from the United States 
mint." 

Jonathan Jukes swept it up without a 
word i n  reply, slipped it into his wallet. 

He nodded briefly to the Deacon and 
. strode out. 

The Deacon left too. His pockets were 
empty, but a thought was flowing through 

his brain. He cast his eyes piously sky
ward as he climbed into his saddle. "Prov
idence," he murmured. " Providence never 
faileth a man with a little gumption !" 

J
ONATHAN JUKES was in no hurry 

as he headed for the TN. He went at 
a leisurely trot down a little dip where 
his horse's hoofs rattled, past a thorny 
mesquite dump and alongside a tower
ing ragged stretch of rock. .  , . 

He was almost past the rock when a 
crisp voice cut out of the warm stillness 
behind him. 

"Hold on, Jukes t Don't turn around, 
and don't move. " 

Jukes reined in and sat motionless. 
"Don't want to be recognized, is that it?" 

From a cleft in the rock rode Deacon 
Bottle, holding close to his side one of 
the silver-mounted guns. A beam, in
visible to Jonathan Jukes who glared an
grily straight hefore him, illuminated his 
rotund countenance. 

"Just shy," he admitted regretfully. "I 
get 5elf-con�cious \Yith people looking at 

" me. 

The Deacon edged his horse in beLind 
the TK owner. " I  :..:now it's a fu.ttlt," he 
confc6�ed as he looped a banda:ma swiftly 
over Jukes' eye�. ' ' I  3houlcln 't be bashful 
and I'm trying to overcome it. Put your 
·hands be:1ind you." The hands he secured 
with a short length of. rawhide. H.ummag
ing through tl1c ober's pockets, he un-
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earthed a watch, some small change and 
_a long black wallet. 

He whistled in feigned surprise. "I'm 
lucky, Jukes. Didn't count on this much. 
I'll make j·ou a present of the watch just 
to prove I'm not covetous., 

Riding saiely away, Deacon Bottle 
again raised his blue eyes skyward . "It 
has been \\Titten," he murmured piously, 
"to the humble of spirit-the spoils." 

Two hours later he >vas seated in a 
corner of the Desert Eagle, watching the 
doonvay from under half-dropped lids. 

Better not to go directly to Haycort 
with the money, he had decided: If he 
were trail eel. now his tracks would ·lead 

back and be lost in the chopped-up dirt 
of Latigo's main street. It was possiille, 
toG, that Jtikes had recognized that boom
ing voice of his. That was why the Deacon 
was waiting with his horse lightly tethered 
near the back door of the saloon. 

He was still there, stretched out in 
languid vigilance, when a rider leaped 

. from a running horse outside and burst 
into the room. 

He ran to the table where Deputy 
Sheriff \Vill Jessup sat in an idle poker 
game. 

"Jukes is shot," he snapped out. ''Dcad
cr'n hell. Sheriff's bringing him in." 

Young Jess:tp's cards sprayed down on 
the table. "\\-'ho done it ?"  

Deacon Bottle's feet swung down from 
the chair with a thump. His large body 
lntm:�1ed fonva.rd over the table. 

"That damned nester, Haycort. Sheriff 
got !l.im , too. Jukes was killed near Hay
cart's place-with a .38, and Haycort 
carries a .38." 

Jessup got up suddenly. ''Something 
wrong there, "  he said . "Ha_ycort's not 
fool enough to do that." He we�1t out 
running. 

The Deacon remained quiet for a mo
ment. Haycort ? But it couldn't have been 
Haycort. Ire wouldn't let himself be pro
voked into a �ght-oot with Man.d tc.l 

think of.· But who else was there ? 
The saloon was empty now. :lvien had 

collected out in front. Words sifted bark 
inside. " Nesters ain't -..vorth trials. 
The quicker hung the better ! "  

T
HE DEACON went quickly to the 

. door, standing just inside. He heard 
someone come pattering up to the group 
on the walk. 

"Jukes dead, eh ? \Vas the money 
stolen ?" 

The Deacon muttered under his breath. 
l t was the bank cashier. 

"Sure," the cash-ier continued in an
swer to queries. "Jukes dre>v out five 
hundred the early part of this afternoon. 
Didn't say \Vhy, but the bank has the 
numbers of the bills. They'd just come in. 
Didn't find 'em on Haycort, did they ?" 

No one knc\v that. 
''\·Veil, find the money and you've got 

your man," said the cashier importantly. 
"Somebody . better tell the sheriff. '' 

Sheriff Artemis and his prisoner had 
not yet appcarctl. The Deacon went back 
to !Ji:; corner and sat down heavily. Kew 
hills ! He might have knO\vn there would 
be a record of them. 

Under cover of the table he drew out 
the long black wallet. The cri:;p, clean 
bills lay in the fold. Beside them was a 
plain envelope. Curiously, the Deacon 
dre\'-: out the slip of paper it contained. 
His round eyes widened as he looked at 
it ; hf' spread it ot1t on the table and read 
it again : 

Meet me where the trail cuts the lliJrtheast 
corner of Haycort's pla�e, with a $500 pay
n:ent on your note. I'm cramped for time. 
Will be in a rush to get through to Winton 
and settle a debt. 

Artemis. 

The Deacon whistled softly and hastily 
slipped the paper into an inner pocket. 
He sat staring at the ceiling. \Vhere did 
that note and the sheriff fit into the tangle 
pf affairs ? 
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lie felt suddenly that he must see Mel 
Haycort at once, ,.,·hen a mounting clatter 
of hoofs outside broke in upon his 
thoughts. 

The Deacon went outside. DO\vn the 
street \vas coming a grirn cavakaue. .In 
the lead "·as the weary-looking nester, 
dust-streaked and expressionless of face. 
He was handcuffed. Behind him rode the 
sheriff, scowling. He led a third animal, 
across the saddle of which lay the great, 
limp frame of J onatban Jukes. 

Following them was l\Tarvel. \Vith a 
queer constriction of his heart, the Deacon 
noted her black hair, stuffed hastily under 
the big hat, her warm blue eyes, tearless 
but staring hungrily from side to side. 
Looking for someone. 

The Deacon st�pped out of the crowd 
1nto the street, and the girl, seeing !1im, 
slipped from her horse and ran to him 
with a little choking cry. 

"Deacon, Deacon, you can't let them 
do it ! Father didn't kill Jukes, D.eacon. 
He didn't ! "  

An unhealthy murmur ran over the 
nowd. Partly tu shield the girl from it 
ancl partly because the sight of :Marvel 
had sent a charge of unreasoning panic 
through him, the Deacon dre� .. her away. 

T
HEY went through the saloon and 

into a back room. He put an arm 
roughly around her shoulder. 

"There now, take it easy," he tried to 
say with assurance .. 

The girl's t-eserve ·left her and she clung 
to bim, sobbing. " It was someone else, 
Deacon. It wasn't dad." 

"Sure. I know," he told her awkward

ly. Again he· was a man lost, as be always 
was when he talked seriously to ::V1arvcl. 
"J.'he sheriff can't prove anything on your 
-);Our dad . "  

The girt broke away from him, her 
eyes suddenly free of tears and filled in
stead with fire. 

"Deacon, do you know what he said to 

me ? The sheriff_ Her eyes blazed. 
He shook his head dumbly. "He wanted 

me to marry him. He accused dad in 
one breath and then in the other said that 
if I'd marry him he'd get dad off." 

"Damn him ! "  said Deacon Bottle. ''It's 
not that bad, Marvel. \Ve'lt find a way." 

The spurt of energy that had given her 
strength died olit of the girl. She was 
pitiful again, imploring. "I hate' him, 
Deacon. I hate him, but I'd do it if I 
thought�" 

"That'll be the last thing," said the 
Deacon. "And the Devil himself wouldn't 
let it happen. Listen, Marvel. Get back 
to the ranch and stay there. You can't 
do anything here. It'll be better-if any
thing bappens." 

"\Vhat ?" the girl asked him. 
"I don't know yet," said the Deacon, 

"but something will. I'm going to see 
l\,f el." 

\Vhen he left the girl he "··as Deacon 
Bottle again, portly, jO\·ial, unperturbed. 
The excitement in the street had died 
down somewhat, although there were still 
dusters uf rucn talking in tunes that were 
ominously low. As he walked, the Deacon 
more than once caught the drift of their 
comcrsation. The flame of ly�ch law was 
flickering- in Latigo. 

The space in front of the jail house 
wa� deserted. A >vindow fronted on the 
walk, and as the Deacor1 approached it 
he stopped, peering iato the interior. 

He saw the sheriff, with a gesture that 
"·as almost furtive, strip off his coat and 
hastily ttnhuckle a holster from r.is left 
shoulder. In the bolster \Yas a gun, a 
small gun. Sheriff Artemis opened a 
drawer of his desk, tucked the gun there
in, and after a quick look around went 
through the door that led to the cells. · 

As he left, the Deacon slipped in by the 
outer door. Ire padd�d across the room 
and tugged open the desk drawer. He . 
drew in his breath with a little chuckling :  
noise at what he sa,.,·, Ti1e gun was a .381 



68 WALT COBURN'S WESTERN MAGAZINE 

caliber-a .38 that Artemis was carrying 
concealed in a shoulder holster. And that 
hideout weapon was unknown to citizens 
of Latigo ! 

The Deacon 'dosed the drawer, moved 
away from the desk. A moment later the 
sheriff was back. "What the hell's biting 
you, Deacon ?" he said. 

Deacon Bottle sighed. " I  thought if I 
could talk to Haycort about sin and the 
fires of Hell maybe he'd confess for the 
salvation of his soul," he suggested. 

Artemis snorted. "You crazy old fool ! "  
"And i t  would save the state money," 

hinted the Deacon. 
"He'll hang whether he confesses to you · 

or not. But if you want to go in, hop 
to it. "  

The Deacon submitted t o  a swift search, 
and was relieved of his two pistols. He 
went through the door murmuring sadly. 
"Ah, wickedness, wickedness ." 

Mel Haycort got up wearily from the 
narrow cot and came toward the bars at 
the front of his cell. "Howdy, Deacon. I 

• reckon you know all there is by this time." 
" Much evil has come to my ears," 

; nodded the Deacon. "\Vho done it, Mel ?" 
! "What the hell does it matter ?" said 
· Haycort bitterly. " It's framed on me. " 

"Who'd have a reason, Mel ? " 
Haycort broke away from the bars and 

paced angrily the length of his cell and 
back again. 

"There's only one man besides myself 
who stands to profit by murdering Jukes," 
he snapped. "But what the hell good does 

" it do to say that ? We can't touch him, 
· and you know it. " 

Deacon Bottle put the tips of his fingers 
together. "Blessed are they who hang on 
till the last gasp, my friend. Humble 
servants of the Lord sometimes get in a 
lick or two when it ain't expected. "  

L
YNCHING talk began in a subdued 
whisper in the Desert Eagle that night. 

Like a vagrant breeze it scuttled from 

table to table, drifted from one group of 
men to another, hardening faces, lowering 
voices, charging the room with a tense, 
electric. atmosphere. 

There was a constant surge, fierce and 
quiet, about the bar. Raw liquor ran in 
a steady stream from the necks of bottles. 
Men were drinking, drinking, to assuage 
the biting nervous tension that ran 
through them. And partly, too, to kill 
the shamed murmur that ran with it, for 
mob murder is never done coolly and 
reasonably. 

Will Jessup, deputy sheriff, caught the 
murmur, saw what was coming. He 
lounged stiffly against the wall by the 
door, sober, waiting. 

Sheriff Link Artemis sat at a table with 
friends, pretending not to read the portents 
that eddied all about him. 

-

And Deacon Bottle, seemingly unaware 
as well of the spectre that hovered black
ly in the room, drank and joked and 
beamed. 

Someone, drunker than the rest, bawled 
suddenly, " \Ve'll string him up, the lousy 
nester ! It'll be a lesson. "  

A Double Y rider lurched t o  his feet. 
"Drilled Jukes in the back, did he ? The 
murderin' devil ! "  

The sheriff got up. " Now, boys, it's 
not as if the hanging was in our hands, 
though I wish it was. The law's got to 
take its course. " But his voice did not 
carry conviction. It was more of a spur 
than a denial. 

"To hell with the law ! "  the Double Y 
rider shouted. " There's been murder done, 
an' we got the swine that did it. Open
an' -shut case·, it is. " 

The raw purpose of the statement raced 
like a g!'ass fire over the room. Blood 
madness fastened its talons in the flest of 
Latigo. 

Deacon Bottle stumbled across to the 
sheriff. He fell against the lawman and 
saved himself from a fall only by clasping 
one arm around his shoulder. 
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"It's devil's work that's coming, Sher
iff," he mumbled. "There'll be wickedness 
to answer for if you don't stop it." 

Artemis pu�he.cl him roughly away, so 
that he tripped and fell on one knee. 
"Shut up," he snarled. "You're drunk !" 

Deacon Bottle stumbled away, merging 
with the shifting men. As if by magic 
there was suddenly a rope, coiling and 
ominous, in the hands of several men. 

"Lynch the bushwhacker !" rose a cry. 
"He's 'at the jail ! Get him at the jail !" 

Sheriff Artemis was seized abruptly 
from behind, his arms pinioned. He 
struggled half-he4rteclly for a moment and 
then stopped. "Remember the law, boys," 
he said without vigor. "He needs hanging, 
but the law ought to do it." 

"It's one time the law won't be 
troubled," someone shouted. "Keep quirt, 
Link, and you won't get hurt." 

Like a wave clawing along a shore, 
that mass of men surged toward the door. 
In a moment the surge would break into 
a crashing roar. 

But a figure halted it before it could 
get under way. 

J
N THE DOOR\VAY crouched Will 
Jessup, deputy sheriff. He was white 

faced and grim-one man, with a single 
gun, the black muzzle of which swept 
slowly from side to side, facing almost a 
hundred men. Will J essup was making 
a desperate stand for the father of Marvel. 

"Nobody hangs :J.1el Haycort but the 
Ia'"'•" he said in a voice loud enough to 
carry through the sharp hush to every 
corner of the room. "And the law don't 
hang him until it proves he done it." 

"Get out of the way," the Double Y 
puncher shrilled. "Get out, Jessup, or 
there'll be two men killed tonight ! "  

Somewhere i n  the room, shattering that 
electric, hyoterica1 hush, a gun cracked. 

The we.apon spun out of \Vill Jessup's 
hand. A bloody streak splattered along 
his arm, and red dripped from it to the 

floor. Jessup looked at his arm dazedly. 
A man shrieked, "You asked for it, 

Jessup. Xow get out of the way ! "  
Rut for a .<.plit .<.econct no one in the 

mob moved. It ,.,-as the first blood that 
had been drawn. In a moment that blood 
would have the effect of whiskey on an 
empty stomach, but for an instant it held 
the madness in those rnen, stopped them. 

And before that moment had passed 
a voice boomed out over their heads, deep, 
arresting, powerfui. 

A hundred pairs of eyes, like the eyes 
of startled children, \vhipped toward the 
bar. Deacon Bottle was standing on it, 
legs spt·cad wide apart, towering over 
them. Held close against his sides were 
the t\vo silver-mounted guns, gaping out 
silently at the cro,.,·d. 

"Preachment coming on, boys ! She's . 
boiling up inside me like water smashing 
through a dam. Won't be stopped. and 
can't be stopped, boys, so settle your 
cussed minds to it. "  

"This ain't no time, Deacon-" a voice 
began . .  

"The voice of the Lord is hammering 
and clawing to get out, and there can't 
anything be done about It," the Deacon 
boomed on. "Stop fiddling with your pea
shooter, Luke �:Ieycr, or by the Almighty 
· I'll _be throwing in a funeral oration to 
boot." 

For a moment the spirit of lynch law 
was held at bay. But it hovered cunning
ly in the background, · like a wounded 
rattler waiting to strike. The pink was 
gone from Deacon Bottle's round face. 
Something of its deadly intent was carried 
over to the hundred men who watched 
him. 

The Deacon's voice rolled on, strong 
and compelling as an organ : 

"There's a paraule that needs telling. 
Not an old one, but a new one. There's 
murder in it, not a straight-out killing, 
but the dirty dry-gulching of a friend who 
didn't suspect it. There's the threat to 
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a girl in it, and the chance of a second 
murder to cover the first. Listen now, 
damn you, ar}d listen hard ! 

"There was a man who owned a ranch. 
He wanted two things-a girl and the 
land of his friend. \\'hen times were hard 
for an honest cowman he made money, 
made it by hook or crook, and lent it out 
again to his friend. That man is standing 
in this room now-standing with honest 
men because he thinks he's covered up his 
dirty coyote tracks. Now listen ; 

"He loaned money to Jonathan Jukes, 
and waited for the time v,;hen Jukes was 
hard pressed. He had a chance that was 
made to order for his deviltry because 
threats had al�eady passed between Jukes 
and a:notber man." 

THE ROOM \vas quiet now except for 
the Deacon's rolling voice. 1\len were 

listening. Out of th� fervor of panic had 
come a metallic intentness. Shifting 
gla'nces flickered to the sheriff and away 
again. 

Link Artem is stood \Yith a sneer on his 
lips, but sweat was trickling from his fore-
head. 

· 

" He-this t11Urdering do� I'm telling 
. you about, "  the Deacon's voice cannon

aded on, "sent a letter tn Jukes, telling 
him to meet hil1l near the nester's place. 
\Vhen he went lo keep that appointment, 
he carried in a shoulder holster a .38 
caliber gun. You know why it was hidden 
and why it was a .38. The tiester had one 
like it." 

The sheriff's tones cut in, raw <�.ncl 
hoarse. "\Ve're a pack of fools to stand 
here listeninR to a drunken sot. He's got 
the D.T.'s. I 'm going out of here." 

He started to striJc out of the room, 
but more t:1an one man blocked his ·.vay, 
not angrily or threateningly, but coldly. 
They did not touch him, simply did not 
move out of his path. 

Deacon Bottle thundered out at them. 
"He waited for Jukl!s, and when Jukes 

came he shot him in the back. The letter 
I have here. The gun, the .38 that almost 
hanged an innocent man, is lying with 
the holster in his desk ! "  

"It's a lie," shouted Artemis. "And 
if it's true, it's no evidence !" 

From the corner of his eye the Deacon 
saw \'Viii Jessup, who had not moved, 
slip unobserved out into tr.e night. 

"He stood to win both ways, did this 
murderer, "  the Deacon's voice boomed 
again. "With Jukes out of the way his 
note would give him the TN. Then there 
was the girl. He stood to win her by 
promising help to her nester father who 
was accused. He wouldn't have done it, 
at the showdown, but he might have won 
the girl. That's the story, plain and simple 
and cruel as it happened . :May the Lord 
Almighty-" 

He stopped, because out oi the night's 
blackness, through the swinging doors of 
the saloon, had come a figure -who carried 
in his hand a shoulder holster with a .38 
revolver jammed into it. 

The 1nan 11·as \Vill Jessup. " In the 
sheriff's desk," he said. 

The Deacon noted with a start of sur
prise that behind Jessup was another 
f.gure-the girl . She was standing just 
behind him, her coal-black hair framing 
J:er frightened face, set with its wide, blue 
eyes that seemed to sparkle in the dark
ness. She had not gone back to the ranch ; 
she had been outside, listening. 

The sheriff's face blazed with an angry 
belch of fir�. "What of it ?" he snarled. 

"Yott damned fools, that's no proof. Of 
course I had the gun. That doesn't prove 
anything. Ycu can't pin a murder on a 
man with evi(lence like that. " 

· 

The mol.> of men shuffled uneas ily, the 
ftre in them waning. 

Sheriff Arten1is rushed on triumphant
ly. "Who docs it look like done it ? How 
did yonr Deacon here get the letter he's 
talking ahout ? When I found Jukes he'd 
been killed and robbed. · His wallet and 
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money was gone. Deacon Bottle killed 
him, boys, for the money he was toting." 

Like the knotting of a great fist, men 
drew in a tighter circle under the Deacon, 
staring up at him. He did not seem to 
hear or notice them. The lids had dropped 
half over his wide blue eyes, and the stiff
ness of his bulky frame seemed to have 
left it. 

His big lips parted at last and · he spoke. 
"The sheriff's right," he said softly. Then 
he,_ held up one hand, still gripping the 
gun, to silence the mutter that rumbled 
under him. 

"The money tells the tale. Five hundred 
dollars there were, in one-hundred-dollar 
bills. And there's a record of 'em. Who's 
got 'em? Well, I'd search and find out. 
I'm wondering," his voice increased to 
a roar, "I'm wondering if this man isn't 
carrying that money with him, instead of 

how, halted them there at the door. 
She stood taut as a bowstring- against 

the background of their grim faces, ranged 
around her in a circle. " Stop it ! Stop it ! 
Stop it ! You're going mad again . You 
almost made one mistake tonight. Don't 
make another. Let him be tried as any 
man of you would want to be tried. Oh, 
· don't you see? That's the only way justice 
can be done." 

But there was to be no trial for Sheriff 
Link Artemis. Panting like a trapped 
animal, he listened to her with the others. 
When she had done, he jerked himself 
free with a furious burst of energy, 
matched a gun. There was a single echo
ing report before anyone could interfere, 
and he tumbled fon•,;ard on his face, his 
heart stopped by his own hand. He had 
chosen the easiest way out. 

hiding it, thinking it would be the last HALF AN HOUR later Deacon Bottle 
place anyone would look ! " was drinking in celebration with Mel 

"Y O!t're craq ! "  snapped the sheriff. Haycort. 
But men were crowding around him. " I  reckon we can tell Marvel now," 

Some held his arms. Others ran through said Haycort. "After what's happened. 
his pockets. A thin, pock-marked man you'll want to tell her, Deacon. " 
drew out of his coat pocket a black >vallet Deacon Bottle looked long and lovingly 
and five crisp one-hundred dollar bills. into his glass. "Well, now, I don't know, 

A crash of voices shook the room as Mel. Maybe it's best this way. I'll go on 
the bank cashier thrust himself forward. being the same old coot I've always been. 
"It's them," he cried in a thin, high voice. And she don't need me now. That young 
"By God, it's them ! " sprout Jessup ain't so bad. He'll take 

The sheriff shook himself free with a care of her. Maybe-maybe some time, 
bellow. "I don't know anything about Iviel . . .  " 
them. It's a frameup. "  His voice cracked Haycort grunted, not without a trace 
hysterically. "It's a frameup, I tell you ! " of admiring satisfaction. "I'd hate to �ee 

The Deacon's organ-like tones rumbled you change, Deacon. "  He gulped dmvn a 
in reply. ''Like you framed Haycort, shot of red-eye. "There's one thing, Dea4 
Shr.riff?JJ con. I been wondering about that money. 

There would have been another murder Do you suppose that somebody could have 
done then had not the girl, who had re- planted it on him? Stumbled up against 
mained by the door watching out of him or something and slipped it in his 
frightened blue eyes, rushed into the cen- pocket ?"  

ter of  that boiling maelstrom of men, cry- "\Veil, I'll tell you, 'liel," said th� 
ing out at the top of her lungs. Deacon solemnly. "You know me. · Trust 

She drew the fire out of them some- in the Lord, but keep your powder dry." -----
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Stampede  
In  Ava lanche  Pass 

By Cliff Farrell 
The thunder of stampeding hoofs echoed through Avalanche Pass 
when Del Halliday, bock-to-the-wall rancher, gambled his spread 
on a hell�for-leather race through a grim gun smoke gantlet f 

F
OR the last mile Del Halliday had 
been paying less and less attention 
to the incessant flow of conversation 

of Foghorn Peters, his burly foreman. 
Also Del was no longer plucking and 
chewing the tall �traws of the foxtail grass 
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that dotted the &lant�a habit of Del's 
when th ings \yere going well. 

They had been inspecting the winter 
range on the high benches of Del's Rolling 
H ranch all morning, and were returning 
to the valley, well pleased with what they 
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had seen. This September the thick, 
brown mountain grama lay cured on the 
stalk like a carpet ; it would soon be 
needed beyond the fence that had barred 
the stock from the high range all summer. 

But now Del was rising uneasily in his 
stirrups, to sweep the valley with restless, 
gray eyes. He could see his spread, 
nestling along the cottonwood-bordered 
creek three miles a>vay, and he had a clear 
view to the rims of the low Lost Creek 
Hills that enclosed the yalley to the east. 
He shifted about, stared with gro\ving 
concern southward to where Lost Creek 
Valley narrowed into a bottleneck notch. 

The tiny lines about Del's keen eyes 
deepened and his mouth was thinned out. 
Del was flat-shouldered, and taller than 
he seemed at first glance. He was leathery 
brown, and had a rugged, fighting chin. 
What Del had, he had fought for. He 
had fought to keep the Rolling H, had 
fought harder to keep it growing each 
year. He had been a slim, drawling, 
grinning, gangling young puncher when 
he began .it. He was like a blade of tem
pered steel now. 

"Yuh've got the world by the tail with 
a dmvnhill pull, Del," Foghorn was boom
ing along in a voice like distant thunder. 
"I been riditi.' for forty years, man an' 
boy, an' I never seen grass to beat that 
on the benches. The brand shore will 
fatten up on that \\;inter range. Yuh'll
Say l \Vhat's wrong ?" 

Del had suddenly lifted his horse out 
of its lazy dogtrot. 

"Plenty," Del snapped over his shoul
der. "Reef that cayuse, Foghorn, an' save 
your breath for hard work. I knew things 
had been runnin' too smooth the last six 
months. Yuh've been chewin' the fat too 
hard to notice the scarcity of cattle here, 
'"·here there ought to be scads of 'em. 
But look down there at the end of the 
valley." 

Foghorn rose in his stirrups too, shad
me his eyea to peer ahead. There the 

valley sloped gently for two miles to the 
bottleneck, throt�gh which the yellowish, 
dead face of the desert frowned. Dead
horse Sink lay in the notch. 

As they hurled their horses on at break
neck speed, Del said, "If they've broke 
through the sink fence, we're in for some 
tough work ! " 

As they came within a mile. Del gave 
a groan. "There's a break in the fence," 
he cried bitterly. "A lot of 'em have 
drifted through already." 

