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BUSCADERO LAW

Latwo Busaikigg Was Lasniigen’s

Choire, Buit Tiee Latw Indlf Made

Himm A Lawmnean-JiJigdge, Juiyy And

Hangmean, The Pousr OFf His Qffice

Was Thae Iron Thait Filksl His Tied-
Doswn Hodisiars,

ack Lannigan sprawled on his
bunk in the Crescent City jail and
stared resentfully at the ancient
desert rat who shared his cell with
him, The old man was dirty and dis-
feputable and he had been singing
for a selid hout. Lannigan wouldn’t
have steed for that singing frem any-
bedy under nofmal eireumstances,
bt the eld-tiraer wasn't singing be-
eause he was happy. Lannigan e6uld
tell, And when a man whe isi't happy
sings, well it’s because he just has to
siﬁg
There was the matier of “ne mari-

juana cigarettes, too. The old-timer
smoked them when he wasn't bellow-
ing his head off. They stunk and
Lannigan didn’t like them; but they
were like some kinds of singing. A
fellow that used them coiilda’t help
himself. Lannigan shifted his lean
length ifritably. It was almighty
tough to have a logieal mind. An
hembee couldn’t get sofe when he had
a right to.

The old-timer stopped for a mo-
ment and looked toward the bunk.
The sudden silence was nerve shat-
terimg; then he closed his eyes, threw
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his head back like a coyote wooing
the moon and gave his voeal cords
both barrels,

Oh, Sitting Bull’s Missis, had lips full
o’ kisses

And her eyes were jest pinin’ for more,
But the proud little beatity, set down

to her duty

In a land where duty were law;

For she did the settin’ for Sitting Bull
When Sitting Bull went to war,
When Sitting Bull went to waf..f..f.

The thin, cracked voice shivered
away off the end of a high note and
Lannigan set his teeth against the I e e T T TR



swift dive of its return to lower reg-
isters. It was like a man sitting in
a hotel and waiting for the jasper up-
stairs to drop the other boot.

A long minute passed and the voice
stayed out there where the last high
note had taken it. Lannigan opened
his eyes and looked across the cell,
The old-timer was wiping his walrus
mustache and regarding him gravely.
He was also wrapping a cigarette with
brown papet; using one hand with a
dexterity that would not have dis-
graced two.

“Ye know, son,” he said slowly,
“I’'m goin’ ter like you. You're the
first feller I've ever been in jail with
that ain’t objected to my singin’.”

“I do object to it.”

annigan’s voice was uncompromis-
ing. The old-timer blinked, then

iigited his cigarette. “All right.
That's all right. I was through any-
way. How come they got you in the
calabeose?”

“General principles.” Lannigan’s
volce was bitter. “Nobody knew me
and I was wearing two guns. They
figuissd maybe that somebody would
get owthumbered.”

“Sho now.” The old man was
smoking dreamily but his eyes were
regarding Lannigan with new inter-
est; sharp, keen, alert eyes, they were,
for all of the marijuana and the gen-
eral sloppiness of outfit. “There's
them that can use two guns, o’ course,
biit I never met many.”

“I can.” Lannigan’s voice was curt
and the old-timer blinked. His voice
dropped to a husky whisper.

“No offense, son. I can mebbe give
you advice. A two-gun man that's
drifting kinda challenges a county as
raw as this un. You bein’ one o’ them
and in jall ain’t no joke. Me, I'm in
jail mostly. It don’t count none.”

Lannigan nodded. This was getting
somewhere. He'd been thinking along
similar lines himself. The old-timer
interested him. Soft enough and
harmless enough, but with something

under the surface; a certain hardness,
a great despair—a something that
urged him to senseless, joyless sing-
ing and to marijuana. Instimet whis-
pered that the man had knewn the
whole long teail himselff in his youth
and that he was safe te talk te. Lan-
fiigan shrugged.

“I haven't been so tough,” he said.
“I was just dumb enough to be too
interested in guns. I practiced too
much, got too good. Wihen you get
good at a thing, it seems like you're
sure to fun into a spot where yoi’'ve
got to demonstrate.”

“That’s right. Who was the other
feller?”

Lannigan frowned. “He was good,
too. His specialty was cards. He'd
practiced too much and he could do
things with them. He did and I
caught him . . . That’s what started
me drifting.”

“Lots o’ things start like that; two
fellers with specialties comin’ to-
gether. Feller lives longer when he
don’t know nothin’ right geed.” The
old-timer seemed to lapse into gloem
again. Lannigan shifted uncomfort-
ably.

“How do I get out of here?”

There was silence for a long me-
ment; then the oldster lifted his head
once more. His voice was weary.
“There’s only two ways. Semetimes
a feller gets a proposition and he
takes it. Sometimes he don’t and
there’s charges filed for the court, 16ts
of charges generally.”

“But hell! I didn’t do a blamed
thing.”

“Makes no difference.” The old
man sighed. “There’ll be charges.
But nobody that I can remeraber has
ever been ttied hereabouits.”

“You mean they all take—"

“Naw. I recollect three that was
shot escaping.”

Lannigan blinked. He took a min-
ute to let the statement sink in. The
old man was talking half to himseif.
“I couldn’t do it. I ain’t scared o’
being shot. I probably will be. It's
knowin’ you're goin’ ter be, jest a
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waiting for it and knowin’ or running
away and knowin’—feelin’ it in the
back afore you get it.” He choked
and his wind-stained face was sud-
denly white. Lannigan got up and
crossed the fitanr. The old man was
half in a tramce, yellow drool run-
ning from his lips, eyes wide. Lan-
nigan had to shake him.

“Come out of it. Nobody’s plannin’
on shooting you.”

“Mebbe. I don’t care. I jest don’t
want to know when.”

“I savvy. Well, I don’t want it that
way either. If I get a proposition,
I'll take it.”

The old man looked up oddly. “It’s
mebbe better,” he said. “Mebbe so.
But I like you, youngster. My
name’s Dan Carmody. I like you.
But it don’t cut nothin’.”

He leaned back against the wall,
lifted his head to the ceiling and
picked up his singing where he had
left off. Lannigan swore softly and
turned toward his cot. Keys jangled
in the corridor outside and the door
swing open. A red-faced jailer stood
outside,

“You, cowboy! Yo're wanted up
front. Step nice now.”

Lannigan stepped. In the front
part of the jail, a short, blocky man
sat behind a desk. He was weighing
Lannigan’s two guns in his hands, an
intent leok in his narrow eyes. The
guns were twin single action Colts
with walaut butts; gun fiighter weap-
ons, balanced to a halr. The man
was Tom Rainey, sheriff of Bridger
Caunty.

“Nice pair o’ cannon.” He squinted
up at Lannigan. “There was a feller
killed last night down in the south
end o’ the coumty.”

“I wasn’t in the south end of the
county.”

“No. I reckon maybe you weren't,
But it don’t make no difference.
Youwd do. And we aim to clean up
crime fast.” He was looking hard at
Lannigan. The lean puncher knew
that there was mote to come and he

waited.

guns.
“On the other hand,” he drawled.

“Wihat we need is more law and not

just a hangin’ or two. I reckon I'd

be just as satisfied lettin’ you pick

your own man for that killing.”
“How?”

Rainey flipped a letter across the

The sheriff played with the

desk. “Mizpah is about the
only town In the soiith end and
it ain’t got ne more law than a com-
munity ©° rattlets. It craves some
pronto and I can’t be more than one
place at a time.”
Lannigan picked up the letter. It
was addeessed to the sherifif and it
read crisply:

Dear sir: We are tired of the way
things are runming along down here
and we figure it’s time that the law
took hold. Unless you send some-
bo down here or come down your-

to stop all this promiscuous klll-
in and shooting and warriing, we’re
going to have to take some steps of
our own that will make your office look
mighty bad.

Respectfully,
The Mii h @attlemm Assesiatien.
%h Tfrli& R T,

gﬁ E; Maksh.

Rk Bassett, Sia&h Diamend,
(‘”ceased),

Bob White

The sheriff was watching Lannigan
closely as he laid the letter down.
The lean puncher was frowning.
“How come that they have deceased
members sign a letter like that?”

“He's deceased recent. He’s the
hombre you maybe did or didn't kill.
He’s on there to show he belonged to
the Association.”

“And this jasper, White?”

“Runs the Blue Stack Saleon.”

“Wnich practically puts him in the
eattle Business, 108.” LaRRiZAN Was fe-
membe fm[g what the eld-timer had
said a men whe rejected propesi-
tions. “What's the joker if I go dewn
thete as deputy?”

“None at all.”” The sheriff’s eyes
were suddenly level and frank. He
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had been angling before, but Lanni-
gan sensed that, within his own limits,
the man was being honest now. “Once
you go down there, you're the law.
I won't help you none and I won’t
bother you.”

There were wheels within wheels
here, dark things that didn’t appear
on the surface. Lannigan was no
tenderfoot and he didn’t take a thing
by the name that another man called
it. “It may cost you votes if I make
the play down there the way I see it,”
he sald. Raifiey latighed shortly.

“I'm not worried. If you get along
with the biggest bunch of votes, I
won’t let them forget I put you there;
if you don’t, I'll get them votes by
runnin’ you out before election.”

“And you'll let me alone down
there?”

“I will. I don’t want none of it.
I've got my own arramgements up
here.” The sheriff pulled a pad across
the table. “I don’t even give a damn
if your name and the place you came
from is a seeret. IMl write down any-
thing you give me for the book.”

Lannigan pulled a deep breath into
his lungs. *“Mister,” he sald, “there’s
a lot that I can’t figure out but you've
hired yourself a deputy.”

CHAPTER 11
GUN RANGE TACTICS

annigan reined in half way from
| Crescent City to Mizpah and
down on the country to

which he was bringing the law. Be-
fore him the road dropped like a care-
lessly flung lariat, a winding yellow
brown streak that sliced the purple
and gray of the sage. Sentinel like
in the backgroeund steed the jagged
spires of the Little Sawtooth Rarge,
natural beundary of Teiangle T and
D ifi a Box ranches. Sawdtst Creek
glitiered to the seuthwest of the Saw=
tooth and a little nerth by west of
the Canines where Lazy K flowed ever
inte the Bar 2, The sun was drep-
ping lew and the red glew was
prephetie.

“Right pretty country if only the
humans round here didn’t go through
so awful much hokus pokus.”

Lannigan sat his buckskin pony
with careless ease. His face beneath
the black sombrero was weather-
toughened and dark, btit his eyes were
intensely blue. Faint crow’s-feet
gathered about his eyes and there
was a crescent shaped sear on his
chin. His nese had been broken and
was slightly otit of line biit his motith
was wide, pleasant: full lips firm
above large, well-shaped teeth.

Before him the road dipped to a
wooden bridge over a dry creek. To
the right of the road the country
sloped upward, brush covered; to the
left, it was strewn with boulders and
low. He noted the fact idly but some
sentinel in his brain was alert. A man
who rides with two guna develops
certain instinets. This was a prime
spot for an ambush.

“Wish I'd had a chance to talk to
the old-timer. I'd like to know abotit
this country.”

He was riding down to the bridge.
It was twe days since he had ae-
cepted the sherifi’s proposition and he
had spent those two days in jall and
in a cell far removed from Dan Cat-
mody. He coulda’t understand that
play, couldn’t understand the delay.
He frowned, lifted his hand to
seratch his head—and then suddenly
buinched forward.

There was a flash of flame from the
brush covered slope and the crack of
a rifle. Lead sang across the road a
few yards from Lannigan’s head.

“Plumb awful shooting—"

He was turning the pony off the
road before the words left his mouth
and as he went plunging down to the
dry creek bed, the rifle cracked again.
He swung down from the saddle, hit
the pony’s flank and crotiched. The
pony stopped in the shadow of the
bridge. Lannigan pulled back into
the brush with his eyes on the road.
The rifleman would have to change
his position if he wanted another shot
and Lannigan would see abotit that.
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“All right, Mr.
enough.”

He heard the voice almost at his
back and he spun with his hands drop-
ping to his holsters. Framed in a
crotch of upended boulders was the
face and head of a girl. She held a
blue-barreled thirty-eight in her right
hand, steadied agalnst the rock. Lan-
nigan let his hands drep away from
the gun butts. He tfade an embar-
rassed gestiire as though to touch his
sombrero and stopped.

“Shucks, ma'am, I ain’t the gun-
man; I'm the feller that was shot
at.”

The girl nodded coolly. “I know
about that., That was Baptiste. 1
told him to do it.”

“You told him?” Lannigan stared,
his face incredulous. The girl who
was holding a gun on him did not
look like a pefson who would order
a shooting. Her complexion, he de-
cided, would be peaches and cream
and delicate pink if it weren’t wind
bfushed and golden brown. He liked
the broewn better, llked the deep
browh of her eyes, too. He thought
of Lasea and the Rio Grande. Lasca
had been browh-eyed, too, and she'd
theown herself under a stampede to
save the fan she leved. Yeuw'd kind
of expect semething like that frem
a gifl whe held a gun like this ene
was deing.

little crease of uncertainty had

appeared on the girl’s forehead

above the bridge of her rather
peft nose. She had been regarding
Lannigan with much the same gravity
with which he had been regarding
het.

“You're not quite the type I was
expecting,” she said.

Lannigan didn’t know whether to
be glad or to be sorry for that, but
he became suddenly aware of the sit-
uation in which he steed. The fact
that he was under guns had been
swallowed up before in the more
amazing fact that a girl held the drop.

Gunman, that's

Now, however, he remembered the
star on his chest.

“We haven't been introduced any,”
he said slowly, “but I reckon you
know that you're holding a gun on
the law.”

“Law?” The girl’s eyes filamed. She
held the gun steady and stepped
through the notch in the boulders.
She was wearing neat riding breeches
which emphasized the boyish slender-
ness of her fiigwe, Lannigan grinned
as she picked her step. The gun had
wabbled for a minute and he ceuld
imagine a man giving him a chance
like that. His hands, however,
stayed away from his sirapped-down
holstets. The glfl’s eyes, momentari-
ly distracted, flashed back to him and
she catight the grin. Her face filished,

“I wasn't careless,” she said defen-
sively. “If you'd touched your guns,
you'd have been softy. Baptiste has
you covered by now.”

“Do you think he's near enough
now to shoot close to me?” Lanni-
gan’s drawl indicated his verdict on
the rifle shooting of a few minutes
before. The hostility in the girl’s
face increased.

“He missed only because I told him
to.”

“Oh.” Lannigan’s mouth hardened.
He had been easy and indulgent be-
fore because he was not used to meet-
ing girls in situations like this, and
his infrequent assoclation with women
had not been of a kind to make him
suspicious of them. Now, howevef,
he was tired of mysteries and of hocus
pocus, and he dida’t like being shet
at,

“Suppeose you tell me what this is
all abotit,” he sald grimly,

The girl noted the change in him
and seemed to welcome it. She was
tense like one who responds to the
whipping of a strong will. "I was
walting for you,” she sald. “We
heard that you were coming. I knew
you'd fake for the draw if you were
fired at and I walted here.”

Lannigan nodded. It had been a
shrewd plan and he rmade a mental



note that he would remember it. If
the rifleman had been in earnest, and
if he had had a partner who was
equally in earnest waiting down in
the draw, it wouldn’t have made much
difference if the rifleman was ac-
curate or not in his shooting. The
deck would have been stacked for
Lannigan. The girl was Ileaning
against the rock facing him,

“I would like to put this gun away
before I talk to you,” she said, “but
I won’t while you are wearing yours.”

“I'm the law., I've got a right to
wear them.”

The girl’'s lips tightened. “I'll
count ten. If you don’t drop your
belt by then—"

llwhat?"

“I'll—I'll shoot—"

Lannigan looked at her. She was
meeting his eyes gamely but her gun
hand was shaking a little and he could
see warring impulses come and go in
her face. I'll sheot him—I can’t—I
will—I'll kill him it have to—I'll just
wound him— .

He grinned again, walked slowly
up to her and took her gun with one
swift movement. “Now you'll feel
better,” he said. “Let’s talk.”

The girl’s mouth opened. Her eyes
were wide and he was close enough
to hetr almost to hear the wild beat-
ing of her heart. He had been aware
all along that she was whipping het-
self up to a course of action strange
to her and now he wanted to know
why.

“I will, by gar, take those guns.”

The voice sounded from the lip of
the draw. Lannigan turmed slowly
toward the sound, his body tense. He
had forgotten Baptiste. Now he was
looking at him; a bearded glant with
the high brow of a thinker and the
heavy jaw of a figghting man. Bap-
tiste was holding a 30-30 in his big
hands and making it leok like a toy.
Lannigan’s eyes narrowed.

“Come and get them!” he said grim-
ly. The girl took a step forward.

“Keep him covered, Baptiste, I'll
get them.”

She was reaching out her hand.
Lannigan didn't look at her, but his
voice cracked like a whip. “Keep
away. There Isn’'t anything that
wears pants taking a gun away from
me. That goes for both of you. Now
call your Canuck down here!”

“If I don’¢?”

“If you don't, I'll give him another
chance with that rifle and I'll put him
in the creek when he takes it.”

Tihe grimness of Lannigan’s voice
took the brag ot of it. He was look-
ing at Baptiste. The man was not
afraid. He was merely walting fof of-
ders. It was several seconds before
the orders came. ‘The girl sat down
suddenly on a rock.

“Come on down, Baptiste,” she said.
“Never mind his guns.”

e big. man shrugged, tucked the
rifle into the crook of his arm
and climbed down. He was not

easily ruffled. Lannigan put his back
against a spire of rock and looked at
the girl. There were tears i her
eyes but something very like hatred
in back of the tears as she looked at
Lannigan.

“I think you're the lowest thing that
walks,” she said bitteely. “A person
has to be a killer to deal with you.
You take advantage of the fact that
decent people don’t want to kill. It
I were your kind, I'd have killed you
and—" A sob caught in her thi@ay
"I woetildn’t have been soriry.”

Lannigan was distutbed. He'd have
known how to handle Baptiste al-
though a glance had shown him that
Baptiste was a handful. He didn’t
know how to deal with women of
tears.

“Decent people don't generally try
to take the guns away from a man
who is riding for the law,” he said
softly. “That calls for explaining.”

“Law!” The girl flamed again.
The tears dissolved in the intensity
of that filame. “Law! That’s a joke.
We don’t want your kind of law. We
don’t want tin star law in this valley.
There Isn't any law that needs pro-
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fessional killers to enforce it. Your
kind of law means shooting and kill-
ing. That tin star on your chest is
just a license to murder.”

Lannigan was aghast at the fury of
the outburst. He cursed inwardly
once more at the streak of logic in
his own mind which kept him from
getting mad when he had a right to
get mad. That streak of his kept in-
sisting that no girl whe looked like
this one did would act like this one
did witheut a mighty good reason.
He wet his lips.

“If you'd put that more reasonably
like, I'd try to understand it,” he said
softly. “I haven’t killed nobody
down here yet.”

“But you're going to. You're go-
ing to. That’s what you came down
here for. That’s why I stopped you.
You can’t” The girl stopped sudden-
ly as her voice choked up. Her tone
changed.

“Won't you go back?” she said
softly. “Wom’t you let us alone down
here. It isn’t any of your business
an!_"

“I took an oath when I put on this
star. You wouldn’t want a man to go
back ofi his word new, would you?”

There was an earnestness about
Lannigan that brought the girl up
sharply, that brought the crease of
uncertainty back to her forehead and
the bewildered look to her eyes. She
looked at him intently and bit her
lip

“Who are you protecting? What
are you afraid of?”

Almost as the words left his lips,
Lannigan realized that he had made
a mistake. He and the girl had been
on the edge of neuttal ground but his
words drove her back. She stiffened
and the Hame came back into her eyes
and her voice.

“Nobody needs my protection,” she
said bitterly. “I tried to prevent you
from doing a low, dishonorable thing.
If you must do it, then do it.”

She turmed and walked stiff legged
toward the rocks. Lannigan assumed
that she had a horse picketed some-

where in the brush. She hesitated a
moment at the boulder notch from
which she had first covered him.

“Just remember, though,” she said
slowly, “when you draw your guns,
that you wouldn’t be able to draw
them if—if—"

She didn’t flitish. Her volce choked
up and she plunged over the rocks and
away. Baptiste followed slowly. His
eyes met Lannigan’s and there was
slow murder in his eyes,

“I am not a woman,” he said softly,
“and when I squeeze the trigget, by
gar, I do not miss—when I am seri-
ous.”

Lannigan bowed stiffly. He wanted
to know many things but he didn’t
want to learn thera from Baptiste. “I
never tallk aboiit shooting when I am
serious,” he said grimly.