"How could they have busted that 
fence ?" Foghorn rumbled. "\Ve built it 
triple strong, an' I rode it only hvo days 
ago." 

Del was peering ahead grimly. Cattle 
were thick in the vicinity of the two-mile 
barrier of wire that stretched from him 
to rim of the step-walled bottleneck, al
though grazing was poor on the valley 
side of the ience. J 

" They didn't bust it," Del said, his 
words clipped and tense. "That fence has 
been cut by some treacherous skunk in 
half a dozen places. A couple hundred 
head are in the sinl.; already." 

F
OGHORN could see the ppenings in 
the wire now. More steers were 

grazing through, l�red by the scent of 
lush, wet marsh grass. But they were 
being tempted to their doqm. It was here 
that Lost Creek sank into the earth again, 
and the place of its di�appearance was a 
mile-long marsh that was a death trap. 

"Some dawgoned, sheep-walkin' skunk 
done it,'' Foghorn bellowed. 

"That goes double for me, too, " Del 
said. ' '\Ve'll haze all the critters out that 
ain't bogged down. Then we'll splice up 
the holes. You'll fog back to the ranch 
and bring Bill an' Gus. We'll need plenty 
of rope too. llear 'em bawlin' l There 
must be a couple score of the poor critters 
so far out we can't see 'em. They've sunk 
down below the brush. I'll start draggin' 
'em out while you bring the boya_ • • •  ,. 
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As the sun touched the rim of the 
mighty Bluestones to the \\·est, the job 
was done. Four exhausted, mud-plas
tered men dismounted and looked at each . 

other. The cri(,:kcts and toads in the 
swamp were starting their dismal death 
dirge to the stee�s that had been swal
lowed beneath the quivering surface. 

" Forty at least," Del estimated w�arily. 
"\V ell, that won't ruin us by a long shot. 
But if we hadn't discovered it when \'ie 
did . . .  " · 

They all knew that the Rolling H had 
narrowly escaped ruin. 

"A man that would do a sneakin' thing 
like that would hide a calf from its maw," 
Foghorn boomed. 

Del collectcc a spat of mud from :tis 
chaps and flicked it away. "It wam't a 

· lone-handed job, " he remarked tersely. 

His three 1·iders looked at him in sur
prise. "Yott rannies don't think the stock 
all wandered down here of their own will, 
do yuh? They were shoved down to this 
end of the valley. It must havt been done 
last night. It was full moon. One man 
couldn't have turned the trick. It took a 
full crew, take it from me, amigos . " 

" \Val, c'nsarn me for a sandflea, " Fog
horn bellowed. ';\Vhat was the grand 
idea ?" 

· 

"If I knew what the idea was I'd know 
who pulled it," Del said, turning to mount. 
"An' if I !mew that I'd try to take some
body apart an see what makes 'im tick." 

Thet: he paused anrl waited. Distant 
hoofbeats sour{dcd. Soon, seven riders 
emerged from the brush of the creek to 
the north, and came swinging up rapidly. 

"Howdy, Halliday, "  a twanging voice 
sounded. 

Del recognized Spot Sherill, the sharp
chinned owner of the big Double S Circle , 
which occupied the range beyond the hills 
to the east. Sherill, middle-aged and 
turkey-necked, carried a reputation as a 
hard l)usinessman who never made a mis
take. But he had erred when he sold Lost 

Creek. Valley to Del five years previously . 

Sherill had IJclicvecl the valley \\'Ortlt· 
less. Except for a mere trickle in early 
spring, Lu�t Creek had never carrieJ 
enough ,,·ater to sLrpport cnttle . .  It had 
never occurred to Shcrill that it was an 
mH.lerground stream . But Del Hal liday's 
roving gray eyes had guessed that fact, 
and Del's bronzed hands had placed the 
few shots of dynamite that had l.Jruugh1 
the full flow of the stream to the surface 
at the north end of the valley. It was a 
perpetual stream now, and it had made: 
the ya]ley the best cattle range in the 
BlueEtone country. 

. Det, his hands <m his hip�. eyed Sherill's 
six companions. They were strangers ; 
garbed as punchers, they did not fit the 
role. One, who was amazingly broad and 
squatty of figure, packed a brace of .45 's . 
The others carried rifles and six-shooters. 

Foghorn leaned dose to Del and with 
an effort toned hi;; whisper down to a 
mere murmur. ;'That hombre who loo:�s 
like a toad is an old-time gunslinger

Frog Durkin, from the Panhandle. Plenty 
poiso:wus." 

The seven 1;cwcorner;; dismounted and 
crowded close about the four !-!oiling H 
men. Del became watchful. There was 
something off color abo:tt all this. 

''I HEARD you was havin' some 
grief," Sbcrill began. 

"Is that why yo're grinnin' ? "  Del 
asked. "Hov,; dirl you hear about i t ? "  

"I didn't," Shcrill said easily. "We 
seen you boys snakin' 'em out of the sink 
as we come over the hills. I was aimin' 
on callin' on yuh, Halliday. I got some 
business to talk over." 

"Yuh brought" along- a lot of witnesses, " 
· Del said pointedly. "Go ahead, spit it out, 

Sheri!!." 
"Here ?" Sheri !I said, trying to look 

surprised. 
"As good a place as any,'' Del observed. 

He was not picking a quarrel, but at the 
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noment he was not going far to avoid 
one, either. From the moment he saw 
Sherill's approach, Del had been sure he 
knew who had sent his cattle into the 
sink. 

Sherill rubbed his jaw with a bony 
hand. "It'.s this "·ay, Halliday. I\·e de
cided to buy yuh out . " 

"That's nice." 
"Yeah, T 11Per:1 rnore range. I only sole! 

yuh this valley because you· \\·as a young 
feller that needed a little help. " 

"How much ?" Del shot back. 
Sherill considered. "Oh, I'll give yuh 

eight thousand for the valley," he offered. 
' "I don't want yore cattle." 

"That's just what I paid you for it," 
Del remarked with a calmness that even 
surprised himself. He wanted to roar out 
an angry opinion of such a measly price. 
The valley was worth triple that sum. 

"Land is cheap now," Sherill said 
smoothly. "i\n'  then I don't reckon yo're 
ever gain' to make much money raisin' 
cows in Lost Creek Valley. Do you, Dur
kin ?' '  

This last was addressed at the bulky 
gunman. ''No, I don't reckon yuh '11 ever 
get very far in this valley, young feller," 
Durkin said, rousing hi�nself from his 
heavy silence. "It don't look so healthy 
here for ·some folks.'·' 

Del drew his tobacco sack from his 
shirt pocket with steady hamk Foghorn, 
who had seen Del in action in the past, 
could dett>ct . the little wliite line along 
Del's jawbone, a wari1ing that the young 
rancher was gathering himself for so:ne
thing. But the odds against them were 
fearfully heavy. Only Del and Foghorn 
were armerl, and they packed only a six
shooter each. Bill Andrews and Gus 
Little had not delayed their start from the 
ranch to get their guns. 

"I savvy, "  Del said, extracting a paper 
and making a spill of it. "If I don't sell 
out to you there'll be more of my fences 
cut, an' a lot of other cute little tricks like 

that. Is that the neal, Sherill ?" 
"You got my offer," Sl-.crill said. He 

was sure of bimsclf, and did not even 
deny the charge. "Take it before I change 
my mind an' cut the price. vVhat's yore 
answer, Halliday ?" 

Del squeezed the half-filled sack ab
sently all(} .shook it to loosen the tobacco. 
Then with a quick flirt of his arm he sent 
::!. >.hower of the: gritty, clry stuff into the 
faces o£ Durkin and his five gunmen. 

They staggcreJ back with oaths, their 
hands il<tshing to their holsters. Bt:.t the 
stinging tobacco had worked into their 
eyes, and in the second or two needed to 
clear theii· vision, they were covered by 
Del and Foghorn. 

"There's yore answer," Del gritted. 
"Jerk yore paws away from t.hat lead 
chucker, Durkin, or you'll get worse than 
tobacco. "  

Sheri!! and his gunmen were lifting 
their arms, crc�tfallen. 

"Gus, you an' Rill throw Sherill · into 
the sink," Del said. "He'll feel at home 
wallerin' in the mud. But first, yuh better 
take their hardware. ' '  

Sherill cursed loud and long as the 
brawny pt:.nchers advanced on him. 
"Don't yuh-" 

But they seized him, tossed him over 
the fence, caught him again before he 

· could scuttle away, and heaved him ten 
feet into the oozy muck. He gave a howl 
of terror and floundered back to firmer 
footing. 

" 1'\ow take yore boss an' shuck out of 
here, Durkin," Del said to the gunman. 
"If I ever see yon in this valley again, 
one of us will go under. "  

Spot Sherill came bedraggled and 
slinJ..: illg back to his horse. The seven 
raging men rode away into the gathering 
darkness. 

DEL st_ood :,. mon1ent, his �ray ey�.s 
brood mg. L here was no tnulllph m 

his face, though his riders were whacking 
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backs. "\Vhat'll they try next ? "  Del mut-
tered. e!. 

"They can't ,do anything," Foghorn 
declared. "\Ve'll ride fence every day, till 
Sherill gets tired of payin' his gunsling
ers." 

"Yeah, an' we '!I ride fence at night 
too," Del said. "You're slated for the first 
trick with me tonight, Foghorn." 

Del and Foghorn spent a \veary, mo
notonous night. Del patrolled the lower 
half of the valley and Foghorn the upper 
portion. Each rode a thirty-mile circle 
before midnight, meeting then at the ranch 
to wolf down a cold meal and change 
horses. They repeated the circle again, 
but dawn flushc4 the sky with clear gold 
at last, and nothing had happened. 

"A lot of sleep lost for nothin'," Fog
horn boomed as they rode to the ranch to

gether, hungrily eyein� the smoke from 
the chuckhouse chimney. 

They were swinging down at the cor� 
ral when Del's head snapped up, and his 
red-rimmed eyes hardened as they focused 
westward. Then he gave a wild \.,·hoop 
that brought Gus and Bill out of the 
bunkhGuse. 

"Fire! They sneaked in after we left 
the range. Great ghosts ! It's 6e winter 
range l Get blankets from the bunkhouse, 
get sacks, anything ! " 

They raided the bunkhouse, and rigged 
horses with lightning speed. As they 
swung into the saddle and thundered 
a\o,ray, Del gave a groan of dismay. There 
were three plumes of smoke now, one 
iaint and distant to the north, and another 
to the south. () 

A breeze fanned their faces as they 
topped a swell, and they could see the 
situation. It was a hopeless Gne. T1ey 
were three miles from the fence 1ine of 
the winter range on the opposite flank 
of the valley. A roaring column of fire 
stretcbed from the fence up into the 
benches for a m ile. It was picking up 
speed as the breeze caught it.. They could 

bear its dull roar even at that distance. 
A similar line oi red was S\veeping clown 
from the head of the valley. l\. third 
toucboff also had been made southward 
and was wiping out the brush at1d grass 

. toward tl:e rim of the bottleneck. 
"The winter range is gone," Del said 

grimly. ''All we can do is to keep it from 
spreadin' beyond the fence." 

Defore the smoke shut off vision across 
the valley, Del saw a group of riders cross 
a clearing well up on the flank of the 
B luestones. They wen� riding nortlm:::trd 

to the divide at the head of the valley. 
Spot Sherill's ranch lay on the prairie 
beyond the divide. 

The four Rolling H men rode for an 
hour with wet blankets and held back the 
fire. I3ut the winter range we1it up in a 
roaring burst of flame, and the frre rolled 
on up the Bluestones, to die among the 
sha:e slides and rock falls far up the high 
mountain. 

F
OGHORN, for once, "·as silent as they 
met again. He looked furtively at 

Dei, misery in his heart, for he could 
sense the agony of spirit that was >vrench
ing at the tall young rancher. 

"The bones of every critter I own can 
bleach in this valley, but I'll never sell to 
Spot Shcrill," Del swore grimly. 

"\Ve ain't licked yet," Foghorn rum� 
bled hoarsely. " 1Iaybc \Ye can find a 
winter range somewhere. Maybe we-'' 

Del gave a bitter laugh. "If there's 
an acre of grass within a month's drive 
of the Bluestone country that isn't 
carryin' its fllll load of beef right now, 
I never heard of it," he said. "An' we 
don't dare drive farther than that. \Vin
ter would catch us and wipe out the 
herd." 

"Say-by glory !" Bill Andrews gurgled 
excitedly. "Yes the:·e is, Del. Daw� 
gone, we lw1/e a chance. There's some 
govcrnme11t land on the other side o' the 
rim, down in Avalanche Valley, that's 
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open. I nm into Sam Milkr last week in 
town. He's been runnin ' a couple thou
sand bead on a permit over there, but h e  
sold ont his brand a month ago, an' wl"nt 
to Texas." 

Del whirled. "Sur<:> of it? ' '  he snapped. 
Rill nodded, and started to say some

thing, but Del had already reefed his 
horse and was heading across the Yalley 
toward the wagon trail that cut through 
Lost Creek Hills and joined the main 
trail to Kearsarge beyond. Kears;u·ge. the 
county scat and the center of the Blue
stone country, w<>.s twenty-five miles away. 
" Start roundin' up a hunch for a fast 
drive," he called over his shoulder. 

Del topped the Lost Creek 1-Tills, and 
had a hird 's-eye view of the ro11ing i·ange 
ahead, with the dot along a river in the 
distance that was the town of Kcar�arge. 
The m::tin trail was a yellow ribbon , fad
ing i nto the horizon. Merging with it 
three miles out from the hil ls was the trail 
from Spot Sherill's Duuble S Circle. 

And loping dO\m that trail WL!S a ric!er 
on a \l·hite hnrse. 

" Sheri II ! "  Del muttered as he burkd 
his own mount down the winding rnad 
out oi the hills. "I hu! a hunch he'd 
hear abollt that grating· lease, too. I g�)t · 

to heat him to town . " 

Del 1ras ridillg a 11·iry, lrmg-lcggcd. 
pieuald chestnut, hammer-headed, hut 
clo.,e coupled, with a lot:g, 511·inging stride 
and tremendous e11durancc. 

Sherill had a lead of a mile when the 
p iebald reached the main trail on the 
Dat. Kcarsa rgc was still fifteen miles 
away, but Sherill had <liscoyered the 
pursuit and was pushing his horse. 

Sherill\ white mount had speed. Del, 
with grim eyes, saw the di6tance bctweeu 
them 'riden. When they had covered half 
of the ro·.ltC', Shcrill was only a speck 
of dust ahead. 

"A mile an' a half, an' only seven to 
go," Del groaned. 

But hope began to rise in him again 

after another gnteling mile. · Hi!': p!e
bald was going like a machine, its long
legged stride never varying. And the 
white horse was heginning to fail. 

The distance between them shrank. 
Three miles out from town they were 
separated by ]f\�s than h:>.Jf a mile. 

.\s the lathered, staggering white horse 
splashed into the river ford, Del was only 
one hund rerl yards behind. Sheriii turned 
;md screeched at Del. but the splashing of 
the horses drowned him out. 

The tl\·o animals f1mmdered from the 
ford and into the dusty street of Kear
sarge �ide hy �kle. and side by side they 
JHTited tu a hall at tl1c rail in front of the 
huilrlinr:: "·here the Superintendent of 

R<>.ngcrs was lor:atcJ. 

'ff l E Y  hurled themselves from their 

l 1orse�, <> m l  b1 1rst into the ranger's 
r>ffic<" shoulder to shoulder. The ranger 
rose frn:n his desk, staring- in surprise. 
llel w;h gri�n-?yed, his face lined with 
fatigue :-t.nd l'iackenrrl by smoke. Sherill 
'ra.' pal l id and shaking. 

" r  got hne l'i.rst, Ranger," Sherill 
rwnl'rd lv)al·sr1y. " I  want to take O\'er that 
,,-i'ltcr-gralin' lc1se i1� Avalanche ·val
ley." 

''I'm apph in' for it, too, " Del said 
slnrnlv. 

' '  Fir�t come, first served," Sherill 
crier\. 

' ' I  .ooks to me like both of you busted · 
in at the same time," · the ranger com
ll;enter!. 

''But I 've got to have it," She rill yelled. 
' ' 1'11  pay you double the grass fcc. You've 
got to gi1'e it to me. I'm the biggest tax
payer in tl1is county." 

"i\n' the biggest skunk , " Del amended. 
'' [ 'm applyin' for that grass, Ranger, hut 
I can't pay anything more than the regu
lar fee." 

The ranger looked from one to the 
other in perplexity . This was a problem 
he had never before faced. Sherill con-
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tinued to plead and threaten. Del re
mained grimly silent. 

" Shut ·up," tl�e ranger finally snapped 
at Sherrill. "I don't give a whoop if 
you'll pay ten times the grass fee ; that 
ain't the point. You both got here at the 
same time. Tell you what I'll do. The 
first man that gets a herd-say, a thou
sand head-on the lease, gets the pennit. 
Is that fair ?" 

"Suits me," Del�snapped. 
"But not me," She rill screeched. " I  

ain't goin' t o  race a herd over Avalanche 
Pass. If a stampeJc ever �tctrted up in 
that country every critter would be wiped 
out." 

Avalanche Pa�s was a saddleback de
pression on the ri:11 o: the nlucstones. It 
was visible for a hundred miles, being 
nine thousand feet above the plains. It 
offered the only cattle trail over the moun
tains, but it was a dangerous one. 

"\Veil, it's up to you, " the ranger said. 
"That's the layout. Y mt've got the edge 
on Halliday, anyway . Your north range 
is a couple miles nearer the trail to 
the pass than Lost Creek Valley. You 
like a sporting chance, don't you ? " 

" Nope, he doesn't," Del ans,vered for 
Sberill. "He only likes a sure thing. 
I'm startin' back to my spreau. I'll drive 
Avalanche Pass tonight, Sherill, in case 
you· re interested." 

"Tonight ? "  Sherill cried aghast. "Yuh 
don't dast do it. Yuh'll lose your herd if 
they start runnin'." 

"\Vait an' see,' '  Del assured him. 
Suddenly Shcrill's demeanor changed. 

"Yo're on," he exrlairned. "I'll shove a 
bunch through the pass tonight too. I 
can drive any trail you can, Halliday." 

"I'll be on the lease with the permit 
for the first of you that ?;ets there with a 
thousand head, " the Ranger promised. 

Del borro·wed a fresh horse from a 
friendly puncher in town and hit the 
bad.:trail. Sherill was at his heels, also 
on a borrowed mount. It was mid-after-

noon w·hen Del mounted the rim of Lost 
Creek Hills and overlooked his own 
spread again. The far �ide o f  the valley 
was only a black scar now. He could see 
Gus holding a bunch of cattle down near 
the creek. Foghorn and Bill were work
ing more out of the creek brush. As he 
rode up, Del estimated the bunch as sbc' 
hundred, and they needed. a thousand. 
It would take until Jark to reach the re
quired number. He hastily explained 
the situation as he caught a fresh horse 
from the remuda and began helping cir
cle the cattle in. 

It was dark when the thousand had 
been gathered. 

"All right," Del said relentlessly. "Start 
'em movin'. V•/e ought to make Avalanche 
Valley by daybreak." 

"Sherill's ontfit couldn't have done as 
good, even if they do have more riders,"
Foghorn boasted. " I  betcha we got 'em 
beat, Del. 'Ve'll be in the pass an hour 
ahead of ·em." 

· 

" :Maybe, " Del admitted. He secretly 
agTced with Foghorn. But still, the 
Double S Circle might have worked faster 
than could be c..-.;pccted. One thing was 
certain. If they lost this race, Del was 
ruined. 

THE HERD was hard to start with 
dark1:css coming on, but the four 

riders finally prodded it into motion. 
They began pushing it as much as they 
dared without exciting the cattle. Ava
lanche Pass was dangerous enough for a 
trail drive under the best conditions. To 
take a nervous herd into it at night would 
be utter suicide. 

A five-mile drive along the benches, and 
over the lmv, i·ough ridge at the north 
end of. the valley brought the herd out 
on the rugged Hank of Bluestone Moun
tain into the moonlight. They were two 
miles from A v�)anche Canyon, up which 
the trail to the high pass mounted. 

Foghorn gave a bellow of triumph frQm 
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the point of t!1e drive. "I told yuh so, 
Del. Take a peek back there at the base 
of the slant south of us. " 

Del had already seen it-a faint blob 
of dust rising into the moonlight. 

"Sherill's herd," Foghorn boomed. 
"\Ve've two miles ahead of 'em . Shucks, 
we got 'em beat to a whisper." 

Del made no comment. Only he of the 
four saw a rider crqss a bench below 
them and vanish into the shadows of a 
draw. The rider was traveling fast and 
heading for Avalanche Canyon. 

· After an hour, Del's drive reached the 
entrance to the canyon, but instead of 
sendit1g them through, Del held up his 
hand. "Drive 'em in here, boys," he or
dered, indicating a side trail that led to a 
smaller canyon of Avalanche Pass. 

Foghorn pounded' up angrily. "Yott 
gone crazy or somethin' ? "  he demanded. 
"This ain't the ;•.:ay through the Pass ! "  

"Ain't got time to explain," Del told 
him. "Do like I say." 

The ' thousand head rattled down a 
short, shaly slant and reached a basin 
\Vith high walls just big enough to hold 
them comfortably. The moonlight did 
not reach them there. 

"He's gone loco," Foghorn said des· 
pairingly. "This thing :1as gone to his 
haid." 

But Del seemed sane enough. He 
grinned . thinly as he peed at their dumb
founded faces. "You come with me, Fog
horn," he instructed. "\Ye '11 camp along
side the trail. An' don't talk." 

They returned, dismounted at the bot
tom of the shale, and went up on foot. 
They lay in the Ehcltcr of a mesquite 
clump fm twenty minutes while the rattle 
of the approaching herd grew louder. 

Then riders and cattle loomed in the 
darkness. The Double S Circle drive be
gan to flow by with the punchers hazing 
them along fiercely. Point, �•ving and 
drag, the cattle plodded past like phan· 
toms, except for the clatter of hook They 
wended into the moonlight beyond and 
vanished around the tKak Soon they 
could be heard in the walls of Avalanche 
Pass above. 

"Wal, it's got me hogtied," Foghorn 
said in a subdued voice. "\Ve had 'em 
beat, an' you tossed it away, Del. We 
might as well turn arou:1' an' go home. 
Why did yuh do it, boy ? "  

"Wait," Del cautioned. 

They made up a ROYAL FLUSH in outlaw des· 
peradoes-Ace-Spot Yates, King Scanlon, Queenie Par
tridge, Jack. Steele, Ten Pace , • .  And only a cold-deck 
deal by Satan him!elf could beat them, hecau�e-
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Foghorn heard nothing exc�pt the 
muted sounds of the receding herd above, 
brought by the light night breeze. 
Then . . .  

Th� muffled rattle of rifle shots, �choing 
· from the walls of the pass. A heavy jar 
as though a stick of dynamite had been ex� 
plucleu. 

Instantly came· a mighty rumble as 
though thund�t' was stirri11g somewhere 
in these moonlit mountainheads. But 
it was not thunder. Foghom had heard 
th::�.t meMting �ound too many times to be 
mistaken. 

"Stampede ! '' he bellowed . <�sornebody 
jumped Sherill's drive. They're runnirt', 
Dawgone, \vhat a lucky break ! Crimony ! 
Sherill might as well kiss that herd good
b:y't. The other side of the pass is a 
tangle of ravines that '"ill pile up evety 
critter." 

"Let's go back ari' start our own bunch 
through," Dd said calmly. "Hustle." 

" Sa-a.y," Foghorn finally found time to 
boom as Del's Rolling H steers were once 
more reluctantly forcE'd into ntt>tion, and 
pouring into the portals of Avalanche 
Pass. "vVho stampeded Sherill's drive ? 
Who done it, hey ?" 

Dell grinned. ''Guess," he said. 
But Foghorn was relieved from that 

task. He and Dd were riding point, and 
the drive was well into Avalanche Pass 
by now. The pass was in darkness, ex
cept for stray bands of silvery light here 
and there where moonlight peered thr<Jugh 
notches in the walls. 

T\VO RIDERS, coming at a furious 
lope toward them, h11.d crossed one of 

those ham{s of moonlight ahead. Del 
spurred his horse and advanced to meet 
Lhern. The riders emerged into a second, 
hundred-yard band of moonlight just as 
Del reached it. Fog-horn breathlessly gal
loped to the side of his young boss as he 
recognized the pair ahead. 

One was Spot Sherrill, wild-eyed ::tnd 
shaking with fury, spouting curs�s. The 

other was the squat, sinister form of Frog 
Durkin. Durkin pushed his horse ahead of 
Sheri!!. His voice '"as thick with rage but_ 
deadly as he spoke. "Yuh think yuh out
smarted us a.gin, eh, Halliday ? Well, this 
i.s the la�t trick }·ou'll ever pl�£y ! " 

Durkin's hMds swept to his gutts. lie 
was a master of the draw. But Del'� hand 
had flashed down and up, . smoothly and 
surely, and so fast that Foghorn saw the 
red flash of Dtl's sbt�shooter bt'.fOrt': he 
could even start for his own weapon. 

Durkin's right gun slaltlmed wildly, 
·but he was already falling, an.d his bullet 
went up i11to the tnoonlight. Dd's shot 
had nlucked him fro111 the saddle. 

Spot Sherill had sttatched his .45 from . 
its holster and was aiming it at Dei vv·hen 
D!'l's gun sl::tmmi'.O (Hie ... more. 

Sherill gave a cry, his guh spurting 
from his hand. He reeled in the saddle, 
his arm broken by a bullet. 