Baptiste shrugged and followed the
girl into the heavy growth along the
draw,

CHAPTER III

“AIN'T HE A DINGER?”

ack Lannigan was blind to the

scenery during the rest of his

fide into Mizpah. He was young
efough to be disturbed abeut the
troubles of a pretty girl and logieal
enough to see that he was ih an uf-
efviable spot as far as the girl was
eoneerned. The edds were that he
would make her mere unhappy and
add to her troubles befere he was
through in Custer Ceunty. Her op-
position te the eeming of the law
feant enly ene thing to Lannigan;
she had semeone clese te her whe was
likely te be eaught in the teils when
the tin star rede.

“Can’t blame her none for standing
by her kin,” he sald softly, “and she
sure had spunk sticking me up, think-
ing I was a murderous killer and
all—~

He frowned and shook his head. He
couldn’t afford to think very much
along those lines. Sympathy was a
poor companion when a man rode for
the law. He shifted impatiently. His
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job was not offiiciizllly in its first day
yet and he was fimding fault with it
already.

Before him the road dropped
straight down and Mizpah lay at the
foot of the hill. He rode slowly and
there was a delegation out to greet
him when he swung down before the
Blue Stack Saloon. A tall, rather
boldly handsome, red-faced man
stepped forward as official greeter.
His voice had a boom to it.

“Greetings to the law! Glad to see
you, Mister. You bet. Sky Tolli-
vetr's my name, Ptesident o’ the Asso-
ciation and owner o’ the Ttiangle T.
Come in and have a drink. Meet the
bow_’!

There was hand shaking and crowd-
ing. Lannigan saw that the town was
crowded, a motley group of men
standing back to look on while the
greeter group did the honors. He
hadn’t expected a turmout and it
stunned him. The committee hustled
him inside,

“Private room, Bob. We got to
have privacy. Sure—" Tolliver was
still booming. The group straggled
in to a large room at the back of the
saloon. Drinks were hustled and a
short, shifty-eyed man closed the
door. This, Lannigan learned, was
Joe Marsh of the Lazy K.

Bob Wihite, owner of the saloon,
was the type of man who wipes his
hand on his pants leg before shaking
hands. He had rather full lips and
a lazy smile but his eyes were slate-
like and without light. The only
other man in the room was Ty Mor-
gan of the Bar 2. Morgan was tall
and spare, older than the others and
with more of the earmarks of the
cattleman. He did no talking, but
his eyes moved from one speaker to
the next like the eyes of a poker
player digesting bets. Tolliver dom-
inated the gathering.

“Lannigan,” he said, “there never
was no law officer no place that was
backed up the way you'te goin’ ter
be. That’s a fact. We're tired o’
bloodshed down here and. we don’t

aim to go vigilante. We want to take
care of things clean. That's why we
organized and that's why we asked
for you. The sherifff speaks of you
quite highly.”

ly. The sheriff had cared only

{one thing about him; the fact
that he carried nice guns that had
balance to them, and that he carried
those gtins in well worn holsters.

“Suppose you tell me just what's
wrong down here,” he said softly.

“Sure. Sure. That’s the way to
start. Ain't he a dinge¥, boys? Right
down to business before he takes a
drink even. That’s the kind of a
deptity to have.” Tolliver was boom-
ing off like a politician. He had
heartiness to spare. It was Matsh,
however, who etit in with the informa-
tion,

“This valley's had a lot of under-
hand hell,” he said wheezily. “The
usual kind; cows bringing in triplets
some places and developin’ nothin’
but lonesome looks elsewhere. Beef
critters, too, have come up missing
and there’s been other signs o’ fellers
not workin’ together fer the common

Lannigan’s Hps twisted mirthless-

“But we fixed that. That’s why we
got together and formed the Associa-
tion.” Tolliver had waited on Marsh
long enough and his booming voice
went through the nasal whine. Marsh
shook his head.

“It ain’t exactly fixed it. Old Splin-
ter Dawson has the D in a Box, big-
gest outfit down here barring mebbe
Tolliver’s Ttiangle T. He won't join
up. He's been hoggin’ water and
when our thirsty stuff crowded up a
mite on him, he had his own men cut
the critters with his brand out 6’ o6ne
o’ the holes and then he cy’nided it.”

“No?” Lannigan sat up straight.
He had been indifferent before, pet-
haps a bit suspicious. But he savvied
the trick of cyanide in a water hole
and he savvied the kind of stockmen
who wotild do such a trick. Tolliver
had been watching his reaction. Some
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of the boom went out of his voice and
he leaned forward earnestly.

“We're not making any accusa-
tions, Lannigan,” he said. “We're a
reputable organization. We ain’t
saying a thing to Splinter Dawson
neither. He’s old an’ he's tough as a
buzzard but it's mebbe some enthu-
siastic hand o’ his that's doing the
villainy. We’d rather have a repre-
sentative of the law find out for sure
than go to war agin a neighbor our-
selves. Sabe?”

Lannigan frowned. It sounded
fair and logical but.it was too fair
and too logical to be logical. He
couldn’t explain that and he wasn’t
trying to. “If I get the hang o
things,” he said. “All the range in the
south end o’ the county is represented
here except D in a Box.”

“And Slash Diamond.” Marsh’s
comment sounded ironical. Lannigan
looked at him and the man lifted his
eyes momentarily; faded eyes that
contained much water. “Hank Bassett
o’ Slash Diamond was bushwhacked
on his own doorstep the day after he
joined up,” he said dryly.

Lannigan’s mind was busy. That,
then, was the murder for which he'd
have provided a solution if he hadn’t
become a deputy. His lips tightened.
“You four men, themn, organized the
Cattle Association down here.”

“No, we didn’t. I joined up yester-
day.” Ty Morgan spoke for the fiist
time. There was something chal-
lenging in his tone. The other men
looked at him sharply. Lannigan
made a mental note. He was going to
ask Morgan later why he joined.

“Any ideas about who killed Bas-
sett?”

“That’s your job.” Tolliver’s voice
had lost most of its heartimess now.

“Thanks. One more question.” He
flushesi a little uncomfortably and
cursed himself mentally for doing so.
“Where does a girl in riding breeches
and a Canuck named Baptiste fit in
around here?”

There was a moment of silence.
Tolliver’'s face had been turning

harder with every question. It was
granite now. “The Canuck works for
Splinter Dawson,” he sald grimly.
“The young lady is Miss Dawson,
Did you have a reason for that ques-
tion?”

Lannigan shrugged. “Curiosity is
nine points of the law,” he said easily.
Joe Marsh laughed, a sharp unmiisi-
cal laugh. Bob White, who had taken
no part in the eonversatiomn, indiulged
in a wide, thick-lipped grin. “That
there came damn near belng a pet-
sonal question,” he chuckled.

olliver swore and turned aroiind

savagely in his chair. Lannigan

rose. “Do I own a jail?” he
asked. “Oh what do I do with pfis-
oners?”

Marsh and Tolliver looked startled.
Bob White was still grinning. Mot-
gan looked indifferent. It was Telli-
ver who found his veice first. “There’s
a frame shack that can be used as a
jail if yow need one.”

He looked at Lannigan’s two guns
and Lannigan remembered that the
girl had called him a gunman and
a killer. His jaw set hard. “I am
going to need one,” he said.

Tolliver flushedl and seemed about
to speak, but Marsh leaned forward
and some message seemed to flash be-
tween the two men. As swiftly as
it had come, the mood of truculence
seemed to depart from the Ttiangle T
man. He laughed and rose to his feet.
The boom came back.

“Sorry, Lannigam. I take these lit-
tle soirees plumb serious sometimes.
But shucks, I ain’t as bad as I bark.
You got to come out and meet the
boys.” He slapped Lannigan on the
back and then stood away from him.
“And just to show you what we think
o’ you, son, we've got every single
man jack from every Assoclation out-
fit in town for the day—and the night,
by glory. We'te letting the cattle and
the fences go to rack and fuin just
to put on the welcome big.”

“All except Ty here,” Marsh ciit in.
“He didn't get on the bandwagon



quick enough to do his help a mite o'
good. They're all out a toiling. Me,
I even got my Chink cook in town.”

“Me, too,” Tolliver was grinning.
The party moved toward the door. As
they passed through into the bar
room, a man in well worn range
clothes came tip to Ty Morgan. They
exchanged some conversation in tones
too low for the rest of the party and
the man gave Morgan a plece of paper.
Morgan read it and wadded it up.
He turned toward Lannigan, hesi-
tated and then stuek otit his hand.

“I got to leave. Sumpin came up.
Shore glad to've met you,” he said.

“You ain’t leavin’, Ty?” Tolliver's
voice expressed just the.right shade
of regret. The man from Bar 2
nodded. “I sure hate to, but I've got
to,” he said.

He volunteered no information and
no questions were asked. The man
who brought the message accompanied
him through the door. Marsh nodded
after him.

“One o’ his own men,” he said con-
versationally. “That’s what he gets
for keeping his business running. His
wife most likely burned the biscuits
or some fool thing and wants him
hoeme to sob with her . . .”

Bob White laughed loudly and Lan-
nigan frowned. He liked men who
didn't talk much, but he stopped lik-
ing them when they stibstituted a loud
mtile laugh for the talk,

CHAPTER 1V
FIRST BLOOD

IZPAH had plenty of reason

to know that it was playing

host to punchers on a holi-
day. Liquor flowed in steady streams
across the several bars, men sang ofr
shotited alonig the board walks of the
fain drag, music throbbed frem the
cridely constructed dance hall next
to the Blue Stack. It all geot into
Lannigan’s bloed and he wanted to
romp. The tin star on his chest with
all of the worries which it represented
was clipping from his consciousness

in a wild beat of music. He started
out of the Blue Stack and Sky Tolli-
ver gripped his arm.

“Want to show you something,
Lannigan. Looky here.”

He was gesturing to a sour faced
man sitting behind a desk in a cor-
ner of the saloon. As Lannigan
looked, a stocky puncher rolled up,
wrote something in a book and swore
fluentlly. Tolliver grinned.

“That there's the register,” he said.
“Marsh and me, we told our men
they’d have to sign 'er every hour
they was in town. = First man that
misses on hour gets fired. Bob White,
though he needn’t, says as how he’ll
do anything the Asseciation does.
He even makes the bartenders and
musicians sign it.”

Lannigan frowned. The tin star
was getting a grip on him again.
“But why?” he said. “What's the
idea?”

Tolliver laughed. *“Cooperation,
son. I told you that no law officer no
place ever got the backin’ we're giv-
ing you. That's a fact. Ain’t noth-
ing going to come tip while this wild
bunch is in town but what yoet'll
know where every man was. These
hombres have to write down where
they’'ve been when they sign that
book.”

“Thanks.” Lannigan was tinen-
thusiastic. He knew how muech he’'d
care for register signing every hetir
if he were a puncher on a btist. And
he didn't see yet what was behind the
scheme. Law is law and it is all
right to have respect for it, but this
town was carrying the backing too
far to be convincing.

He pushed out through the crowds
and into the dance hall. A dozen or
so girls in cheap cotton dresses were
taking on all comers for a dancing
match in the center of a roped off
square. There was nothing in the
scene to suggest the flaming Carimens
of fiction with roses in theie teeth
and slinky gowns. These girls were
willing little hoofers with more pefs
spiration than glameotir; some of theny
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rouged, some of them freckled, all of
them stamped with a certain hardness.

A grinning, noisy audience crowded
outside the ropes and commented on
the performance of those who danced.
Lannigan worked through the mass
as well as he could. A broad-shotil-
dered ox of a man was breasting the
rope ahead of him, the bulk of him
shutting off a view of the danee filvor,
He was in an afgument with anether
husky next te him.

“Me, I still got more stren’th than
three men,” he said truculently. “It
takes more than a little acecident to
soften me up.”

The other man laughed and Lanni-
gan could see the face of the man who
had spoken; the broad, stupid face of
a professional stfong mman, lacking in
humor ot intelligence but indicative
of a full share of vanity. The man
was talking again; mefe leudly new.

“Ain’t nobody ecan laugh at my
strength. I'll show yeu. Air’t no-
body in the hull State can outlift
Zach Ferber. I'll show you.”

With an impatient gestuie, he
stepped forward and jerked the rope
savagely. It tore away from the iip-
right to whieh it was fastened and a
halt dezen of the onlooking piinichers
fell in a tangled mass, The strong
fman took two strides otit ente the
floor. The two vielins got out of time
with the plane, squeaked shrilly and
trailed off. The dancing stopped.

Red faced, his small eyes glittering,
the big man came to a full stop.
"“There ain’t nobody can say Zach
Ferber ain’t the strongest man in the
county,” he roared. “I’ll show yoiu—"

A little dark-eyed girl in a red
dress who had been dancing with a
runty puncher, shrank back as the big
man took a step in her direction.
With one sweep, Fetber swiing the
puncher out of his way. His stupid
face lighted with an expression that
was a little more than pride. Before
anyone was able to fathem his next
move, he had seized the gitl, gripped
her flimsy dress in a buneh across her
waist and swept her from her feet,

Wiith one heave, he put her up over his
head on one hand; holding her there
with her thin legs kicking.

The girl screamed and Lannigan
leaped forward. He had been taken
as much by surprise as anyone in the
hall, but he would have interfered
even if he hadn’t been wearing the
stat. In one stride, he was confront-
ing the grinning Ferbert,

“Purt that girl down, you!” he chal-
lenged.

e man swung around to face
him, spat and deliberately jug-
gled the girl up and down.

Thete was a sharp tearing sound as
the dress parted in two places and
Ferber grinmed like a wolf. He
spat agalh toward Lannigan and
brought the gitl down in a dizzy are
that brought another scream to her
lips. Thiowing his other hand out
fofmentarily to ease the stfaih on his
right, he cheeked her descent and let
her drop in a dishevelled heap upon
the fllosr,

Lannigan’s fist whipped upward
from his waist. It exploded against
the man’s mouth and left a red blur
where it hit. The strong man blinked
and reeled back. Lannigan let him
get set and then hit him again.

“You're goin’ to get down on your
knees and apologize or you ain’t go-
ing to be able to,” he said hoarsely.

He was not kidding himself that it
was going to be as easy as that, but
the situation called for ultimatums.
Ferber was dazed now but he was
still on his feet after taking all that
Lannigan eoiuld put iA two punches.
And he had not boasted idly abeut
his strength. Fok perhaps a second
and a half, he stoed swaying; then
comprehension came to him and he
gave a bellew of rage. Head down
and arms swinging, he came inte Lan-
nigan. All interest in musie and dane-
ing was gene., The danee hall erewd
strugghed for peints of vantage and
the Fing abeut the tweo menh was small.
That was to Lannigan’s disadvan-
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tage. Speed needs room in which to
be effective.

Stepping away from that first mad
lunge, Lannigan flicked out lightly
with his left. He turmed his man
slightly and Ferber came at him
again. Lannigan felt the weight of
his twe guns on his thighs and they
reminded him that he need not battle
this out with his fists; he had only
to draw and take the fan to the lock-
up. After all, he was the law. He
shook his head grimly.

This town was going to know that
he wasn't hiding behind that star; he
was upholding it.

A clumsy, clubbed right thudded
against the side of his head and he
pulled his chin down on his chest.
His own right found the strong man’s
wind and his left stabbed to the
bloody mouth. Fetber ctirsed and
kept coming. His hands were open
now and he was trying for a wrestling
geip. That was a mistake, Lannigan
hit hirm four or five tires in a row and
backed out of range. The ecrowd
panted with the combatants. Fer-
ber was flat en his feet new, his mean
eyes nartowed to slits, his chest heav-
ing and a broad blur of erimsen
smearing the outline of his meuth.
Thete was vieious, depraved eruelty
in his face and Lannigan kaew what
it weuld mean te let those pewerful
hands get a grip en Kim,

It would happen eventually. Only
the fact that Ferber, like all muscle
specialists, was musclebound had
saved Lannigan so far. Already, Lan-
nigan was breathing hard and when
he slewed down or slipped once, the
man would have him. It would not
be pretty. Ferber was boring in. He
could keep boering all night probalblly;
Lannigan could not keep dodging
and fidediig His arms were getting
heavy. The crowd was alfmost at his
back, trying to fmeve and give Him
roorm biit bothered by its ewn weight
and the confusion of men pushing
from the rear foerward,

Ferber, sensing a chance of pen-
ning his foe, was charging. Lanni-

gan shot his right hard and straight.
Ferber took it in the right eye and
staggered. Lannigan slipped to one
side. He was oiit of the corner and,
what was more important, he had a
course of action outlined. He did
not walt till Ferber had oriented him-
self; he cloesed In again fast and his
booming right feund the left eye. The
left stabbed again and cut the eye-
brow over the right.

Ferber howled, lashed out wildly
and almost fell down. Wiith his chin
pulled against his chest, he stood
spread-legged and tuemed slowly to
face Lannigan. He was pawling at
his right eye, panting slow cutses.
The big, steel cable muscles rolled
under his wet shirt. A full sixty
pounds heavier than Lannigan and
three good inches taller, he had been
made ridiculous In a test of power
and he must have realized that anether
blew or twe weuld clese his eyes for
good.

Lannigan circled him warily. The
crowd was tense, silent. Then with
an oath that woke the echoes, Ferber
went bersertk A dozen voices
sounded warning as the big man’s
hand went to his boot top. Steel
flashed] in the light as a long thin
blade leaped into his hand. He came
in charging wildly with the knife
poised.

fingenss by stabbing a man off bal-

ance with your fists and circling
out of his way; it is something else
again to avoid a strong man’s knife,
Lannigan had split seconds to make
a decision. His right hand seemed
scarcely to move, but he had not been
boasting when he told Dan Carmody
that he had spent teo much time
learning to handle guns,

The Colt was in his hand as the
steel whined through the air. With
one . slashing motion, ILannigan
whipped the long barrel across Fet-
ber’s halty wrist. The polnt of the
blade ripped through Lannigan’s gray
shift just two inches from the gleam-

It is one thing to avoid clutching
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ing star. Then the knife clattered to
the flwor . . .

Almost in the same motion, Lanni-
gan brought his gun back and the bar-
rel cracked against the strong man’s
skull. As the man pitched forward,
Lannigan’s gun slid back into its hol-
ster. He turned away.

“Take him to the calaboose some-
body,” he drawled. “He’s under ar-
rest.”

CHAPTER V

MURDER RIDES

soft hand touched Lannigan’s
arm hesitantly as he made his

way toward the Drag. He turned
and looked down into wide brown
eyes in a pinched, frightened face.
He thought instantly of another pair
of brown eyes that had leoked at him
over a gun. Those eyes had been
frightened, too, but it had been the
kind of fear which is whipped under
control until it has become its oppe-
gite, courage. Thete wasa't a whip-
ping will behind these eyes; but
there was semething else,

“I am Rita. I want to thank you
so much, Senor—”"

The words were liquid as they
flowed from the girl’s lips. The fact
that there was a faint lisp did not
fob the voice of its music. The big
eyes swam in a white face and Lan-
nigan saw that the girl had pulled
a gay shawl over her torn red dress.
The smooth cling of the silk empha-
sized the young, rounded lines of her
figuiie,

“You don’t owe me thanks. I was
merely doing my job.”

Lannigan’s voice was gruff. He
was momentatily alone with the girl
and it made him restless to have her
hand rest that way on his arm. She
hadn’t l1ooked as she looked now when
she was dancing. She had been then
what she most llkely was; some
unlueky child of a lew caste Mexican
mining town recfuited somehow for
the dance halls and content with what
ghe was,

The girl was smiling up at him:
frightened and yet bold. Theie was
something old and wise in her eyes
but"tthey gleamed with the eagerness
of her youth. Lannigan’s meuth felt
dry and suddenly he knew, knew with
a sure knowledge where some ¢€ity
bred connoisseur of women might
have been unceftain, puzzled of total-
ly wrong. Lannigan’s eentacts with
women had been few and none Had
ever looked at him like this, But he
had lived clese to the wild, free
aspect of things as they are and He
had nothing to unlearn.

In the girl’s eyes he read her ae-
knowledgment of the fact that he had
been kind to her, had fought for het.
There was nothing in her that was
capable of welghing vague things like
duty and the law. If Lannigan had
drawn a gun and marfched Zach Fet-
ber away, he would have been a Sereno,
a policernan, and that would have been
that. He had net used the teeols of
the law, he had used the tools of a
man who fights for a woman. And
he had been fijghting for het,

Her eyes told him that she was not
used to kindness from men and that
no man had ever fought for her be-
fore. They told him that she be-
longed to him,

Lannigan swallowed hard. "“If any-
body bothers you any mere, Rita,” he
said eclumsily, "you just let me
know—"

With that he bolted ingleriosly
out upon the Drag. The girl looked
after him with wide eyes and for a
moment her eyes glowed het with
anger; then she smiled sadly—and a
little confidently—and she shrugged,
With ene pink finger nail, she fileked
the top of a match, her right hand
plucked a cigarette from seme mys-
terious reeess between her breasts and
she lighted up. Then, with smeke
trailing behind her, and with the baek
of her hand resting earelessly against
hef hip, she saunteted lazily and self
geﬂseieusly back toward the dafee

60k,

She was no longer a frightened lit-
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tie girl; she was a woman, such a one
as strong men might fight over.

Outside, Lannigan paused and let
the night wind blow across his brow
while he held.the sombrero in his
hand. The fight with Ferber had
scarcely fazed him. He expected
worse than that before he had bap-
tized his star in Mizpah. It was the
fact that he could not move unham-
pered in a man's world that was un-
settling. Somewhere out there on the
range was a gifl whe was his sworn
enemy because his presence was a
threat somehow to those she loved;
behind him was a girl who was al-
feady, without his willing it, more
than his friend. He had a feeling that
that he was going to huft them beth
befere he was through and that dis-
tuebed him more than the storm
clouds that he felt gathering abouit
the symbol of his office.

A hand fell upon his shoulder and
he turned swiftly, his own hand drop-
ping fast. A big voice boomed.
“Whoa! I don’t reckon anybody's
making any plays on you, son. No,
sireee.” Tolliver was standing at his
shouldee, a grin on his broad red face.
“Sorty that one of my men lost his
head that way, but you shore handled
him.”

“He was one of your men, then?”

“Yes. You know how it is when
some boys get too much liquor, Zach
isn’t s bad.”

“Uh huh. He's goin’ to have a
helluva headache.”

Lannigan stiffened as a rider swept
in from the south road and came gal-
loping up the Drag. Tolliver, too,
seemed startled. The booming voice
was stiddenly stilled. The rider fiiung
himself down before Lanmigan. He
was breathing hard.

“You're the law, I reckon. Well,
theee's hell to pay. The old man’s
been shot and—"

“Morgan? Shot? Wiw—" Tolliver
seemed bursting with excitement.
Lannigan waved him down. He
thought that this was as good a time
i8 any to establish his awthority.

“I reckon I'll handle this,” he said.
He was looking at the man who
brought the message. “You work for
Morgan?”

“Yep. Tiwee years. My name’s
Cordwell.”

“Tell us about it.”

Other men were gathering around
now, those who had seen the rider
come in and a group from the dance

hall scenting excitement. Cordwell
mopped his forehead.
“Ain't much to tell. Somebody

brought a message to the house along
about dusk that old Splinter Dawson
was hankering to see Ty about this
Association business.”

“Wheo brought the message?”

“I dunno. The Chink took it. D in
a Box man likely. Anyways the mes-
sage opined that Blister was coining
over. That there was strange because
the old man and Blister ain't been
talking for nigh a year. Anyway, we
sent in and got the old man and he
come out . . .”

“Then what?”

“Blister, he didn't show up and the
old man got impatient. He reckoned
he'd go over to see what the old taran-
tula meant. Him and me saddled up
and headed for the pass through the
Canines. It was thete it happened ..

“Wihat happened?”

“The shootin’. Somebody was hid
behind the rocks with a rifle and he
drilled Ty slick as a whistle. The old
man never knowed what hit him, After
a while, I got the old man home and
come here . .

annigan frowned. Tihete was a lot

> growling and some heated tali

in the crowd. He sensed the feel-

ing that the D in the Box crowd had

planned the ambush. Tollivet put it
in werds,

“I ain’t suggesting nothing, Lanni-
gan,” he said, “that would throw siis-
picion or discredit on nobody. But it
sure seems funny that Hank Bassett
gets killed right after he joins the As-
sociation and the same thing happens
to Ty Morgan. Ain't nobody fifititing
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the Association that I know of except
one man—"

He had a big voice and it carried. It
was having its effect on the crowd.
Lannigan’s lips were hard. “I'll look
into it,” he drawled. “I’m not forget-
ting neither that every Association
puncher has an alibi.”

Tolliver turned toward him sharply,
but Lannigan’s face was guileless. “I
reckon I'll ride,” he said.

“To D in a Box?”

“Nope. There’s got to be a corpse
before there’s a murder. I reckon I'll
look at it and at the place where the
shooting happened.”

Tolliver shrugged. “You're the doc-
tor.”

They were under way in fifiteem min-
utes, Lannigan riding in the lead with
Tolliver and Marsh and Cordwell
bringing up behind. Half way out to
the Bar 2, Lannigan waved Ceordwell
up beside him and asked questions.
Cordwell was a typical product of the
range; unirmaginative, steady. Lanni-
gan felt that, no matter what currents
flowed, this man was honest.

From him he found out that Tol-
liver was comparatively new in the
country and that he had acquired Tri-
angle T from the ne’er do well son of
a man named Thompson who had
established the iron and dled; that
Marsh was an old timer who had car-
fied on a feud with Splinter Dawson
for years, that Dawson was an old hell
walker but a first rate cattleran who
had established his iren right after
God rmade the country and Who had
felinquished range rights reluctantly
to men he disliked—which was the
general fun of humanity seemingly.
There had been a let of fuss over
fange and water biut Cerdwell pre-
fessed to knew little abeut it. Mergan
had been a goed bess but he ran a
small spread. Bassett had been a heav
drinker and eareless; a man mue
given te changing his mind.

Talk languished as they approached
the Bar 2. Mrs. Morgamn, a thin, k-
chested woman, was badly broken up
over what had happened and ifable

to talk coherently. The Chink didn't
know the man who had delivered the
message to Morgan. Tihe message
could not be found and Cordwell said
that he had never seen it.

Morgan’s body was laid out on a
bed. He had been drilled through the
left side of the chest by a bullet that
ranged downwards. There was little
doubt from the appearance of the
wound that he had been shot with a
rifle. Lannigan’s eyes clouded. He
didn’t want to believe what he was
thinking. He went otitside to his
horse.

“I reckon we’ll look at the scene of
the shooting,” he said

olliver, Marsh and Cordwell

rode with him. He was aware of

the fact that Tolliver and Marsh
were watching him closely and with
some amazement. He felt himself
that, lacking experiemoe, he was han-
dling the case like a cut-from-the-
cloth law officer. The Association
crowd seemed rather surprised at that.
Instimetively his mind went back to
the girl who had held him up.

“You're not quite the type I was
expecting,” she had said.

He wondered now just what type
she did expect and why. Whatever
the type, it was probably what Tol-
liver and Marsh had expected, too. He
dida’t fill the ticket. He had an idea
that he knew the answer to that, too,
but the cursed logic of his brain for-
bade much traffic with untested ideas.

Ahead of him the Canines raised
their points to heaven; a group of
jagged hills with rock spires rising
out of them like a dog's teeth. His
eyes swept the rocky slopes above the
road. There was plenty of shelter tip
there for a rifleman and with moon-
light on the trail, shooting was a cinch.
Cordwell made a eliicking noise with
his tongtie.

“Right hete, it was. The feller that
did the shooting was somewhere up
near that notch.”

He pointed and Lannigan made a
note of the spot. He bent over a place



in the road where a wide stain still
showed darkly. His jaw squared and
he raised his head.

“You fellows stay here. I'm climb-
ing for a look.”

Without waiting for a verdict, he
climbed the slope. Near the notch that
Cordwell had indicated, he slowed his
pace and dropped his head low. Moon-
light flooded the rocks and he could
see plainly. For ten minutes he
searched and then he gave a grunt.
There was a spot where the powdered
rock had gathered into a circular
tidge . .. No . ... It was semi-circulat.
A man had knelt here.

Lannigan crouched above the mark
and squinted at the road. He could
see the three men plainly, see their
faces turmed toward him. With a rifle
he could have taken his pick of them.
He grunted and stepped back. For
several moments he moved around the
ledge. It was impossible to see which
way the man had gone. The rocky
surface gave a poor trail.

As he was about to turn away, how-
ever, he saw something foreign in a
chink of the rocks about twenty feet
away from the notch. He bent over it
and picked it out. It was the scorched
remnant of a brown paper wrapped
cigarette. His eyes narrowed and he
sniffed it.

His whole body stiffened and he
stood like a statue for a long minute;
then his lips straightened grimly and
he wrapped the cigarette in paper. As
he tucked it away, he dropped to a
squat behind the rocks at the point
where the cigarette had been dis-
carded.

It was an ideal lookout post. He
could look out from there and see the
road winding for miles in the direc-
tion of Bar 2. The unknown rifleman
had evidently done just that—but he
had not been able to do without a
smoke. Lannigan turned and made his
way slowly back to the road. He said
nothing about the cigarette. Tolllver
nodded up the road.

“You figgerimyp on pushing on to D
in a Box?”

Lannigan shook his head. “I'm go-
ing out tomorrow,” he said curtly. He
was not forgetting that Baptiste never
missed with a rifle when he was seri-
ous. He wondeted what Baptiste
smoked when he was smoking.

CHAPTER VI
A DEAD HORSE

e road to D in a Box wound
through Shadow Gap and
dropped across Sawdust Creek

where the brushy foothills of the Saw-
tooth came down to the sage. As he
approached the bridge, Lannigan had
a premonition. He was not sure
whethet it was merely the memory of
another bridge approach or whether
it was a fresh hunch. He crouched low
and touched the spirs lightly to his
pony's filaiks.

Even as he did there was a sharp
crack from the slope of the nearest
hill, the pony stiffened and went
down. Lannigan had a fractional sec-
ond in which to kick his feet clear of
the stirrups and then he was in the
dust. He was badly shaken up and for
a few seconds his head was whirling
too fast for coherent thought. He lay
where he fell; a perfect target for a
rifleman. Thete was no further shoot.
ing.

Wihen his head cleared, he made a
note of that, elimbing gingerly to his
feet. Silence crowded the gap and he
walked stiffly to the fallen horse. It
had been drilled cleanly thiough the
head. Lannigan looked doewn grimly.
He had been riding that pony for a
year and a man becomes mofe than a
tider in a year; he becomes a friend,

There was a sigh sticking on a pole
beside the bridge over Sawdust Creek
and Lannigan walked to it. The mes-
sage was terse and to the point.

This is the north boundary of the D
in a Box J. D. Dawson

It was neither a threat nor an invi-
tation, but it certainly was a notice.
Lannigan looked at it for a moment
and returmed to his horse, It seemed
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rather significant that he should be
cut down almost in front of that sign.
He went down on one knee and started
to strip the hull from his meunt. He
heard a thud of hoofs on the road and
turned, his eyes narrowed.

Madge Dawson swept around the
curve beyond the bridge. She was rid-
ing a close coupled sorrel. Behind her
on a big buckskin was Baptiste.

As they clattered over the bridge,
Lannigan came slowly to his feet. His
two guns leaped like magic intoe his
hands. “That’s close enough,” he
snapped. “Swing down!”

The girl’s face fllushed and she stif-
fened in the saddle. Lannigan fore-
stalled what she was going to say. “I
don’t care if your get down of net,” he
sald grimly. His eyes were narrowed
ofi Baptiste. "But yaur better get
down, Cantickd”

Baptiste showed no sign of fear nor
any other emotion. Calmly and with-
out undue haste, he swung down.
Lannigan moved his gun suggestively.

“I want to look at your rifle.”

The girl had been trying to stare a
hole in him. Now, her color still high,
she, too, swung down. “This is an out-
rage,” she sald. “You don’t have to
show him anything, Baptiste. I'll take
care of this.” Her fists were clenched.
Lannigan still kept his eyes on Bap-
tiste.

“The rifle!” he said.

The Canuck shrugged. “It is bet-
ter s0,” he sald. He reached into the
saddle boot and brought out his .30-.30,
He passed it over without a word and
Lannigan’s guns went away as swiftly
as they had appeared. He did net con-
sider it necessary to warn Baptiste
that they would come out fast ence
more if they were needed. He took
the rifle,

Stepping off a few paces from the
two ih the road, Lannigan examined
the rifle carefully, keeping an eye on
Baptiste and the girl. The examina-
tion disappeinted him. It was fully
leaded and it showed no evidence of
having been recently fived. It had been
cleaned recently and smelled of fresh

oil, but that proved nothing. A man
who took a pride in his marksmanship
would take a pride in his weapon—
and he would take care of it.

If Baptiste was the man who shot
his horse, then the girl had to be in
on the plot. Not any too much time
had elapsed since the shooting and it
would have taken careful work to
eliminate the odor from the weapon.
Lannigan shook his head. He was not
raaking a case for the girl, but he was
willing to swear that the rifle had not
been fired. Baptiste, of cotifse, might
have had another fifle,

e looked sharply at the man.

There was neither guilt nor

worry in the Canuck’s attitude.
He seemed bored. The girl, however,
was still tense. Lannigan handed the
rifle back to Baptiste without a word
and Madge Dawson could hold her-
self in no longer.

“Willl you explain what this
means?” Lannigan looked up at her
gravely.

“Somebody killed my horse under
me a few minutes ago,” he said, “I
thought maybe Baptiste was getting a
mite more serious.”

“We don’t shoot horses.” Color
flamed in her cheeks and, despite the
hot anger that burned in him, Lanni-
gan checked his previous impression.
The girl made a disturbing enemy. He
wasn’t going to hurt her without hurt-
ing himself and every meeting with
her made the eventual hurt more and
more inevitable. He decided against
any further word duels with her. He
had work to do and he would have to
get 1t over with, no matter who fell.
For a toment he had an impulse
which ufged him to take Baptiste’s
horse but he fought it dewn. He had
to go to D in a Box and the law could
not go in lawlessly. He turmed back
to his saddle.

“You can go now,” he said curtly.
“I'm through with you.”

The girl gasped and stepped back.
Lannigan walked away and resumed
his job of removing the hull from his
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dead pony. Madge Dawson watched
him for a moment and then, when he
did not look up, she mounted. The
high color had left her face. Her eyes
were puzzled.

“What are you going to do now?”
she asked at length. Lannigan hung
the saddle in a tree off the road.

“I'm going to D in'a Box.”

“You can’'t. You haven't a horse.
It’s five miles. .. "
“'ll walk.”

The girl bit her lip. She had elected
to be an outright enemy to this man
and it annoyed her to have him indif-
ferent. It left her with nothing to
fight and, at the same time, made any
overture impossible. She urged her
pony over to the side of the road.

“You'll find my father unfriendly,"
she said. “He has the same opinion
that I have and he’s—well, he’s harder.
He wouldn’t let you do what—"

“I don’t ask people to let me do
thiags, ma’am.”

Again she straightened. He was not
looking at her, but she looked hard at
him. “We’ll ride back to the ranch
and I'll send Baptiste back with a
wagon,” she said. “He’ll take you to
town.”

“Thank
town.”

With his saddle hung to his satis-
faction, Lannigan shrugged and
turmed into the road. Wiith a long,
swinging stride, he started off down
the road to D in a Box. The girl
watched him over the bridge; then she
made an impatient gesture and turned
her heofse back toward the ranch.
“Come on, Baptiste. We’ll go home.”

Lannigan did not look up as they
passed him.

e was sweating heavily before
he had covered a mile and he
was limping badly at a mile
and a half. A cowpuncher’s boots
are designed for riding and they
make bad work of walking. Lanni-
gan gritted his teeth and forced him-
gelf on. Five miles looked like one

you. I'm not going to

long pilgrimage and the blisters were
already building up.

Less than two miles were behind
him when he saw a wagon heading out
of the high winding road that led back
to D in a Box ranch house. It took
some fiifteen minutes to reach him.
Baptiste sat solemnly with the reins
in his hands. His features expressed
no emotion whatever but there was a
gleam that might have been enjoy-
ment in his eyes.

“I will take you to Mizpah, no?”

“I'm not going to Mizpah.” Lanni-
gan strode grimly on. HE knew whose
idea this was and he resented the fact
that she thought he would be willing
to quit. The wagon econtinued on
down the road for a mile and turned.
As it drew abreast of Laanigan, Bap-
tiste leaned out. Thete was Ao amuse-
ment in his face new. He seemed
rather sympatheti¢ than hostile,

“Mam’selle, she say if you will not
go to Mizpah, I should take you where
you want ., . .”

“Thanlks. I'm going there.”

Lannigan plodded on and the stub-
born set of his jaw admitted of no
compromises. He had undertaken the
job of wearing a star into a place
where the star was not welcome. He
was going in under his ewn power and
under no obligations. Semeboedy had
teied to make a feol out of him by
unhorsing him., He did net believe
that the bullet had been intended for
him. All right. D in a Box might Aot
have been respomsible for that, but
they might have been. He was net
compromising. He was geing if.

For a half mile, Baptiste stayed
well behind him, them—satistied that
his services would not be accepted—
he cracked his whip and disappeared
down the road. Lannigans eyes fol-
lewed him somberly. He wondered a
let aboiit Baptiste. The fman’s job
seefned to be that of bodyguard to
Madge Dawson, but the man looked
like one whe would thiow a leng
shadew on any jeb,

Lannigan couldn't help wondering
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just how good the man was with a
rifle and just how much he worked
at it.

Somebody in the south end of the
county was too good.

CHAPTIEER VII
TIN STAR JUSTICE

ere were quite a few men in evi-
dence when Jack Lannigan took
the last lap of his journey and
walked up to the D in a Box ranch
house. They were clean looking
crowd, he noted, and there was no
open hestility. They looked at him
with more of curiosity than unfriend-
liness. He was dog tired and his feet
were §0 raw that he could hardly set
them down but he walked straight and
kept his weakness inside.

A bull of a man with a close clipped
gray mustache, heavy jowls and cold
blue eyes stepped down from the
porch of the house and stood waiting
for him. Lannigan was aware of
searching scrutiny. The man had
poker eyes and he was weighing the
man who wore the star. Lannigan met
his eyes coolly.

“You’re Mr. Dawson.”

“You know I am.”

“Right. I'm Jack Lannigam, the new
deputy. And you know that.”

“You've got some business out
here?”

“I hope not. There’s a few things
I'd like the answers to.”

“You would? Well, you get the an-
swers from the men that hired your
two guns.” Dawson's eyes had nar-4
rowed and he was leaning forward, his
lip lifted slightly on the left side over
a yellow set of teeth. “There never
was a country needed law till lawyers
and professional star toters come into
it, and the more o’ that kind o’ law it
gets the more law it needs.”

Lannigan stood straight. “The guns
are my own,” he said softly “and they
were bought with honest money. The
star belongs to the county. I haven't
got anything te sell to you of to any-
bedy else.”
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“Welll, what are you doing down
here?”

“Trying to find murderers right
now?”

Dawson turned angrily away, then
he wheeled back. “You think you'll
find them over here?”

“I told you I came here to find the
answers to a few questions. Did you
send a letter to Ty Morgan last
night?”

Dawson's jaw snapped. “I did net;
last night or any night. Wihea a man
throws in with a bunch of—"

“He got a letter that he thought was
from you. It lured him to his death.”

For a moment, Dawson was rocked
off his balance; but only for a moment.
He looked like a very old man one sec-
ond and then he was all fiighter once
more.

“You'll get that answer, too, where
you got your tin star,” he growled.
He turmed his back deliberately. “See
my foreman about borrowing a
mount,” he said. “They’ll feed you at
the bunkhouse.”

Lannigan’s lips thinned and he took
two steps after the old man. "Il ac-
cept the loan of a mount. I woen't eat
here while you believe the way you
do. But I want to ask one fore qiies-
tion,”

Dawson didn't turn but he hesitated -
with one foot on the step to the porch.
Lannigan let his question flow otit
softly. “Wihich one of your mmen
smokes marijuana?”

Splinter Dawson turmed around
slowly and his eyes burned inte Lan-
nigar’s. “When I hire hands that de,”
he sald deliberately, "Il join yeur
conderned asseciation.”

He went in then and Lannigan
rolled a cigarette. It had been a tough
interview but it had cleaned up mere
than Lannigan had expected. For 6fie
thing, Dawson had been forcing him-
self to truculemce. He could easily
have been friendly. Like his daughter
he had been prepared for a different
type of man and Lannigan had disap-
pointed his hestility. He had shewed,
teo, that he knew of the incident en
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the trail and of Lannigan's pilgrimage
on foot. Lannigan knew himself that
the type of man who hires out his
guns would have taken a ride with
Baptiste; Dawson would know it.
Only a wall of stubborn pride had
kept the two men apart; that and a
deep rooted prejudice of Dawson’s
against tin star law.

Lannigan even understood the prej-
udice. The most famous of western
sheriffs and marshals had won their
jobs with their guns; the theory being
that a man capable of thwarting the
law was capable of enforcing it.