"I needed you to go with us, so as to 
make sure that your outfit won't try to 
stampede n'ly herd too," Del said grimly. 
"Sherill, you want to make sure that 
they ·don't. Savvy ? "  

" I  !mowed i t  right from the start," 
Foghorn boa�tcd to Bill and Gus as the 
Rolling H drive moved on through Ava.• 
lanche Pass, with dawn beginning to 
flush tho �:�ky. "Durkin an' his gun
slingers had spotted themselves up here to 
stampede u:s as we come through. They 
sc-outed us while ,,.e was down the moun
tain an' saw that we was in the lead . So 
I says to Del, '\Ve'll fool them hombres.' 
So we laid off the trail, an' in the dark
ness in the pass Durkin stampeded the 
first herd that :;howed up. He never 
gues�ed we had changed places, until it 
was too late. \V�ll , it shore was a smart 
schen1e.'' 

" Shore wns, "  Bill ttgreed. "You tell it 
�o \\'ell, I danged near believe you." -----
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I 
NEVER knew how many of them 
there were in the family. Somebody 
asked Gregory Doney one time how 

many of the Doneys there were, not count
ing one or two who were on the way. ' 

"By Gar ! "  The giant half-breed shook 
his head, his black brows quirking comi
cally. "1\le, I'm nevair tak' tam to get 
de count. Sacre, dere mus' be henough of 
dem Doneys to mak' de whole damn 
tribe !" Gregory slapped his thigh and 
lifted his head and his eyes squinted as he 
let out a big, hearty laugh. 

' 

I may be wrong on this because it's 
been long, long years ago since I left :Mon
tana and the Larb Hills and the badlands 
along the f.'lissouri River where they lived, 
but I think the Doneys \vere mostly 
French-Canadian-Cree 'breeds. Beginning 
with Gregory and Lolly and their wives, 
that is. The later generations could have 
married into the Assiniboine and Gros 
Ventres, and I think some of the girls 
married >vhite men. I hope that white 
blood never taints the courageous blood 
of Gregory and Lolly Doney. 

All of their sons were stalwart, the 
girls all good looking. There \vasn't a 
runt among 'em. A fun-loving, someti1�es 
hard-working, happy-go-lucky tribe, they 
were, good horsemen, and some of the 
boys good cowhands. All of them were 
crack shots and great hunters. The older 
women were good cooks and neat hous� 
keepers, good wives and good mothers, 
handy with the needle as they made moc
casins and shirts out of the deer hides they 
tanned, working gay-colored beads or 
gaily stained porcupine quills into patterns 
on the soft buckskin. 

In haying season the Doneys took hay 
contracts, and after the last of the timothy 
and bluejoint was stacked, there would be 
a big dance. 

"Mak c:.le dance !" Big Gregory would 
say. 

All it took to make a 'hreed dance \\ms 
a fiddle and a jug of 'river whiskey and 
enough floor space. Everybody along the 
river came and they danced till sunrise. 
Everybody was welcome. Only those who 

(ContiHutd on page 124) 
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O W L H O O T 
Today was the day when old Judge Worthen 
would either back down, and bar himself for· 
ever from the compony of honest men-or tie 
a . hang noose around the neck of his own owl· 

hoot .. branded son ! 

t 

Hands bound behind him, Steve 
watched as Oem Corey pounded 
on the (:alaboose door and yelled, 

"Open up!" 

CHAPTER ONE 
Hangman's B11it 

.. 

L
TTTT .F. h:�.ll� of dust stitched the 

plain�a pony stepping right along. 
Judge Worthen moved to the edge 

of his sagging veranda, his old eyes squint
ing. "Now who . " he began, and 
paused. 

It was Steve he was really hoping for. 

&2 

Always he .was hoping Steve would come 
back. 

· But as the rider drew near, the old 
Judge £ r o w  n e d  in disappointment. 
"Roundup, himself 1" he. muttered irri-
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. tably. "Would be him a-runnin' the rump 
off a pony." 

Through Tornado's withered street, not 

slowing for anyone or anything, came the 
rancher. In front of the Tornado Court· 
house and Emporium-HJ: Worthen, 

83 



84 WALT COBURN'S WESTERN MAGAZINE 

Prop. and Justice of the Peacc"-he flung 
off and began whipping the dust from 
shirt and jeans with a flop-brimmed hat. 
Considering ' his �ge, Roundup Scaggs 
could ride. 

"Some on your whiskers, too," the 
Judge suggested unkindly. He and 
Roundup, once friends, now were enemies. 
In spite of that the Judge couldn't help 
being a little glad to see the old reprobate ; 
his coming helped to dispcll the monotony 
of the dusty little ranch town. 

Scaggs stompeq up the steps. A 'qt!eer 
look was in his eye. "My outfit's trailing 
in \Vith a few head of rustlers," he an
nounced. 

The Judge whistled. "Anyone from 
around here ?1' 

Hesitating, Roundup decided to say no. 
"That's good," said the _ Judge. He 

hated to hang anyone he was acquainted 
with. 

Roundup's manner abruptly changed ; 
you could almost see him fighting with 
himself. But the Judge did not see, for his 
mind was on other things. 

"Listen," said Roundup, "let's go in
side. I want to talk to you." 

Side by side the tv-.·o aging men went 
into the dry darkness of Worthen's Em
porium. A bar, shelves of bottles, of cali
co, canned beans, shells and tobacco. In 
the corner stood a sway-backed cot. This 
was where Judge \Vorthen lived ; it was 
also his place of business. In a big, bright 
room in the- rear, as dean and bare as this 
was dusty and cluttered, was the court
room-the Judge's shrine. 

"Listen," said Roundup, "you figure on 
runnin' again for office next year ?" 

Judge \Vorthen's face grew harsh. "I  
sure do, an' it'll take more than you to 
beat me." 

You could see Roundup Scaggs harden. 
"That's all I wanteu to know," he said 
coldly. Any good intention he might have 
had was swallowed up, · frozen. "That's 
all I wanted to know. Don't blame me for 

anything that happens. I warned you." 
Judge 'Vorthen did not seem to attach 

any importance to this warning. He could 
not even stay angry long. He \vas think
ing of the days when he and Roundup had 
been friends, before Roundup had gone 
wild for power. His eyes quieted as he 
turned to Roundup. "Tell me, you ever 
play chess any more ?" 

"Times I do," Roundup replied gruffly. 
" Nonie plays a fair game. I had a set 
sent me from 'Frisco, all ivory, and carved 
by hand. A mighty pretty thing." 

"The trouble with you," said the Judge. 
"is you got so much money you don't 
know what to do with it no more. I sup
pose you keep all that loose cash piled 
up in the house ?" 

"\Vhat if I do ?" flared Roundup. 
"I told you before-that money is just 

an invitation to stealin'. You tempt some 
poor devil and I got to sentence him." 

The old enmity had sprung up again 
strongly. 

"You rod yore layout ; I'll rod mine ! "  , 
Scaggs' frowning eyes suddenly shifted to 
the window. "Hurry up, git into yore : 
duds. Here they come." 

FROM beneath the bar Judge \Vorthen 
gently pulled out a high, curly . wig 

and a magistrate's black gown lined with 
scarlet. It -..vas the only costume of its 
kind \Vest of the Mississippi, and perhaps 
east of it as well. The Judge was mighty 
proud of the way he set it off. Somehow 
this gown and wig were symbols that lifted 
justice out of the class of everyday things, 
of blue denim, dirty plates, flies and 
sweaty leather. Divinity went with it, for 
in the simple mind of the Judge, justice 
v .. ·as close to being divine. 

The bunch of Snaggle S riders had 
pulled up outside the adobe calaboose and 
dismounted, spitling the dust from their 
mouths. There were about a dozen of 
them, young, sun-tanned, happy-go-lucky 
punehers who stood out in sharp contrast 
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from the four sullen men with their \'vTists 
pigged at their ba.tks-Whity Dinnard, 
hard-looking albino, and three of his 
bunch. And in contrast to all these was 
a. pretty girt with blue eyes :wd a wide 
red mouth that now wore a hurt, puzzled 
expression. 

Clem Corey, foreman of the Snaggle S, 
potmded (ln the calaboose door. "Open 
the door, wilt you ! "  he yelled. "Open up, 
damn it l "  

· 

He kept pounding in his self-important 
way u11til Nonie Scaggs called out to 
him, " Stop that, Clem." 

" S  urc," said Ckm. He came near to 
adding, "for you," but he fig-ured it 
wouldn't look so good to pttsh his court� 
ing h1 front of the whole bunch. 

Rustily the door squeaked open and 
Paquito stuck his head out. He explained 
conrteously that he had been having his 
siesta. Paquito was noted for being an 
exceptional sleeper. He could sleep all 
day, all night, and all the following day. 
Perhaps, even then, he would still be tired. 

Suddenly, realization came to him, and 
his eyes opened wide, "\Vhat goes 011 
here ?" he asked. Then his good-humored 
brown face seemed to fall apart. '' Dio.s 
min.'" he breathed. "Dio.s mio l" 

One of the outlaws, a young fellow 
whose restless dark hair grew back from 
his wide forehead in a leonine swee.p1 
looked up and smiled twistedly. 

"Yep, Paquito, they got us," he said. 
He looked at the �irl . ''Caught like a 
fool, " he added bitterly. 

"But, Senor Steve, " the little man 
cried, "how could you let them. The 
Judge-" 

Steve centered his eyes on a green 
horsefly on the roan's neck. "I know. But 
what' can I do?" 

"Dins min, ... said Paquito again. 
He was thinking of what would happen 

to the Judge when he faced his own son, 
an outlaw, acros� the courtroom. You 
would have thought that the young sefior 

would h&ve ha.d the savvy to keep to othtr 
rat1ges. The old man was fond o£ hltn, 
Paquito knew. Very fond. I\fost likely 
it ""ould break the old man's heart. 

Clem Corey moved to the side o£ the 
roan. He was a big, handsome Texan . 
with a. slovv·, sly expression. 

"Speed her up, we ain't built to broil 
in the sun all day, like you," he told 
Paquito. "Herd these tramps into the 
pen. Pretty soon they'll ha.ng." 

To suit his words he reached up and. 
taking hold of Steve Worthen's shoulder. 
ga.ve him a yank. The girl let out a stifled 
cry. But Paquito . 1110ved. His hand 
whipped to his gun. butt. 

"Careful, amigo." There was a nasty 
vibration in his voice that sounded like a 
thrown Bowie blade singing into wood. 
''That is Senor Steve you handle so." 

"Think I give a damn ?" said Corey, but 
his hand drew back and Steve, half out of 
the s::tddle, toppled to the ground without 

his hands to break the fall. Nonie and 
Paquito jumped quickly to help him. 

One side of Steve's face was skinned 

and specked with dirt, but he didn't say 
anything ; he merely gave that faint, cyn
ical smile and eyed Corey thoughtfully. 
Paquito helped him �nto the jail: After · 
\Vhitey Dinnard and the other two rus
tlers were safe behind bars he locked the 
low, thick door. The only one he had al
lo, ... ·ed to remain was Nonie Scaggs. 

AS SOON as Whity Dinnard and his 
henchmen entered the cell they moved 

to a cotrtcr and began to whisper, They 
seemed neither downcast nor nervous. 
But Steve sat by himself) staring into 
space. \Vhen he heard the whisp of a · 
khaki riding skirt he looked up. 

"Why in the world did you turn out
law, Steve ? "  There Wa5 a tremble in the , 

girl's voice as she looked down at Steve 
beseeehingly. 

Coolly his green-gray eyes took her in. 
" You want to know ? Well then, because 
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I'm a thief. For what other reason ?" 
"Haven't you any pride ? How could 

you steal from your old friends ? Old 
friends like dad at1d me." 

"You ask ?", said Steve, and his voice 
was suddenly strangely thick. "So inno
cent !" 

She steadied herself. "Don't I mean a 
thing to you any more, Steve ?" 

"Yo u ? "  he said. "You ! "  and he began 
to laugh. His laugh went higher and 
higher, echoing through the low-ceilinged 
room. Covering her ears, the girl turned 
and ran, ran as if she were trying to get 
away from that laugh. Paqttito began to 
jingle his great ring of keys, trying to . 
keep that voice out of his ears. Even 

· W'hity Dinnard and the two tough-looking 
hombres, with him looked over at Steve 
questioningly . 

Whity made a sign with his finger. 
"Loco. Didn't I tell you ? Plumb loco ! "  

* * * 

"Hear ye ! Hear ye ! Hear ye ! The 
honorable court is now in session," Fa
quito sang through the courtroom. But to
day he lacked his usual spirit. He failed 
to give the words his usual ·Latin flourish, 
and his dark eyes were troubled. 

Judge Worthen swept in. By rights 
the wig and gown should have looked 
ridiculous, here in this sun-warped court
room lost in the sage, but the strange part 
was that they didn't. Judge Worth�n's 
court had dignity. Even the sawed-off 
shotgun he used as ·gavel fail�d to look 
funny. 

'Vhity Dinnard was led in. 
"\Vitnesses." 
Roundup nodded to Clem Carey. He 

stood up. 
"Talk," said the Judge. "And make it 

short." 
Clearing his throat, Clem spoke. Seems 

he had been crossing over Diamond Hitch 
Ridge when he si�hted a bunch of strange 

riders dismounting on the edge of timber . .  
Working over, he had listened to the raid 
they were planning. 

"So I worked back to my pony and 
raised the dust for the home ranch. Mr. 
Scaggs figured the best thing wa� to catch 
'em ,.,-ith their loops out, which we did." 

"Further witnesses ? "  said the Judge. 
The Snaggle S outfit rose in a solid 

block. 
"I reckon that's plenty witnesses for 

you," Scaggs said, He · was wearing a 
victorious smile. Already next year's elec
tion was riding up. 

Turning to the outlaw, his manner a 
mixture of sternness and clemency, the 
Judge asked his question : "If you've got 
anything to say, go ahead and say it." 

But \Vhity Dinnard had nothing to say. 
In the strong light of late afternoon his 
little pale eyes blinked rapidly like drip
ping \\;ater. One thing he knew-if he was 
to he saved from the rope, it wouldn't be 
by talk. 

Silence held the comtroom ; only the 
sounds of a fly�harassed pony stomping 
impatiently outdoors and a dry \dnd shak
ing the window-panes gently and a thin 
man shifting on one of the hard benches. 
Jurors and townspeople were nervous. 
Each one was thinking of Judge \Vorthen 
and his wild son, Steve. Better by far if 
he had been shot down. Forgotten. 

For in their way, all these people were 
fond of the Judge. Of course, he was a 
crusty old mosshorn. His liquor was not 
much account and he was always minding 
everyone's business as well as his own. 
But still they were fond of him. You could 
take your troubles to him and he'd listen 
to you. Chances were he'd do more for 
you than just listen. Steve had been a 
likable enough kid, too . . . .  

• * * 

The foreman swept the jury box with 
his eyes. There was no need of adjourn-
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ing for this case. "Guilty," he told the 
Judge. 

"Guilty." Judge \Vorthen drew a deep 
breath. No matter hmv much a hombre 

deserved the rope, it >vas always a little 
hard for the Juclge to say to him : "You 
hang. " 

"Dinnarcl," he started, "the ducks will 
come flying south, and later they'll Hy 
north again ; the mares will foal, and the 
ornery old range cows will give birth to 
their calves. And roundups will come and 
roundups will go, ancl cveryhocly'll he 
happy and sad by turns. But you, \Vhity 
Dinnard, - have transgressed oi1e of the 
most ancient laws of man_;_'Thou shalt 
not steal.' I reckon you know why you 
must miss all these things of life ? 

"\Vhity Dinnard, I sentence you to 
hang by the neck until you are dead. An' 
may God have mercy on your worthless 
soul ! "  

The Judge paused an(l cleared his 
throat. Then he resmncd : "Take the 
prisoner away. Paquit�, and see that he 
gets a jug of corn likker. Some o f  the 
good stuff." He rapped smart] y with the 
stock of the sawed-off scatter-gun. "Hang
in' will come off prompt at sunri�e." 

Contentedly, Roundup Scaggs leaned 
back. Good ! The Judge had set a prece
dent� All the cases must run the same. 
That is, he corrected himself, unless the 
Judge was willing to perjure himself. 
And why not ? After all, with the law so 
easy to finagle if you knew how to handle 
it, why not ? Any man wotlld do that 
much for his son. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Ropes for Rustlers 

QNE by one the other members of the 
rustler outfit were brought in, sen

tenced, marched out. All but Steve v.,r orth
en. And as they waited, the crowd in the 
courtroom grew restless and began to 

fret like a bunch of wild rat-tails in a 
corral .  They kept seeing the picture of 
Steve and the Judge facing each other. 
It was crud, the old man not knowing. 
He might have a stroke. Someone should 
warn Judge 'Vorthen. But there wasn't 

a man there who had the nerve to do it. 
MacConnel, the jury foreman, spoke to 

the man next to him behind his palm . 
"Golly, why did that crazy kid have to 
raise hell in this neck of the range? Good 
Lord, dicln't he have all Texas on one 
sin� and all Arizona on the other ?" 

�On1y Houndup Scaggs seemed content 

and will ing to wait. "The next election 
will be a mite different," he kept saying 
to himself. "Just a mite." 

1\onie Scaggs, sitting beside her father, 
was quiet, too, but she looked as if she 
harl. just b�en through a stampede. 

The restlessness i n  the courtroom must 
ha Ye gott�n to the Judge, for present! y he 
took off his glasses and looked up stern
ly. "Quiet there. Quiet !" He hefted the 
!:ihotgun and hammered down with the 
butt-plate, hard. "No need to go millin', 
folks. Only one more case, and then you 
can hit the chuck line. "  He turned to 
Paquito. "Bai liff, bring in the last of 
them . "  

Paquito hesitated at the door, pale be-
neath his combined swartness and dirt. 

"\Veil ! "  
"Si, si. Pronto . . . •  " 
He ducked out as if someone had shied 

a horseshoe at his head. There was · a  
short, breathless wait ; then he returned 
herding Steve . 

"\Vhy-why, Steve !" cried the old 
man. He looked so glad for a moment. 
Then the thought of why Steve was there 
must have struck him. But the smile, 
empty of all meaning, hung on. 

Quickly he looked around, ready to 
smile if it were a joke, certain it must be 
a joke. Steve . . . .  One more rustler . . . .  
But the faces he saw about him in the 
court told him that this was no joke. 
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"Steve !" he said again, but this time 
in a very different voice. 

Steve merely shrugged, taking his seat 
on the stand. He bent over and un
strapped his spurs, and the very act 
seemed an expression of guilt. 

* * * 

Darkness was spreading into the cor
ners · of the courtroom. " Paquito," said 
the Judge, "pull down the shades and 
light the lamps. \Ve-we need light to 
see by." His voice wavererl a little.""-

His voice wann�cl for ju:-;t one �econd 
more as he fought for a grip on himself. 
N crvously Roundup clasped and un
·dasped his hamls. The coming election 
would ·be woi1 or lost forc\·cr depending 
on what transpired in the next ten min
utes. 

In all that crowded courtroorn there was 
no o11e able to plulllh the depths of the 
old Judge 's disappoirt1�1ent, his weariness, 
his utter dcspair. So long to wait for 
Steve's return, and then to have it come 
like this. Sn littk ldt of the past, the 
preaent or the future, for to the Judge, 
Steve was all three rolled into ouc. 

\Vatching his fathrr , Steve got a little 
of what the old n�t:n \\·as. thinking. It 
made him wi.'ih the�t I\.uundup Scag-gs had 
put a bullet through his hcau. And yet he 
couldn't help reRecting ,,·ith a peculiar dry 
thrill of pride that you could never tell 
from look [ng at his father how hard it 
had hit the old boy. He had quality . He 
wouldn't look out of place, thought Steve, 
even on the bench of the Supreme Court 
itself. 

BLUNTLY the machinery of frontier 
law commenced to turn. There was 

no quibbling in Judge \Vorthen's court 
of law. But it was more than Steve could 
do to pay 'attention. \Vhat was the use? 
He knew he was guilty and everybody 
else would know it. Why waste time 

thinking about it with the rope. so dose? 
His mind naturally hack-trailed toward 

his youth. He remembered the night of 
the Frenchman's barn-raising when he and 
X onie had talked of love and marriage. 
She had on a very starched· gray dress 
that night. He had felt the tickle of her 
hair agaimt his cheek. They had ;;poken 
of the feud bet>veen their fathers. \\'hen 
Steve was rich and they were married 
that would be the end of the feud. \Vhcn 
he was rich and they were married . . . . 
That double-crossing little filly 1 

Steve tried to listen to the trial ; it 
would he better than thinking back, but 
he couldn't keep his mind on it for long. 
He l.::ept thinking to himself, "I 've been 
a rustler. I've been caught. There's only 
one answer. "  

l i e  recalled how gayly h e  had ridden 
from the Frenchman':; that night, south 
toward ::-.f exico where they said there was 
land and cattle for the strong. The 
trouble was that the sudden feeling of 
strength didn't last. \Vhcn he began to 
get good and hungry it left him. 

Then he had run into the fancy man at 
the posada at Las Quichas. Steve had 
never seen such a getup on anyhody : ·  
salmon-pink shirt, red-stitched boots, a 
bronc buster's belt pounded with silver
wave. But there was a something about 
the n1an that wasn't puncher-like. · Steve 
decided that his jeans didn't curve to his 
legs in the ri!?;ht places. 

"I can use a hand like you," he'd said. 
Steve had taken the job, but there was 

a funny taste in his mouth. Something 
wrong here ; just what he couldn't quite 
figure. Maybe it was the way the man's 
eyes \vere forever jumping . . . .  

First everything had looked all right ; 
just driving in trail herds from a little, 
lost pueblo called Jacinto. Then bit by 
bit the gang had eased him into the wet� 
cattle end, into all the shadv deals of the .. 
outfit. It wasn't that Steve didn't have his 
eyes open ;  they were open wide enough. 
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But it Vias just that he didn't seem to 
have the energy to buck the whole outfit. 
He couldn't help wondering now, as he sat 
unhappily in this hot courtroom, why he 
hadn't braced his forelegs and backed as 
hard as he could. Why he hadn't used the 
very savvy that the good Lord had given 
him. \Vhy, he had ·waited until such a bad 
time to tear loose-just to get himself 
hanged. 

Then the order had come to tie into 
the Snaggle S herds. X ot until the mo
ment that \Vhity Dinnard read the mes
sage, jerkily, to the bunch on the rimrock, 
did Steve realize jnst how low he had 
sunk. Rustling cattle from a friend, steal
ing from the father of the girl he loved. 
That was just a little too much even for 
Steve. 

"Just cut me out this deal," Steve had 
said. "And cut yourscl ves out, too! These 
people arc friend� of mine and you're sme 
not - going to run off any of their stock if 
I can help it." 

Whity told him he was crazy. And guns 
had popped as Steve stampeded for free
dom. 

FOR two days he had ridden fast, and 
on the morning of the third day he'd 

left a note in the Snaggle S letter box, ad
dressed to Nonie. It told her of the ap
proaching raid, told her that he loved her 
still. He was afraid to go and see her. 

After that Steve had turned and headed 
back for the hills so that he could stop 
the gang 'in case the. Snaggle · S riders 
didn't make it in time. But the Snaggle 
S got there and Roundup Scaggs, curs
ing mightily, had rounded up Steve \vith 
the other outlaws. It seemed to Steve a 
queer way to repay a favor. The more he 
thought about it, the more he realized 
that something had gone \Yrong. )Jonie 
must have told her father what was in 
the note, but failed to let him know who'd 
>vritten it. 

All this passed through Steve's mind 

as he sat tensely in the courtroom know
ing that the law's noose was slo\\-ly tight
ening around his neck. . . .  If he had never 
dismounted at Las Quidms where he'd 
met the fancy man, or if he had refused 
to push those cows across the river. , . .  

\V ell, in his case it hadn't been Fate so 
much as it had been his own fault, his 
own weakness. Aml now it was too late to 
do anything about that. 

Part of the foreman's testimony sliced 
into Steve's reflections. Corey was tell
ing how he'd come to discover the raid. " I  
heard what Steve Worthen was telling 
'em," he announced. "He was saying, 
'Hop along, boys, I know how we cart 
work the Snagglc S stock out easy.' I 
listened a while longer, then I headed 
back and rode down and warned ).-fr. 
Scaggs, here." 

Raising his head, Steve frowned across 
at Corey and snorted contempt•.10usly, 
"That's all a pack of lies_" 

'1\Vhat ?" 
Hope suddenly gleamed in the Judge's 

worried eyes and he leaned forward. 
Never in all his years on the hench had 
he seen a man so disinterested in his fate 
as l1is son appeared .to be. 

"Just a �ck of lies," repeated Steve 
coolly. " I  busted tlp with the bunch days 
before they reached the Snaggle S." 

"But you admit you was with them be
fore, th�t you're part of the outfit, that 
you deserve to be called outlaw ?" Corey 
snapped. 

''Sure," Steve replied carelessly. "No
body's denying that part." 

"I reckon that sure cinches you," said 
Clem Corey. In his voice there was some
thing more than mere impersonal desire 
to sec justice done. There was something 
mighty personal . 

And Steve, eyeing Corey, saw the rea
son for the double-cross. The fellow 
\vasn't bad looking in a sort of sneaky 
\Vay .. . . .  Yeah, it was clear enough that 
Nonie had gotten together with Clem 
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Corey, that they'd used the information 
in the note to make it look as if Corey 
was pretty foxy and had ferreted out the 
rmtling scheme by himself. 

But no'v old Judge \Vorthcn could hold 
himself in no longer. He leaned far over 
toward Steve so that the scarlet lining 
fell hack from his shoulders. 

" For heaven 's sake, boy, if you've got 
anything to say for yourself, say it now !"  

Steve looked a t  Corey and then he 
looked at Nonie. She sat there beside her 
father and sbc was pretending to be all 
bttotcd up. For a moment it made him so 
snre he almost broke out and proved 
Corey a liar, just for the fun of it. Hut 
then he realized that it ,.,·ouldn't much 
hurt the foreman and it >vould only brand 
hi:-nself as a h1an who had not even the 
.strength to stay bad, so he said nothing. 