As he turned to the bunkhouse, Lan-
nigan even allowed himself to limp a
little. He was feeling more natural
and he was seeing things. There was
a lot of evidence against the D in a
Box and all sighs pointed logically to
Dawson as the villain of the range;
but there ate tirmes when evidence is
too logical to be believable. Lannigan
was wondering, for instance, why he
had been shet at where he would be
sufe to see Splinter Dawson’s bound-
ary sigh and why—if D in a Box had
been responsible—he was not fired on
after he crossed the boundary. A little
thing, but it is little things that upset
tegical trains of thoiight.

hip Mars, a taciturn individual
who chewed tobacco and knew

only two words, saddled a horse
for Lannigan, and Lannigan rode out.
He was wondering about the girl as
he hit the back trail. He had not
missed the by-play in the Blue Stack
Saleen. Tolliver had resented his
mentioning the girl and the others
had seemed to understand that he had
an interest in her.

It was just possible that Madge
Dawson had had Tolliver’s interests at
heart when she tried to keep Lannigan
out of Mizpah.

He was rounding the turm to the
bridge when he reached that conclu-
sion and she was there waiting for
him. Baptiste was nowhere in evi-
dence. Lannigan reined in.

“I had to talk to you.,” The girl's

words came in a rush. The moonlight
did things to her face and form that
were disturbing. The sun brown
seemed to have gone with the sun and
Lannigan saw now how she would
leok if she were peaches and cream
and pink. He wasn’t 86 sure any more
that he liked brown better. The
strength that had been thefe iinder
her girlishhess when she set her will
against his was net in evidence either.
The night—of semethiag — had
wiought a difference. She was as soft
as the light that bathed her. Lansi-
gan thought ne lenger of Lasea and
the Rie Grande,

“I had to see you. I think—I don't
know—I may have wronged you. You
aren’t what I thought you would be.
You have courage.”

“Is that what you wanted to see me
about?” Lannigan cursed himself in-
wardly for the words but they would
come. He couldn't forget that this
girl had ordered her man to fire on
him, that she had been making his
hard job harder. For a moment she
swayed unsteadily; then she found
her voice again. The words came
more slowly new.

“No. Not if you don’t want me to
tell you that. I'll stick te business.
My father had nothing to do with any
killing on this range.”

"No?”

“No.” Her voice rang with inten-
sity. "But he's a figlider. He will fight
you of anyoene else that comes against
him. That's why I wanted to turn yotl
back. I had te. I thought I cotild de
something. I was very foelsh.”

“"Why didn’'t you try to tutn him
back instead of me. It takes two to
make a fipdhe.”

He made a helpless gesture with one
hand. “You are being difficult. I
knew him. I didn’t know you, then.
He will never give in ...."”

“And you thought that I would.”

“I didn’t know. I hoped so. I still
hope so. I've given up the hope of
making you do anything . ..”

“I'ma glad of that.”
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“But I've got to ask you, to make
you understand.” She edged her pony
over close to hir, looked inte his face.
He found her nearness disturbing.
“You will try te understand, won't
you? This Assoclation isfa’t honest.
Joe Marsh was—well, I can’t prove
what he was—before Tolliver came.
Father despised him. The Associa-
tion was just an exeuse te force my
father to the wall and te make it leek
legal.”

“That’s a serious charge.”

“It’s true.” The girl’'s voice rang
passionately. “These other men joined
only because they were frightened.”

“It looks as though they had some-
thing to be frightened of.” Lannigan
was curt while something inside of
him protested the curtness.

The girl swallowed hard. “Yeoiu're
making me doubt you again. Yeou're
not open to comviction.”

“I am. But how do you explain your
father cyaniding cattle?”

She sat straight and looked at him.
“You ought to have figured that out
yourself. Did you ever know of a cat-
tleman who cyanided his own water
holes to poison somebody’s cattle?”

“No. I didn’t.” Lannigan was
thoughtful.

The girl sensed surely the turning
point of the argument. She no longer
appealed to hitn. Her head was high
and her pony moved off. “The Asse-
ciation was jamming stock across into
D in a Box range,” she sald slowly,
“and using up our water in a dry year
when they had plenty on their own
ranges. Whete they didn’t jam stock,
somebody stole In at night and poi-
sofied a water hole. We lost fiffty head
in ene night.”

“And there weren't any Association
cattle lost.”

The girl nodded. “There were. Next
day. Our men stampeded the herds
that the Association had jammed over
the west boundary and drove therm up
toward the poisoned water. We piulied
ours out.”

Lannigan nodded. It was rough on
the cattle but it was legitimate. The

girl gave him ne time for an epinien.
“You've started to think,” she said,
“and thinking Aever Rurt any man
whether he was weariRg a star or
wasn't.”

With a #lirt of her hand, she
wheeled and was gone. Lannigan
stared after her and swore softly. He
had ridden a rnile before he knew jiist
what he had sworn about—and then
he was only guessing.

CHAPTER VIII

MARKED FOR LEAD

annigan was bogged with weari-

ness when he reached Mizpah

* but the stage was leaving for

Crescent City and he rode in it. There

were fmany guestions that he wanted

answers for and there was one logieal
starting place,

He was too wise to ask Sheriff
Rainey why he had been held two
days in Crescent City after his ap-
pointment before being sent down. If,
as he suspected, it was to permit cer-
tain preparations to be made, Rainey
would not tell him. Nor did he expect
any valuable inforrmation about Miz-
pah and the souith range frem Rainey.
Rainey had said that he wouldn’t hielp
him or hinder him. Rainey was the
type of man who would stick to that
statement.

Lannigan had only one question to
ask in Crescent City. He wanted to
know If Dan Carmody was still in jail.

He got his answer. Rainey laughed
and pulled a register across the desk.
“The dang cuss is practically always
in jail,” he said heartily. “He gets
his tail here. Too much liquor, too
fauch marijuana, too little brain—"

Lannigan looked at the register.
Carmody had not been out, according
to the record, since before Lannigan
hit the county except for a trifle over
two hetirs; long enough for him to get
inte an argument with a half breed
and to break a bottle on the man’s
head. He shoved the register back.

“Wheo is he, Rainey?’

“Just what he looks. He's a rummy.



Once upon a time, he was one of Joe
Marsh’s hands on the Lazy K, but that
was long ago. He just kinda lives on
what people give him.”

“Thanks.”

Lannigan was back in Mizpah the
following night. He found that his
absence had been resented. Neither
Tolliver nor Marsh were around but
Bob White greeted him sullenly.

“You're a helluva deputy,” he
growled. “Sky and Joe are sore as
hell. They tried to make things right
for you but you ain’t workin’ at your
teade ... "

Lannigan’s eyes bored him, “Yore
job is tending bar,” he said softly.
“Don’t go to making wild guesses.”

He strolled lazily out through the
dance hall. There were only a few
casual patrons and few of the girls
were busy. As he walked through the
dim passageway that led to the street,
he heard a soft rustle behind him. He
turned.

The girl, Rita, plucked at his sleeve
and pulled him into the darker angle
of the passageway where it turned
back into the hall. He could feel the
warmth of her body pressing against
him. She gripped his arm tightly and
her hair brushed his face as she stood
on tip toe to whisper.

“You mus’ not go where they ask
you tonight,” she said. There was fear
in her voice.

Hwhy'?"

“I canno’ tell.”” There was fear in
her voice. “I tell yo’, yo' mus’ not go.
It is one trick. They will keel you,
my caballero.”

“Who? Wheo is going to kill me?”
In the sudden intense mood that swept
him, Lannigan did not notice that he
was gripping the girl’s arms. She
melted into him. If his steel hard
fingers pressed Into her flesh and
bruised it, she made no complaint.
Her white face swam in the dim light
of the passageway.

“They—all these men—How do I
know therm apart? You, only you, are
differen’. They weel keel yo’ because
yo' are differen’'—"

Lannigan was too uncomfortably
conscious of the girl now, of her warm
breath, of the emotional tide that
shook her. He held her off from him
for a miniite,

“I'll be careful, Rita. Thanks. I'll
remember this—"

He set her down on her feet, patted
her shoulder awkwardly and fled ig-
nominiously. He did not look back.

utside on the drag there were
only a few people in evidence.
A rider thundered in from the
south as another rider had done on
the night that Morgan died. His head
and shoulder were bandaged and he
rode as does one who has come a long
way on urgent business; but Lanni-
gan let his eyes drift from the man
to the horse and he smiled grimly.
It ought to have occurred to someone
that a man doesn’t learh to handle
two guns without learning to tell
when a hotse has been ridden far, This
one was fresh.

The man came unerringly to where
Lannigan stood. “Deppity,” he gasped.
“There’s hell to pay and yo're needed.
Joe Marsh says as how you're to come
at once. Old Splinter has got his men
over south o’ the Canines and there’s
goin’ ter be war unless they're
stopped.”

Lamniggni's eyes were level but the
man did not meet his stare. “Can you
lead me out to the trouble?” Lanni-
gan’s voice was low. The man swayed
a little.

“Can't. Splinter’'s men shot me up
some. But I can show you how to get
there ... .”

Lannigan had an impulse to investi-
gate the bandages and see if there
were wounds under them but it was
hardly worth while. The man was
stall fry. Instead he listened solemnly
while the man detailed the roiite; then
he went for his hotse.

As he rode the black trail south-
ward, he thought of Rita’s warning:
She had known. Well, he would have
siispected; but knowledge was a pow-
erful ally on a ride like this.
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He was vigilant on the straight road
but he hardly expected anything until
the road dipped down through Shadow
Gap. He remembered the nice clean
stretch of road that was visible to a
man who croiuiched at the point where
he had foiind the cigarette. A man
wheo squatted there had plenty of time
to line his sights and prepare for a
horseman whe was riding through.
The rifleman woeuld probably know of
fie reasen why he sheild net eperate
again from the same spot. Lannigan
was net sipposed to be suspicioiis.

Well, Lannigan was not riding
through from Bar 2 as the unlucky
Morgan had been. The road from Miz-
pah was not so straight. It forked into
the other. Just before he reached the
tork, Lannigan dismounted and took
to the rocks. His feet were still blis-
tered and the golng was agonizing,
but he cotild push his feet on. He had
proved that. There would be nothing
to push if he stayed out were a rifle
billet could find him,

As he circled Indian fashion and
made his way tortuously toward the
sheltered cliff of the marksman, he
thought of what a perfect stroke his
murder would be. He had disap-
pointed and worried the men who had
asked for the law. They would not
feel his loss. And who but the D in a
Box would have a motive for killing
him? It would be proved that he was
tiding out at the request of Joe Marsh
to keep Splinter Dawson’s men from
violence. His death on that mission
would swing the county solidly
dfadinst the snorty old cattleman. It
was perfeetd. .. almost.

He was above the murder spot now
and his heart leaped. He had not
guessed wrong. There was a man
crouched behind the rocks with his
eyes fixed on the trail. Lannigan crept
slowly down on him and when he was
closing in, his foot sent a shower of
small rocks cascading. The man gave
a startled leap and clutched his rifle.

“Drop that smoke pole and elevate!
You'te covered.”

The man below shuddered and the

rifle fell. Lannigan came down and
the man turned to him. His identity
was not the shock that it might have
been two days earlier. Lannigan’s
mouth was hatd,

“You waiting for somebody, Car-
mody?”

The old man who had sung so dole-
fully in the Crescent City jail tried to
smile. “Shucks, son. You scared me.
I'm glad to see you. I was jest—"

“You're a liar. You were waliting to
shoot me.”

The old man sat down suddenly on
the rocks. The hard streak that Lan-
nigan had sensed beneath his despair
on that first day back in the jail was
uppetfmost now. “I reckon mebbe
you're right,” he saild wearily. “I told
you to take a proposition i{f you got
it. You did. Well, this here is my
proposition, the one I taok.”

or a moment Lannigan was stag-
gered. He had never thought of

it in that way even when his
suspicions were aroused. It put Car-
mody and himself in the same boat
according to some brands of logie.
He didn’t go for all the brands. “I
didn’t take a contract to furdee ne-
body,” he sald. “You've miirdered
two; Bassett and Morgan.”

The old man was rolling a marijiana
cigarette. “I reckon,” he sald unemo-
tionally. “But ’twasn’t me did the
murdering any more than the gun did
'em by itself. I figgered that when
those fellers marked a man off to die,
he was all through. It dida’t make
any difference who did it; it would
have been done—"

Lannigan rolled that idea around in
his mind. He decided not to argiie,
He had work to do yet and Carmody
had no moral sense to which he coiild
appeal. “What fellers do you mean?
Wihose behind all this?”

Carmody's eyes were hooded, lazy
with drug. “I ain’t talking new ot no
other time.”

He seemed remote, secure. He had
neither remorse for his crimes nor
fear of retribution. For the moment



he seemed a man above the law, above
fear or coercion., Then Lannigan re-
membered the conversation in the jail.
Carmody had confessed one all pow-
erful fear then. He had expressed the
belief that he would die by a bullet
but he had almost fainted at even the
thought that he might knew in ad-
vance when the bullet was going to
strike. Lannigan’s otith tightened
and he raised his gun,

“Carmody,” he said, “you don’t de-
serve any more mercy than you dealt
out. If you don’t spill your story be-
fore I count three, I'm going to put
a slug in your right knee cap. After
that I’ll count theee more and get the
other.”

The old man dropped the cigarette.
He came half to his knees and dropped
back before the menace of the gun.
His face was almost green in the
moonlight. “No! No!” he shrieked.
“I ean’t walt for it, thinking about it.
i tell you—"

His surrender was absolute. In
quick, panting phrases, he told how
Tolliver had got hold of young
Thormpson and encouraged him to
gamble against crooked cards until he
had lost ‘the Triangle T; how Joe
Marsh who had started his spread
with a long loop and a running iron
had thrown in with Telliver and with
Bob White who had helped to swindle
young Thompson. All of them had
organized to gain control of the whole
range against Dawson who suspected
what Tolliver had dene and whoe knew
what Marsh was.

The whole sordid story came tum-
bling out. Rainey was just a crooked
politician, too smart to get mixed up
in a fight that was in the balance. He
had falsified jail records and provided
Carmody with an alibi for the killings
but he had refused to use his office
further for Tolliver. He feared Daw-
son’s influence at the state capital and
that had been his reason for appoint-
ing a deputy to bear the brunt of the
battle in Mizpah. It gave him an ouit.
Tolliver and Marsh gained the cloak
of the law for their activities biit

Rainey was still able to disavow his
appointee if anything went wrong.
Carmody himself had written the de-
coy note to Ty Morgan and delivered
it at a time when the men were not
around.

“Tonight is the finish,” the old man
said wearily. “Joe Marsh is shoving
stock over into D in a Box range and
he’s got a lot of Tolliver’s men to help
him. They're goin’ ter get old Splinter
up there and the shooting will start
suddenly. Thete aif’t goln’ to be miich
D in a Box testimmony left above
ground. You bein’ killed—if you was
—wotild have been a eincher fof Tol-
liver .. .”

“Have you got a horse?” he asked
grimly. Carmody nodded. Lannigan
waved him to his feet.

“We're going to ride,” he said,

CHAPTER IX
THE THROW-DOWN

he message that Lannigan re-

ceived in Mizpah. had told him

to come out to where Marsh was
gathering his men to face Dawson’s.
When Lannigan rode south of the
Canines, he rode to where Dawson’s
men were gathering to oppose
Massh’s. He found himselff under the
guns before he ever saw Splinter Daw-
son bit he spotted the D in a Box
the drop. He had Ao quartel with
them, Carmedy was still with him
when he eenfrented Dawsen. The 6ld
fancher was hard, hestile, suspieisus.
Lannigan had Ao patience with ebsti-
naey new.

He rode rough shod over the ranch-
er’s curtness and his speech had a curl
to it. In biting language he outlined
what he had learned by himself and
through Carmedy. When he had fin-
ished, there was neither fear nor anger
in Dawsen’s face; only a ceftain grim
efjoyment.

“So you found out after all that you
were just a gun man?” he said bluntly.

“I'm a deputy and I'm next sheriff
of the county.” Lannigan’s jaw was as
hard as Dawson’s. “Wihat I want from
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you is a good place to lock up this
murdering old pelican and some idea
of how you're going to keep yourself
alive and keep my office from getting
the black eye that it would get if you
were killed.”

Splinter Dawson laughed out loud
and the three punchers within earshot
looked at him with their jaws hang-
ing. “I've got a load of dynamite up
there,” he sald, “with good men giiard-
ing it. Do you reckon a few sticks of
it would mebbe start that eattle back
where it came frem?”

Lannigan grinned. “I reckon there
ought to be a right nice stampede.”
He felt as though Splinter Dawson
had shaken hands with him. A man
like Dawson doesn’t tell his plans to
a man he doubts. Dawsen nodded.

“There will be a stampede,” he said,
“and those mangy wolves o’ Marsh’'s
will have their hands full. They won’t
do mueh shooting.”

Carmody was passing his hand
across his forehead. “I been trying to
recollect,” he sald. He stiffened. “The
giel .. ”

“What about the girl?” Lannigan
wheeled on him fiercely.

“I pretty near forgot.” Carmody
was still stroking his forehead.
“Pretty near. Tolliver, he wants the
Dawseon gifl. He reckoned it would be
a good time with her pa gettin’ taken
off and—"

Splinter Dawson started forward,
his fists clenched, Lannigan was tense,
his eyes on Dawson. “Wihere is she?”
he asked hoarsely.

“At the house. Baptiste is with her.
He worships her—"

“I'mm going down.” Lannigan swung
into the saddle. Dawson was starting
for his horse. Lannigan cut him off.
“This is a job for the law,” he said
grimly. “You let the law handle it.
You've got a cattlernan’s job here.”

annigan rode hard along the
winding road to D in a Box
franch house. It had a deserted
look when he came in sight of

i

it and at the gate he found Baptiste.
The man had nearly a dozen bullet
wounds in him and the trail of blood
told its own story. He had followed
up, shooting as long as strength re-
mained in him. Lannigan was too cold
now to pity him. He wheeled his
horse and straight lined for Mizpah.
Lannigan didn't see the figure that
was all but merged with the shadows
at the doorway to the darkened dance
hall and it would not have occurred to
him that a gitl had been waiting long
houts for a sigh that he was safe.
He didn’t see Bob White’s startled
face above the bar either as he lunged
across the bar room and made his way
to the stairs. Not did he see the giant
figure of Zach Fetber rising grimly
from a corner table. He was single
teack and beyond signs and portents.

He hesitated only a moment where
the light shone under a door. He
could hear Sky Tolliver’s voice, boom-
ing in a minor key but still booming
with assurance,

“Hell, I don’t know why you take
on so. I've got everything that any
man can give you. I know women and
I could give you ...”

Lannigan took the door with his
shoulder and went in. Sky Tolliver
had been holding the girl. He tossed
her aside like a sack of straw and went
for his gun.

Lannigan’s hand dipped and rose.
Thete was a livid streak of flame and
a booming report. Sky Tolliver died
with his gun half out of his holster.
His body spun once and he went down
on his face. Feet pounded on the
stalfs and Lannigan wheeled. His gin
spat flame again as Bob White plunged
through the doof, but the fan was
diving lew and it had Beeh a Rasty,

unaimed shet. It eﬂlfi ereased his
sheilder. He came plunging iR to
gEips.

Lannigan lashed at him with the
bareel of his gun and cracked him
across the forehead. The saloon man
went down in a heap and then Zach
Feeber was into it
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Ferber was a knife man and light
danced on his blade as he charged.
Lannigan was not in position to stop
his charge with a blow on the wrist
this time. He twisted to one side and
the knife slid off and tore a gash in his
sleeve. He gripped the knife hand
with his left hand just as Ferber’s
hand closed on his gun hand and
jetked,

Ferber’s herculean strength was in
that jerk and the men went to the
floor. Lannigan felt the steel cable
muscles tensing in the knife hand and
knew that he would never be able to
hold it with his left. Fetber was grin-
ning viciously and his knee came iip
in Lannigan’s wind. The knife was
coming down slowly.

Madge Dawson had pressed back
against the wall when the shooting
started and the siibsequent action had
taken mere seconds. She was moving
though when Ferber and Lannigan hit
the flisor. Wiith a swoop she possessed
herself of the gun that Lannigan
dropped. Her face paled, but there
was a will within her that cotild come
up to the driver’s seat when the geing
was rough. Her 1ips pressed tight and
she swiing.

Lannigan twisted at the moment
when the gun bartel cracked against
Ferber's skull. He felt the man go
limp and the knife sang as it grazed
his ribs and buried itself in the filser,
He shook the 1limp body of the giant
off with an effort and came groggily
to his feet. The gifl was looking dewn
in hefror at the man she had felled.
The gun dropped from her hand,

In the doorway another gitl paused,
her wide eyes on Lannigan, her 1ips
parted. Lannigan didn’t see her. He
shook his head to clear it and then
looked across the reom. His left hand
dropped toward the one gun that re-
mained but his brain shrieked that he
was late . ..

Bob Wihite, his gray face streaked

with blood, his thick lips sneering
viciously, was leveling his gun.

In one of those flashes of time that
no man can reasure, the girl in the
doorway sensed the situation. Before
Lannigan saw Death reaching for him,
she sensed it. In her mind, the hard
fighithgg depuity was hers and that feel-
ing may have given her some deep, in-
tuitive knowledge. Wiith a low cry,
she leaped toward the snarling saloon
keeper.

A gun boomed and the girl was
flung backward by the impact. Lanni-
gan swore hoarsely as his gun fiijpped
from the holster. He was a lightning
flash slower than White and his bullet
streaked past the falling body of the
girl. It took White thiough the fore-
head and the man pitched forward.

Lannigan dropped to one knee and
turned the girl over. Rita of the dance
hall had died as she leaped. It had
been swift and, perhaps, more merci-
ful than what would have come to her
later. Lannigan looked up misty
eyed. Madge Dawson had her hands
clasped in front of her, her wide eyes
were on his face.

In that moment, Lannigan saw a
suggestion of the something that had
frightened him in the face of Rita on
the night that he saved her from Fet-
ber. He had fought for this gitl, too,
and he had won. Her eyes told him
that she knew it and he was not
frightened new, ner did he want to
fun. After all, she had feught for
him, too. He rose slowly to his feet.

On the floor was the body of a girl
who could have been Lasca by the Rio
Grande. Out by the gate of D in a
Box lay the riddled body of Baptiste.
Two had died for two they had leved
and these two were left.

They had no need of words to tell
therh why. A sob caught in the girl’s
throat as she swayed forward. Laf-
nigan took her in his arms. The pow-
der smoke dissolved slowly in the
foofh as tiouble was disselving siowly
over the range sotith of Mizpah,
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oof, the black bear, had im-
portant business on his
tmind, and he had started
to attend to it with char-

acteristic persistence. Ordinarily the
only thing that interested Waof to
afly great extent was feod; and this
tirhe of the year, when the rich bulbs
were bursting eut of the meist greund
aleng the Santa Maria arshes, and
fainBow trout were spawning e the

sands of Boulder Creek, food was
plentiful and easy to get.

No, the thing that was bothering
the bear was the same etermal urge
that sends men and women of all ages
to the parks on spring evenings, when
there is yet a hint of wintee’s chill
in the air. Waoof desired a rate, and
as there were none of his kind en the
tocky slopes above Santa Maria Lake,
Wk had turhed his back on the 8dgeﬁ
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where he had hibernated for three
winters, and. started a-woeing.

A person standing on the little rock
shelf in front of the den and watching
him as he strutted off down the long
aisle, between two rows. of silver
tipped spruce, would have found it
difficult to repress a smile. The rear
view of a bear is one that never fails
to bring a smile to the face of man.
There 18 something inexpressibly
droll in the stiff-legged, rolling walk,
on legs that bend only at the joints
immediately above the absiird feet.

alf way between the deserted

den and the shore of Lake

Santa Maria, Woof came to a
tall, straight aspen tiee. Just why
Waof shetiild stop today and scratch
his autograph as high up in the
smooth white bark as he could reach,
fno two woods dwellefrs will agree;
biit the fact remains that the beaf had
passed this way rany times before
and had failed te leave any mark on
the epen page upeh which he might
have announced his height, the sharp-
ness 6f his elaws and perhaps, to these
interested, his sex.

Consequently since you and I have
been admitted into the secret yearn-
ing of Woof's heart, we may give a
better guess than those who think he
leaves these marks as high up on the
trees as he can in order to frighten
away possible enemies,

Woof left the tree and went down
to the edge of the lake. For a few
minutes he watched a palr of cinna-
mon teal swimming about among the
rushes in the shallow water. He lis-
tened to the musical notes of mat-
ing birds, and studied the reflection
of Bristol Head mirrored on the
placid siirface of the lake.

To see this familiar outline of the
mountain turned upside down in
Santa Maria was sufficient to puzzle
any bear. Woof looked at it for a
long time. He would gaze upward
at the peak rising high above timber-
line, as if to make siire that it was a
veritable fixtuse, incapable of foolish

antics, then he would turn quickly to
look at the reflection. Failing to
solve the riddle of how a perfectly
sober and dignified mountain could
play such tricks, Woof gave up ex-
perimenting and strutted off down
the shore of the lake, his whole man-
ner showling that he didn’t care a
tinker’s damn. IE the mountain
wanted to aet the foel that way, that
was its own affair., Weof was going
to find him a mate and that was his
very special biisifiess.

All day Woeof traveled northwest.
He skirted around the stage stand on
Clear Creek, climbed the steep hill so
as to avoid the eanen beside the falls,
and then loped across the open valley
towards South Clear Creek, nearly
frightening the wits out of a small
group of white-faced calves sleepinig
in the shade of an aspen gtove, and
bringing the mothers bawling up the
slope.

The black bear lengthemed his
stride and was soon among the
spruce, but no sooner had he escaped
the theeatening horns of the angry
mothers, than he encountered a new
danger in the person of Whisperfoot,
the motintain llon, who had been
stalking the calves, “and was sofme
peeved because of the ruckus Waoof
had stirred up, theteby speoiling the
cougar’s chance for a breakfast of
milk-fed veal,

With his mind set on fimding a
mate, Weof resented any interference
that might delay his quest. He gave
not one Inch to Whispetfoot, and
utterly ignored the ciissing the lien
spewed forth In a series of angry
squalls. Whisperfoot had always
avolded bears, there was really fe
reason for the two to quareel, sinee
the food suipply of both was unlimited
and there was ne confliet. Woot
would net kill a ealf or a deet, unless
he was stafving, and Whispertest
fever ate bulbs of berries, s8 there
was ne clash of interest. But for seme
feason teday the lien was easily ap-
gered.

They met between two ttees. Whis-
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perfoot, treacherous as those of his
breed always are, made a swift pass
at Woof, his inch-long claws swishing
past the head of the bear and cwtting
a gash on Woof’s shoulder. Instantly
Whisperfoot discovered that a black
bear is aboiit the most effective rough
and tumble fiighter to be found en the
whole upper Rie Grande. Witheut
even turning his bedy, Weof landed
a swinging uppercut in the belly of
the cat, followed it with a euff en the
side of the head that knecked Whis-
perfeot over en his back, and befere
the cat ceuld regain his feet, Wooef
was 6f him, biting, hitting, hugging.

Small bunches of both black and
yellow fur filoated above the com-
batants. The language tised was such
as to bring Whiskeyjack and Bliejay
screeching through the tree tops,
broadeasting the news of the fight to
every animal of the mountainside. It
was a one-round serap with Woof out-
pointing Whispecfoot ten to one. Ia
fact the first chance the lien geot to
spring into the branches of the
sptuce, he did so. He did net ceime
down again until leng after Weof had

efne up the valley ef Seuth Clear

teek, and line ridets had moved the
tefror Stricken eattle farther out ente
the epen fange.

Except for a few cuts and scratches,
Waoot had come out of the fiight un-
injured, but Whisperfoot had sus-
tained a broken shoulder. The shoul-
der would heal slowly and make his
hunting difficult for many weeks.
Woof's morale was wonderfully
strengthened by his victory. Any ani-
mal that whips a full grewn cougar
has reason to feel a bit cocky, and
Woof was just a little bit en the prod
when he came otit on the Crooked
Creek flats and almest blundeted into
the camp of the Tuirkey Tiack cow
oitfit,

Otdinarily Weaf would have been
teaveling up wind, but on the theory
that it pays to advertise, he was to-
day traveling with the wind, heping
that if any young female should
catch his scenit, she might be tempted

to wait and give Weof the once over.
As a result the cowboys sitting about
the campfire waiting for their sup-
per, saw sudden confusion among
the saddle stock of the remiida.

Wihen a horse smells bear he does
not stop to inquire into whether the
animal is horse-hunting or not. He
acts upon the hunch that the bear is,
and the horse puts as much space as
possible behind him, afnd he dees it
with great speed. Ten seconds after
Woaoof came to the edge of the forest,
within a hundeed yatds of Satam, top
cutting horse of the Tuikey Traek,
the whole remuda was making deep
teacks in the sod, heading toward the
ranch far dewn the fiver. Evea the
six mules that drew the chuek wagen
went hobbling and braying after the
flying remuda,

e Tutkey Track outfit was
plumb afoot, and if there is any-
thing that a range man hates it’s

hunting horses on foot.

Again Woof’s innocent quest for a
mate had brought disaster upon him.
Evety cowboy in the camp grabbed
the first fireatsn he could get hold of.
A fusillade of bullets hummed and
whined around Weof as he ran. fast
as he coiild after the horses. One
tifle billet creased Woof's neck and
broiight a yelp of pain from him. He
coild net fun as fast as the horses,
but he distanced the hebbled miiles,
and kept on, thus driving the frenzied
stock still farther from the camp.

A spent bullet hit him in the shoul-
der, but did no great damage and
Waeof did not stop for breath until
he had driven the remuda se far that
the men who went after them did not
feturn that night.

Two such adventures as Weof had
experienced would have been suffi-
cient to discourage a less persistent
animal than a bear. Woof, however,
was an ardent wooer and was not to
be turmed from his search. He merely
skirted around the open ground iintil
he came into a little mountain park
just at dark, and thete, calmly piek-
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ing fat grubs from a rotten log sat

the cutest little black bear Woof had
ever feasted his eyes upon.

Jenmie pretended at first not to see
Woof. Doubtless she had received
news of his coming, borne on the
breeze; perhaps she had been expect-
ing him or some other bear. Anyway,
she did not overlook a single grub,
not even when Woof sat close beside
her and coolly helped himself to a
part of the meal.

ng@ went well with Woof’s

wooing and after a day or two

he started back for the old home
above Lake Santa Maria, his newly
acquired mate only halt convinced of
the desirability of making such a trip
but following just the same.

Wooff was much more alert now
than he had been when traveling un-
der the somnambulant influence of
love sickness. He would no more run
into a camp of men now, or come close
to any of Whisperfoot’s ambushes,
than a deer would take a similar
chanee. He not only traveled with
the wind in his faee, but he listened
to the gossip of the birds in the trees,
and stopped at the edge of each park
if order to survey the epen ground be-
fore venturing to cress it.

A lone rider crossing a distant
ridge was of sufficient moment to
catse Woof to make a long detour in
order to keep out of sight in the as-
pens—and in an indirect way this de-
tour was the catise of mere trotible,

Jennie was by nho means as keen to
travel as was Woof. Like many an-
other bride, she found much of in-
terest along the way. She simply
could not be coaxed to pass up a
freshly dug gopher hole, and a nest
of vinegary ants wotild hold her at-
tention for an heur, until the last tiny
egg had disappeared down her threat.

It was while he was walting for
Jennie to clean up such a find that
Woof’s impatience was augmented by
the scent of another bear, coming as
Woof had done on his leve quest,

down wind, and therefore as Woof
well knew, looking for a mate.

Woeof sat up and sniffed the breeze.
Tihe short haltrs on the back of his
neck stood up and a fierce growl rum-
bled in his chest when he recognized
the odor to be that of Baldy, a much
larger and older black beat, that had
driven Woof away from a berty patch
the surarher before. Woof had not
fought for the befries, theie were
rmore to be found just aeress the
guleh, But this was semething else.
Female bear are searce on the upper
Rie Grande, and youhg and attrae-
tive brides like Jenmiie difficwlt to find,
and difficult to impress. Weof weild
fighic for her till the death, semething
that Baldy sheuld have taken inte ae-
e6uAt.

Baldy was well known to the cattle-
men as a killer. Just what had oc-
curred to make him tuth from the
roots and bugs which are the normal
food of black bear, and become a
fleshranieer, no one knew any more
than they did what adventute had
catised the stieak of white hair be-
tween his ears. But there was a fre-
ward of one hundied dollars posted if
the Post Office at Antelope Springs for
Baldy’s scalp, and the appearance of
his well known track iR the vieinity
of a herd of cows with young ealves
was sufficient to start the whele
Turkey Track outht on a bear hunt.

Several years before Baldy had left
two toes behind him when he had es-
caped from one of Jim Harbison’s
teaps, and to men as expert trackers
as a ecowhand has to be, this identified
Baldy as absoliutely as the fifger-
prints of a kidnapper.

What to do in this crisis caused
Waoof keen anxiety. Jemmie would
not be likely to consider the differ-
ence in weight between Woof and
Baldy, or if she did, this very faect
might be adverse to Woof. Females
are prone to fall for the Heavy-
weights and caveman gqualities still
attract the women. A gquick deeisien
oh Weof’s part te aveid a elash with
his old enemy by going dewn the fa-
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vine was blocked by Jemmie’s refusal
to leave her feast on the ants. Before
Woof could figiite otit any excuse that
might help him in getting Jeanie out
of Baldy's path, there came the sharp
crack of a broken aspen pele in the
thicket just ahead. Unquestionably
Baldy was comling, in fact he was al-
ready here.

When Baldy saw Jemmie sitting by
the ant-hill, he stopped at a respect-
ful distance. Baldy had wooed many
times befere, and he well knew the
uncertalnty of the female temper. He
would no mere risk the danger of
Jemmie’s rage in case the female were
unfriendly, than he would kill a calf
in the presence of men. No sueh in-
decision restrained Woof. He had
quietly meved inte the shadow of an
old pine stub and was watching
Baldy with small pig-like eyes, which
fairly burned with fury.

Woof waited until Baldy was
slightly past the old stub, then with a
bellow that echoed back from the
hills above, he lunged the full force
of his four hundred pounds straight
at Baldy’'s head. Baldy ducked the
blow alted for his nese and whirling
calight Woof in his arms, twisting
him over on his back and falling upoen
hifh. The advantage was all with
Baldy. He had already gained the
wrestler’s hold, which is a beat’s de-
light. He ouitweighed Weol by two
hundeed pounds, it loeked like a one-
gided Hght. Wiestling, seratching,
clawing, they rolled over and over.

In vain Waoof twisted in those vise-
like arms. He could not budge an
ineh, and the terrific pressure was
stoppihg the ecirculation so that
Waeof's hind legs wefe becoming
numb, Snapping blindly in his fury,
Woof made a frantie grab with his
meuth. Baldy's ofie vulherable spot,
his nese, was unprotected. Woef’s
gharp teeth sunk deep in the soft
fuseles abeiut Baldy’s sneut, and
stayed there,

Sereeching withh pain Baldy
loosened one-half of his terrible hug
and hit Weof a blow that weuld have

broken the neck of a two-year-old
steer. Woof took it with a grunt.
Baldy whined and let go with his
other paw.

The instant Woof felt Baldy's
grip relax, he doubled up like an im-
mense jackknife and kicked Baldy in
the belly with both hind feet. Baldy
grunted, the sound was sweet music
to Woof. He pummeled as hard as he
could with both hind feet and clawed
mightily with his front ones. What
had started as a comparatively digni-
fled fight tutned into an old lady’s
hair-pulling contest, with the odds
suddenly shifted from Baldy to
Woof.

eggs. During the battle she had

glanced coyly up from time to
tithe, to see which of the fighteis was
galning a victory, It any.

There are limits to what even a
black bear can stand, and Baldy had
reached it. His main desire now was
to gain relief from the torture on his
nose, and the ceaseless kicking against
his solar plexus. Dignity had be-
cotne a dirty deuce with hint Unable
to dislodge Waeof in any other man-
ner and frantic with the agony on his
nose, Baldy plunged inte the aspen
thicket beating Woof against the
saplings until he dislodged his hold.

Woof fell clear, and being quicker
than Baldy, he was able to get behind
him before the big bear could turn.
Next to a nose grip, Waeof would
have preferred a heel-hold and this
he succeeded in getting before Baldy
could get out of the thicket.

The fight was renewed with Woof
clearly the aggressor. The aspen
thicket was rolled flat by the twisting
bodies of the bears, while Baldy
blubbered and whined like any de-
throned bully. Jemmie’s attitude was
now one of unmixed devotion to the
caiise of Woof. Wihether she had
only wanted to rmake sure that her
happiness had been placed with a
partaer who could defend it, ef her
actions were inspired by the fitkltde-

Jennie had filnished eating the ant-
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ness of her sex, she showed a sudden
loyalty to her lover by taking a nip at
Baldy's unoccupied heel.

This was too much. Baldy became
desperate. Just below the crushed
thicket there was a low cliff. Toward
this Baldy dragged himself and the
two bears who literally hung to his
heels. Woof had no desire to roll
over a cliff and perhaps be caught
again in that awful hug. Besides,
since Jennie had shown her prefer-
ence for him, Woof was fiot half so
afraid of Baldy. He let go his hold
and Jeanie dutifully followed suit,
but fnet until Baldy was so far com-
mitted to leaping over the cliff that
he was uinable te regain his balance
and crashed over inte the feathery
limmbs of a silvee spruce.

The change in Jennie was marked.
She at once devoted herself to dress-
ing WooF's wounds, little simple at-
tentions that pleased him very much.
After a few minutes Woof again
started for his old home, and now
Jennie walked proudly beside him
looking frequently at her hero with
worshipful eyes.

If there were a bit of a swagger to
Woof’s gait, or a cocky tilt to his
head we must admit he had earned the
right to some self-esteem. It was no
ordinary feat that he had performed.
The whipping of Whisperfoot was no
trifle, and surely to protect one’s bride
of a day from the lustful intrusions
of a bear a third larger than himself
was something to gleat over. Any-
way, Woof was a very happy bear that
afternoon as he and Jennie stood side
by side in the little park near where
Woof had encountered Whisperfoot.
They 1looked off over the broad
freadows of Clear Creek valley int6
a land peacefuil and serene.

A ny young couple would hav§
thrilled at the promise of abun-
A.dant food to be harvested
against next winter’s hibernation.
Woof might have told Jennie of the
fat young gophers at the edge of the
foothills, of the bee-trees In the

forest, of innumerable trout to be
caught in the smaller streams during
the spawning season. This was hardiy
necessary though, for Jennie knew
mountaln parks, and would have been
able to judge for herself of the rasp-
berry patehes in the slide rock, and
the hueckleberries i the ravines; but
even as Woof chuckled happily at the
prospeet, a twig snapped in the forest
behind him and he turned quickly,
just in time te see Baldy dodge be-
hind a spruee a hundred yards to the
fear.

Undoubtedly Woof cussed a little,
Was it not enough that he had licked
Baldy in a fair fifjtht? Why should
the big bum persist in his effort to
steal Jennie? Yet, on the other hand,
how could Woof prevent him from
trying? Well, anyway, Woof was not
going to lead Baldy intoe his para-
dise above Santa Marla. If Baldy
wanted to follow, Woof would lead
him inte the barren tmesas west of
Antelope Springs.

He turned square off to the right
and took a course that ran past the
home ranch of the Turkey Track. In
doing this Woof was merely follow-
ing the instinct to protect his home
range. Smiirt as the bear had shown
himself to be, he could hardly have
foreseen tif» craftiness with which a
casual observer might have credited
him. He cotld not have known that
Baldy had a price on his head, and
that by leading him past the Tutrkey
Teack ranch he might bring disaster
to his enemy, any more than he could
have known that the moment he ap-
peared in the open meadow a pack of
degls would be howling upen his own
trail.

Had the cowboys of the outfit been
at home to support the dogs, the
couple could never have reached the
willows without being lasseed or shot,
but that day the whole outfit had been
working cattle above the falls, and
were just now coming over the crest of
the ridge beyond Spring Creek, fully
a mile diistant,

If Woof had been alone he might
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have reached the protecting willows
ahead of the mongrels, but Jemnie was
simply terrorized by the noise and ran
a zig-zag course, twice as long as the
distance she needed to cover. Woof
gallantly kept between her and the
danger, with the result that the first
airedale to come up with him discov-
ered that it was not necessary for a
running bear to stop in order to de-
fend himself.

The dog pressed in close, snapping
at Woof’'s neck. The peculiar roll-
ing gait of the bear was deceptive.
In fact the smaller dogs had failed
to gain a yard since Woof began to
run in earnest. But as the airedale
came even with Woof’s head, the left
front foot of the bear seemed to be
diverted slightly from its orbit as if
giving the dog a playful push. The
alredale tutmed a somersault, lit on
his back, kicked a time of twe and
lay quiet.

oof would not stop to fight un-

less one of the small, spry

mongtels should bite his heels.
His was an unselfish battle now, with
the protection of Jennie the main ob-
jeetive, but when the female airedale
uhwisely eut in between him and Jen-
nie, Woof fushed forward at twice the
speed he had shewn thus far. Again
he struek, this time a swift downward
steoke that caught the dog just behind
the sheuldets, and broke het baek,

Jenmie, glancing back over her
shoulder, saw her newly acquired
mate give these added proofs of his
ability to defend his family. Her
panic lessened, she dropped back be-
gside Woof and ran more steadily.
The police dog caught up and gal-
loped along beside the pair, clowning
and barking that he saw nothing to
get het up about. Evidently he con-
gidered this as merely a good-natiired
face.