Judge \Vorthen made one last attempt. 
"Tell us how it happened, Steve," he 
pleaded. "You've. got a chance to clear 
yourself. " 

Steve absently regarded a blue-fly buzz
ing back and forth in front of his nose. 
He leaned his weight on the arms of his 
chair and, turning his face a\'v'ay from his 
father's, looked out at the hushed court
room. Everybody was waiting for him to 
speak, to get up and plead that he was no 
rustler, that they'd do wrong to hang him. 
Rebellion rose in Steve. 

" Come on," he said, lifting his lithe 
horseman's body. "I'm a rustler, folks, 
and you don't hear me denyin' it. And 
rustlers hang where I come from."  He 
slumped down into his chair. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Throwdown 

ALL eyes turned hack to the high bench. 
The Judge sat there fumbling with 

his glasses, his blue-veined fingers trem
Hing so he couldn't do anything. 

Scaggs was grinning tightly under his 

long mustache. "Now we'll see a little' 
doggin' done Ly the law," he thought. 
Nonie was begging Steve with her eyes. 
The jury wore strangely embarrassed ex

pressions. There weren't twelve men in 
the country who weren't fond of the 
Judge. 

Quickly, positively, Judge \Vorthen in
structed the jury. "Guilty or not guilty . " 
That was all. They filed out, and the 
courtroom was heavier than ever with 

foreboding. 
It took the jury less than a minute. 

l\IacConnel stood up. 
"Guilty ! " 
Fearfully all eyes turned back to Judge 

\Vorthen. No one knew what to expect 
from the J udgc. It seemed to them he 
could play his cants some way. So thought 
Roundup Scaggs, leaning fonvarrl to catch 
the exact words . \V�rds that Scaggs hoped 
would damn the Judge next election. 

"Stand. up, Steve \Yorthen." The 

Judge's face might have heen a mask of 
gray granite. 

Steve stood. 
" I  sentence you to hang." Judge 

·warthen's voice cracked. He half stood, 
half crouched, scarlet and black robe 

swirling around him. " Get out of here , 
the pack of you ! Clear out ! Clear the 
courtroom !' '  he roared. 

"�fy God ! '.' grunted Roundup. 

* * * 

Shutters blinded all the jail windows. 
But Paquito had iorgotten the little shut
ter that closed the peephole in the door. 
"\!" onie Scaggs put her face to the bars and 
looked in. She sa\V Steve sitting hehind 
the great grill that cut the room squarely 
in two. His head rested on his spread 
fingers. 

In the far corner \Vhity and his two 
brother rustlers were availing themselves 
of the Judge's . invitation to get liquored 
up. But only moderately. A tenseness, . 
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a w
·
atchfulness, .  betrayed the fact that they 

were waiting for something. The boss' 
network stretched far, sometimes even into 
jails. 

As usual, Paquito dozed in his swivel 
chair, spurs clinging to the edge of the 
much-scarred desk. 

)J onie knocked. The three men in the 
corner almost jumped to their feet, then 
caught themselves. They put do\VIl their 
jugs. Only Steve and Paquito did not 
stir. Nonie knocked again, louder. She 
spun around at the sound of some real or 
imagined footstep. And then the three 
rustlers in the corner, as if by mutual 
agreement, began to curse and fight among 
themselves. 

It woke Paquito. He shut his mouth, 
opened his eyes. 

"\Vhat is it ?" he called out. He hoisted 
himself out of his chair and \valked lightly 
to the door. "\Vho goes ?" 

"It's on!y me, Nonie Scaggs." 
"But indeed," said Paquito, and a smile 

began to well deep back in his eyes. "One 
moment only, sefiorita. "  

Rusty bolts shrilled as the door swung 
open. 

"I broug-ht you this, Paquito," 1\' onie 
said kindly. "It'll make you feel a lot 
better in the morning. :\{aybe a few drinks 
will make you sleep better." 

She was nervous. Her eyes showed it. 
Paquito, smilin�; hjs inward smile, <tCcept� 
ed the bottle courteously. The row in the 
corner had subsided as quickly as it had 
comU1enced. The imprisoned,rustlers set
tled themselves down to wait again. Ap
parently their time had not come yet. 

Nonie '"'ent over to Steve and drew a 
chair close to the grill. "Steve, don't feet 
so awftll," she begged: 

Slowly his head came up. "How do you 
expect me to feel ?" he ans>vered bitterly. 
His gruff manner was new to Nonie. 
Wrinkles came into her smooth forehead 
and her hands made a .quick peculiar ges
ture. She leaned over as 'if she was going 

to say something ; then feding Paquito's 
clark, wise gaze upon her she closed her 
lips. 

"You don't mind if I sit here beside 
you ? ' 1  

"What do I care where you sit ?" 
Paquito poured himself a drink, swiv

eled in the chair antl raised his glass to 
the girl as if wishing her luck. Nonie 
tried to smile back, couldn't quite make it. 

THE BAILIFF did not turn a�ain for 
a long time, hut he raised the glass to 

his lips often. When he did turn, . sud
denly, he caught the girl's eyes riveted to 
the ring of long keys on his de�k. lie 
shrugged and swung bac�< comfortably, 
his boots on the desk. 

The liquor nnst have gotten to him. His 
bead drooped and he commenced to snore. 
The empty glass lay on the hard-packed 
earth below the chair. 1\ onie grasped the 
grill and rose. She made a quick rush 
toward the keys on the desk, then, her 
hancls clenched to her breast, she rushed 
back to the g-rilled door. 

The little l\.fexican sle:pt on as if c�n
scious of deeds well done. Yon couhi 
never have told from his expression that 
he had hanged a score of men, would hang 
half a hundred more. Ancl in the corner 

\Vhity and his two men lickeu their lips, . 
watching. 

The keys clicked as Nonie fumbled at 
the lock. The second l<cy she tried made 
a noise likt a rifle-hammer passing the 
safety. Quickly she turned to see if Fa
quito had heard the lock open, and in that 
instant V'lhity rushed. He leaped across 
the cell and hurled his shoulder a�ainst 
the grating. The door swept back, flinging 
�onie into the bars. 

Thev were almost at the outer door 
� .... hen \vhity pulled up. "Whoa. We'd 
better help our�elves to some of that hard
ware. We may be needing it. " 

He strode to the gun-rack and took 
down a holstered Colt and a filled lhdl-
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belt. He gave a clipped order : "Fix the 
J\'lex." 

One of the rustlers held Paquito while 
' \Vhity slipped the bandanna from about 
his neck and gagged him. Whipping a 
riata around arms and legs they made him 
fast. 

But this angle Paquito had not foreseen. 
He had thought that the rustlers would 
race for the open range at the first chance, 
forgetting him. And now, having gone 
this far, it was only common sense for 
him to be consistent. 

Laying Paquito on the floor, one o( the 
rustlers turned to \Vhity, jerking his 

, thumb. "How about \Vorthen?" he asked. 
"And the girl ?" 

Whity spun on his heel. Steve had not 
stirred except to raise his head and stare 
at the pleading Nonie. "That fool ! " 
sneered \Vhity. "\Vith his ideas he's 
bound to get himself plugged by someone 
around here. Vlhy should we rouse the 
town? The girl won't want to spread any 
alann-not with Vv orthen there." 

THE MEN, with a backward glance, 
moved off. Nonie Scaggs disregarded 

them, standing over Steve, imploring him 
to ride. 

"Why should I ?" he kept saying . 
.. What for?'' 

"Name of God," thought Paquito, "the 
boy is as big ;:dool as his father." 

usteve, Steve," the girl implored. Her 
eyes kept flitting to the door. "You must 
go. You must hurry. For my sake !" 

At that Steve threw back his head as 
if he were going to laugh. "So you can 
ease your conscience, is that it?" 

It took a terrific effort for Nonie to 
pull her eyes from that door. As yet there 
had come no pound of hoofs, bearing the 
rustlers away. "You don't make sense, 
Steve, talking that way. I never did a thing 
to hurt you." 

"Only the note, eh? It  was the note 
that causht me." 

"Oh, talk sense, won't you !" She was 
in despair. "What are you saying about 
a note ? There was no note." 

"You mean," said Steve, sud�enly 
looking alive, "you mean you never got 
the note ? Someone else got it?" 

Her patience snapped. "!viaybe the 
whole country got notes. N otcs ! " She 
stamped her foot. "Hang, if you want to. 
I can't do any more .. " 

"Nonie, then it wasn't you ? You didn't 
double-deal me ?" Steve perked up like a 
pony let out to graze. His mouth, losing 
that cynical look, eased into a smile. "If 
I quit the out trails forever would there 
be some hope maybe, Nonie ?" 

Her fingers jerked his hair. She said 
gently, "You fool kid, Steve, there'll al
ways be hope till I'm a gray, ugly old 
hag." 

He laughed, lightly this time. Roughly 
he reached for her. One short sweet mo
ment Nonie forgot about the open door, 
and even Paquito's impatience eased off. 
It was about time that Sefior Steve woke 
up ! 

And then, in that brief instant, as the 
two stood there lost in each other and 
the vista that stretched ahead, the door 
creaked open and Judge Worthen stood 
there, blinking the light out of his eyes. 

Hour after hour the Judge had been 
sitting in the empty courtroom, slumped in 
thought, suffering the torments of the 
damned. Not even Geronimo, with all his 
resourcefulness, could have invented a 
neater hell, the hell he had dealt himself 
in the sweet cause of justice. 

Conscience told Judge \"!�..' orthen that he 
was doing· the right thing, the only thing 
-but of ';vhat use was conscience ? \Vas 
any law worth the price he was payin�? 
The Judge thought : "I could go away. 
How would it be to leave the jail door 
open ? I'm an old man and I could go 
away: And Steve's a young man." 

With throbbing hands he had pushed' 
himself stiffiy out of his chair. The black-
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and�scarlet robe !lid £rom his tired shoul
ders to the floor. The wig he tossed ab
scnt�mindedly to the dc!k. Still untbink· 
ing, he pnt on his sweat-stained 11ombrero. 

Carefully he opened the courthouse 
door and carefully he locked it, slipping 
the key into his trousen pocket. It was 
all habit. He had no idea what he was 
doing. He sht1ffied ilcross to tlie jail. A 
sickle moon was ont, and the squat adobe 
strttdure looked as if it had swelled out of 
the earth. The Judge Plttt�ed, hearing the 
voices inside. "\\'hatever Steve things 
right to do, I'll do." And he walked in. 

pAOUITO was the first to see him. If 
· h�� could have cur5ed, he would havf! 

cursed, and if yon c<tn curse w ith a gag 
in your mouth, then he did curse. The 
Judge stood there daud, blinking ht!hind 
hi:� gold rh1111. Then the iull significance 
pole-axed him. 

"\Vhat are you doing ?" he muttered. 
Wildly Nonie looked around. ''I knew 

it. Oh, Steve---Steve ! " 
Steve's hand dosed reassuringly em he-r 

$boulder, "Easy, girl, easy, " he s;tid, as 
if he were quieting a fl,"etful pony. "A! 
you see," he said to his father, "I wa� 
figuring on making a run for it." 

Judge Warthen's eyes took in the open 
grilled door, and moved on to Pa.quito 
securely trussed, asleep or drunk on the 
floor. Thirty long yean of habit f"ught 
to. reassert itself. "Lord, if l only hadn't 
blundered .in," thought the Judge. But 
somehow it seemed as if he never really 
had any choice. It seemed as if there had 
always been but a single way to go. 

''Get back, Steve," he said. "Go back 
now," and his voice was that of ;�. man, 
suddenly grown very old 1lnd very tired. 

Just a few moments before he would 
have t-e!l,lased Steve instantly with his own 
hand, if Steve hac! so much as soaicl the 
word_ But now-well, this was different. 
He couldn't 11tand by and . see the law 
wnpered. with. 

Steve said, "Dad, give me a chance. I've 
be�n a fool. sure. But I've had n1y lesson. 
From now on I go straight. I swear I 

· wil1. ' 1  
"Too late, Steve. I don't give convicted 

criminals-ru�tlers-second chances." 
Bet"·een Steve and liberty stood a frail 

old man. Steve knew he was unarmed, for 
the only weapon he could see wdl enough 
to harfdl� was his sawed-off shotgun_ 
Open range, life, all ahead, heckoned him. 
Steye jerked his eye� to meet Nonie's im
ploring one�. but he quickly looked away. 
No, he had danced, now he must pay the 
fiddler. 

''You're right, Dad, I guess,'' he .said 
!lowly. And he turned and trailed back. 

Suddenly Nonie Scaggs grew angry. 
HSteve, you can't ! You've got to think of 
�oi everything! Steve, you�" 

Paquito could . have warned them, but 
Paquito h�d a mouthful of silk bandanna. 
Paquito �aw the door ea�e inward11, saw 
the glint of the. pearl-handled gun, and a 
silk-clad arm :.lashing down. \Vith a noise 
like an uncorked bottle, the Judg-e keekd 
over, folded to the floor- Cl�m Cor�y -
stepped lightly across the body. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

"HEY l" said Steve. The laok of "' 
man facing a cold wind came over 

his face. He started across the room for 
Corey, his hands dench�d-

"Hold up, amigo," suggested Corey. He 
tossed the pearl-handled gun into the air 

. and let the butt slap down in his palin. 
"1 ust hold up, right where you are-, 

Steve stopped. Something in the man's 
face told him that Corey didn't need' much 
excuse to �qneeze the trigger, particularly 
as Corey turned to Nonie. "Pretty fond 
of this feller, ain't you, honey ?" His face 
was screwed up, giving away his jealousy. 

N onic Scag�s had been brought JJP to 
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think quickly, and now it stood her fn 
good stead. She crossed over to Corey. 

" You don't understand at all. Steve and 
I grew up together. You never knew, but 
we've been like brother and sister, al
ways." 

"That note he wrote you sure didn't 
sound like a:1y brother-sister business." 

Steve broke in hoarsely, "So that's what 
happened to the note-you grabbed it !" 

"No," sneered Corey, "but the fellow 
who grabbed· it showed it to me and a 
lucky thing he did. You aimed to run a 
sandy on the bunch, eh ?" 

Steve didn't answer. The foreman 
turned his head, hut neither his eyes rior 
his revolver muz.zle s'verved from Steve's 
face. "Hey, \Vhity !" 

"Yup '" The albino came to the door. 
"Say, let's head for the ranch, pardner. 
Me, I've had plenty of this town. " 

"Shut up an' come here. Pass a rope 
around the girl ; she's go in' with us." 

Steve's eyes gre>v hot. "You'r·e off your 
trail, mister. She stays here." 

" Y cab ?" said Corey. "\\'ill you stay 
back or d'you want me to jerk this trig
ger ?" 

"Leave her alone !" snapped Steve, his 
voice low and dangerous. 

"Stay back,'' barked Corey. "You got 
a gunnin' comin' to you, only I'd rather 
not make the noise. It's up to you, 
\Vorthen, if you force my hand. , . . " 

It was a long chance, but Steve was 
desperate. He sprang. His outstretched 
fingers struck up the gun as be. closed 
in. He could hear Nonie struggling in 
\Vhity Dinnard's grasp. If he had not 
been trying to watch two places at once 
he might have seen Corey's left hand slide 
back, strike up. With the deftness of a 
Mexican knife thrower he struck, and 
his Bowie came away from Steve's side 
red. Vv'ith a grunt Steve doubled over. 

" Purty !" praised \Vhity. " Purty work, 
Chief." 

"Nobody's �skin' you. Here, help me 

get that damn fool girl onto a horse." 
For minutes after the last hoof-beat 

died in the night, Steve fought to retain 
consciousness there in the jail. Nonie ! 
Nonie! he kept thinking. Bit by bit, 
through sheer force of will, he pulled him
self out of the haze. The painful throb
bing in his side helped. 

"No time to pass out," he told himself. 
V·/hity had said "the ranch" and the only 
outfit Whity knew in that part of the 
country was the Snaggle S. So for some 
reason they figured on stopping there on 
their way to the Border. That meant, 

Steve told· himself, that be had to catch 
them before they left the Snaggle S. No 
one knew better than he how easily Corey 
and the bunch could lose themselves in 
the arroyo country to the south. 

"And I can't get help!" he muttered. 
"If I tell them here, they'll figure right 
away that I cracked down on Dad, an' 
I'll get the c.orral again." And somehow 
he couldn't bear to entrust the saving of 
!\ onie to anyone but himself. Not e�en to 
her own father. 

Corey 'vas not as good with a knife as 

he thought. He'd given Steve's rib a nasty 
slashing but he hadn't gone deep. Stev� 
worked himself to his feet. He staggered 
over to the corner where Paquito's saddle 
and bridle hung and he reached off the 
saddle blanket and folded it around hi!! 
middle . Then he cut the long leather girth 
and lashed the blanket securely. The only 
thing he needed now v.·as a gun and a 
horse. 

But all the guns in the room were 
gone. Looking around, Steve's eyes fell 
on his father. It was the first time his 
fuzzy mind had registered that. He went 
over, bent down. The Judge was breath
ing. 

Then he remembered-the sawed-off 
shotgun. 

Dredging the keys out of the Judge's 
pocket he picked his way weakly into the 
night. All this time he had failed to see 
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Paquito wriggling around, trying to at� 
tract his attention. If he had, he might 
have avoided riding into the trap for which 
he was heading. 

R
OUNDUP SCAGGS had been doing 

a lot of thinking since court had ad� 

journed. He was 'a hard, acquisitive, am
bitious man, but there were outcroppings 
of good in him, too. 

In his bright-green carpeted room in 
the Garnet House he sat . smoking in
numerable black cig-ars while the ashes 
bent and dribbled over his vest front. "I 
ne,;er thought he'd do it," he kept repeat
ing. "Not to his own son. " 

It had never been in Roundup's mind 
to force justice that far. He'd expected 
Judge \Vorthen to g-et Steve out, some 
'vay. Then he would have had a perfect 
layout with which to gulch the Judge h 
the coming elections. J n fact, it had eve:1 
occurred to Roumlup that this might not 
be neceS!;ary. Bowed with �hame at the 
thought of having a rustler for a son, 

. Judge \V orthen might even ha vc decided 
to up and quit th� h�nch, l�aving- it to a 
more \YOrthy successor. So Roundup had 
reasoned. 

But all through his thoughts ran a cer� 

tain dumb admiration for the man whom 
once he had calle(l a friend. How couln 
anyone be such an all-fired idiot ? How 
could anyone believe that uwch in any
thing ? Golly ! 

After a "·hile Roundup heaved himself 
out of his ra,yhide-bottomecl chair. He 
dusted the ashes from his front. There 
might be a deal in this. He'd g-o and see 
the Judge. 

Passing K onic's room, Scaggs noticed 
that her light was out. K othing showed 
under the door. "Smart girl, that X onie," 
he reflected. 

· 

Through the wagon-plowed dust 
tramped Rour.dup to the \Vorthen Court
house and · Emporium. It ,.,·as · dark. 
Locked. The cattleman had a bright idea, 

"Maybe he's over at the calaboose with 
the kid-the stiff-necked old fool." 

A light still showed through the little 
peephole in the pinon-wood door. Round
up bent his stiff neck to take_ a look. He 
saw rlenty. 

Over next to the desk lay the bailiff, 
thrown and tied. The cell stood wide 
open, empty. And below, just within 
range of vision, stretched two hands, palm 
dmvnwards. . Many a time in the past 
Roundup had seen those same hands hov
ering undecided over a queen, a knight 
or a pawn, too often to ever forget who 
owned them. 

With a grunt like a bull, Roundup set 
his shoulder to the door, but it failed to 
give. He jerked out his Colt and leveled 
it at the stars-the stars in the general 
direction of the Garnet House. And he 
pulled the trigger. 

"That"ll f10tch the drunken bums," !).e 
said to himself. 

Down the street from the hotel poured 
a throng of tipsy punchers, bawling to 
each other and howling at the moon. But 
Roundup soon sobered them. He was 
good at that sort of thing. 

"Bust open the door, you bunch of 
�vraudl�-l�ggeu, cross-bred fools !" And 
when they had broken it jn, he hunkered 
down beside Judge \Vorthen, forcing some 
of Paquito's whiskey between his lips and . 
complaining about the awful \Vaste of good 
liquor. 

It \vas Paquito, rubbing himself where . 

the ropes had cut in, who interrupted the 
rancher. Paquito was obviously loath to 
say what he had to say, but he was more 
scared not to tell it. 

"Senor," he said, plucking at Round� 
up's sleeve. "Sefior, please." 

"Git away. \Vhat are you bothering me 
for ? Don't you sec rm working over this 
man?." 

"I know, sefior, but . . .  " 
"But what ?" 
"It is this, it is the senorita." 
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"\Vhat ! You mean Nonie ? 'Well, what 
in hell are :you trying to get at?" 

''Does Senor Scaggs know that the 
senorita has been taken ?" 

"Hey, what is this ?" Roundup jumped 
to his feet like a loosed steel spring. 
"\Vhat do you mean ? She was sleepin' 
back in the hotel only a few minutes ago. 
Talk man, talk !" 

Paquito shook his head. "No. You are 
wror.g. I see them take her when they 
go." 

"Nonie ! The rustlers, you mean. ? ;.You 
mean that young devil, Vvorthen. If he 
did�" 

"No, no, n o !  Not him. Corey, he took 
her." 

"Now I know you're loco, man, '' 
Scaggs said. "Corey is my foreman." 

"Maybe so he is , " Paquito saio. "But 
I think he work for someone else, also. 
The rustlers." 

"Corey and my daughter, hey? Corey 
and the rustlers ! "  The muscles knotted 
in Roundup's lean cheeks until it looked 
as if his jaw would crack. "I see now. 
And I bet I know one stop he'll make be
fore he hits the Border. Just one stop 
too many !" 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Nonie Plays Out Het Hand 

THE MOON was cutting low as the 
rustler outfit clattered 1nto the ranch

yard at the end of the straight, tree-lined 
lane. A faint wind was scraping the 
branches of the eucalyptuses. 

Corey turned to Nonie Sragg.� m ock
ingly. "You think Roundup would give 
us a weddin' present ? "  Since there was 
no answer, he went on, "\Veil, just in 
case he don't, me and these other waddies 
will help ourselves. Then you an' me'll 
cut off and head for rvlexico and buy a 

place to raise cattle. "  
"That \vould be nice,''  said Nonie faint-

ly, still trying her best to play her game. 
Corey laughed. "All right, boys ! "  He. 

was halfway out of the saddle, his hand' 
on the mane and his le� crooked, ,.,.hen 
he heard the sound and froze. Clearly 
through the night came the steady drum 
beat of a horse at the lope. "\Vho the 
hell's that ? "  Corey snarled. 

" Sounds like one man, Chief,''  \�lhity 
said nervously. "One man can't do much." 

They could hear it clearly now, and 
close�the stea.dy lope of a pony. " Spread 
out," Corey hissed. He grabbed Nonie 
by the wrist, roughly. "Hustle the ponies 
�no, leave 'em stand. He'll think we're 
in the house. Don't shoot till I yell . "  

Silently the rustlers lost themselves 
amongst the piebald trunks of the euca
lyptuses. High above them the wind 
whined amongst the branches. They lis
tened, hearing the lone rider slow his 
horse into a walk as he hit the lane. They 
heard the horse blowing. They saw the 
riner c.omP. out of the dark rank of trees 
into the brighter yard. Just in time Corey 
got his hand over Nonie's mouth and 
dragged a gun with the other. It was 
Steve . 

As Steve saw the ponies standing in a 
bunch there by the veranda he jerked the 
reins, slid the sawed-off shotgun forward 
and cocked it. 

"Drop that gun and put up yore hands, 
\1\lorthen," called Corey, from the shad
ows. "Do it quick if you want to keep on 
livin� � "  

Deeply, bitterly, Steve cursed under his 
breath. \Vhatever he did seemed to work 
out wrong. But he realized, now that his 
head was less funy, that he had just made 
the biggest fool move of all by riding up 
like this. Even a kid would have had 
more sense. The scatter-gun clattered to 
the ground. 

Stev-e's voice was tight in his throat. 
"\Vhere's Konie ?" 

"Here'" said Corey. "And I'm com in� 
out behind her. If you start any fireworks 
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it'll be hard on the lady." Corey shoved 
Nonie out from behind th� tree and came 
out himself, using her as a shield. "Ease 
yourself out of your kak, but keep the 
hands high." 

He came up to Steve and looked at 
him. Then he laughed in his face. "This 
is the end of you," he said. "I'll save 
your old paw the trouble. \Vhity, I reck
on you've had the most experience makin' 
loops. Truss him up good and then see 
what kind of hangman's knot you can do. 
When we come out again we'll give you a 
hand at hoisting." 

Even in the dark Nonie could see the 
albino's strangely pale, gleaming eyes, his 
eager face. She felt as if any minute she 
might be sick. Corey spoke to her rough
ly, "Come along, kid. I want you where 
I can watch you." 

J
NSIDE the empty rand house was the 

door of aged, sun-baked walls turned 
cold. A dock ticked, sounding loud in the 
silence. Corey scratched a match on the 
sole of his boot. He found a lamp, lit it. 

A desperate recklessness was growing 
in Nonie, but she knew better than to give 
way to it. "Let me get some things to
gether, won't you ? "  she begged Corey. 

He laughed. "None of that, kid." 
"Don't you want me to look nice ?" 
For a moment it seemed as if she had 

gotten hold of his conceit. But he was 
still distrustful. 

"Nothing doing. You stick with me." 
It took all of Nonie's self-control to 

keep from striking Corey, from crying out 
her hatred of him. 

Hurriedly the rustlers made for Round
up's private office. It was an unpapered 

. room with a chair, a desk and a safe. It 
looked deliberately plain, as if taking a 
sort of pride in its ugliness, like Roundup 
himself. 

Corey put down the coal-oil lamp and 
started hut:�ting through the drawers for 
the combination to the safe. He w�n't 

long in finding it With an adeptness that 
showed he was not new at .the g-ame, he 
knelt and whirled the knob. Within two 
minutes the door was open. But inside 
there tvas a thin steel sheet that had to be 
opened with a key. 

"Help me bust her, boys." 
They began to pry and smash at it 

noisily. All heads were intent on the job. 
Nonie saw her chance and took it. She 
slipped into the hall and ran. Only once' 
did she pause before she reached the 
veranda. That was to pick up a heavy, 
long-necked cut-glass vase which stood on 
a little table. · 

\Vhity was outside, standing beside 
Steve. He was having trouble getting the 
free end of the rope over a limb, for the 
limbs grew closely together. He kept toss
ing the end into air, but each time it 
fell at his feet. He heard noth,ing until 
the last moment. Just when it was too late 
he turned-to take the vase squarely on 
the side of the head. 

Nonie turned to Steve and frantically 
clawed at the coils of the ha:ngman's knot. 

�<Don't fuss about that," Steve whis
pered. "Quick-my hands. "  

Her fingers moved Nervously over the 
knots, and finally Steve slipped his wrists 
through. 

1 Out of the dark hollow house came a 
great boHg, like a bell striking. The safe 
was sprung. Silence. Then someone call
ing, ''Hey, �onie ? Nonie ! "  Then angri
ly, "Nonie !" 
. Corey had found out she was gone. 
Quickly the lights went out. Everything 
grew quiet, unnaturally quiet. The two 
standing out there in the darkness knew 
that the manhunt had started. 

Here and there a slab of moonlight 
lanced the · cascading eucalyptus leaves. 
One of these dappled the veranda near 
the main door. Shadows passed across it. 

1'Whity ?" called Oem Corey. 
\Vithout a sound Steve slipped the gun 

from the unconscious Whitey,s holster. 
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The rope stilt hung from his neck, the 
knot sticking out grotesquely behind his 
Ear. 

Something moved. The veranda floor 
squealed. Steve pushed Nonie behind 
him. His finger tensed em the trigger a� 
if it were delicate as a bowstring, tensed 
until suddenly the gun spoke. A spray of 
lead answered. Red spots licked the dark
ness. Steve felt into the dark with his 
bullets, always following those faint red 
blooms. 

Somebody moaned, banging his heels 
on the boards. Lead criss-crossed. Steve 
crouched low, automatically thumbing 
shells !rom \Vhity's welt-laden belt. Now 
he was repaying-repaying them for what 
they had done to the Judge, repaying 
the111 for Nonie's manhandling, repaying 
them, too, for making a longrider out of 
a young fellow called Steve \Vorthen ! 

ACRID gunpo\vder reiJlaccd the aro-
matic smell of eucalyptus leaves. But 

suddenly the firing ceased. A sound had 
drifted up the great lane of trees, a sound 
that drO\\·ned out the wind sawing in the 
high, brittle branches. Ponies on the gal
lop ! 

Boot-heels pounded the verandah, and 
before Steve could snap a shot, the one 
remaining rustler leapt into saddle and 
was off, racing. Only Steve and Nonie 
were left with the dead and dying. 

She put her hand on the arm that held 
the gun. She was with him to the finish 
now, come what might. The clap and 
thump of hoofs came closer. And down 
the long Jane dashed the whole town of 
Tornado, every man in his saddle. At the 
sight of the two in the shadow they drew 
up in a wild welter of horseflesh. 

"Follow that damn owlhooter, you 
fools, " yelped. Roundup. \Vith · a  snort 
ancl a plunge the wild hoofs and manes 
broke <�.g;ain into motion. 

the reins trail throug11 his fingers. Itl the 
shifting moonlight beneath the trees he 
had a hard time making out Steve's ex
pression, but he could sec the hangman's 
knot. And he could see Nonie standing 
sturdily by Steve's side. 

The moon dipped lower and a beam slid 
across the veranda illuminating the body 
of Clem Corey. The pearl-handled gun 
was still clutohed in one stiff hand, a fat 
canvas money sack in the other. 

Through the night came another mad 
sound of hoofs. Roundup grunted. "Now 
who in hell is this ?" The three turned 
guardedly to face the new comers. Out of 
the black tunnel of trees spurred Paquito 
and J udgc Worthen. The pair haunched 
their mounts to a sliding stop. "\Vhere's 
the boy?" called \Vorthen. Then he dis
covered Steve standing a little back in the 
shadows. "So they corralled you again ! " 
he cried. 

" Sure. \Ve caught him 'cause he 
stopped to shoot it out with Clem Corey 
and the rest of his bunch," Roundup 
snorted. "Damn jailbreaker ! '' 

''That's the way it went, eh? So now 
he's got to go back." 

';Back, hdl ! Didn't you hear me say 
he saved !\ onie :'" 

"It's like him," said the Judge, "but 
according to the laws of this state Steve's 
been sentenced proper. \Ve got to take 
him bark" 

"\Vhat if I was to admit to bearing false 
witness ? Suppose I told you he sent a 
note warning us, but I used it to try to 
toss you," argued Roundup. "How about 
in that case, you stiff-necl<ed old buz
zard ?" 

] udicially, the J udgc's gaze swept his 
long-standing enemy. 

"Bearing false witness, eh ! Paquito," 
he ordered, "go in· an see if you can find 
that new che�s set anywhere around. This 
hombre's going to be in the calaboose a 

Roundup Scaggs swung down, letting good long time ! " 
'IJiE END 

. 



"What's the idea, Patch?" 
Curly yelled from the 

around. 

Memories of the old days on the 
· Lazy H crowded in on worn and 

tired Sheriff Patch - memories 
of the days before he swapped 
his soul and honor for three 
squares a day . . . .  But now, if 
deadly · guns spoke on the Lazy 
H, what did they expect an old 

man to do--fight? 

Patch Him 

With 

Powdersmokel 

By 
Dave 
Sands 

N

OWADAYS Sheriff Patch spent 
a good deal of his time sitting in 
the jail. It was warm, comfort

able, and a protection. What it was a 
protection against, old Patch t)ever would 

, allow himself to say. Against himself, per
haps, for he was old and meek and scared 
of what the future might show. 

He was sitting there this dripping spring 
99 
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day, feet propped up on an overturned 
coal scutlle clo.se to the Franklin stove, 
:when a knock sounded on the door. 

"Come in," the sheriff drawled. "Come 

in. "  His thin neck hvisted nervously. 
Outlined against the �Ianting Oregon 

rain stood a man in a rubber poncho. 
The rain gleamed on his lips and beard, 
and drained off h:s hatbrim. The way 
his shoulders \varpcd made Patch realize 
that here was another old man, and he 
repeated, more cordially, "\V ell, come 
in. What are you waiting for ?" 

The old man stamped in. He stared a 
moment at the sheriff, then pegged his 
hat and flopped out of his poncho, care
fully smoothing his beard. It was a large 
beard, imposing as a prophet's. But the 
unfaded blue eye� were not a prophet's 
eyes. 

"How did you happen in here ?" 
"Looked waterproof," the other oldster 

said. 
The sound of the man's voice kindled 

a 1park in the back of Sheriff Patch's 
tired brain. "Ever been in these parts 
before �" 

"Passed through . They tell me it used 
to be tall cattle country." 

"Still is," said Patch . . '�Sit <�own. "  
The man spread his legs out to the pink 

belly of the stove. "Home of the Lazy 
H, ain't it?" 

"Yep. And a great spread that was, too. 
That is, it was '1-vhen the Lanktrees run 
it fifteen years ago. They sold out to the 
Tei1 Eycks and went away. And now the 
Ten Eycks are about through. Only one 

· of them that's left is a girl, Laura. She's 
game, but you have to be more than game 
nowadays. You gotta be shre\·vd, smart." 

"Same thing's happened to lots of great 
old spreads." 

Old Sheriff Patch wasn 't listening. His 
face wore a reminiscent look. " \Ve had 
a top-string bunch of boys when I was 
working Jor the H. V·/e rode hard aud 
� bell hard and nothing ever stopped 

us. I remember the time the bunch rode 
down to Klamalh. There was one of them 
medicine shows in town. Curly Lem

berg, he was loco as usual. He daimed 
if the rattlers wouldn't bite a gent like 
this medicine man, they'd sure lay off a 

feller like him. So he grabs up the snake 
and the darned thing lays lJack and strike,;; 
him. So you know what Curly docs ?" 

�'Yeah. He hauls off and b:tes the snake 
back," supplied the stranger, without the 
flicker- of a lash. 

Sheriff Patch leaned forward so that 
he ahnost fell out of his chair. His arm 
shot out and he took a good hold on the 
man's beard. "You masqueradin' old fool : 

· Wl:ere you been all these years ? So yon 
figured you could pull a fast one on your 
old partner . "  

"Hey, teggo," said Curly. "This beard's 
real." 

Oltl Patch went to his drawer and 
pulled out a pint of rye. For a long time 
those two okHimers sat, while talk and 
liquor warmed their veins . . . .  

ABRUPTLY there was the sound of 
hoofs sucking the wet clay outside, 

of men slapping 'down. The door blew 
open and a bunch of men pulled in. 

c;I made a find for you, Sheriff," the 
leader, a huge n1an with a jutting jaw and · 
angry eyes, boomed out. "Four.d this 
man sneaking along. the trail that lies be
tween my spread and the Lazy H. He 
doesn!t seem to want to talk about what 
he was doing." 

In that short space between the sound 
of the · horses and the cnh·y of these men, 
the sheriff had completely changed. He 
had become a scared , cringing man. 

. 1'1'11 lock him up for you, Cornford. 
Anything you say." 

"Lock him up and keep him there until 
he

· 
says what his name is and what he's 

up to." 
Cornford turned his insulting, cocky 

grin on the young fellow. "Xow what 
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have you got to say for yourself, there, 
strang-er ?' '  

For all the expression on the prisoner's 
face it might have i.Jecn Curly 's poncho. 
For the face reminded Sheriff Patch of a 
poncho-a leather poncho with slits for the 
eyes and a generous · slit for the mouth. 
He wished he had the nerve to look at 
Cornfonl that way, telling him, without 
need of \Von!�. that he could go plumb to 
hell. He walked the silent young fellO\v, 
hardly more than a kid, into the cell ancl 
closed the iron gate. 

Cornford and his hard-faced crew started 
out. At the door Cornford turned, "Listen, 
you," he said to the sheriff, "tomorrow 
we're running out the Frenchman-fore
closing. See that you're there . "  

O l d  . Patch shrugged his shoulders. 
"Yes, sir." 

For some moments after the big door 
had shut,. Sheriff Patch avoided his old 
friend's eyes. Curly said noth ing, just 
lookecl at Patch, and once or twice made 
a clicking noise with his tongue. 

Old ratch flung out at him, " I  know 
it. I can't help it. Go ahead-say what 
you've got on your mind to say." 

""\Vhat's that bird Cornford got on 
you?" said Curly, his eyes mixing sym· 
pathy with comempt. 

"Nothing-. But he's g-ot this country 
by the tail. lie can throw me out to· 
morrow if he wants. \Vhat \vould become 
of me ? \Vhere wotdd I go ?" 

The old puncher filled his pipe, thumb

ing the tobacco down. He put a match 
to the stove, letting the heat light it. 
He �aid tlwughtfully, "I don't see what 
you got now." 

"Not much, I guess," said Patch. His 
eyes, under curling white eyebrows, were 
sad and filled with self-disgust. 

' 

"\Vhat's this business about the French
man ?" Curly asked. 

"Just one of the small outfits that Corn
ford is squeezing out. Mortgage. Prob· 
ably stole a few cows to make lUre that 

Frenchie couldn't pay. But I don't know. 
I don't know want to know." 

Curly ·said quietly, "1\ while back we 
was talking of the Lazy H bunch. How 
they kept to the trail and never let no
thing stop 'em. Sam, you was once a 
Lazy H rider." 

"I still am," said old Patch .. 
The other man shook his head, his 

beard wagging back and forth . "Oh, no 
you' ain 't . " 

Sheriff Patch twisted around, angry 
rccl swelling into his taut cheeks. His 
voice was low, different, almost a growl. 
"\Vhat are you trying to say, Curly ?" 

The saddle tramp l9oked from Patch's 
tight face to his gun-hand where it swung 
low. lie cocked an eye at Patch. 

"That's better. That's something like 
the £ella I used lo know. Now let's get 
down to business. About tomorrow
can't we fling a monkey wrench into 
Cornforcl's ga1:1e ?" 

The sheriff sat down. "\Ve're all 
alone, you understand that ?' '  he said. 

"How about the other ranchers ?• 
"All scared as hell. Corn ford 1·uns a 

tough bunch. The most you'd expec� from 
the others is �tanding ne�tral. "  

" I  sec the way you feel, Sam," Curly 
said. "It's a tough layout to buck." 

"I'll back you gents' play." 
Both the old men jumped. They'd for

gotten about the kid that had been shoved 
in. His voice had a drawl that didn 't 
belong to this part of the country, but it 
had an easy sureness, too. 

Sheriff Patch blinked at him. "'What's 
lite idea ?" 

"Jest love for Cornford . I don't like 
being told who's boss and smacked into 
jail. That ain't my idea of how things 
should be run." 

Curly said, "You're better off not 
mixin' in this. We're old and ain't got 
anything muo.:h to lose. But you're young. " 

"Yeah. \Veil, I need experience, " the 
boy l&id. 
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·NEXT morning two old men and an 
easy-sitting youth loped out of l\Io

nongahela. Tl:e town lay in a small pocket 
in the hills a11d the road ran through it 
like the base of a· loop, each enJ running 
off into the timber. 

To the south, where they were l:cacl
ing, lay lava lands. You could abwst 
feel the gray against the sky. A twist in 
the road brought them face to face with 
a young girl. 

"Wait, I want to see you," she called to 
Patch. 

Laura Ten Eyck was not precisely pret
ty ; she was better than that. She had a 
clean look about her, mixed with a warmth 
that some peop!c take for beauty, and 
which perhaps is beauty. She had a pleas
ant straight way of looking at a person. 

Sheriff Patch said apprehensively, 
"What's the matter-is something u p ?  
Oh, I forgot : This i s  Curly. H e  used to 
work on your spread when the Lanktrees 

owned it. And this youq; man �ays his 
name is Hall. But I don't know.'; 

Laura smiled at all three, unconsciously 
easing her sidling horse. "I 'm sure that's 
hi� name if he says it is." 

"Thanks, miss," said Hal l . "I wouldn't 
be so sure." 

She turned to Patch. "I got word from 
the bank yesterday. They said they're 
thinking of foreclosing on me. They can't 
do that, can they, if I've paid the· in
terest ? - I let almost all the hands go so 
I could pay the interest. Now there's 

someth ing come up about some clause m 
the mortgag� contract." 

The sheriff said, "Lord, miss, I 
wouldn't know. Things around here move 
altogether too fast. But if anything's 
wrong, you come to me." 

She frowned but she co:.1ld sec the 
sheriff 'vanted to go on. She noticed how 
oddly his two companions ,.,·ere regarding 
him. She raised her reins. "If  anything 
comes up I'll let you know," she sain. 
She swung her sidling pony around the 

men and tben straightened him and loped 
off. 

The three men rode on in awkward 
sikncc. 

Defore the Frenchman's sod-roofed 
home, half a dozen pon:es ..otood anchored. 
Cornforcl"s men stood around, cigarettes 
drooping from :heir lips. Freuchie's kids 

were tossing furniture into the \Yagon and 
from within the house came sounds of an 
argumcn t. 

I1� silence Patch anJ the ·two men gut 
du1vn awl \vent i n .  The cabin w-as a. mess. 
Cornforcl stood , rocking hack and forth in 
the center of the di rt Hoor. A woman 
iras lying on the lllllllade bunk, sobbing. 
The Frenchman faced Cornford with a 
butelter knife. 

Cornforcl said, d.S if repeating, "Put that 
down . "  The Frenchman growled some words in 
French. 

"Hr:re'.s the law," said Corn£ord. ":N"o1.,. 
will you pull out ? " Then his eyes recog
nized the boy and the room seemed to 
fill with storm. "I thought I told you 
to lock that kid up, Patch ?" 

The sheriff said, "What for ? He ain't 
done anything:" 

"1 thought I told you to lock him up, 
Patch, " CornforJ repeated, his voice jab
bing at him. 

"llut- J -ook out !" Patch yelled. 

the Frenchman was coming at Cornford 
with the knife. The ra1:cher's large, squat 
body dropped back. They didn't sec him 
move for his gun, hut the report smacked 
their ears. The Frenchman dropped and 
powder overcame the smell of smoking. 
bacon fat. 

The woman-she was no French ,\·o
man but a Yankee-rushed over, bent 
down ann stuffed her apron against her 
husband's side. \Vhile her hands \•,;ere 
working, good ronnd Yankee curses were 
dropping from her lips. 

For the first time Cornford smiled. " I  
was cut out for this .kind of work, " he 
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told the three men, bolstering his gun. 

"I guess you were," snapped Hall. 
"Now let's see what you can do with a 
man who packs a gun . "  

" I  guess I'll kill you," Cornford said 
matter-of-factly. 

Curly said, " I'll watc.h the door, kid." 
Abruptly old Patch stepped between. 

Habit is strong, and Patch had been in 
the habit for a long time of being scared, 
of cringing when Cornford so much as 
looked at him. And it must be said for 
Cornford that there was force and fear· 
lessness in the man. 

Patch said, his voice pleading, "Please, 
boys.! I don't want to see any killing 

. here. You make a move, Hall, and we'll 
all be dead. This place is surrounded by 
Cornford's killers." 

"Get out of the way," Hall said. His 
young face was smooth, but his muscles 
rippled angrily in his cheek. 

Curly .swung and clamped his rope· 
gnarled hand on Patch's arm. "Come on. 
Nor or never. Try not to forget you was 
once a man. " 

His words rowelled something deep in 
Patch. The old sheriff shook his head 
like a steer that h ad busted out of the 
brush. 

Then Cornford laughed. " Shuck their 
guns, boys," he said as his rainy-faced 
cr�w slipped inside. 

P
ATCH and Curly and the kid were 
shoved into their saddles and turned 

free. Silent and angry, they trotted back 
to Monongahela. Sheriff Patch kept his 
eyes on th e point between his horse's 
ears. He knew what these two were think
ing, and he could not stand to look at 

their faces. He knew also that now he 
had nothin g  left-no p lace to go-for 

Cornford wouldn't even let him stay on 
as sheriff. 

It ,�·as late afternoon \vhen they dropped 
over the slope that hid the tovm. Patc h 
wished that it had been night. He wouldn't 

have had to look at their faces then. They 
trotted along. the road, crossed a bridge 
over a small stream. Just beyond was 
another road which cut to the east.· Curly 
pulled up. ''I'm leaving you here." 

"\\There are you going ?" Patch asked. 
"I don't know," Curly said in a mono· 

tone. "I'm going, that's all." He might 
just as well have said, "I can't stomach a 
rabbit-hearted skunk l ike you any more." 

He didn't even bother to say good·bye. 
Patch and the boy turned their horses and 
rode on into town. As they were ap· 
preaching the jail the boy said, "I'll be 
going, too." 

Patch couldn't restrain his hurt. "All 
right. Go on." 

"\\fait a second. What's that ?" 
A woman had risen from the steps in 

front of the jail. It was Laura Ten Eyck. 
She ran through the lava mud to meet 
th em. 

"I've found out. \Nhat I told you this 

morning was true." 
Old Patch unpacked his body wearily. 

"Miss Laura, there's not a damn thing 
I can do. 1 tried today. I just ain't got 
it in me. I'vly stinger 's pulled." 

The boy bent dO\vn. " I s  there anything 
I can do?" 

. Patch had only heard him speak in 
anger. Now his voice carried another tone 
-easy and gentle and untroubled. Old 
Patch looked at him jealously. He'd give 
a heap to be the man th is kid was going 
to be. Provrding he lived. 

"n the sheriff can't do anything,"· 1 .aura 
said, " I  guess there's nothing you can 
do." She smiled at him. "But I'll al
ways remember how a stranger offered, 
because I know you meant it." 

"I do," said th e boy. 
Old Patch did not wait to hear any 

more. Be tied his pony td the rack and 
clinked into the jail. He lit the kerosene 
lamp. He threw a match into the stove. 
Then, unhooking his gunbelt >vith its 
empty holster, he slung it over the back 
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of a chair. Vthat use was a gunbelt to 
him-he was scared to use it. 

That night, for the first time in years, 
he went to the Shasta har. He had never 
believed that a man who was packing a 

star should hang around places like this. 
But hell, if he was a sheriff, then the 
law was a damned poor thing. 
· He ordered a bottle from the bar and 

set it do>vn in front of him . He com
menced to drink, reafly drink, as he hadn't 
done since his puncher days. 

At the next table, Durfey, the hanker, 
and a storekeeper were sitting. "Corn
ford's taking- over the Lazy H tomorrow," . 
Durfey said. 

"Didn 't give the girl much time, ' '  the 
tJthcr said. 

AFTERa wh ile Patch didn't fed �o bad. 
The liquor warmed him. His self

pity and his trouble3 fell off into the back
wash of his thoughts. He found himself 
thinking abou� the Lazy H and the girl. 
The Lazy H, where he had worked, was 
going to fall into the bands of Cornford. 
It made him feel the way he felt when 
he saw a hunch of old cmv ponies being 
shipped off to the chicken fanns. 

He stood up and moved to the bar. 
He weaved a little, trying to carry him
self ,,ery straight. "How umch ?·'.' he �aiu. 

"Two bucks." 
He tossed the mo11ey, twu silver dollnrs, 

011 the polished rosewood: He started out, 
then turned hack. "Here. Thi� h<Jclge-" 
he jerked off his star and slid it acrm>6-. 
"you can have that, too, Don"t mean any
thin'." 

Outside, Patch mounted his white geld
ing with the str;m·berry marks. He put 
his heels to the horse, lining out of town, 
taking the road that led east with such 
spirit that he almost lost the saddle. He 
had to make a grah at the horn. "Tt1t, 
tut," Patch said. He didn't know when 
he'd been happier. 

' 

For perhaps two or three miles he kept 

along that road, until he saw what he 
was looking for-the low-burning eml'>en 
of a campfire in a meadow close to the 
edge of timber. By this time he wa� 
pretty sober. He rode over across the 
deep spongy grass. Curly looked up at 
him, said, . ''\Vhat 'you doing here ? Get 
the hell away from us ! '' 

''Easy," said ex-sheriff Patch. "Easy," 
as if he were half talking to himself. He 
ilipped lightly out of the saddle. "The 
Lazy H boys are gathering." 

C11rly got up on his hind legs. "Listen," 
he �napped through his beard, "I've had 
enough of you. Sentiment's all right, but 
I've had a bellyrul or sentiment. I'm old 
and tirc"d anc damned sore right now. And 
you're old, and so faded that you're a 
tint of pale yellow. Nov·.7 leave rne alone. " 

Old Sam Patch had just ahont enough 
drink left in hi:n to still be living a little 
iu his imagination. H e  figured what he'd 
have done thirty years ago. 

Having thought, he swung his arm, put 
bis shoulder behind it, and .sod:ed Curly 
in the jaw-in the beard, ratber,· but it 
got through to the jaw. 

Curly \\"Cllt down. lie got up and said, 
"What's the iclea, Patch ? "  In spite of 
his anger there 1.\'as something in his 
manner a liitle more friendly and cer
tainly lllore respectful. 

"Listen," said Patch, hunkering dm.,·n. 
"T1e Lazy H-that is, wl:at's left of it, 
1vhich is you and me-is gatherillg to
night because we got a job tomorrmv. • 

Cornford is taking over the girl's ranch. 
If the other boys were here, they wouldn't 
let a crook like that take oYer the plare, 
would they ? Well, neitilCr will we ! "  

Curly spat into the. fire. H e  took a 
good :ook at Patch's face and he must 

have seen something there, for he said, 
'�Okay.'' 

ALL that night the two old-timers sat 
up, talking about long-gone days. 

They hoth had the silent conviction thai 
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this would be their last night on earth 
and that they might as well stay up to 
enjoy it. 

At dawn. they saddled and hit the trail 
south. The mist had hardly cleared from 
the valley when they came to the home 
buildings of the Lazy H. 

They both pulled up. "Looks like i t  
used to  look, " Curly said. " \Ve could 
have been riding home from a spree on 
a morning like this years and years ago . "  

"Yeah. I wish v,;e was," said Patch. 
They trotted on up to the long white

washed wooden building with the balcony 
going around the top. Laura 'Fen Eyck, 
drawn and tired-eyed, came out. 

"A couple of the old Lazy H bunch 
come to help you, " Patch said. 

A low stone wall guarded the front of 
the ranch-house, and Curly and Patch 
posted themselves there. Samson, the 
only rider who'd stuck on, found a place 
in the rear of the building. 

They didn't have long to wait. Corn
ford came loping up the valley with eight 
riders at his back. He drew up when he 
spotted Curly and Patch. 

"Clear out, you fellows, " he hollered. 
" I'm taking over this ranch. " 

" Not while the Lazy H can still fight ! "  
Patch called back. 

Cornford raised his hand, and the bunch 
headed for the nearest timber. Pretty 
soon they came out again, hit cover and 
commenced shooting at the ranch. 

"Hasn't been anything like this since 
the Klamath uprising," Patch said 
proudly. 

But Curly was busy working out a 
jammed cartridge shell. 

Abruptly there was a burst of firing in 
back. "Guess Samson can hold his own. 
Hope so,

" Curly said. 

Five minutes later a mocking voice ad
dressed them from the building at their 
backs. "Stick 'em up, you old dogs. " 
And Cornford grinned down at them. 

Patch tried to swing his gun around 
when a shot struck him and knocked him 
on his face. Cornford came down with 
two of his gunnies. Those that were in 
the valley came up. 

They yanked Sam Patch to his feet. 
Cornford's lips twisted at him. "Gettin' 
heroic, eh, Patch ? "  T o  his men h e  said, 
"Turn 'em loose and let 'em run for it. 
It'll limber up their old bones, and it'll 
be goo'd target practice. " 

"No, you won't, " said a voice, young 
but strong and determined. "You won't 
do nothing. Raise 'em up. "  

Cornford and his bunch turned. I t  was 
the kid, Hall. Laura Ten Eyck stood be
side him, a long ectagonal-barreled rifle 
in her hands. 