The shepherds thought differently
but they were far too smart to run be-
side ot in front of the beat. They
did the one thing that would cause
Waoof to stop—they bit his heels.

Instantly both bears sat down about
a yard apart and in a few seconds
were surrounded by a citcle of yap-
ping dogs.

Far away on the dusty uplands the
cowboys retutning from the day's
work heard the racket and spurred
forward. Things looked decidedly
bad for Woof. He remembered the
fusillade of bullets that had greeted
him on the Crooked Creek fllsis,

A few yards farther and the willow
bushes would give some sort of pro-
tection. There was no time to lose,
already he could hear the sound of
horses’ hoofs bringing those men with
their lead-throwing guns. Waof de-
cided to sacrifice his heels for the
comparative safety of the willow
thicket. Bellowing like a range bull
he came down on all fours and
chatged through the ecitcle, Jennie
following. As a resiilt of this ma-
feuver Woof reached the willows un-
harred, Jemmie bearing the entire
attack of the dogs.

Jemmie was too scared to mind the
pain and dashed into the willows
dragging a .yellow dog, whose nerve
exceeded his knowledge of bear.
Never in his life had Waoef been any-
thing like as mad fis he was when he
heard the piteous cries of his bride.
He dashed back, caught the dog with
one paw and sent him sailing out over
a bunch of willows to lie crushed on
the hard ground beside the creek.

Two more dogs were crippled by
his onslaught, the rest fell back to a
respectful distance, and it was then
that they heard for the first time the
frantic whistles and calls of the men,
calling them to help them captiire
Baldy.

Waoof was unable to wunderstand
why the dogs suddenly stopped bark-
ing at him. Wihen they started on
across the meadow, he naturally sup-
posed it was because of the fiéercaness
of his attacks.

Woof gave a growl that must have
meant, “Come on, let’s get the hell
otit of here. I've had enough of dogs
to last me.”
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Both bears sprang into the clear
water of the stream. Its icy coclness
comforted their bruises. They drank
greedily every few minutes, but did
it by gulping up water as they swam.

Over to the west a tertiific barking
and bawling was going on. Men were
shouting and several times Woof
heard the crack of guns. All of
which added to his disgust. Not un-
til he was oiit of the valley and could
see the weleome walls of the canon a
short distance away did Weof stop to
leok back. He sat up, looked for a
leng time, grunted at first in wonder
and then with a note of satisfaction.

At the edge of the meadow just be-
low the slope where Woof had last
seen the cowboys, a circle of men and
dogs were gathered around a great
furry form that lay stretched out on
the grass. Jemmie left off licking her
heels and came up to see what it was
that interested Woof. The two sat
still for a long time wondering what
had happened to Baldy. Finally four
men fastened ropes to Baldy's feet,
dallied them about their saddle horns
and rode away toward the Turkey
Track, dragging theie prize over the
grass. Woeof grunted his satisfaction
and turned away into the canon.

The full moon was just coming up
over the eastern foothills when the
two bears came slowly out of the for-
est neat the southern end of Santa
Maria. They stopped at a small

creek to feast on spawners, then
Woof, now the acknowledged head of
his household, led the way to the
shore of the lake and sat down. Jen-
nie came up close beside him. There
was no breeze, not a ripple disturbed
the placid surface of the watert.

Woof looked up at the outline of
Bristol Head standing boldly in the
moonlight. Jemmie dutifully raised
her eyes in the same direction. Sud-
denly Weof turned again toward the
lake, Jennie did the same. Evidently
her surprise at the miracle of a moun-
tain moving so quickly was as great
as that of Weof’s. Anyway, she gave
a grunt of surprise and did just as
Weof had done on the morning when
he had puzzled over the queer freak
of the mountain, tried to out-figure
the changes. Failing in this, she teo
accepted the crazy action of this
meuntain as a phenomenoh—too deep
for her.

For a long time they sat there side
by side, then with a sigh and a puz-
zled shake of his head Waoof turned
away and walked with stiff-legged
dignity up the slope toward his old
home cave. Wihat cared he for moun-
tains that dodged about, he had gotten
his mate.

Jenmie gave one lingering look at
the beauty of the lake and reflection,
then dropped on all fours to follow
her spouse.



CuTr YOUR
WOLF LOOSE

By W. WIRT

ob Beardsley, foreman of the

Lazy W cow outfit, Yuma

county, Arizona, looked at

the two slim, deeply tanned

young men who steed by their brenes.
“This here,” he drawled, “is a last
warnin’ to you two jaspers. Yo’re be-
in’ sent out this bright suany mornin’
to hunt for strays, which same means
cows—spelled c-o-w-8. And she dofi’t
mean huntin® for lest mines. She

1

/

"Filhs the small cuts, not deep, fakin
bat a smamee of flesh.”

Thanee Was Waonsse Thamn Beair In
Thee Mounttains Wieen Billl 4And
Joltowy Huniedd Fov The Oliliick’s
Lagit Minee—Adchd Had Tihe Bad
Luaic To Findl M.

means lookin’ for
cows.”

“Doggone,” answered Johnny Hat-
field,-admiringly, “is that the way you
spell ’er, no foolin’? I always wanted
to learn me how to spell cows. Are
you right sure that there ain’t two—"

“Certainly he’s sure,” interriipted
Bill Earp. "“Don’t you know nothia’
a-tall, yeu igno-ranymus? Anytime
Mister Beardsley spells him a word,

41

COWS, C-0-W-S,



42

she’s spelt.
feller.”

“She do,” Bob agreed, “and right
here is where I spell something else
for you two no-count young scoun-
drels. F-i-r-e-d, which spells fifesdl I
got orders that the next time you two
got caught huntin’ for that mine and
not tendi” to business, to tie a ean to
your tails. Dtift oiitta here, pronto.”

Johnny and Bill mounted and John-
ny looked down at the old foreman
and said, sadly, “I remember when
you was plumb gentle and kind. Like
one of them cows that yuh spell
c-6-w=-8, Now yoit’'ve got a disposition
like a cross between a polecat and a
sidewinder., We go, Mister Beards-
ley, to hiint for ze cow, spelled e-0-w.
Add96s, amigd, vaipa ¢oh Dies.”

Bob Beardsley, who had known
Johnny and Bill since they were born,
turned a little so as to hide a grin,
“And keep right on goin’, also, till
yuh bring them in. They're some-
where in the foothill of the Trigo.”

to the time they came to a box
Upcanyon where they hoped to

find the strays, Johnny and Bill
had been attending strictly to busi-
ness. Not that they were afraid of
being fired bitt because they had made
up their minds to, as Johnny said,
Yeut otit this doggone foolin’ around
all the time.”

On the way to the canyon, though,
Johnny saw no reason why he should
not talk about the lost mine. “I sure
would like to find ’er, wouldn't yuh,
Bili?”

“There you go,” answered Bill, who
was Johnny’s first cousin, born five
days later than Johnny. “For Pete’s
sake, can’t you think of nothin’ else
biit that blame mine? All the Earps
and the Hatfields In Arizona hunted
for *er for a long time. I don’t believe
that durned old Chink ever had him a
fine.”

“Wihich same shows just how loco
you are, feller. He used to come in
with a sack of ore every so often,
didn't he? And the assayer told

C-o-w-s spells cows,

Capt'n Smoke Hatfield that the stuff
ran over ten thousand dollars to the
ton, dida't he? And hundreds of
hombres tried to tfail the Chink,
didn’t they? And no one ever did, did
they? And thiee of ther that tried
‘et was found in the hills colder than
a wagon tire, wasn't they? What does
that fean, yuh idjut? That the Chink
was keepin’ a ehili parlor up there?”

“Didn’t he—didn't they—did they
—wasn’t they,” jeered Bill. “You
sound like Ma's parrot, you Kkiote.
Maybeso he did have him a mine, but
that don’t mean that you are—”

“I didn't say that. But I wish I
could find ’er, just the same. DIing-
gone, I'd buy me the Bar Dot X range
and marry Betty right away and go
to_”

“Come on back to the asylum,” Bill
interrupted. “Sure you're the Czar of
Russia. Old Napoleon Boneypart
wants to play checkers with you.”

“Yeah? Well, if I do find ’er, you’ll
come up some day with your hat in
your hand, sayin’, ‘please Mister Hat-
field, will you give me a job sweepin’
up around’—well, dog my cats!”

They had turned into the canmyon
as Johnny spoke. Tihey both saw the
landslide that had practically covered
the left side of the canyon with a mass
of tiees, rocks and dirt.

“Boy, she was a bearcat, wasn’t
she?” Bill asked as they pulled up
their bronecs. “Looks like some giant
had taken him a whale of a shovel and
seraped ’er down with one swing.”

“Let’s go over and take us a look-
see.”

“Aw, what's the use? Wke're out
huntin® strays, feller, not landslides.
I seen me a million of ‘em.”

“By strays do yuh mean cows—
spelied e-6-w-s?" Johnny asked, afx:
ieusly. “if yuh do, maybese seme of
them get caught in the slide. Yes, suh,
P'll Bet yuh that's just what happened.
I ain’t pini away fof no extra riding
in this het sun, but she sure is eur
duty to go and find eut, Ae feelin’.”

“Doggomne, I never did see me a jas-
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per that could talk more and do less
than you. Come on.”

They rode up to the slide and along
the edge for a little ways, looking at
the trunks of big trees, some of which
were splintered like matches. Others
looked as if they had been cut down
with one slash of a razof.

“How would you like to have got
caught in that—?” Johnay stopped
talking. Something that buzzed like
an angry bee passed not more than a
foot over their heads. And right after-
wards they heard a dull “Kafhoom.”

It came from the right side of the
canyon. They both tutned as one man
in time to see a little cloud of smoke
drifting lazily away. Wioever was
doing the shooting was not using
smokeless powder,

Johnny Hatfield and Bill Earp both
had .45 Colts in their holsters and
both of them had been born in Ari-
zona. Both of them belonged to
families famed the length of the bot-
der for the gunfighters produced.

Neithet of them needed to tell the
other that in a long range battle, rifles
had it all over pistols; so again as one
tman, they wheeled their brones, bent
low over the saddle horns and spurred
for the mouth of the canyon. They
teached it and tuemed to the right.
Theee were fio more shots flired.

“Hilld ’er,” Johmmny shouted. He
was a little behind Bill Earp. “Hold
ter, Bill.”

Bill pulled up and as Johnay rode
alongside, demanded, “What for? I'm
goin’ to get e my rifle and come back
and learn that jasper not to—"

“He'’ll be gone by them, you durn
fool. We can Injun up on him. I
know a trail that will take us above
and back of him. We’ll learn him
about crackin’ down on us, doggone
his ernery hide.”

The Hatfields originally came from
Kentucky and the Arizona descend-
ants still used a lot of “hill talk.”

Two hours later, two Chinamen
walked swiftly along an upper trail.
It was more of a dog trot than it was
a walk. One of them carried an old

Winmchester 45-90 rifle. They were
middle-aged men, with grim, cruel
looking faces scarred with sword and
dagger cuts.

The one without a gun was talking.
“Wortthless one. Less than the lowest
pariah cur. You teold the mighty
chieftain that you were familiar with
the fiirearmiss of the foreign devils. Yet
the gun goes off as you kneel to hide.”

“Tihe hammer caught in my belt and
as I tried to stop it firing the de-
graded weapon exploded. Do not for-
get, Wang Chi, that I am an honot-
able boo how doi. Remembet it if you
think to tell the all powerful one that
I do net know guns. I will—"

“Do not threatem, Hsai. I know that
you are an honorable hatchet man. 1
have no intention of telling the—"

stepped otit on the trail about ten

feet away from the Chinamen,
who halted. To Johnny and Bill, the
Chinamen were the same as they were
used to seeing around the ranch house
kitchens, Harinliess creatures to be
teased and joked with.

“Caught you, didn’t we?” Johnny
demanded, sternly. “How come yuh
takin’ a pot shot at us, Hi Sing Low?
Maybeso takee gun away from yuh
and give yuh heap plenty spankee.”

Neither he nor Bill had their hands
anywhere near their gun butts. That
there was danger never occurred to
thetn.

“Gimme that gun,” Bill growled,
ferociously, “I'm goin’ to have me
Chink pie for dinner, no foolin’."

Both of the Chinamen under-
stood English, but neither of them un-
defstood that the two young foreign
devils who confronted them were only
fooling.

Wang Chi snarled something in
Chinese and drew a short sword from
undet his blouse. Hsai raised the rifle
to his shotilder. “Slay,” Wang Chi or-
dered, as he ran at Johnny and Bill.

It took the two young cow waddies
absolutely by surprise. It was as if
twd kittens being played with had

Johnny Hatfield and Bill Earp
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suddenly twrmed into tigers. But
neither of them gave back an inch,
Their reaction to the surprise was
more than prompt. They both drew
and fired as muzzles cleared holsters.

Old Bob Beardsley, himself a noted
gunfighter, once said when Bill and
Johnny weren't around, “Therm two
young hellions don’t need to tell their
names. The way they both can draw
a gun sure places ’em as Eafps and
Hatflelds.” Beob really thought a lot
of Johany and Bill but took great
pains to hide it.

ohnny's ‘bullet hit Wang Chi
squarely between the eyes and the
swordsman went down, dead be-
fore his body touched the ground.
Hsai dropped the rifle and fell back
under the impact of the heavy ,45 bul-
let which had gone through his heart.

“Dad blame it,” Johnny said. “What
do yuh suppose made ’em act thataway
fori Bill?”

“Dogged if I know. They sure did
surprise me, no foolin’. I never did
see no Chink act like that before.
Maybeso they was loco Chinks.”

“Maybeso they was. Welll—we sure
made good Chinks outta them.
Shucks, they ought to be plumb
ashamed of themselves, jumpit® us
like that. We was only funnin’ with
them.”

“Perhaps they didn’t know that,”
Bill answered, sagely, “Womnder where
they came from? I've seen me most of
the Chinks around here but I aint
never seen these jaspers before.”

“Aw, there’s a lot of ’em comin’ and
goin’ all the time. Mostly placer
minia’. Dogged if I know what all to
do with ’em. Yuh reckon we better go
tell Capt’n Smoke?”

“What has the Rangers got to do
with ’er? It’s only a couple of Chinks.
We'll roll ’em down hill and call ’er
a day. The buzzards will tend to "em.
Chinks and greasers don’t count none.
I've heard Capt’n Smoke say so
many's the time.”

“That’s right, so have I. Let’s roll
'em, then.”

jonnny, atter taey came back to tiie
trail from “relliin’ ’em,” picked up the
sword. “Boy howdy, that’s some pig-
sticker, ain’t it? The handle looks
like gold. Look, Bill, there is Chink
carvin’ on it.”

“Wihete?”

“Up here at the top. See, three
figumss or—"

“Looks like hen tracks in a lime bed
to me.”

“Know what I'm goin’ to do? I'm
goin’ to take ’er in and see if Chung
can read ’et.”

“Come on. I don't feel like huntin’
for strays right now. Bob will be
gone to town. He said he was pullin’
for Cibola come noon. I heard him
tellin’ Curly last night. We can get
in and get us some hot chuek and be
out before that old sldewinder gets
him back.”

Chung, the gaunt old Chinese cook
of the Lazy W, looked up from peel-
ing potatoes, as Johany and Bill en-
tered the kitchen.,

“Go away,” he shrilled. “Go plenty
far away. No glub till supper. Get
out of my kitchen befole I skin you
both and hang hide up on balh door to
dly.”

There is no “t” in the Chinese lan-
guage, and few Chinese can rmake a
sound like it. If the “f” Is at the end
of a word, they can manage it, but if
at the beginning of surrounded by
other lettets, very seldom,

Chung had been at the Lazy W for
a long time, dating back te before
Johany and Bill were born, His En-
glish, save for the fatal “f” was very
good. The reason he so promptly or-
dered them out was that ever sinee
they were four of five he had aceiimu-
lated much experience with them. A
Hatfield, Johhny’s uncle, owned the
ranch, and Johnny and Bill were as
fauch at heme at the Lazy W ag they
were ef their home ranges.

“Let me catch yuh doin’ that
skin—" Bill started, hotly. He re-
ceived a none too gentle kick on the
ankle and subsided. Getting mad was
no way of getting anything out of
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Chung, and Johnny was calling his at-
tention to it. Johany was holding the
sword behind his back.

“All right, Mister Chung,” Johnny
said, deeply grieved, “That suits us,
don’t it, Bill? Reckon this lowdown
forgets the time that you and me
pulled his ehuek wagon otitta the mud
at Two Foiks. It took us half a day
to do ’er, remember? I never thoiight
he’d de us thisaway.”

“I lemember,” protested Chung,
waving the potato knife. “Plenty le-
member, all the time. You good boys
then. Whho put castor oil in soup,
answer e that? Who put leather
with glavey pouled over it on table
instead of steak I cooked? Wheo
mixed salt with sugar? Ge away flora
hele, plonte. No get glub—ne get
dliink—ne get anything but tlouble
flem me.”

Johnny brought the sword aroutid
in front. “What does this say,
Chung? See, on the handle.”

Chung put the peeling knife down
and reached for the sword. “Not han-
dle, Johnny. Hilt. A swold has a hilt.
Onee I was a vely fine swoldsman in-
deed and—axe/ aiel”” He dropped the
sword.

“Wihat’s the matter with yuh?" de-
manded Johnny, picking the sword
up. “Anyone would think it was a
sfnake.”

“Sule, sule, vely bad, like snake.
Take him back whele you found him.
Please, Johnny. Be a good boy and
take him back.”

“What the heck is the matter with
him?” asked Bill, his mouth half full
of ginger cookie.

“Aw, I dunno. He saw the hen
tracks and threw a cat fiit.”

“No thlow tat fit! No thlow any
kind of a fiit You thlow plenty fit if
you don’t take him back, plonto.”

“I will like heck. Wihat does it
gay?”

“No sabe.”

“There he goes with that durn no
sabe business,” Bill stated, as soon as
he could swallow what he had in his

mouth. “ Next thing he won't know
any English a tall.”

“Come.on, Chung, tell us.”

“Kf I tell you, will you take him
back?”

“Maybeso—and maybe not so. What
do they mean?” Johnny put the sword
on the table.

“This swold is the swold of a mas-
ter swoldsman. This say—" Chung’s
finger came close to the hilt but did
not touch it, ““ Beware of the T’aip’-
ing bite.” Not quite that but as close
as I can say it in Emgliish. This one
say ‘He who touches e, unless of the
Taip’ing, will suley die unless he is
of the society,” and this one say, ‘I am
death to all save my blothels’”

“Go on,” scoffed Bill, who had de-
serted the cookie jar for the table.

“You tryin’ to tell us that those
blame hen tracks say all that?”

“Sule, Bill. Say all that and plenty
mole. In China language, one chalac-
ter mean heap plenty. Now you know
what swold say, take him back.”

“Whhat’s the good of doing that?”
Johnny asked. “The Chink that had
him is dead. Two of ’em ran at Bill
and me and we shot ’em right off the
Christemas tiee, didn’t we, Bill?”

“We sure did, old settler.”

“What? Dead? You kill pelson
who owned swold? Oh, golly damn
hell and blimstone!” Chung used all
the cuss words he knew, all at onee,
as he sank back in his chair. “Lun,
Johany and Bill. Lun and get all the
Hatfields and Ealps alound you. Oh,
golly damn, maybeso we all be dead by
melning.”

at was the very worst thing he
could have said to Johany Hat-
field and Bill Earp. They were
both as full of fight as a couple of
young bob-cats and not afrald of any-
thing, anywhere.
“What? Us? Run? Doggone it, how
I know yo’re loco. Why should—"
“Sule, sule. Plenty loco. Lun
and—"
“You say that once more and
dogged If I don’t bust you on the nose
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as old as you are, yuh old polecat,”
Bill intefrupted, hotly, “You sayin’
me and Johany has got us rabbit
blooad?”

“No say that. Listen, Johnny and
Bill. T'aip’ing vely stlong, powelful,
dleaded seclet society. Tell me what
happened.”

Johnny, aided by Bill, told him.
Chung listened to the finish, then
said, “Maybeso they were alone in the
hills. Maybeso not. You have killed
Taip’ing. The lest will toltule you to
death if ean cateh.”

“Who will, the Tapimg? Any old
time.”

“Johnny and Bill, please be good
boys and do this. Go to the Tulkey
Trot and the Glidioln and stay thele
until all the Ealps and all the Hat-
fields find out if thele is any more
Chinamen in the hills. If they find
any, lun them—"

“Listen to old Giniril Stonewall
Jackson Chung,” jeered Bill, starting
over to the cookie jar to stuff his
pockets, “Go on peelin’ potatoes, old-
timer. Me and Johnny will take care
of the Tapins, won't we, Johnny?”