"\iVhat are you doing here ? \Vhat's 
this to you ? "  Cornford said. -

"I was waiting for you, Cornford, wait
ing for you to sneak around. Gents like 
you always work from the back. "  

"That so ? "  Cornford said, and reached. 
But the kid's guns spoke ahead of his, 

and Cornforcl pitched back into his bunch 
and went down . 

Patch knew even then that he was 
dead. 

It did not take Cornford's outfit long 
to scatter. \Vith Cornford dead they knew 
they'd better be leaving this country al

. together. Curly and the kid helped Patch 
in. His wound \vasn't bad. 

"\Vell, kid, " he said, "You couldn't 
have done better if you was an old Lazy 
H man yourself. You saved the day. " 

"He was wonderful, " Laura said, and 
there was no doubting she meant it . 

For · the first time the kid seemed to 
lose some of his hard poise. "I  am an 
old L<l.zy H rider, in a way. I was born 
here, you see ."  He looked at Laura. "My 
name's Hall Lanktree. Y�:m don't mind ?" 

"Maybe it's about time there was a 
Lanktree here again," she said. And then 
ahe blushed. 

-----



Thundering Western Nove�ette 

Back to the little cow town that would forever 
associate his name with unquestioned honor and 
courage, rode that broken range derelict, to 
make his lost grim fight, with borrowed glory! 

CHAPTER ONE 

. Range Derelict 

-

0 DDLY enough, the little Arizona Kennedy. It was the same town into 
station where a brakeman's bro- which, many years before, young \;Villard 
gan helped Rann Kennedy over Kennedy, a shavetail with guts, had 

the side oi a gondola had been named in brought the lmllet-vum:tureu remains of 
honor of Rann's father, Colonel Willard an Apache raiding party caught red-



By Ray Nafziger 

_ H e ir  to G lory Guns  

R&an mada it tbroup their IDa, .-iftg not twenty feet from a cowboy 
who lay dose to tbe CIII!'Der ol the addH ebed. watcbmg the hou• • • • •  
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handed in a wild wagon-train massacre. 
For that and similar services, Arizona 

nicknamed him '"\Vilcl Bill'' Kennedy, 
gave him a five-hundred-dollar sword, and 
named a town after him. 

No tow�s had been named after his 
son, the gaunt, tall unshaven hobo in 
filthy clothes who had just been booted off 
the freight. Although still in his thirties, 
he was burned out, gray-haired, the· shell 
of a man. He had left that same tov,·n 
twenty years before, headed for a mili
tary school, West Point and an Army 
career like his father's. But instead, his 
life had been one long, whirling, shameful 
descent into dishonor, ohlivion. 

Unaware that h'e was in his home town, 
'vcak from the effects ,of a CJUart of Lords
burg rotgut, he shambled dO\vn a street 
and panhandled a bronz:ed cowboy for 
something to eat. When the rider prompt:y 

. handed o•·er four bits, such unu�ual gen
erosity made Rann Kennedy stare. \Vith-
in range of his stare behind the cowboy 
appeared the name of the station. K-E-N
N-E-D-Y. 

"What state is this?" he asked sharply. 
It was the cmvboy's turn to stare. He 

indica.tecl the plain, sprinkled with dusty 
mesquite and cactus. "Yuh digs for wood, 
climbs for water-what c'd it be but Ari
zony ?" · 

The ho:JO's mouth opened in a silent 
laugh. His shaky hand came out to give 
hack the half-dollar. "A man can fall 
01ily ·so far," he remarked. "Then he 
hits bottom, savvy ?" 

:His hand came n p in a salute that he 
had not· made in many yean, and he 
turned to · walk uncertainly along the 
straggling street. \V ith its ageless adobe 
walls this place did vaguely resemble 

. the town of Kennedy. Here had heen 
brought one day, as a boy , very small but 

, very proud, to see Colonel Kennedy en
training for Cuba. _1\nd here the Colonel 

r had returned, one arm gone, to retire 
from the Army and buy the splendid Los · 

Alamos Ranch near Fort Whitman, to the 
north. 

As he halted in the hot sun, a forlorn, 
lost figure, he felt sick to the point of 
retching. It was unbelievable. He was 
looking at Kennedy, Arizona. Kennedy, 
on its mesquite plain, with, out toward 
the Ladrones, the always-present mirage 
of a great lake bordered by high trees. 

\Vhat a weary way he had gone since 
leaving here, weary for all that it had been 
downhill l He licked dry lips. 

:JHrages lay in the shimmering valley, 
·and ghosts of dead men stalked this bleak 
cowtown where loading pens had once 
held five thousand bellowing catt!e marked 
with his father's saber-shaped brand. 
Ghosts of sullen Apaches, of stalwart 
young cowboys and soldiers, lniners and 
freighters, his father, Colonel "Wi!d Bill." 
A man as well known in Arizona as 
Cochise Head. Ghosts or not, all had been 
men, all except that bay of fifteen who had 
gone renegade despite his opportunities, 
his training, his heritage. 

woRDS formed soundlessly on his 
lips. He had to g-et out of this place ! 

Turning with drooped, <ihamed head, he 
slunk back for the yards, cutting across 
the street toward a rack where a group 
of smatl cow horses stood tied. There he 
stopped ! to gaze at a tough-looking little 
dun pony 'vith a tiny saber-shaped brand 
on his shoulder. 1 The old brand of the 
Kennedy Los Alamos Ranch near Fort 
\Vhitman. 

"I'm rlamned ! "  he whispered . "Coy
ote ! "  He clucked under the rail to put a 
hand against the dun's hide. His horse ! 
The fastest, smartest, most promising 
�·oung cow horse of the Alamos remuda . 
The top ll!Ount in the string a fourteen
year-old hoy thre>v in \vith the roundup 
cavvy, still under saddle after twenty 
years of work. 

The saloon door behind . him swung 
open. A man came out, a burly fellow with 
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a black stubble hiding his face under his 
steeple-crowned hat. 

"\Vhat'n hell you doin' with my 
horse ?" he snarled. 

":Xothin'," muttered Kennedy as the 
man lurched across the walk. The old 
pony, remembering previous abuse, re
treated and flung up his head with a rattle 
of bits, trying to break loose. Promptly 
the man cursed and with his fist smashed 
the pony on the nose. 

Anger surged into Kennedy. "You 
don't have to do that, mister, "  he said 
thickly. He was as much surprised as the 
big rancher. Not for years had he stood 
up for anyone except himself. A down
and-outer traYels easier minding his own 
business. He stepped back 110\V, knowing 
he was in for trouble. 

The rancher advanced menacingly. The 
piglike, bloodshot eyes in the biack, bris
tly face reminded Rann of a boy, "Dirty" 
Scriven, •vho had lived near old Fo{·t 
Whitman. 

·without warning a big fist lashed out. 
Kennedy tried to dodge, but speed had 
Iong ago gone out of nerves and muscles. 
It was exactly as if the front of his head 
had been caved in. Then the mate to the 
first fist landed, and the jolt was like the 
kick of a powerful horse. 

Two more smashes to the face and he 
went to the ground where a sharp-pointed 
boot again and again thudded into his 
ribs. Tiring of that, the rancher li fted 
him to his feet for another systematic 
fist-battering. Blood Fivuleted down from 
Kennedy's nose .  and over his chin, an 
ear was half torn loose. His eyes were 
shut. 

It was in the heat of the day, and for a 
\•.:bile no one saw the inhurnan beating. 
Then someone called out and feet came 
runn ing dovm the walk. "Hey, what the 
hell you doin', Lash ?" 

"Beatin' a lousy bum," said the hulk, 
and satisfied, he v.ent back inside the 
saloon. Kennedy, blinded, in a panic, used 

the last life left m him. He scrambled 
to his feet to cross the walk on a stagger
ing trot. Colonel Kennedy's son who 
was a lousy bum had to escape before he' 
\Vas questioned and identified. He man· 
aged to get to the back of a building where 
he fell among the tall weeds. 

Hiduen among their thick stalks, he 
lay half conscious, too numb to feel the 
waves of pain that went through him. 
The blood slowly c�ased its flow and 
caked on his face. Flies buzzed over him . 
unnoticed until one came with a peculiar 
high-pitched hum. I n  the strange sick 
fancy o£ .Rann Kennedy the hum was ' 
traasierred into the faint echo of a dis- ·  
tant bugle call. Rann tried to put it out • 
of bis head, but the faint notes continued. ' 

A bugle-as it had often floated to his . 
father 's ranch from Fort \Vhitman ! 

As he told the cowboy, he had reached 
bottom. Callm:scd, · without emotion, he ; 
had once heard a Federal judge pro- : 
nounce sentence, had sneeringly served· 
his time. But now if  he had not forgot
ten how to •veep, the fifteen-year-old boy 
in him would have shed tears. An old 
tmn1, an old cow pony and a bugle call 
lmd pierced below the hard outer shell 
that coats the souls bf renegades, red 
and white. And those stabbing memories 
made him as sick in soul as in body. 

If only he could wake from all this 
and find himself back again in an Arizona 
spring, with the first green tint of new 
�Tass and mesquite threaded by a lazy 
cloud of dust rising from a troop o£ 
cavalry going out for maneuvers ! Or 
if he could be holding tight to his 

· mother's band as his fatl:er's regiment 
paraded-the heat of steel-shod hoofs, 
moving and halting like one vast machine ; 
the flash of sabers ; the flutter of flags 
and the dip of the colorful guidons. 

But what was the use ? A trail could 
never be erased. A man was done for 
when he had gone down as far a.s Rann 
Kennedy. All that was left him was to 
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take his dishonored self out of Kennedy 
in the darkness, and leave the ghosts 
and mirages behind him. 

Aching in every hone, with his h�ild as 
spongy as an over-cooked vegetable, he  
got to his knees and hands and pulled 
himself to his feet. Blood and dirt caked 
his face in a mask. 

He 11taggered to the street and down 
it toward the tracks. No one noticerl him 
when he went to a horse-watering trough 
and, hoiding his head under the tap, 
washed away the caked blood and dirt. 

T,:IE STREET lav in darkness ns he 
headed for the statwn. H orses m front 

of lighted windows lifted their heads 
as he passed. The· old horse, Coyote, 
wa11 still in his place. Rann stopped. 
The pony seemed to sag under the heavy 
stock saddle. He had prohahly been 
standing unwatered in the hot sun all 

day. Turned loose, he would wander 
back to his home range where he won!d 
be smart enough to do�ge ont for a few 
w�ks. 

Rann stepped behin d a big rangy roan 
and untied Coyote's cinch 5trap. The 
!!addle and blanket came off, to be tumbled 
on,the ground. His fingers fumbled at the 
throat latch, and slipped off the hriole. 
Coyote hacked away, whickeren and 
11tarted a brisk trot down the street. 

Someone coming from a saloon · hap
pened to see the horse moving a\vay un
saddled and noticed the man at the rack. 

"Horse thief ! "  he hawleCI. " Pile outa 
there, fellers. Some one's gittin' at yore 

horses." 
A booming chorus of heavy voices fo1-

lmvcd this ala:·m, and a trample of heavy 
feet. Kennedy lost his heaJ. If he sta1ted 
to run to the station, he would be hunted 
down along the tracks and soon caught. 

He untied the reins of the big roan, 
slipped them up over the neck and pulled 
his battered body into the saddle. It had 

been years since he had ridden; but he 

scttlecl into the leat!H�r as if it had been 
yesterchy. Drone stc:mpcr� of the range 
and ::\fcClellan �addle riders of the fort 
had taught Colonel Kennedy's young son 
to ride. Hrmh poppi11g on the high mesas 
when chasing deers had graduated ·him 
long beiorc h� \Yas fifteen. �ow he S\\'ept 
the horse to the right, l1ctwccn two build
ing�. A gnn was nnlimhered behind him. 
Shots whizzed past his head. 

From force of long habit . . he headed 
north to,,·ard the .\!amos Ranch, clat
tering over the tracks. In a fev.r seconds 
a rush of horsemen came after him, 
sw�eping ·a1ong in a pounding flurry of 
raring hoofs. Rann sat the sacldle easily 
for h<tlf a niilc out of town, lmt he was 
in no shape for a race , even if the roan 
could outdist:n1cc pursuit. 

Tho�e riders behind him were well 
liquored up. Catching him, they might 
either shoot or hang him. \Vhieh would 
he no loss ancl not far from his cleserts, 
he admitted, but no man has ever sunk so 
low that he welcomes a strangling noose 
of hard-twist around his neck, or a lead 
slug through his belly . 

Kennedy dropped the roan off 1nto a 
steep-\\·alled arroyo that swung at right 
angles from the trail. The pursuit swept 
past him, taking it for granted he 'vas 
keeping northeast. 

· 

CHAPTER T�'O 

Sagebrush Renegade 

JT WAS .a hard, jolting ride uncler the 

stars for the half-conscious man. They 
would run out over the country to watch 
the main passes, but they would not be . 
watching the Jack Ear, on a little-used 
trail. He would ride through there, head 
south for the railroad again and catch 
a freight. 

The pass was clear, but on the other 
side a fence forced him north by the old 
deserted C L :Ranch. Behind i� now roof-
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less adobe walls ranchers had once stood Rann stared, nodded h�s head. "2.H\o::� 
off Apaches until Rann's father, then a 

captain, had ridden over with two troop
ers to drive them off. That was another 
reason why, at Colonel Kennedy's death, 
Arizona had gone en masse to the funeral 

\Vhen he finally reached a gate, he 
knew he was too exhausted to make it 
back to the railroad. He was not far 
from his father's old ranch near the ahan
donerl Fort \Vhitman. A.nd although it 
was no. lor1ger home, he turned toward 
the ranch instinctively, as a wounded ani
mal mig-ht crawl toward the den where he 
had been whelped. Riding along the long
lanced yuccas, he reached another g-ate, 

which led into what had been the Alamos 
horse pasture. 

Inside the gate he stood weakly for 
long minutes, debating in his head what 
to do nl"xt. There would be strangers up 
at the old ranch house. A hig family of 
California Mexicans had liver! in the cot� 
tonwoods down the creek. The Perezes. 
They were honest, industrious. The older 
sons had ridden for his father. The 
younger boys-\tiguel, Francisco, Y si
clro-had been like brothers to Rann. 

He 1vould chance it that some of the 
Perezes still lived along the �reek. A 
dog barked at him as his horse's hoofs 
pounded a warn:ng. And with head and 
chest sunk over the pommel, Kennedy . 
came to a stop. 

Light from an open door revealed him 
as he fell from the saddle. A man 
emerged, swarthy, bla�.:k mustached, 

young, carrying a rifle. 
Kennedy had fainted, but he came to 

when something hot and strong was 
poured down his throat. He had been 
carrietl in�itlc and pul in the airless spare 
room, with its embroirlerecl spn�arl and 
slips, kept sacred by every good Mexican 
housewife. 

"It is Rann ?" the man questioned. 
"The son of Colonel Kennedy? You re
member' lllt, Mieuel Peres?" 

they're. afte1· m r , "  he nmmhled. "It',; a 
mistake. I took a horse at Kennedy. " 

Miguel noctclcd and began drawin� on 
his chaps. "I take care of that. I guess 
you was drunk, ell, Rann ;" he said with a 

dmdde. " Margharita, she take good care 
oi you . "  He noddefl to his ymmg- wire 
and \\·ent to the corrals and saddled one 
of hi� m,·n horses. 

Then he led the big roan rlO\vn the heel 
o[ the stream to a fence, the strands oi 
which he lmvcrcd. He knew the ranch 
from ,.,·hich the horse had come. Turned 
loose with his head tied up to keep him 
from gra<.ing, .the roan woulcl trav�l hacl< 
home. After that, :Miguel returned to sit 
hy the stranger who lay battered, l1loody, 
gaunt, in the bed of Mig11el Perezes. 

"You come home again, ch i" asked 
'\figuel with a slow >mile. 

"Home ?" mumbled Kennedy. It 
aroused him. "l\'o one\ to know I came 

back. Tf yo11 ran get me a horse, I'll be 
gettin;.: up and going hack to the rail
road. "  

!IJiguel shook his he;1d. "You are sick," 
he said. " Retter you stay a long time. 
�r y house is yours. For long \YC wonder 
what become of you. I gne�s you forget 

us, ch ? ' '  
· 

Kennedy �hook his head. "Xo, }Iikc. 

Francisco, Ysidro-where are they ?" 
"In GloJJe. :\-tarried. Lots of keecls. 

Lots of work. Not like the old rlay5, since 

the colonel is �one . " 
"\Vho fives on the ranch now ? ' '  
"The '0J olans. Reno 1\ olan. I guess you 

don't know him. He was sergeant for your 
papa at Fort Reno. He come here long 
ago to work for your papa. His \vifc keep 
ihe house. A goo{: man, Reno Nolan. 
They look after yonr papa when he is 
sick, and when your papa has bad luck an' 
lose most of hi;; ranch, they lend him 
money. Your papa leave them what is left 
of the ranch to pay his debt. \Ye all lose 
one good fren'. It is no longer good days, 
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like when we was keeds. Bad limes, now." 
"Who owns that Coyote dun ?" he 

asked. 

MIGUEL'S face darkened. "Lash 
Scriven. You 'mcm:1er him ? He 

now own mos' of the old Alamos Ranch. 
Soon he will have it all. You give him 
good licking once-at Fort Whitman. 
Lash was fool to think he coul<l whip son 
of Colonel Ke:mcdy. Kow you go 5lcep, 
eh ? "  

I n  the darkness he tossed restlessly, 
while ghosts rode by in a continual suc
cession cf mirages. Soldiers, cowboys, 
officers-and the Colonel, the man Miguel 
called his "papa." 

He Jay in the bed for four days, most 
of them feverish, half delirious. His tiody 
could no longer take punishment. 

During a lucid interval one afternoon, 
he heard a familiar voice snarling close 
to his window, the voice of the man wl�o 
had b�aten him in Kennedy. It was 
Coyote's owner, Lash Scriven. 

"Mike, you dirty greaser, why ain't 
yuh showed up for work ? \Vanted yuh 
to help track a hombre that stole a horse 
at Kennedy an' turned loose that Coyote 
skate of mine . Somehow since I been 
thinkin' it over he remi11ded me o' sonJe
body. 0' Rann Kennedy. But it couldn't 
of been him. B '! God, I wish it was ! "  
He laughed. "Think of it-sendin' up 
the ol' Colonel's son for horse stealin'." 

Kennedy realized as the talk went on 
that he was hearing what \vas not intenc!e'rl 
for his cars. Scriven had been forcing 
Miguel to rustle for him, from Reno 
Nolan who now had Alamos. 1\iiguel 
had been helping butcher Xolan cattle 
and packing the carcasses across the 
mountains after cutting out the brands 
�nci burying the hides. And now some
thing new \vas being cooked up. Some 
more serious threat . for the N ulans, 
against_ which Miguel raised a loud pro
test. 

"But they are my neighbors. No, 
Lash. That goes too far. To steal a few 
cows, all right-but not that !" 

"Look who's kickin' over the traces ! "  
sneered Scriven. "Turnin' honest. An' 
yuh ain't goin 'to 1!0 what I tell you. Why, 
you low-down yeller-belly, I 'll bust every 
bone in yore body. \Vho's been keepin' 
yor� family from starvin' since the Colonel 
kicked off? Who ldn see that yuh go to 
the pen for that killin' down at Benson ? 
\Vhat yuh say now?" 

l\Jiguel bad iwthing to say. Scriven 
clumpcr.l away, ' and }.figuel came into 

· Rann's room. He realized that his guest 
had OYerheard, and shame overcame him. 
"That a son of the Colonel should hear 
it said that I am a thief ! I killed that 
man in fair fight, but they \VOtt!d convict 
me. This Lash Scriven is bad man like 
he was boy. Like his father was no-good 
soldier, a coward and a thief. His mother 
is from Fort Grant hog ranch. \Vhat colt 
can you expect from the bad horse and 
the poor mare ? Not like you-you was 
line boy." 

"Was is right," said Rann bitterly. 
" You have only met with bad luck," 

said Miguel hurriedly. "Is nothceng. But 
this Lash, he plan to do sometheeng 
worse tha�1 he ever do before. Reno Kalan 
l1ave vretty youug tlit:�.:e. Goou girl. Liish 
wants to get Reno's rand1 an1l mak' that 
fine girl �uarry him. She works like a, 
man, ride range with her brothers. And 
to think I have steal from them. I am 
what they call a low�life," said Miguel 
sadly. " Ever since your papa die. Some� 
times I think I better kill that Lash an' 
lt::t them hang me .. " 

"It's every man for himself. What 
happened to all the Colonel's personal 
things, rv!ike ?" 

" H e  willed them to the Kolans. He owe 

· them a lot of money and he left every
tht!eng to them. The uniforms, the swords, 
the rooms of books, an' that old Indian 
pottery your papa got from the cavu up 
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north o f  the Gila. That pottery i s  worth 
two-three thousand dollars. But Reno 
Nolan will not sell it. When he die, it 
a11 go to museum. "  

" Two-three thousand ? "  repeated Ken
nedy in sudden inte<est. That was real 
money to him. And he hadn't any scruples · 

about selling a lot of old ollas. His brain 
began to turn over a scheme. He, Rann 
Kennedy, could take that pottery and 
sell it on the Coast. No oi1e would ques
tion his right to it, once he got it away 

· from the Nolan family. All he needed 
was a pack horse and a saddle horse to get 
to the railroad, and Miguel would provide 
them. 

T
O TEST his strength he got up the 

next day and wandered outdoors to 
lie under the trees on the grass. Two or 
three thousand dollars. That would be 
real money-until it was spent. And all 
he needed to get it was a little nerve. 

A rider came by him, so close that the 
horse shied at the man ncar his feet. In 
the saddle was a woman, a red-haired girl 
wearing heavy brush chaps, a man's 
leather jacket, with a coil of \vorn rope 
on her saclclle. 

"I nearly rode over you," she apolo
gizecl. 

" :\:'  o harm dm1e, " Rann returned. 
"You're K ora )J alan ? "  

"Yes. I didn't know Miguel had a 
visitor. " A fine-looking girl with a friend
ly stnile, a wealth of reddish hair, blue 
eyes that perhaps saw too clearly what 
you were. 

"Used to know Miguel long ago , "  he 
explained hastily . "\Vhen Colonel Ken
neely lived at Alamos . " 

" Y Qu knew the Colonel ? Never a day 
goes by that my Uncle Reno doesn't men
tion . him. The Colonel died poor but 
honored and happy except for worry 
about his son. " 

" What did-the Colonel-say about 
his son ?" 

"Only that he had been in Africa for 
many years on some kind of engineering 
work." 

Rann had one thing to his credit ; He 
had changed his name and had written 
that he was going to Africa on mining 
'vork. That was just before he went to 
Federal prison . 

The girl's radiant face remained with 
him after she bad ridden away. Too bad 
that Scriven wanted her. · But that, of 
course, did not concern h im. What did 
concern him was getting out of this coun
try with that valuable Indian junk. He 
dri£ted in  to ask Miguel for two horses 
that night and Miguel assented without 
asking questions. Miguel had his own 
wornes . 

"It is all fixed," he said. 
"Fixed ?" echoed Rann. "What do you 

mean-fixed ?" 
"Scriven's scheme to frame Nolan. I 

and one of Scriven 's hands hide two hides 
from fresh-killed Scriven cattle at Nolan's 
place. Tonight the deputy sheriff-he's 
Scriven's cousin-finds the hides and ar
rests Reno Nolan and his two nephews. 
An' then it is either they mus' go to the 
penitenitary or give up the ranch to 
Scriven. " 

. r-.Iiguel looked at Kennedy as if he 
hoped that Kennedy could suggest some
thing . But Rann was · thinking that with 
this trouble coming up, it would be the 
very night to pull his little theft. He was 
in luck. 

" Such things did not happen in the 
days when the Colonel \vas living, " :Mi
guel went on sadly. " The Colonel, he 
look after us all . "  

" You'll b e  sure t o  have those horses 
ready, will you, :Mike : "  asked Kennedy. 
"I 'll send you fifty bucks when I get to 
Los Angeles for what yo].l've done for me." 

"I could not take it, " said l\1iguel, 
vastly hurt. "For what I do for the son 
of Colonel Kennedy, I do not take any 
money." 

I 
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CHAPTER\ THREE 

The Sn:tke Strikes 

FOLLOWING supper, :Miguel tie(l th� 
two horses for Rann in the trees 

beyond the house. Rann shook hands 
with :\figuel and went out to the outfit. 
There was a riding saddle on one hor5e, a 
pack sacldle on the other, wit!: two raw
hide-covet:,ed . boxes and enough sacks and 
straw for packing. 

Before Kennedy left, ScriYen rode into 
th clearing \•.:ith a little group of riders, 
his deputy sheriff cousin and a half-dozen 
of his cowboys. His harsh, loud voice 
carried easily to Kennedy. 

The two fresh hides had been hidden 
in the 1\ olan vehicle shed. !viigucl and 
another neighbor were to go along with 
the deputy to be witnesses. l�eno Nolan 
and his nephews would all be taken to the 
county seat if the �olans did not agree 
to turn over what was left of Los Alamos 
to Scriven. And if the girl did not agree 
to marry the rancher. Scriven, while the 
parley went on, would stay out of sight 
with his cowboys, ready to act if the 
peppery Nolan made any trouble. 

These plans suited Kennedy . He would 
make use of the confusion to pack up the 
Indian stuff and quietly head for the 
nearest town. l\·figuel had given him a 
bottle of the cheap �1'1exican sugar alcohol 
smuggled into southern Arizona. Taking 
a few swallows, he mounted and rode 
along the creek toward old Alamos. 

A hundred yards from the house, Rann 
got down and hid his horses in the brush. 
Then, carrying the sacks, he headed 
through a growth of live oak and syca
more until the adobe hulk of Alamos head
quarters lay before him in the moonlight. 
An old friend, that house, with its low 
aclobe walls and flat roofs, the corrals 
and the big. cottonwoods and walnuts 
beyond. It looked as familiar as if he had 
left it a week before. Few cha.ngea had 

been made ; the long \Yalls "·ere still 
windowless, dating from old Apache days. 