“Yes, sir, we sure will. Calm down,
Chung, you durned old idjut. Nothin’
Is goln’ to happen to yuh with me
and Bill around. Hey, yuh think the
Chink that owned the mine was a
Tapin?”

“At it again,” Bill said, very much
disgusted as he started for the door.
“Come on, King of the Cannibal
Islands. The Duke of Texas wants to
play ring around the rosey with you.”

Johnny tucked the sword under his
arm and grinned at Chung. "“You stay
fight here, Chung. Me and Bill will
bring you in all the Tapin scalps that
are i the hills.”

Ching watched them ride away,
then he went to a closet and brought
out an old rmuzzle-loading shetgiin.
He loaded both barrels with a double
charge of powder and biuekshot. As
he placed the gun in a corner near the
stove, he anneunced to the world in

general, “Maybeso — maybeso not.”

On the way to the Gridirom, John-
ny’s home outfit, Bill asked, “What
we goin to the Gridiron for? We
better start huntin® them strays,
fellet.”

“I'm goin' to leave this pigsticker
and get my rifle. Then we'll go back
and hunt for them dad blamed strays.
Maybeso we'll see some more Tapins.
I'd sure admire to get me a collection
of these here mmaster swords. Boy,
that’s a right pretty handle—I mean
hilt—aln’t it?”

“Yeah? And maybeso you get your-
self collected,” Bill answered, as he
rolled a cigarette. “I'll get me my
rifle, t00.”

“Any old time,” Johnny stated, pos-
itively, “we’ll collect us all the Tapins
that show, won’t we?”

“No foolin'’,” agreed Bill. “Them
Tapins can’t come too fast for us.”

e hill was covered with timber
and second growth and the
cabin could not be seen until one

was right up to it. It had been built
by some prospector who evidently
built it for his permanent horme. It
had one falrly large roor, two smaller
ones and a lean-te.

In the large room there sat a China-
man. The chalr was on a dais ot plat-
form made of hewn logs. In front of
the dais there knelt another China-
man. Back against the wall there
stood six other Chinamen. All of the
Chinese had the same kind of eriel,
scarred faces as the two Johnny and
Bill had killed.

The Chinaman on the dais said
coldly, “You have my peemission to
speak.”

“I was ordered to go with Wang
Chi and Hsai. Wang Chi ordered me
to search to the left. I heard a rifle
shot and started to join them. As I
neared a path I saw them walking
down it. Suddenly two foreign devils
confronted them. Obeying the orders
to keep away from all forelgh devils
geei in the hills, I sought cover.
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Suddenly Wang Chi drew his sword
and Hsai raised the rifle. Wang Chi
charged and onie of the foreign devils,
with incredible swiftness, drew a lit-
tle gun and shet Wang Chi, killing
him. The other foreigh devil drew
also and killed Hsai. Then the fof-
eigh devils dragged the bodies of
Wang Chi and Hsai te a steep place
and rolled them down it. After they
had dene this, ene of them picked up
the sword of Wang Chi and teek it
with him.”
“Where?”

“To where they had horses tied,
ruler of the world.”

“Then what?”

“I followed them until they reached
the end of the hills. They rode to-
wards some bulildings to the west.”

“Describe the foreign devils.”

The kneeling man gave a very good
description of Johany and Bill. After
he had fimished], the man on the dais
said, “You have my permission to de-
part.”

The Chinese against the wall had
listened with impassive faces and
eyes. The kneeling man rose, bowed
and backed otit of the room before any
of the other Chinese meved. Then
one of them came forward to the dais
and stood as if at aftentien.

The man on the dais said, “You have
my petmission to speak, Lao Tzu,
Head of the House of Chi.”

“I, Lao Tzu, Head of the House of
Chi, ask that the foreign devil who
has slaln a member of the House of
Chi who was a member of the all
powerful society, be brought here for
judgment.”

Another Chinaman stepped up be-
side Lao Tzu. The “You have my per-
mission to speak” was repeated.

“I, Yang Chu, of the House of Hsai,
ask that the foreign devil who slew
a member of the House of Hsal, also
a member of the mighty, resplend-
ent society, be brought here for
judgenent, oh illustrious chieftain,
war captain of the T'aip’ing.”
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“I grant the requests. The matter
will be arranged. You all have my
perrission to depart.”

on a fallen tiee ttwnk near the

landslide, on the left side about
half way up. Bill was protesting
about any rmore walking of climbing.
“What's the idea? These here boots
was made fer ridin’, feller, net elimb-
in’ meuntains. We been eut three
days hew and are sure heapin’ up
plenty trouble fer eurselves with Beb
when we get in. Know what I think?
I think the darp eld mine has get yeu
plumb leee, you sidewinder.”

“Aw, stay with it,” coaxed Johnny,
“We ain’t got started yet. Listen,
here’s what I think. The Chink was a
Tapin. Doggone it, he must have been.
He goes to see some of them and while
he was there he goes over the one way
trail, sabe? Before he dees he tells
therm about the mine. They come up
here and staft te hunt fer it.”

“That proves you are loco. You say
he told the Tapins and right after you
say they start huntin’ for it. Come on,
let’s drift.”

“Not me. You can if you want to. I
got me a hunch, feller, and I’ goin’
to play ’er out. Maybeso he didn't tell
‘em right or they didn’t get it the way
he told ’em. It’s sure as shootin’
around here somewhere and I'm goin’
to keep right on huntin’ for ’er.”

“Dad blame it. How I ever picked
me out a loco kiote like you for a pud-
ner, I dunno. I suppose I got to stick
aleng but my feet are sufe killin’ me.”

“Tell you what. You go down and
start up the other side and come up
this far. I'll climb up and come down
to met you.”

“All right, I’ll de ’er, doggone it all,
I ain’t 16st me no raines and it’s the
last time I'm goln’ te hunt for one,
you hear me?”

“Sure I hear you,” Johnny answered
with a grin, as he started.

“And you better had believe me,

Johnny Hatfield and Bill Earp sat



also” Bill stated firmly, as he started
down,

Johnny climbed, looking for a path
or ttaces of a cabin. His idea was that
the landslide might have uncovered
the mine of some clue to it. He had
heard stories of what landslides had
done in the way of eovering and un-
covering things.

Within a hundred yards of the top,
he halted and said aloud, “By gosh,
that leoks like a piece of minin® tim-
ber.”

No one not standing just where
Johnny was and looking along the
angle he was, could have seen the
splintered end of the piece of timber
that was sticking up among the roots
of a fallen tree. He went up to it. “Yes,
sir, that’s just what it is.” Thete were
no more pleces within sight and John-
ny cireled very slowly, his keen
young eyes covering every inch of the
ground. At last, within fifty odd feet
of the first piece, almost covered with
diet, he found anether and near that
piece, a third, He eireled once meore
and after leeking for abeut five mis-
utes, he saw the meuth ef a tunnel
that had evidently been eleverly &en-
gealed. Even new, if J@h&ﬂg had net
Been elimbing ever a tanghed mass ef
tree branehes and dift afd reeks all
mixed gﬂh e would have missed .
At the Gridiren he had slipped a éah-
die in Ris peeket. Whanr\Rt e left
for the hills, johany always packed a
eandie aleng, iR hepes.

ifteen ot twenty minutes later he
ame out of the tunmel, putting

the eandle out and back in his
pocket. "I found ’er,” he announced,
in awestruck tomes, “Dog my ecats! I
foeund ’er.”

Bill was nowhere in sight as John-
ny got to the edge of the slide and
Johnny got all the way te where the
brones were tied before he saw Bill
gtretehed out under a tiee, hat over
ace.

“Well, you dad blamed onery side-
windet,” Johnny began as he neared
Bill. "Wake up. I found ’et, Bill, no

fooli'. Wake up,
found the Chinlk's ﬁaigiei.E

He touched Bill’s side with the toe
of a boot, “Wihat’s the matter with
you? Wake up. You been drinkin’
likker?”

No answer ot movement from Bill.
Johnay knelt and took the hat off
Bill's face. He saw a gray looking
face, closed eyes and blood on the
forehead. Tiat was the last Johnny
Hatfield saw for some little time.
Semething hit him on the head and
something else like a blanket, en-
folded his head, shoulders and arms.

Tihe darkness lifted and Johnny
opened his eyes. The first thing he
saw was a Chinaman sitting in a chair
on a platform. On either side, there
stood another Chinaman. Back of the
chait, in a line, stood others. Johnny
was too sick and dizzy to eount how
many. He knew he was naked and
that his arms were pulled back of the
chaif in which he was sitting and tied
g0 tightly that his wrists felt as if
they were efeireled with red-hot iref
bands. His ankles were alse tied te
the ehair and felt the same, At fitst
JohnaRy t;lmeught he was having a
Rightmare and shoek his head and
blinked his eyes to get rid of it. 1A
the shaking of his head, he saw Bill
Earp sitting beside Rhim iR anether
ehaif, naked and tied the same way.
Bill’s eyes were open and he was staf-
ing at the Ehinese as it he didn't Be-
lieve there ceuld be suech {hings.

Tihe Chinaman sitting on the plat-
form, spoke in Emgliish. His tone of
voice was extremely suave. “You have
both came back fom the land of
spilits?™

“Wiho are you?” Johnny demanded,
hotly. “What you think yo’re doirn’,
you onery yellow scoundrel? Yo're
just the same as dead, feller, right
new.”

A Chinaman in the line translated
to the others in line. The three on the
dais undetstood English.

“I am Li Hoi Sang—and you?”

Bill Earp turmed his head and
looked at Johnny, seeing him for the

poleeat. I
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first time since coming back to life.
He had come to a few moments before
Johnny had. The Chinese had held a
bottle under Johnny and Bill’'s noses
for a second or so to bring them back
to consciousness.

“Well, dog my cats! Did they get
you, too? Reckon the Tapins have
sure got s, no foolin®.”

Li Hoi Sang leaned a little forward
in his chalr, “The who have got you?”

“None of your damn business,”
Johnny answered. “What you want to
figure out, you snake-eatef, is what
you'll be doin’ when the Hatfields and
the Earps get you.” The Hatfields
have never been noted for lack of tem-
per and Johnny’s was entirely un-
leashed.

At the word ‘“snake-eater” more
than one hand in the line went to dag-
ger or sword hilt., But Li Hoi Sang's
face was as impassive as ever as he
said, “You seem vely mich wlought
up, Mister—what is your name?”

“I'm Johnny Hatfield, and let me
tell you one thing. You—"

Li Hoi Sang raised a languid hand,
“Later, Mister Hatfield, you will tell
us—many things. What is your
name?” he asked Bill.

“Bill Earp,” Bill answered shortly,
“You can’t run no sandy on us, Chink.
This here is Arizona, Aot China. Give
me my pistol and pit that polecat that
hit me over the head when I wasn’'t
leokin’ in front of me. You can give
him a—"

“I am vely solly,” Li Hoi Sang in-
terrupted, politely, “but other maittels
all mole plessing, Mister Ealp. Filst,
you ale the ones who killed two Chi-
nese four days ago in the hills?”

“Doggone right we are,” Johnny an-
swered, ““and we are goin’ to kill us
some more just as soon as we get
loose, yuh—paliah cur.” Johnny had
once heard Chung call another China-
man that and liked the sound of it, so
had remembered it.

One of the Chinamen standing be-
side Li Hoi Sang said something. Li
Hoi Sang answered in English. “Wait
little blother. Thele is plenty of time.

The one who spoke,” he said to John-
ny and Bill, “is Yang Chu of the
House of Hsal. He asks that the one
wheo slew a man of his House be given
to him. You,” to BIill, “have been
named as the one who did it.”
“Yeah?” answered Bill. “I don’t
know whether I did ot not. All Chinks
look alike to me, fellee. I hope I did.”

e other Chinaman beside Li

Hoi Sang snarled something in

Chinese and took a step for-
ward.

“He that speaks,” Li Hoi Sang went
on to Johnny, “is Lab Tzu. The one
you slew was of his House. He asks
that you be given to him without ful-
ther talk.”

“Yuh must be plumb fools,” Johnny
answered, “to think you can get away
with anything up in the hills. We'll
be missed and the hills will be fine
combed. And right after there’ll be
gome dead Chinks hangin’ from trees.”

“You think so?"” asked Li Hoi Sang,
smoothly, “You come into the hills
and disappealed. Thele is no sign of
you or your holses. What do we, poor
plospectols know of you?” His voice
changed and became cold and sinister,
“I have played long enough and now
am wealy of playing. Whele is the
mine? We know that you found it be-
cause you announced it to Mistel
Ealp. We lan acloss him and thlough
him, tlapped you. Speak quickly,
foleign devil. If you do it may be that
the toltule will be 1ess sevele and plo-
longed. The T'alp’ing ask?”

“Injun stuff, hey?” Johnny an-
swered, “Try and make me tell, you
paliah cur. Cut your wolf loose.”

“That'’s the boy, Johnny. Stay with
’er. I'm ridin' with you, old-timer.”

“I do not undelstand what you
mean by demanding that a wolf be cut
loose. Thele is no wolf hele. It may
be that we have something that will
take the place of a wolf, Mister Hat-
field” He said something to Yang
Chu, who bowed and left the room.

“I have given permission to Yang
Chu to begin the vengeance of his
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House. - It may be that after you wit-
ness what happens to Mister Ealp,
you will—"

“You don’t dare to do ’er, you
mangy kiote. See if you can make
me do—"

“What yuh tryin’ to do, take ’er
all?” demanded Bill, “Tiese here
Tapins can’t make me holler Uncle, I
bet you.”

“He defies the all powerful to make
him scream in agony,” the translator
passed down the line. “Wait until
the knives begin to bite deep, strip-
ping the flesh from his bones.”

“While we ale waiting for Yang
Chu, I will ask you once mole—
whele is the mine?”

“And once more,” Johnny answered,
“I’ll tell you it is none of your onery
business, you lowdown.”

“Once anothel thought that,” purred
Li Hoi Sang. “He was a stlong man,
vely stlong and stubboln.”

“Doggone, Johnmy, that's what hap-
pened to the Chink, I bet yuh,” Bill
saild, “The Tapins got him.”

“How do you know that we ale of
the T aip’ing, Mister Ealp?”

“Me? I had me a dream one night
about some onery lookin’ bandy
legged hombres and someone said
they was Tapins. I done recognized
you right away.”

“I will ask the question again a
little latel,” Li Hoi Sang answered
smoothly. “I feel quite sule you will
tell me the tluth—then. You ale light
about us getting him. His spending
of 1alge siims of money was blought to
oul attention in a city fal Hom hele.
He also thought that he would tell us
nothing. But, at last, he did.”

“You done roped yoreself, feller,”
Johnny said. “If he told yuh, how
come you askin' me where the mine
is? Yuh might pull that stuff on
Chinks, you yellow bellied camp rat,
but you can’t do ’er on us.”

“You did not allow me to finish,
Mistel Hatfield. Wihen he decided to
tell us he was alleady close to the
outel dalkness. The dilections wele
confused a little. I think you will

tell us vely soon after the knives be-
gin to cut.”

“Yeah, you done been told yuh can’t
run no sandy on us, haven’t you?
we_"

Yang Chu came back inte the room.
He carried a tray on which rested at
least a dozen knives of various sizes,
Behind him came anethet Chinaman,
carrying an iren pot in which red
coals glowed.

ohnny looked at Bill and Bill
looked at him, then they both
teied to break leese but eould not
loosen theie bonds in the least degree.

“You know of Ling'ith?” Li Hoi
Sang asked. “It is the death of the
thousand cuts. Filst the ctts ale vely
small and not deep, taking but a small
piece of flladh. Hot ilons ale used to
stem the flow of bloed. Long befole
Mistel Ealp’s flesh is cut away, he
will—"

“Welll, you doggone copperhead,”
Johnny interrupted. “You omery
hound. I'll—" once more he strained
at his bonds. The Chinamen watched
him, ctuel little smiles on their faces.

“You have my permission to com-
mence, Yang Chu.”

The Chinaman picked up the
smallest knife and stepped up to Bill
Earp. “You touch him with that,”
Johnny yelled, “and I—"

The knife filsshed in to Bill's naked
right shouldet. A little piece of flesh
not bigger than a dime fell to the floor
and bleod came.

“One,” counted Li Hoi Sang.

Bill had not flinchedl a hair's
breadth but Johnny had. Next to his
own kin, Johnny loved Bill better
than anything else on earth. “Held
‘ef,” he shouted. “Hold ’er. Twtn him
leese and I'll tell you whete the mine
is. Yeu can de ’ef to me.”

“You will tell us anyway, Mistel
Hatfield,” Li Hoi Sang answered.
“Mister Ealp dies so that the honor
of the House of Hsai may be once
mole cleal and blight. Ploceed, Yang
Chu.”

Chung, at the Lazy W, kept going
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to the door and looking out to see if
Johnny and Bill were in sight. A
Turlkey Trot rider came along and
Chung asked if they were over there.
He got a negative answer. A Grid-
iron man drifted along later and was
asked the same question. “Me? 1
aln’t seen thern jaspers for thiee days.
They got ’eth some chuek and headed
for the hills”

Finally, Chung could stand it no
longer. He walted until Bob Beards-
ley and the Lazy W riders had gone
about their business and then went
into his reom off the kitchen. When
he came out he was buckling a belt
around his lean walst. From the belt
there hung a razor sharp tmachete. He
picked up the shotgun and started for
the Hhills.

Chung reached the landslide, looked
around, then headed for a spring he
knew about. As he went around a big
boulder he met two old Apache bucks
who were heading for the valley. Both
were villalnous looking, dressed in
ragged overalls, toim, dirty hickory
shifts, both with what had onece been
lengths of clean white cotton tied
around their heads as ffillefs.

One of the Apaches grunted,
“How,” and the other asked, “Go Lazy
W, catchum chuck?”

Chung had fed them several times
and onee in awhile had bought game
from them. “Hulle, you jurmp lesel-
vation again?”

“Si. Agent heap no good. Keep
‘e chuck—keep ’em dinero—kept 'em
everything. We go to Lazy W and
catchum chuck and "bacco?”

“When I get back thele I will—"
Chung remembered that Bob.Beards-
ley had once said the two old bucks
could track a killekiloo bird to its
lair. “You vely good tlackels?”

“The Apache did not get ‘tlackels’
and one grunted, “No sabe.” “You
good fimding things? Find holses—
find men—find anything lost in hills?”

“Si,” one of them answered, prompt-
ly, “Wihat you want found?”

“You know Johnny Hatfield and
Bill Ealp?”

S1

“Heap know ‘um. Many times
catchum chuck and catechuea ’baceo
from ’um. You lest "um?”

“Maybeso. Vely bad men in hills,
Maybeso they catch Johnny and Bill.
I look for them. You help and light
after catch plenty chuck and evely-
thing. Maybeso figght filks.”

Both the old bucks reached under
their shirts and produced long knives,
One said, “No fiightum rangets. . My
mall hombres to figlid. Fight anything
else. Wihete you last see Johnny and
Bill? We find 'um.”

“Maybeso you can pick up thele
tlacks at the landslide,” Chung an-
swered.

ang Chu’s knife went in and
again a little piece of flesh
dropped from Bill’s shoulder.

“Two,” counted Li Hoi Sang.

“You dirty lowdown!” welled
Johnmy, beside himself with fear for
Bill, “Stop that, you—"

From the rear doorway, a shotgun
roared. Li Hoi Sang fell sideways,
his head half blown off. Two other
Chinamen who were in line also fell.
The shotgun roared again and two
more of the Chinese fell. Before the
sound of the second discharge died
away thefe came the bloodcurdling
Apache yell. In thiough the front
door came the two old bucks, back
onee more in the days when they had
led war parties. They had stripped
and rmade breech elouts out of their
hickory shirts. In their hands were
the lofg knives and theie faces were
the faces of devils. It may that the
Chinese thought the Apaches were
devils, Yang Chu dropped the little
knife and reached undet his blouse
for a sword, He did net live te draw
it. One of the bucks reached him and
the knife darted in like the strike of
a snake. Yang Chu, ef the House of
Hsai, went e High to join his veners
able aneestors, sent thete by an eld
Apache buek.

The Chinaman in charge of the iron
pot had drawn a sword. Chung
dropped the shotgunh and drew the
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machete. He had told Bill and Johnny
that he was “a vely good swaoldsman”
—and he proved it.

The Chinaman cut at him only to
have the blade met and flung far to
one side. Johnny and Bill saw a fillash
of steel as Chung cut in and up, the
deadly cut of a master swordsman.
The pot-tender fell across Yang Chu,
his body almest cut ia half.

There was a messy fight going on
near the dais and Chung charged into
it. The Chinese left had snapped out
of their surprise and were fifihitimg
for their lives with swords and dag-
gers. There had been guards posted
outside the cabla but the Apaches had
slipped up on them one by one. The
guards died without having time to
even shout a warning.