Rann cou1d almnst see his father stand
ing outside it, erect, facing Fort \Vhit
n1an to listen regretfully to the bugles at 
6e fort. �lore than once, as the faint pip
ing had floated along the foothills, the 
son. had seen tears in the old soldier's 
eyes. 

Squatting, he waited for the deputy's 
party. During- the altercation that would 
come, he woulti slip into the bou:.e and 
sack up the pieces. 

A light was burning in the kitchen 
pai·t at one end of a wing-. Once he saw 
the girl crossi�1g a window. Then he 
pressed back smluenly into the brush. 
Xot far from him a man was running, 
heading for the old carriage sheds. It 
\\'as Jfigucl Perez. · The :'IIexican van
ished ancl reappeared, dragging a couple 
uf sacks from the shed. ]\1 ust be the 
hides planted by �cri \'en's orders. 

Kennedy made a quick guess : Mike 
was trying to save l\' ohm and his family 
and was getting rid of the evidence, be
cause the family in the big adobe bouse 
represented, somehow, Colonel Kennedy, 
to whom tl:c rcrezcs had been retainers 
in the old days. l'vfiguel must have made 
smne excuse to hurry on ahead of the 
deputy'� party to get rid of those hi£les. 

Rann considered. This was liable to 
make serious trouble for Mike and the old 
ranch. Shooting would he seen here to
night. Better for him to get his loot and 
clear out before the trouble stat·ted. The 
family were all in the kitchen. \Vithout 
their knowing it, he could get through 
the patio and into his father's big room 

. 'vhere his personal effects were kept. 
Hastily he crossed the yard. 

IT WAS easy to get into the long patio, 

on three sides of which the rooms 
were built, v.·ith doors opening from it to 

each room. The one to his father's cham
ber was unlocked. !nside loomed th.e 
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familiar canopy bed given the Coloner' by 
a Mexican army officer. 

· On broad shelves ahout the room were 
racked the pot'tery pieces, includi:�g a 
ceremonial vessel of chalcedony which 

was famous as the prettiest archeological 
piece ever found in the Southwest. Some 
artist genius, some aboriginal Cellini, had 
shaped and polished a block of greenish
blue q·..tartz with crude, unknown took 
It was worth at least a thuuo;aml Jullars. 
He wrapped that first and picked out the 
more valuable among the smaller pieces 
to j.oin it. 

The clump of shod hoofs sounded out 
front. The deputy's party had arrived. 
Rann worked on swiftlv in the moon
light that came through the patio win
dows. Voices rose, high pitched, angry ; 
one sharp, a little shaky with age-that 
·would be old Reno Nolan's-and then 
the loud, harsh tones of the deputy. 

Scriven and his cowboys would be 
back in the trees watching, ready to 
sweeten the pot if the neerl arose. 

"Got a search warrant and I'm combin' 
the place, " repeated the deputy for per
haps the tenth time during the argument. 

"It's Scriven himself that's the thief," 
insisted Nolan. "He's been stealing from 
us for years, and no damn deputy ever 
searched his ranc!l for hides o ff  our. 
cows. "  

".Never had no cause to. But I been 
tipped off yuh got two hides here, fresh 
Lazy X hides off Scriven's steers. If I 
find 'em, you're cooked." 

"Help yourself," said Reno Xo lan. 
"Y e'll find nothin' here. \V e kept sweet
smellin' spite o' skunk neighbors." 

Following the deputy and �1iguel and 
the other neighbor, hobbled old Reno 
Nolan, 'vith his two nephews, neither boy 
over sixteen. The girl stayed anxiously 
in front of the house, watching the bob
bing lanterns. 

Rann, ready to leave, had to wait He 
couldn't �et by her unseen. There was 

only one exit leading from the patio. 
The men came back after a long search. 

They came hack empty-handed. 
"And now will ye be gettin' out o1 

here with y'r search warrants ?" de

manded Nolan. 
Lash, who had been waiting in the 

shaclo\v of the trees, now rode out, six 
cowboys with him. The big rancher was 
spitting poison . 

"\Vhat\ wrong Lcre : "  he Law led. 
":\Eke, damn you, what y' got to say ? 
vVhcre'd yuh go fust before we come 
up ?" 

The !vlexic-.an CJUailed , hut he spoke up 
bravely enough, and unexpectedly with 
the truth. "They're aimin' to frame you, 
Mr. Nolan ! "  he shouted. "Scriven•s 
been stealing from you, making me help 
him, an�" He got no further. 

Lash Scriven dropped his hand to his 
gun with an oath. 1:Iiguel went for his 
weapon, but he had nn chance against the 
rancher, partly because he already had 
counted himself a dead man when he had 

decided to throw a monkey wrench into 
the N alan fmmeup . Scriven's gun belched 
fire twice. Miguel Perez folded at the 
belly as if se:zed with .a powerful cramp, 
and hit the ground with a queer bounce. 

Scriven haJ to follow this strong medi
cine with a still stronger dose. "We got 
the goods on you, Reno !" he yelled. 
"You can't buck me. There's only one 
way to settle this. Nora to marry me and 
you to turn this ranch over to us as a 
weddin' present. You'll have a good 
livin' here." 

Old I�eno . Nolan cursed Scriven and 
the hostile men with him. "I'd see her 

dead before she was married to the likes 
of a murderin' cow thief !" he finished. 

"Let her speak for .herself," Scriven 
addressed the girl. "It's jail for your 
relatives unless you give in, ):1 ora. And 

you'll belong to me in any case, if I got 
to bring yuh along with a rope, same as a 
maverick heifer !" 
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The girl had her answer ready. She 
grabbed the gun f�om the deputy and 
stepped back swinging. the barrel. 

"Look out for the wildcat ! "  squaw led 
the deputy, and · he fled for the trees. 
Scriven and his cowboys promptly raced 
their horses after him. 

The N olans, not being the kind who 
fired at men's backs, retreated into the 
patio and closed the gates at its open end. 
Those gates made of heavy planking were 
thick enough to turn bullets. 

From tb� tr�es ·r.atr:e Scrivf'n's horl.rse 
bawl .  "Shoot 'em up" he ordered. "vVe'll 
throw enough iead to knock down them 
'do be walls." 

KENNEDY, who had stepped into th e  
patio and had seen the trouble break, 

retreated to his father's room. He was in 
for it now. Scrivt'n had seven or eight 
men, against old Reno Nolan, his niece 
and two young nephews. It had suddenly 
become a battle, and it might last all 
night. 

The first shot came from the trees and 
shattered a pane in a window at the end 

of a wing. Then a fusillade poured in on 
the house with about the same effect as an 
air-gun pcpperit1g an elephant. This old 
house hau hccn built in A rizona's bloody 
Apache days, made to hold off the, cop
pery warriors who were now herded at 
the San Carlos reservation. Kot a win
dow had been left in the long outside "·all, 
and a two-foot parapet ran around the 
roof edge, requiring a ladder to scale 
the wall. Co!Bnel I<'ennedy had cut in 
windows only at the end of the two w:ngs ; 
it pleased his military mind to live in a 
fortress-like house. 

Rann Kennedy's plans for a getaway 
were sidetracked. He could not get out 
unseen, and, seen, he would be shot as 
an enemy either by the attackers or de
fenders. If found in the house during the 

. ruckus, he risked being mowed down as 
a member of Scriven's snake-blood crew. 

He had one chance to allay suspicion. He 
unpacked the Indian pottery and hur
riedly put it back on the shelves. 

Then : "�alan!" he called as he walked 
out into the court. 

"Stand put ; don't make a move," the 
old soldier ordered from the plank gates. 
"I got you covered. Nora, stand back. 
Someone sneaked into the house. Likely 
one of Scriven's polecats. " 

The rancher stepped nearer, keeping 
close watch on Kennedy. ('\Vho are ye ? 
\Vho are ye ?" he demann�fL 

"Rann Kennedy, "  the vi5itor confessed. 
"I came back to have a look at the old 

· house and my father's room. I've been 
staying with 1figuel Perez . "  

The girl l1ad come closer. "It's the 
strang�r I saw at Miguel's," she said 

swiftly. 
" He docs look like the old Colonel

the same face, for a fact, " said Nolan, 
vastlv amazed. " I  do believe it is young 
Ivl r. -Kennedy come back home." The 
old man's voice became suddenly joyful. 
"It is ! There's no mistakin' the Colonel 
in him. Lad, I hav·en 't seen you since 
you were a baby. You've come at a sad 
time. That devil Scriven has jist killed 
1figael. I\{y name is Nolan, sir." 

KenncJy's haml came out. He prJ; on 
his most gracious manner for the old fel
lmv. " H e  often spoke of you, Sergeant," 
he said heartily. 

Shots were sifting through the stout 
gates, to plunk softly against the ":alls. 

" 'Tis a strange thing, your return at 
this time," marveled Nolan, paying no 
more attention to the bullets than he 
would to buzzing flies. "But they can't 
get at us. vVe'll be a tough nut to crack, 
they'll find out, the skulkin' coyotes. But 
you look sick, Mr. Kennedy. Africa and 
them heathen tropics will do that for ye. 
Ye do be Jookin' terrible bad, �1fr. Ken
nedy. Y e'll be after laying yoursel! down 
on your father's big bed now, while I and · 
the boys take care of theie snakes that'a 
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rattlin' out yon. It won't amou11t to 
nawthin' . A ht:shwhackin' lot o' mur� 
derers and thieves. Come and Iii! down." 

"In a bed ?" Ke.nnedy had the grace to 
say. "Vv'hat would the Colonel say-at a 
man lying in a fight with powder being 
burnt ? =--ro. Sergeant. I'm at your com
mand. A poor excuse for a solJicr." 

Anything to keep them from suspecting 
the purpose of his visit ! Later, during 
the fight, be could slip off with those In
dian relics and escape. :Meanwhile he'd 
have to fool the old man, and the rcu
haired girl with the blue eyes. 

THEY went back to the kitchen at the 

end of the house to meet a sudden at· 
tack. Those shots >vere coming fast, tear
ing through the windows that faced• th� 
yard. KetUJrdy had no more fear of the 
shots than the old soldier. Too many 
generatiom · oi soldiers were in him for 
that. 

He took a deep drink irom the bottle of 
sugar alcohol and helped the sergeant and 
his nephews barricade the windows. The 
big kitchen range was lifted in front of 
one, and there4fter the regular clink of 
bullet� sounded against its iron fianl<s. 

"The devils mean to wipe us out," 
puffed Xolau as he houbled auout, handi� 
capped by a paralyzed side. "And they'll 
have plenty of til1le to do it. There are 
no neighbors to hear the firing. That 
yellow deputy has gone home, no doubt, 
so as not to hear it. But we'll last out. 
Sure, it's like having the Colonel himself 
to have his only son fighting with us. 
'Tis too bad ye did not take to tbe mili
tary. Ye have the build of your father. 
But never the shoulders the Arnl)'' put 
on him. To the last, in his dying bed," 
he said proudly, "ye could see he was a 
soldier. " 

The old fellow chattered on, affection 
for Colonel Kennedy in every syllable of 
his voice, mingled with joy at the son's 
return. 

Joy at having with them Rann Ken� 
nedy, ex�c:onvict, crook, down-and-outer, 
failure, who had �unk so low as to become 
a petty thief. 

· The voice kept on cheerfully between 
the beavy crashing of the Scriven guns. 
These people were actually depending on 
his help. Help from him, Rann Ken� 
uedy ! His appearance to them at the mo
ment when they were fighting for their 
very 1i ves had been a miracle. A whole 
troop of cavalry riding into the yard 
would have been no more welcome. A 
scion of the Kennedy fighting stock , son 
of \Villard Kennedy, the revered Colonel 
Wild Bill. 

What a horrible joke. To expect him to 
be of any help to anybody-he, who had 
not been able to help hims!!lf. To have . 
somebody look up to him, who had slunk 
like a chained bea�t in the ca!Z"es of a . 
Federal prison. He stared about him, un
comprehending, and saw Nora Nolan 
!itanding close to a window, holding a 
rifle ready. 

· 

His shoulders came back a.s he stepped 
over to the girl. 

"Let me have that gun," he said. 
"\Vhen we need women to fight, we11 let 
you know, :Miss Nolan." 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Dynamite 

R 
ANN KE�NEDY, with a rifle butt 

against his shoulder, his nostrils 
sniffing powder smoke, found himself 
whistling tbe favorite air of the regiment 
his father had commanded at Fort Whit
man. 

What had happened ? He had been ac-
. cepted by these people as Rann Kennedy 

might have been accepted by everyone if 
he had gone straight. These people did 
not care if he came home broke, sick. 
He was the son of fighting Will Kennedy. 
That was all they knew. 



1 18 WALT COBURN'S WESTERN MAGAZINE 

· Ignorant of the disgrace Rann had 
brought his father, the old sergeant glad
ly accepted his help. A high compliment, 
even if a mistaken one, from the old non
com who had helped \Vin the \Vest, who 
had fought Indians from desert dust 
storms to Montana blizzards. Rann knew 
those frontier troopers and respected 
them. Handicapped often by· greenhorn 
\Vest Pointers, hamstrung by hostile Con
gresses; the men of the ranks hau ridden, 
marched, fought, starved, thirsted, died
while superior officers had taken the 
credit. 

The roar of guns in the small room set. 
his ears to ringing, and again there 
seemed to sound the bugles of old Fort 
Whitman, thin, clear, floating along the 
foot of the range. , 

He had wished, as he had lain in the 
weeds at Kennedy, that all the past could 
be wiped out like a dream it seemed to 
9e. But now, here was the past in ac
Jualjty. The life he had left as a boy was 
taken up again. For a few minutes he was 
starting all over again. Even his body was 
as good as ever here, for with a rifle he 
could strike as hard as the hulking 
Scriven with his sledge-hammer fists. He 
could kill with the pressing of a finger. 

For a short time he was a new perso n ;  
he was the hoy again who had fought 
many play battles in this very house, had 
resisted a hundred bloody attacks

. 
by 

Apaches, gallantly beaten them off v,;ith 
the help of Francisco, Ysidro and poor 
Miguel Perez who lay dead in front of the 
house. Again he '"as fighting ofT Geroni
mo, Cochise, Victoria, singly 

'
or reas

sembled with the united tribes of Warm 
Springs, Jicarilla, Pinaleno and Chiraca
hua Apaches. 

And as in the old days he began to give 
orders, to warn the two nephews to save 
their shots. The old fellow, Reno Nolan, 
hobbling about with his paralyzed side, 
was almost helpless in a fight. The boys 
paid Btt1e MteDtioo tlo their uncle. Why 

should they when a Kennedy was here 
to command ? 

Scriven centered his attack on the 
kitchen end '''here he had windows and a 

gate instead of blank walls to shoot 
against. For a time all he rlid was to rain 
in shots in a wild attempt to forx:e a sur
render. Scriven knew he was in t'his 
fight nntil the N olans quit or were burned 
out. He meant to have the ranch and the 
girl at all cu�ts, even of a colu-LloodeJ 
massacre. 

He would have his men and the deputy 
sheriff to back him up in court "·ith lies, � 
to testify that the ).J ohms had stolen cat
tle, had resisted arrest. And who, with 
�figuel dead, would be able to contradict 
them ? There could he no doubt about 
the result of the battle. Only a question 
of how long it ,\·ould take to pierce the 
armor of the thick-walled adobes. 

Heavy dust clouded the rooms. Scriv
en's; men moved to the close range of the 
sheds. ' 

One of the nephews was hit in the 
hand. The girl snatched up his rifle to 
take his place at a window. 

"You'll need every gun to hold them, "  
she said t o  Kennedy, "with an old man, 
two boys and a girl to help you. Do you 
think we have a chance, Captai n ? "  

H e  looked at her, saw her eyes through 
the floating dust as clark pools in the 
white blur of her face. "The boys are so 
young. Uncle so old. Have we a chance, 
Captain ?" 

. He smiled grimly at the title. She 
seemed to think that as the son of a high
ranking officer he was entitled to one, as 
you called a king's son a prince. But the 
anxiety in her voice for her brothers and 
her uncle rather for herself helped the 
anger in him to mount, anger that such 
swine as Scriven should be a threat to 
decent people like the Nolans. 

He fired twice at a shadow below the 
vegetable garde11 wall, grunted as he 
scored a. hit. 
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"'Ve've got plenty chance," he told 

her. "This hn11se can 't he taken by a few 
men. Father �aid so. They'll not dare 
mix it with t:s at close quarters ; I know 
that Scriven. Yellmv ! "  

He cur.�ed as a bullet came in to hit a 
sill and send flying fragments of splinters 
into the face of one of the boys. 1-Ien had 
often lost eyesight hy such shots. He 
emptied his rifle in a fury. 

MH\UTES passed and the steady 
stream of shots continued. Once, 

just once, Scriven's men tried to make a 
rush. Three men, slipping from behind 
the wagon shed, ran, crouchecl over, to
ward the blank gates. A barrage from the 
trees covered them, but Kennedy, expos
ing himself recklessly, got one man, 
enough to stop the other two and send 
them scrambling back to cover. 

A shot sn:ashed along his right side, 
scraping t\\·o ribs, tearing muscle and 

. flesh. Blood darkened his shirt i n  a great 
splotch. The girl cried out, cut away the 
shirt, burned the wound with whiskey and 
tied soft bits of absorbent cloth over it. 
But it continued to bleed and to gnaw at 
his side with hot ]Jain. 

To keep from groaning at the agony, 
he talked. "The Apaches i.tsed to come 
crawling up along that south wall, :r..Jigs 
Nolan, when I was a hov. \Ve al wavs 
kept the ground clear of b;ush then . . .  �" 

Her answering smile \vas nearly as 
satisfactory .as killing one of Scriven's 
men. She had courage, young Nora 
Nolan. Her breathing was as steady as an 
old solc!ier' s. 

Again the shots sho•-Ncred in. His 
wound made him awkward. She noticed 
it, and crossed to his side to load his rifle 
for him. 

Then the shots stopped for a long time. 
Scriven was trying something else. Ken
nedy climbed to the roof but saw no

· 

sign o£ anyone creeping up on the house. 
Scriven's riders were taking no chances 

on burning their fingers. The rancher 
had a better scheme than an open at· 
tack 

His men had tied half a dozen lariat� 
together and under cover of the trefs 
dragged the long rope across the yard. 
X ow back of the stable they piled a light 
wagon hig-h with split cedar, set it afire 
and tiecl one end of the rope to the tongue. 
Then' pul:ing on the other end from the 
trees, they began drav,;ing the blazing 
wagon straig-ht for the little frame lean· 
to off the kitchen. They would leave the 
wagon jammed against that shed. It 
would set the shed afire and then the 
flames vvoulcl run along the beams and 
floor of the house. They would all be 
burned out. 

There was only one chance to stop it
to cut the rope that dragged it. Nolan 
had a shotgun, and calling for it, Kennedy 
blazed heavy charges of buckshot at it 
repeatedly, hoping that one of the flying 
shot would cut the tight strands. 

But the wagon rolled along slowly, con
tinuing it5 approach. He jammed in the 
last shell, fired. The rope parted. The 
wagon stopped. 

A jeering yell came from the few de
fenders, while Scri\'cn's curses floated 
over the house. D oth parties watched the 
wagon burn, to fall in a blazing heap, 
wheels and all, as many a wagon had been 
burned by the Apaches. Then Scriven 
thought up a more serious threat. 

"Listen, you !' '  he shouted. "If you 
don't give in, we're goin' to blow yuh outa 
there. Savvy ? Goin' to knock them walls 
down on top of yuh. \Ve can get 'nough 
dynamite from Bill Powers' mine to blow 
you all aml that house sky high ! "  

"They'd never dare," the girl said. 
"The cowards ! The beasts ! He can't do 
it, can he, Captain Kennedy ?" 

Rann did not answer. He knew that 
it would be entirely possible to blast away 
this house. From behind the sheds a 
strong-armed thrower could fling a pack-
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, age of sticks and attached cap and fuse 
into the patio. Even landing on the roof 
it would do enormous damage, blowing 
this house of earth hack to the ground 
from which it had been molded . 

They would have a fe\',; hours before the 
dynamite wottld arrive. He wandered into 
his father's room. It was mttch as it bad 
been years before-the same chairs and 
odd pieces of furniture, some of \•lhich 
had been freighted in before the railroads 
had forged their steel manacles on the 
turbulent Territory of ;\ rizona. 

Rann opened one of the chests near 
the bed. On top lay a un iform, wrapped 
in tiss11e papf.r ancl smelling of camphor. · 

"One of your father's," said · J\'ora 
Nolan as rever�ntly as if it had been an 
::�.!tar doth . 

Kennedy stared at the uniform. It was . 
up to him to get them out of this in some 
w:ty. They depf'nded on him-a hobo, 
a scamp, a crook, a thief. And the brain 
that had once been pretty goocl :::.t rlis
covf'ring slirk w:tys of bi lking people. out 
of money snapped to an answer as he 
looked at the un.iform. 

Then his gaze wandered to a sheathed 
saber or, the wall, along with a bugle pur
chaser! for him on :<. birth rlay, :::.nd which 
he had learned to blO\v aiter a fashion. 
He suddenly grinned. 

In the old days there had always been 
one last chance for a beleaguered house. 
The U.S. C�valry had thundered in, their 
!lags and guidons whipping in the wind, 
behind a moving \vall of sabers . . . .  

CHAPTER FIVE 

Ghost Guns 

H
E PICKED up the uniform, shook it 

free of its tissue paper wrappings. 
" Please, Mi�s Nolan, send in one of the 
boys," he requested the girL "I'll need 
help to get into this. I'm going to bring 
in the cavalry." 

Nora hurried out, wondering. Plainly 
Rann Kennedy must be either joking or 
mad ! 

He �at clown on the bed and let himself 
be dressed. lie was weak from the exer
tion of the evening and the loss of blood, 
on top of the effects of Scriven's beat
ing. He hadn't the physical resistance to 
stand such terrific puni�hment, just as this 
old house hadn't the stamina to with� 
stand an attack with dynamite. And he 
needed his strength for the U.S. Cavalry, 
for Kennedy was serious. He meant to 
introduce the U.S. Cavalry to Dirty 
Scriven. His gang of whooping boys had 
doubled for it often, coming to rescues in 
the nick of time. Rann had been captain 
and bugler. 

After a stirring bugle command to ad
\Tance , his outfit used to charge at full 
speed-l\Iiguel, Francisco, Ysidro-a tag
along girl from the neighboring ranch be
ing allowed to hear the flag. Taking one 
of the campaign hats to rotnplete his out� 
fit, he stepped in'to the court. 

"What are you going to try, Captain : 
Ken neely ?" askerl the girl. He could see 
that she had a lot of faith in him, and 
now, unexpectedly, he had it in himself. 
The mirror in his iather's room had re-

. fleeted no hobo in the dusky light, but the 
semblance of an officer. "You have some 
W;J.)' ? "  she contimied, eyf'ing respectfully 
the trim-looking, military figure . 

"Th.at's it-I'm going to try some� 
thing, " he said slowly. "\Vhat I have 
tried before has usually failed, but this 
time T think I'm going to win. T've got 
two people fighting for me:_the gentle
man and officer who once wore this, and 
a boy who lived a long time ago." 

T ,ooking at him almost as if he were 
a ghost, the girl came a little closer. Reno 
Nolan had hobbled in from the kitchen 

· where he hacl heen on g11ard. 
"Uncle, " she said, "he looks just like 

the Colonel." 
Nolan peered out from the snowdrifts 
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of eyebrows. "Aye/' he said a little 
Ahakily. "When the Colonel \vas young." 

The moonlight helped, by blotting out 
the hard lines and the marks of a dissi
pated life. But as he stood there he was 
truly Colonel \Villard Kennedy's son. 
Since his return to Arizona he had been 
seeing ghosts, and he himself was now a 
ghost in that uniform , the ghost o£ the 
man who might have been. 

Taking the bugle and the scabbarded 
saber, he slipped unseen through the gates 
and began snaking his \vay along the wall 
to the brush. He had done that too as a 
boy, the game of slipping out to get help. 
Once a bullet hit close to him, and he 
flinched, expecting that a second bullet 
would tear through his flesh, but the shot 
had been only accidentally dose. Waiting 
£or the coming of the dynamite from the 
Powers mines, Scriven's men were paying 
little attention to the house. 

He made it through their line, passing 
not twenty feet from a cowboy who lay 
close to the corner of the saddle shed, 
watching the house. Kennedy was tempted 
to hit him over the head with a gun· 

butt, but that would have spoiled his 
plan. Scriven must have no hint to help 
him SN� thro11gh th� illusion that Kennedy 
was to build in the moonlight. 

In the distance sounded the stamp of 
the hor�es of Scriven's party, out of 
l"ange of shot�. lie found his own 'two 
IJOrses undisturbed, and mounting, led 
the pack horse to the creek pasture. where 
the Nolan �addle horses \vere kept. Ken
nerly h;trl seen them while riding up the 
creek that night. 

There \vere nine head and they were 
easy to corner, be ing all gentled broom· 
tails. Cutting up the lariat on his saddle 
a11Cl the lash ropes that went with the 
pack outfit, he made hackamores for them 
all. Then he lined them up by twos, and 
on all the pairs except the leaders knotted 
the lead ropes in the tails of the horses 
in front. 

Then accompanied by his small troop 
he circled the hill and began a descent 
from the direction of Fort Bowen where 
part of a regiment of cavalry was still 
maintained. Down this hill toward the 
Alamos house stretched a belt of brush, 
scrub oak and some live oak, v.-ith plenty 
of dead, dry leaves and branches to crack!� 
and crash when horses loped over them 

BY THE TIME he was within a fe,� 
hundred yards of the ranch, he hac 

his troop on a gallop. The horses mad� 
almost enough crashing for a whol! 
squadron. Always he kept to the trees, 
out of sight of the men about the ranch. 
\Vhat he wanted to convey to Scriven 
was only sound .effect. At the noise ot 
the running horses, the firing, which had 
died to an occasional shot, ceased alto· 
gether. 

Calling out a clear, sharp order, he 
halted his horses not fifty yards from the 
ranch and still in the brush. Bringing 
out the bugle, he blew the few notes he 
had learned in the old days. There were 
no soldiers in Scriven's outfit of tramp 
riders to question his weird assortment of 
notes. The call sounded energetic and 
businesslike. 

\Vith the bugle call a.s an introduction, 

Kennedy rode out into a moonlit clear 
space on the slope. 

"This is Captain Fortescue from Fort 
Bowen ! "  he called. "This firing must 
stop. I'm calling on you men to surren
der. I am ordering my men to surround 
this ranch and take the lot of you into 
custody." 

No answer whatever came from Scriv· 
en. He and his men were too busy run
ning for their horses. They emphatically 
did not want to get into trouble with the 
government. Scriven had influence with 
the sheriff, but not �ith the United States 
Army. Jt was time to disappear. 

Kennedy rode back, put his mounts into 
motion again and, shouting orders, 
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crashed :!long the slope .as if in hot pur· 
suit, emptying his rifle and six-shooter 
rapidly. To Scriven's panic·stricken 
bunch it must have sounded like the 
Charge of the Light Brigade. 

His riders raced down the creek at top 
speed, fleeing for the Scriven ranch. Their 
flight made Kennedy's anger flame higher. 
So the yellow-bellied cow thief and killer 
'va.s fleeing ! After killing poor Miguel, 
T �ash Scriven had no stomach for a real 
fig-ht. And when Scriven found .out that 
;::]J this v;as a bluff, he ,...-auld be coming 
b::tck to start trouble against the Nolans 
again. There would be no peace for them 
as long as Lash · Scriven was alive. 

Kennedy dropped the lead rope of his 
horses and set qff at top speed in pursuit, 
tht'eading his way through the trees of 
the creek bottom. 

Fate was to arrange that he should meet 
the man he sought. There had sifted into 
Scri�en's dull �ind the suspicion that it 
was extremely strange for cavalry to be 
riding all the way from Fort Bowen to 
stop a gun fight between neighbors. Par
ticularly with a sheriff to look after _such 
matters, and considering the touchy dis
position of Arizonians at military inter
ference in their affairs. 

La.sh decided at any rate to ride back 
alone to inve-stigate. He did not have to 
ririe far. The figure of the uniformed 
officer coming full tilt settled his doubts. 
The cavalry really had come. He jerked 
his horse around as Kent1edy, raising a 
savage yell, charged forward. 

For a hundred yards the two raced, 
and then as the officer gained, Scriven 
turned in his saudle to fire back . The bul
let he sent slashed past Kennedy and 
slapped into a tree. Another whizzed by 
and only made him ride the faster, whit
tling UO\Vn fast on the rancher's lead. 
Then a third shot came, a lucky one for 
Scriven. It hit Kennedy in the right ann. 

"Hold on, damn you, Scriven ! "  Ken
nedy called hoarsely. He slipped from the 

saddle and fired for the first time , a hasty 
shot that hit Scriven's mount and pulled 
the horse's. legs out from under him. 
Scriven dove to the ground, flung hims�tf 
behind a rock and hurled back shots. As 

long as he had gone up against the United 
States Army, h� m ight as well make a 
good job of it ! 

Another shot slammed into Kennedy's 
leg. With teeth gritted, he braced him�elf 
and steadied his gun against his left shoul
der. Scriven \vasted two wild bull�ts. 

Through the fog of pain that enveloped 
Um, Kennedy fired. His bullet got 
Scriven in the chest. Life flowed out from 
the rancher in a red stream that no doctor 
could have dammed. 

J( ENNEDY'S horse had stayed close. 
Dropping his rifle, Kennedy hobbled 

ever to the animal and got up into the 
saddle, lifting his leg over the cantle w-ith 
his one good arm. 'Vhen he was settled 
in the bloody leather, he sat for a minute 
holding to the horn. 

He would have to be riding on. No 
use going back to Alamos. They would 
not understand, but he could not return 
to explain. His work was finished. He 
had a long ride before him to the railroad. 
�.figuel was dead. Scriven was dead. The 
night and all that had happened during 
it was dead. 

A long ride to a railway station, and 
a longer rirle after he reached it. Maybe 
he could get in a hospital some\',·here and 
rest up. 

Ko matter what happened to him now, 
even if he died, he knew he would gladly 
go through this night again. It had paid 
a little of the debt he owed for the long, 
'mstcd, vicious years. A drunken hobo 
had wished that things should seem clean 
and green again, and they had-for a few 
pain-racked moments. They couldn't take 

this night a\'v'ay. He had come home, had 
for one night lived up to a tradition, to 
what Arizona expected of a Kennedy. If 
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only he had never left Arizona, had stayed 
to ritle these hills >vi�h 1\I iguel and the 
rest, hac! marriecl a g-irl like K ora :.J olan. 
Arizona could forgive a man a few mis
takes . . . . 

HE SPOKE to the l�crse, he;"tded him 
south toward the railroad. The muunt 

went on slowly while I\ann sank lower 

and lower in the saddle. Even the slight 
jolting of the hoi.-se's motion caused in
tolerable agony. :\Tinntes ,1!-aggccl like 
hours ; a few steps were as long- as a mile
The steady thud o£- the hoob became 
fainter, finally did away altogether. A 
low building was just ahead , a building 
somehow familiar_ 

Someone �houted and ran toward them. 
Arms eased him gently to the ground and 
carried him into a house aml. into a bed, 
his father's old canopied Mex ican bed. 

The K olans had gone out to fi.nd him, 
but his horse, with a slack hand on the 
rein, had already turned back to the Ala
mos. \Vhen Kennedy came to, hours 
later, a doctor had just finished his work. 
They were all in the room looking anx
iously at him-:.\'olan, the niece and the 
two boys. 

"Scriven," he muttered apolugetically. 
"I killed him. There would have been 
more trouble if I hadn't." 

"It was what your father would have 
done-killed Scriven," said Reno Nolan 
appro·vingly. "That's na\\-thin' to 'worry 
over. "  

"I'll have to move on," Rann Kennedy 
stated. "I've got to go on through to the 
Coast." 

. "You can't go now." It was Nora 
�peaking, with her soothing, soft voice. 
"You're hurt so badly that it will he a 
long time before you can go anywhere. 
And by that time maybe you won't want 
to go . People here seem to need a Ken
nedy, · Captain. Nothing has been right 
since your- father died.!' 

Rann shook his head. She saw the hurt 
in his eyes ami motioned the three men 
from the room, leaving the two of them 
alone. 

"They don't need my kind of Kennedy, 
Xora_ I-I wasn't in here ju?t to see the 
old house," he confe�sed. "I-I intended 
1.0 steal th is pottery. You don't know 
what I've been , nor II'Ould I want your 
unde to gucs�. In the Anny, officers have 
given a pi�tol to a urother officer who 
has dishonercd himself. To shoot him
self_ You umlerstand-I have lost all that 
goes under the word 'honor.' I lost it 
long ago, and it 's something you can't 
get back. I disgraced my father, brought 
only dishonor. to the finest man that ever 
lived_" ' 

The girl looked at him with blue eyes 
that were misty. " You're wrong. Honor 
is somcthit1g that cari come 'Jack tf> those 
\,·ho an� willing tu fight to get it. You 
will stay, to continue to helv us ? You 
must. \\'e need you on Alamos Ranch, to 
build it up again. " 

Kennedy looked at her unbelievingly. 
His own eyes were suddenly wet. What 
was she saying ? Tl!at old Alamos needed 
him ? Was it possible that the ranch might 
he made hig again, possible that the old 
Ke:111cdy saher brand might graze these 
mountains, with Coyote wandering free 
over the gra$sy h ills ? 
. Perhaps he could help them, as they 
could help him, these people who believed 
in him_ :\Iiracles could be accomplished 
by the loyalty and faith of those who 
held you high, and whom you in turn 
held too high to betray. By the faith of 
a woman like :;\fora Nolan who under� 
stood and forgave, who realized that for 
some weaker mortals one triumph may 
outweigh many failures_ Yes, there was 
hope for him. 

His han (l closed over the girl's. "Who 
knows ? \Vith you helping me, Nora," he 
\Vhispered. 'Til stay." 

TI-lE END 
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took mean advantage of their open hos
pitality were barred . 

I have been to many dances in my life. 
Some of H1em were in expensive bait
rooms with the finest dance bands, the 
women in low-cut gowns that wore fa
mous labels, and their feet shod in French
heeled slippers; the men in 'ivhite ties and 
tails or tuxedos. All very formal, and 
champagne in iced silver buckets and the 
dance hall scented with expensive im
ported perfumes. Or university dances 
that were less formal and more fun. 

But I always go back in memory to 
those 'breed dances along the Missouri 
River or on the edge of the Fort Belknap 
Reservation, or in the Larb Hills, or 
somewhere along the flat country called 
Sun Prairie. To the fiddle music and the 
jug outside under a bush. 

Inside there was the sweat of strong 
men and the natural perfume of women's 
hair freshly washed. Sachet po:vvder. 
Shirts 'vashed in strong-smelling laundry 
soap. Men '"ho smelled of horse sweat 
and tobacco mixed with kinnikinnik ber
ries to blend the smoke. Buckskin moc
casins that had been Indian tanned. The 
pungent odor of river likker. The gig
gling and chattering of the black-haired 
girls, shy and backward till they got ac
quainted. Brown-black eyes that laughed. 
Squealing when their partners swung 
them in a square dance. The scraping of 
resined bow across taut fiddle strings. 
The laughter and banter of the men who 
spoke a strangely blemleu mixture of 
Cree and French and cow-country Ameri
can. The booming hearty laughter of Dig 
Gregory who shared honors wirh the pow
erful, shorter-statured Lolly as chief of 
the Doney tribe. Their word was an un
written law that took in such 'breed fami
lies as the Gaudeaus, the ·Peranteaus, the 
Azuers, the LaTreys and the La Flaunts, 

(Co/Jtimud 01t p11g• 126) 
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and the tribe of the fabulous old John 
Moran. And many more of the 'breeds 
sired by pioneers. To me they were the 
finest people on earth, along with the full 
bloods. 

But the greatest of all these men was 
Gregory Doney, a rawboned giant of a 
man with black hair and clean-cut features 
and a sprinkling of darker freckles show
ing through his dark skin. First, last and 
always, he was a hunter. He could pick 
up tracks where no other man could see 
them. He knew the habits of every wild 
animal and game bird. For

' 
me Gregory 

started with a sort of legend : 

G
REGORY was a boy at the time. He 

packed an old muzzle-loading rifle. 
One day he treed a mountain lion, full 
grown-and they grow big along the 
Canadian line. He was excited because 
it was his first lion. His first shot wounded 

the lion, which sat perched high in a b,ig 
cottonwood. That first and only shot left 
his powderhorn dry. So he laitl down the 
gun and climbed the tree, his hunting 
knife gripped in his teeth. 

The boy Gregor:y climbed the tree to 
where the v.-ounded lion 'vaited, snarling, 
tail lashing. He crawled out on the limb 
and tangled with the lion. They tumbled 
out of the tree together and fought it out 
on the ground. Gregory Doney killed the 
lion with his hunting knife.· He carried 
the deep scars of claws and teeth to his 
grave. They made an awesome pattern 
on his great shoulders and along his arms. 

He schooled his sons accordingly. My 
older brother Wallace took me along with 
Gregory and one of his boys, who was 
about my age, on a grizzly hunt. 

Gregory always claimed that Wallace 
was the finest big game hunter on earth, 
which pleased me mightily because my 
brother Wallace was my idol and I tried 

(Conti11.ued on page 128) 
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I 1 strument indlc•t� bE-tow. Please xend me YOW free book- 1 
I let. ''Row to Let.l"n :!t.lutlo at H0111e" and the r ... Pri11t ol 

Pieture Sa.mDle. I 
I ��,�:, m:;. ��.oraan M���·: ... ten I 
I �

�
�11�ilan �uttar gr.�l�:t Harmotty I 

I Plano A<lc::urdlon Trombone Ma"dolln J I saxophone Flub Praatlc•l Fl�ttr 
I Tru m pat. Cornet Pie colo , Controf 

I Mr. Hafl Yoo I 
I���-········· ·<·PLP.AS'P.' PR'M) ··· · -Thi8 Irntru. 1 ··•· . . ·'

I fAddr .. o . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . .. J 
I City. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . State .. . . . . . . . ... . ... I L.Note: Ir you are under 16 yr•. or aa:e. paNn.U muat. •IK"D CDupoo. 

------------------� 
!lAVE 2>-�tlck coupon Qll venJ>Y vootcarcL 



Make big steady money se!HDg 
people who have alr8MI/. thoum oa 
intere$t in owning revolutlona17 
new home appliance! Co11tin� 
national advertising-full pages In 
LIFE, SAT. EVE. POST, etc. No door
bell pushing- you operate out of 
your local appliance dealer's 
store. No inventory, no investment, 
no crEdit problems. We train you. 
Write today ior FREE 16-P�OE 
POLD:to".R 44How tn make RIG MONK.Y 
even in your sp&re time.,J Write Lewyt Cn'I'J'l., 78 Broadway, Brook· IYn 11, N.Y. 

MEW COLOR FILM 
35MM • 120 • 6ZO • 116 • 6Hi - 127 

. Sample Roll Twenty-five Cents 1 
MORE FILM Hemlock, Mew York 

, Fine $15 Outfit Furnished! 
Men, women add $o relrolar Income. 1101� Cosmetics. Bouaehold "Pr4'Jductll. HMiery. 
We show you how to make money from llrsthour, build LIFETIME REPEAT . 
bUs1Ue1:18. 8eud .name OIL poet cam · TODAY lor Cull details. • •• 

CORO, Dept. 113, 17 N. W .... oh, 2, IHJnolo 
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6ETINTO 
ADVERTISING 

MAKE A QIJ/CKKII.I.INGI 
Evel"Ytbi.n£ .YOU �11.1 to CLE.&N up 
�,.��-�,�«;,"' ::�·�� SANDS ot AdV.-rUaing �1\ht•, �����.u�:� eJe�·��lt �W. .1\em.em.b•r tt•e �EI Write! PRICING PRESS, Dept. PP 103 Lafayette St. II. Y. 13. N. Y. 

SAHARA WATERLESS 
HAND SOAP 

Removes without water - Paint� Tar. Gr.a••• 
Ink. etc. Quickly - Eosily - Contains lanolin. 
PREVENT$ CHAPPING AND ROUGH. RED 
HANDS. SEND $1 .00 FOR TWO 60c TUaES -
POSTPAID. Mooey.aock Guora�IM - A .. nlt 

Wo�t•d. 
Protlwm eo,.. Gran. lapW., Midi. 

Walt Coburn's Western Magazine 
(Ctmti�utd from page 126) 

to pattern his ways and walk in his moc
casin track while on a hunt. 

Gregory picked up a fresh lion track 
that led into a big cave in the badlands. 
He handed his son Pete his long-barreleq 
heavy .45-70 rifle. 

"Go hin and get de lion, Pete!" 
Pete wanted to go in a-horseback. 
"You want to get de good horse 

killed?" Gregory's eyes showed his anger. 
"Get hoff de ho1·se." 

Pete was fourteen or fifteen, but taw
boned and hard muscled. Sweat broke out 
on his hide. You could tell that he was 
scared to go in the big cave. But Pete 
was more afraid of big Gregory's scorn
ful wrath than he was of the· lion. He 
went in on foot, his moccasigs making no 
souncl at al1.1 

\Ve sat our horses outside. Gregory 
was afraid �or his son Pete. But he 
wanted to shov,· \Vall:<.�� th::tt 'Pete was a 
chip off the old block. \V e watched Pete 
fade into the black shadow of the cave. 
It seemed as if we waited for hours. I 
remember how scared I was for my friend 
Pete. In my mind I had him figured for 
dead. I could hear his screams as the lion : 
clawed his guts out and the big teeth sank 
in his throat. 

That old .45-70 roared like a cannon 
and the close echoes of th� cave magni
fied it a hundredfold. The last echoes had 
barely died away \Vhen Pete Doney came 
out of the cave. He had the tail of the 
lion across his shoulder and had to lean 
far forward and dig the toes of his mocca
sins in to lug the weight of the dead moun
tain lion. Pete had shot the lion square 
between the eyes. 

"All I could see," Pete said. "Was 
them two eyes shining in the dark. I went ' 
down on one knee to point the gun. ·r 
couldn't miss." 

In later years Gregory would sit around 
the campfire. 



WALT'S TALLY BOOK 
"Tell my frien' Wallace how you kill 

de lion, Pete! " 

WHEN the fiddler Antoine cleared the 
floor for the_ Red River Jig, he al4 

ways called on Gregory. The Red River 
Jig is a fast, quick jig tune. I have never 
heard it played by anybody but a French
Canadian·Cree fiddler at a 'breed dance. 
Gregory's black hair was sprinkled with 
white when I left Montana. But he could 
still leap high and click his moccasin heels 
together and keep up the fast pace till the 
sweat rolled down. There in the lamp4 
light, with a gay-colored Hudson's Bay 
voyageur sash knotted around his middle 
and the long fringes swinging, bright
colored quills glinting on his moccasins, 
white teeth bared in laughter, it was some4 
thing that can never dim in my memory. 

I'll never see him again, because Big 
Gregory died a few years ago. He'll find 
fat meat in the Shadow Hills and he'll 
have a jug. And there'll be a fiddler, be4 
cause old Antoine has joined him Up 
Yonder. The 'breeds who have gone on 
ahead to make camp will want me to come. 
Because they have always known that 
somewhere inside me I was one of the 
Doney Tribe. 

.:::, DIESEL-AUTO 
MECHANICS .;t�SJ!:Es 

SHOP METHOD 
HOME TRAINING 

by 1ft Est.abll-Sbed :Relldent School prep1r .. you for Many Cood Jobs! 
Get Complete Training 

Diesel-Automotive Industry needs trained men, to mstall, 
roalntR.in and repe,ir all types Die.sel and AutornotiYe en· �� - AND a\litd oquip
mut. Now, N•tiont>l Scltoolll Vt" :;•:!":: !;·����d c!��!:�••• 
otf� you pr•ctical, proveq home study tr•ining covering ALL phases. Bf\s1c in:;;;tnaction and �v�cializ;alion jn field of 

your choice. All-embracin�: inatructioD. Val
uable, lllr�e_ <m�iDe ,.--------. manual-TOOLS and 
���J_P�!.:!T ,.,.t�?t; APPROVED 
you learn. INVE:STI- FOR VETERANS GATE-get full in-
formatioq, ._ ______ _, 

�:-:�.:: :n""�::: i 
poetc&t'd) I 

I Mall mo FJU:J! ��� booll, YOVJl. F'PTUHJ; lN PIESEL, tt· I 
I ntltor Wltb tho !lamDI• Ltuon. J undtr•tand 1 ""' leND ILl>d I 
1 ltso tbe lntorll\&tlon With no oli!Uatlon. I i �=:�::::::::::::::::::::::::: ::::::::::::::::: .. ��::::::: : 
I Clt3' . .. "[j {ili.'ci:"��·· ii. va�;.;� . • �••.:;,;j,j W�1'ji """" ; 
�--··············-----·---·-···� 

ATHLETE'S FOOT 
Dr. Scholl's fast Relief and Healln& Atn 
Doll'& waitl O.t Dr. Sc:hoD'e 80LVEX fodv/ Tbla tampNIC:I'!Ptiou of Dr. Scholl'• aiCtli m.v-1�. killa 2� Of Aw.t.'a Foot oa ' �et, aido rapid b�alln& of red, raw, cracked or 

· (:leel!_QS �hi. lnelat oa ' 
Dr. �� SOLVEX. 
In Llqald, Olbtme11t 
� PoWder !omt. 
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Can you profit &y their mistakes? 
"What's your biggest mistake?" That's the ques
tion asked of American men and· women in a 
national poll. Almost one out of every three who 
answered said,'' Not getting enough education." 

You needn't make that mistake. Not when it's 
so easy to study with I. C. S. at home in your 
spare time. 

The next biggest mistake, said the men, was 
"Wrong choice of career." 

Study with I. C. S. and you have over 400 
courses to choose from. Part of our job here at 
I. C. S. is making sure that you pick the course 
that's right for you! 

I . 

Number Three Mistake? "Failed to seize 
opportunities." 

Be sure to seize your opportunities. Be ·sure to 
fill out and mail the coupon below-today/ 

Wllltootcool Of alllipU.., ...... IIOd .. r• Pll1kallft .... ---..·-·-
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HAVE A PROFIT 
MAKING BUS.INESS 
Of YOUR OWN 

:\ian or woman-young or olcl� YOU can eo.rn a stendy income in full 
nr SJH:trc time as an lndepend€'nt Kendex dea1er. Amazing and almost 
''impossible'' earnin�s can brcomc a nalily for you. Herl>ert Armstrong 
,f Tenn. earned $202 in 9 days. C. 0. W•tkins ol Oregon >ent 92 �rder. 
in one day. You havl! the same opportunity to duplicate the�e excrptional 
•·aruiug:-5. O"cr �nc million rloll::Jrs will be ('arned in 1950 by Kendex 
tl�olers-why not let us estab1i!S1l you jn your own biC->hlCSS and get a 
�hare o( these wonderful earnings! 

KENDU NYLONS REJILACED FREE . • •  

if 1hey run Qr �mag within guarantee perjvfl ur to three monllts! ltnpos
sible? It's true! 'to.'o mallet' whol the cau�'!--hanJ u8e or delibcnuc alm�
�'hethcr jt i� fault o£ the ho:se or th e wrarer-Keudex nylons are re· 
Jllar?d FREE if they run, �nag or become un6t r�r wear within 1he 
guarantee period. How cO(Jirl any "t\'llffiiUL re,..i�t a llU�itive guarantee of 
Jo:Uiil')f;:wtion \\'lk n 5;he r.an oln:.in it without paying any nttJre thnn other 
slantlarrJ <:td\·e.rlisetl Lrand�'? K(>ndex nylons are NOT sold in stnre�, � 
you ha"e no competition. CompiNe line includes everything £rom hea\1' 
70 dt-nif_·r ser\'ic� wd:.:ht to J?;o��•uner luxurious ultra !heer 15 denier 60 
gauge. Proportioped �izes and lengrhs. Latest colors plu8 white. 

LINGERIE • ROBES· NOUSECfiATS ·MEN'S NOSE 
ln aUdition to the sensational Kendex nylons, yon will ha\'e a complete 
line of slamorous lingerie, beautiful rubes aru.l bousecoats plus a com
plete lin� oi Kentcra:h men5' hot�iery guaranteed for one full year. Any 
pair or pnirs o{ men's hose that docs not give satisfactory wear :within 
one year of purchase will be replaced fREE! 

NATIONALLY ADVERTISED 
Kcndex will sp<n<l over $350,000.00 in 1950 to tdl millio,;s of readers of 
the advantages in buying from you. Almo�t e-very is:;ue of Cood House
keeping, Saturday Evening Post, �fcCall'S, Women's Home Companion 
and Laciies' Hnme Jnurnal carry our ad\'ertising in addition to m4ny othero. Kendex has advertised in Life, Look, Col!ior's, etc. Awarded Good 
Housekee}JiJig Seal. Thousands of orders arc shipped daily from coast 
ro coast. 

isk nothing! coupon and we wi11 send you, 
free and prepaid, complete money-making outfits 
including sample nylon stocking, samples of lin
gerie, robes, housecoats and men"� hust: fabrics 
and f"verything yon ne<-rl to immctliately start 

• GlAMOROUS' liNGERIE 
• HOUSECOATS- ROBES 

nt3l.in� money, Complet e  outfits hec:m�e�y:ot�l
r�l���������-'�����M�"�J pro)lf>Ity even if you don�, send nny busines�. 

Simply write order!:�. we ddin!r and 
collect. AJ,•ance cMh plus huge bonus. 
No money or experience needed. Mail· 
ing du.: coupon is all you need to start 
on tht>' roa1J 10 a 52-weeks-of.rhe-y(·ar 
high paying busines! o( your own. You 
ha\·e e¥erything to gain and nothing 
to Jose. 

DEX COMPANY, BABYLON 29, N.Y. 

. ......... 1950 

Send trte, free and prepaid, everything I need to make money 
Ol a KendeJt dealer, inc.luding sornple stocking etc. There h 
nothing for me to pay now or later ond I om" under no oblige. 
tion in actepting your money-mal.ing outfih. 

Nome 
AddfCS5 .. ... .., _,., ................... .... ... _ 

(ity .............. . State _____ _ 



PllintF"N fM 0' K Pcl'r'� hy the well known Canadian ��rtist. Gun.! on Ray our 

C1ear skies, warm aoU blue. Ora w new 

life frnm tho carl h. Orchurds burst in�J n 
htmdr ed 2:1hades of blr.J�!:Iom . . . and Canadians 
Oock to Lhe fruitJands for a glim pse uf 
bcJJuty. ::Sin� nnt' nntmn wns horn we have 

honoured cust<>n1s like bJosgom time. They 

hring us closer to the sl,or)r of Canada . . •  
a st.ory told wir.h all its po\Ve.r in "'CANADA 
UNLI.MITED"'- an illustrated 144-page 
book pu bli.<ihcd hy the O'Koofe Founrlntion. 

'-:· .. -� ... · '  

. . 
. 

To obtain your copy of this e.xciting book, send 25 cents in 
('o!\h (no stai'T'p, or cheques, pleosP) to "Conodo Unlimitll!-d11, 
Dept. "'M". O'Kccft'! Hotn.c, Toronto, Ontario. Please print 
your nome ond address cleorly. Your money will be donatll!-d 
to the Conodion Citi4�n$hip Council ... a group of service • 
Wi!lfor�. frofemol end other organizations. The aim of t.,_is 

Coundl is 10 OC:t'lUCJint new Canndior'l5 wi1h the- oppottun.i1ies 
offered by democrotic: citizenship In Ccnadc. 

(1� 8JUWING COMPANY liMIHO 
f?28 