Lao Tzu met Chung. The sword
and the machete seemed to Johnny
and Bill to be one blur of light. Sud-
denly the sword left Lao Tzu’s hand
and hit the cabin wall. Chung's
machete rose and fell and Lao Tzu
alse went on High to explain to his
ancestors just why he had failed to
wipe oiit the insult to the House of
Chi,

The two old bucks were at close
quarters with the two remaining
Chinamen and Chung started to help,
but it was not necessary.

Johnny, as Chung killed Lao Tzu,
announced, “Welll—dog my cats! I
never did see me any such thing be-
fore, no foolin’.”

“You doggone old no count scoun-
drel,” shouted Bill. “Come on over
here and untie us. Dogged if I ain’t
going to beat yuh plumb to death for
actin’ thisaway to the Tapims, yuh
durned old kiote.”

“How did you get here, Geronimo?”
asked Bill. “For once in your worth-
less life someone was glad to see you.
You come Tubkey Teot and Gridiron.

Plenty chuck, plenty dinero, plenty
likker all the rest of yore life.”

The other Apache came up.
come, too, Bill?”

“Darn right you come too,” Johnny
answered for Bill. “Boy howdy, I
sure did think the Tapins had us, no
foolin’. I thought you was scared of
them, Chung?”

“Sule, plenty scaled. But scaled
mole that vely bad boys get plenty
hult so come to leseue them.”

Johnny looked at Bill who was gin-
gerly feeling around the cuts on his
shoulder, “You know something,
Bill?”

“I know this shoulde¢ {is heap
plenty sore.”

“We found the mine, didn’t we?”

“Yuh found ’er. It’s yore mine.”

“Oh—yeah? I thought you and me
was pudnets. Excuse me, Mister Earp.
From now on, don't you ever speak to
me, you polecat.”

“Aw—sure we're pudnets, Johnny.
But you—"

“No ‘but you’ about ’er. We hunted
for it together, didn't we? We al-
ways did, dida't we? Just because I
run across 'er while you was—"

“Dad blame it, don’t start that durn
orating. Hawve it your way. Sure
we're pudners and the mine belongs to
both of us. Let’s drift oiitta here. I
want to get this here shoulder fixed
up. She’s hurting me like the dickens.”

“Catchum leaves, wet 'urn—put 'um
on,” one of the old bucks said. “No
hurt then.”

“What I was going to say,” Johnny
said, very dignified, “is that Chung is
our pudner, too. He gets him a third
of the mine.”

“No wantee,” Chung answered,
promptly. “Got plenty money light
now. Only want you two scoundlels
to be good boys.”

llMe
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ROPES and ROPING

A Waenkking Coedtantdd
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Tvikdkss Of Thee Tvadlbe, Inallisding IMasitaiitions Mievom

By
E. W. THISTLETHWAITE

r an opener this month, I think
we’d better have a little to say
on the subject of ropes. A rope,
you know, 18 almost as indis-

pensable to a cowboy as is a saddle
and, in a cow eolintry, a saddle with-
otit a lariat strapped to the fork looks
abeut as queer ag a mule without ears.
A rope is always carried high up on
the right hand side of the saddle fork
and every stock saddle is made with a
strap there for that purpose. (See Fig.
1) The rioose of loop may be made
larger than the coil, as shown, or the
game size, but the honda, or eye, al-
ways sets to the front and the other
end to the rear—a fact that “cowboy”
artists might do well to take note of.
If the cowboy is a “dally” man—

that is, one who does not actually tie
his rope to the saddle, but merely
snubs It, by making several turns
aboiit the horn—the other end of the
rope will probably be fiitished off with
a Tuklk’s head knet of possibly merely
“whipped” with a plece of string.

A “tie” man, on the other hand, usu-
ally makes a sliding loop which he
slips over the horn. This loop may be
kept ofi the horn at all times or just
slipped on prior to the making of a
cast.

If, for any reason, a dally man
wishes to tie fast, he usually ties it as
shown in Fig. 2—a knot which is per-
fectly solid, yet one that is easily
slackened and taken off no mattet how
hatd it has been piilied.
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By far the commonest type of rope
is the three-strand Manilla, known
sometimes as a “whale line,” “yacht
line” or “grass” rope, the size being
usually thiee-eighths or seven-six-
teenths of an ineh. A “seant three-

eighths” is often used as a calf rope.
In this type of rope, the eye or honda
is almost invariably tied by hand, a
populaf way being shown in Fig. 3. In
order to prevent the loop from wear-
ing out, the end is often covered with
leather or rawhide. The one objection
to rawhide in this capacity is that, be-
ing hatd, it is inclined to draw up and
pinch the rope, making the loop diffi-
cult to slacken. Thete is, in addition,
a patent metal clip on the market
whieh is used in the same manner.
Any kind of metal honda, however, is
objected to by most repers.

I might mention that those four-
strand lariats with brass hondas like
you buy at “Sears and Sawbucks” or
“Monkey Wards” are rarely used by
genuine cowboys.

Besides the Manilla, there is a rope
known as the “Maguey.” It is pro-
nounced “ma-gay” and is a Mexican
product made from the centufy plant.

There is one great feature that ma-
guey ropes possess, and that is a cer-
tain stifffiesss, even in dry weather. A
rope that is really limber does not
hold a 1e6p well and is practically use-

less for lariat purposes. As we say, it
has no “life.” With a grass rope, this
limpness may be taken out in a few
seconds by dipping in water, but lots
of times water is not available and in
any ease it's a Auisance to have te do
that. Even a Manilla rope of best
quality goes limber in dry weather,
and this applies to new ropes as well
as old.

For some reason or other maguey
rope is made small. I've never seen
one over a scant theee-eighths, and for
that reason it is impractical for any-
thing but light work,

In addition to the above, there is a
twisted linen rope—widely advertised
for the last three or four years—and
two kinds of braidiel ropes, the famil-
lar cotton “Spot cord” and a braided
linen roepe.

In the advertisernents, great claims
are made for the twisted linen rope,
but, although it is undoubtedly strong,
it is of little use in a dry country. It
gets too “raggy.”

Braided ropes seem to retain their
life or stiffness better than the twisted
variety. They do not, moreover, get
as stiff in damp weather. A shower,
or even a sea breeze makes a Manilla
rope as stiff as a wire cable and almost
uhusable,

The braided linen is, to me, the ideal

rope. The cotton spot cord would be
as good if it were a little stronger.
It is, however, stronget than is gener-
ally supposed and can be used fof rop-
ing stock If you're careful. That is,
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if you “take your turms,” and nott too
many of them, allowing a little “give.”
I might mention in this cmmmection
that one man may use a light rope for
heavy stock and get by with it, while
another man, using the same rope,
wotild break it ropipg calves.

So much for machime-made ropes.
Now a word about the hand-made raw-
hide product. It might be mentioned
that a rawhide rope is called a niste—
a word technically incorrect when
used to describe any of the ropes men-
tioned above.

A riata is made anywhere from

t th reeece--

eighths to

half an inch
in diameter,
and maybe
fifty or sixty
feet llomg.

The reasons

for the ex-
cessive length
are two. One
is that, owing
to its weight,
it will ¢hrow
farther, amd
the ethet, you
have te dake
Yool r ¢t ultiig
with a riata
Yeu'll break it
it yeu tie fast.

The making
of a rawhide
tope 1s quite
some job amd
the completed
article is worth
\\ from ten to fif-

teen smackers
even in these
hard times,

To tegin
with, a cow-
hide is soaked
in water over night. Then it is laid
out and the neck, legs, etc., trimmed
off till it is roughly oval in shape. A
narrow strip 1s ciit around and around
till the whele hide is used up. This

strip is cut into four equal lengths,
the halr scraped off and the edges
feathered. Great care has to be taken
in this operation or weak places in the

strands will result. There are bound
to be some more or less weak places
because ne hide is of uniform thick-
ness, and care has to be taken in the
arrangerment of the strands for braid-
ing, so that ne two thin places come
together.

After the rope is braided, it is
greased and worked down and flitsllly
limbered somewhat by pulling it back
and forth theough heles drilled in a
board. Fimally a henda is made and
braided in—itself guite a job—and the
fope is ready for tise.

That is the kind of rope usually
used by Mexican vaqueros and Span-
ish California buckatoos and, I may
say, that for real ropiig—miaking dif-
ficulit catches in cofral of iA open,
rough country—the real Mexican va-
quero has the Awmerican cowboy
skinned forty ways.

There is such a thing as a tiwisted
rawhide rope, but they are very un-
common, in this country at least.

I expect we shouldn’t close this sub-
ject without at least a word about hair
ropes, although they are never, owing
to their lack of welght, used as lariats.

The average hair rope is made about
twenty feet long, is twisted four
strand and fimished off with a large
kind of Tutl’s head knot with tassel
at one end and a leather thong at the
other. They are used exclusively as
tie ropes of reins for a hackamore, a
twenty-foot tope being leng enough
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for both. The “four
strands” are, by the way,
in reality but two long
strands, doubled back, so
that all four ends come
together in the Turk’s
head. I forgot te men-
tion above that the ma-
gueyy rope is alse made
in this manner and is,
tee, of necessity, feur
strand.

Although a hair rope
tmade from a horse’s mane
is fairly smooth, ®mme
fmade from tail hair is
very scratehy, as the stiff
ends stick out in every
direction. This feature
has given rise to the erro-
neous beliek that a snake
WeR't eress a haif repe.

In speaking of the
riata, I mentioned the
length as being anywhere
from fiffity to sixty feet.
A grass frope, on the
other hand, is rarely
fmade over forty feet of
forty-five at the most,
the reason being it is not
heavy eneugh to ecarry
farther,

A long rope is, of
course, used only by a
dally man. He needs a
long rope because he has
to have some left over to
take his turhs with. A
tie man, who throws all
his rope otit, usually tises
a rope anywhere from
twenty-five to thirty-Hve
feet and I knew one ¢on-
eyl roper—one of the
Best tee — whe uses a
repe enly eiwneesn feet
leng. It is just enewgh
te make a 188p! 1h usin
that shert a repe it is, 6
€8USR, necessary i8 have
a herse that wil gu{ you
Fight “an tep of the ealt
B what_ver yeu fope:

Welll, so much for the
rope, how a word or two
about the different casts.

In case some of you
should want to practice
with a rope, and it is a
pretty good way to pass
time, I might mention,
first of all, that in mak-
ing a east of any kind,
the honda sheuld be a
guarter way round yeur
loep. People whe den’t
knew ifvariably held the
fope too elese te the
henda. Alse, the frepe
sheuld run serighbe, That
is, after passing threugh
the henda it sheuld ~6¢
be deubled back 8f itself.
(See Fig. 6.)

“Building” a loop is
another thing. Ordina-
rily, of coutse, you may
have lots of time and ene
way 18 as good as an-
other, but eccasionally
youw're i a huffy and
need a leep right Aew.
Heie's how you get il

After having made a
small loop for a start,
hold the henfa in your
right hand abeut the
level of your sheulder,
New bring it forward and
dowh with eensiderable
foree, using yeur elbew
as the awk. (I cHink
that’s the werd.)

To my notion that’s the
easiest, way to build a
loop without kinks, but
you'll probably have te
practice a litdle. Possibly
you fay find mere of a
full affm swing easier.
Serme fepers use a whirl-
ing metien = like yeu
might whitl a reek 6A
the end of a string. AA
eld way is a geed way i
a Man ean get resyls
with it, 88 try BUF 6WA:
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I might caption, too, fiever to at-
tempt to throw a loop that has a sus-
picion of a kik in it. Speaking of
kinks, I've seen guys tey to take kinks
out of a 1o6p by shaking it, helding it
down with a foot and stretching it
and every other fool way imaginable.
For that reason I've made a drawing
(Fig. 7) shewing just how it's dene.
“B" is the leng end of yeur repe and
“A” the top of the leep. All
you de is take held ef A
and meve it areuil B ene
way of the other. One turh
takes eut ene kink. Yeu
ean see at a glanee whieh
way t8 turn it, of at least
find sut right away By try-
ing #.

I imagine that many of
you suppose that a leop is
invariably whitled over the
head before making a cast.
Certainly that 18 the nat-
ufal and instinetive way te
throw a rope, and it's a
good way tee, if yeu're on
herseback of want to make
a long cast. There are times,
hewever, wien
sieh a cast i§ Ao
Buge R, as the
Mexiecans say. As,
fer iiMstanee,
when yew're rep-
ing iR a eeFal
full of nerses.

If you're afoot
in a corral and
want to catech a
hoerse, the West
way te de it Is get
him in a corner
—then walk towards him on a line
that would bisect the angle formed by
the corner. In this way, you're just
the same distance from him whether
he breaks to right or left.

As you advance, trail your loop.
That s, let it drag along the ground,
the honda on the outside. (Fig. 8.)

If the horse runs by you from left
to right, all you have to do is bring
the loop up and out in a straight un-

derhand flip, so that it assumes a ver-
tical position. (Fiig. 9.)

It is the easiest thing in the world
to catch a running horse with the cast
once you get used to judging distance.
The whole trick is in throwing the
loop far enoiigh ahead of the animal.

Should the horse take a notion to
break the other way, passing you from
right to left, you can make the identi-

cal cast described above,
but, in such a case, it is
more natural for me—and
it might be for you too—
to make an ovemlamd cast,
whieh brings yout honda
to the bottom of the ver-
tical loop.

If you actually intend
to make an overhand cast,
the loop should be trailed
up the other way from
that shown in Fig. 8. I
mean by that, that the
honda should be on the in-
side and the hand holding
the rope should have the
fingasgs, instead of the
baeck, up. An easy fule to
follow is to make sufe the
thufmb always points to-
ward the henda,

You hold your loop as
described above and make
the overhand cast when
you want to forefoot an
animal—that is, catch it
by the front feet. This
might sound kind of diffi-
cult, but it's really ex-
teermely easy if you throw
a vertical loop near the
ground (honda down) and

well in front of a running animal.

The last theow we are to describe
here is another overhand cast and one
of the prettiest and mest graceful
there is, If well execiited. To deo it
afoot, the loop should be spread out
on the ground on your lelfr side. The
hand helding the 166p sheuld have the
back up, which, with the thufmb point=
ing toward the henda, puts the latter
en the inside.
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In making the cast, you make almost
a full arm swing, your hand traveling
approximately in the form of an S and
coming down overhand, from a point
a little above yotur right shoulder. It’s
a little difficuld to explain on paper,
biit if you get a rope and try it, you’ll
see right away hew it’s dene.

There's just one thing to remember.
As in all overhand casts, you twrn
yourr loop over in the air. So, if you're
making a vertical cast at a running
animal the honda comes to the bbatiom
of the loop; ot, if a horizontal cast,
the honda comes down on the right
side, not the left as it would in a
straight cast,

I expect it is really unnecessary,
but I might explain that the loop is
turned over by merely twisting the
wrist as the cast is being cempleted.
To tutn the loop half over, that is,
vertical, the wrist {8 twisted till the
thumb points dowm, and to turh it
plumb over, the back of the hand miist
be dowhn, of ceutse,

This cast is a good one to use on a
horse that keeps its tail toward you or
one that hides behind the others, as in
a corral when you may have to throw
your loop over two or three in order
to catch the one you want.

I have seen this cast made on horse-
back, with the loop started from the
left side of the hotse, identically as
described above. But if you’re not
careful, you're liable to cateh your
owh hotse as you swing the leop over
his neek. As an altermative, you can
sit kind of sideways in the saddle and

start your loop from your pony’s right
shoulder and swing it back over his
rump in your S eurve. It’s a very neat
cast when made from a hotse and I've
made a little deawiiigz—the one at the
beginning of the article—to illustrate
it. The calf shewn has broken back
from a herd and the cowbey is drop-
ping a leep en it as it passes. Note the
position of the man’s wrist, alse the
henda of the repe.

Welll, this roping business has taken
up a whole lot more space than I in-
tended when I started, but roping is
important and if you want to be a cow-
boy you can’t do anything better than
buy a rope and practice with it. And
while we’re on the siibject of prantice
I might mention the half hiteh.

The half hitch has a hundred prac-
tical uses which we don’t need to go
into here. Suffice it to say that it is
handy to be able to throw them, be-
sides being entertaimimg, and I think
while I’'m at it, I might devote a little
space to a description of how it's done.

One of the easiest ways of learning
to throw a half hitch is to drive a
st&ke into the ground, tie one end of
a thirty-foot rope to it, then stand
back about fifteen feet and make over-
hand casts at the stake. By overhand
casts I mean full-arm swings after the
mannet in which the ball is “bowled”
in the Emglish game of cricket—if
you’ve ever seen that played.
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Once you can’throw half hitches
well, an interesting little trick is to tie
a man up with them,

To do this, get someone to stand
about fifteen feet away, them drop
your loop over his head, pulling it
snug around the
waist.. Now get
him to hold one
arm oiit sideways
and thiow a half
hiteh over it. That
aem is then
deopped to the
gide, the reope

ulled tight and a
alf hiteh threwn
ever the ether arm
in the safme maf-
ner. Next, threw
ene ef mere hitehes
ever headd and
sheulders, binding
arms te his sides.

The feet come
next. They may be
held out sideways
ot directly toward
yowm, the HWalf
hitclthess being
drawn tight about
the ankles, Having
caught both ankles
separately, you make the “patient”
hold his feet together and jump into
the air while you snap one or more
half hitehes abeut both ankles to-
gether.

A good way to practice this is to
tack a cross arm to a post at about the
height of a man’s shoulders. You can
tig something to take the place of
feet, too, in order to practice throwing
your halt hitches up from the bottom,
although, of course, you can't very
well make your post jump!

So long as we're playing with a rope
I might as well mention another little
trick—that of throwing knots. There
are lots of ways of doing this, but the
easlest to learm—or so it seems to me
—is to use a fairly long rope, say
twenity~-five or thirty feet. When you
get the hang of it, you'll be able to

throw knots one after another in a
rope three or four feet long.

All you have to do is theow your
rope out straight along the grotind,
and, holding one end in your hand,
jerk the other end towards you, 80
that it passes a lit-
tle to your right
and a foot or so off
the ground. As the
end comes by,
theow a half hiteh
in frent ef it se
that the end of the
Fope pPASSES
through the leep
thus fermed and
preste! yeu've tied

a knet! (See Fig.
i2,)

Tihe end of your
rope comes back
much better if it is
a little weighted—
say with a knot in
the end. And you’d

! better practice the
I “Hipping ack”
d—\- process quite a bit
before you attempt
throwing the half
hitches. Wien you
do thiow the lat-
ter, make them big enough.

Speaking of saddles—since begin-
ning this series of articles for ALL
WESTERWN, I've received qulte a
number of letters from readers asking
for names and addresses of saddle
makers. After getting a catalog I had
recommended, one reader sent it to me
with the request that I pick him ot a
saddle.

This particular catalog illlustrated
some fifty different saddles and, being
unfamiliar with range conditions, this
fellow just didn’t know which one to
get.

The most important part of a saddle
is, of course, the tree it is built on, and
the most important feature of the tree
is the front part of foltkks—whiether
high, lew, wide, of nariow, ete.

There are certain trees made exclu-



sively for riding bucking horses and
other trees made just as exclusively
for roping—and comtess¢t roping at
that. Neither of these types is very
practical for regulak range work. In
Fig. 14 we show the exttemes of both,

The bronk saddle shown (the one at
the top) is what is popularly known as
a “Form Fitter.” This name, by the
way, was originated by Hamley & Co.
of Pendletom, Oregon, some ten years
ago, and finally patented by thee, but
not before practically every other sad-
dle cempany in the country had
adepted it.

After Hamleys got the name pat-
ented, the other outfits were forced to
abandon it, substituting instead such
nates as “Fits Em,” “Fits U,” “Body
Fitter,” “Perfect Fitter” and the like.

The saddle shown is one of these
latter—an exaggeration of the origi-
nal Hamley design—and suitable only
for riding the bad ones.

The original Hamley product is not
a bad all round saddle if you like that
type of rigging, but they have since
introduced a “low” Form Fitter which
is much better if you have any roping
to do.

There are, of course, other bronk
saddles besides all these “form fiit-
tets,” and rnany of thern are good
enough for all round work. About the
oldest and best known of these is the
Tiptomn.

The one objectionable feature of all
bronk saddles is the high, dished
cantle. I might mention that almost
any saddle company will have a spe-
clal tree made for you, elimimating
this feature. Thete is usually no
extra charge for a special tree.

Our second drawing in Fig. 14
shows a regular roping tree of the Lee

Robinson type—strictly a contest
tree. There is practically no swell to
the fork—hence no leg grip—and no
cantle worth rmentioning. It is an
ideal rig for contest roping—where
you fide yout own hetse and rope in
a level arena. But on the range, where
you have to fope in fough country,
tide half broke heises, ete., it’s not so
good.

Almost any of the “low” bronk
trees, a few of the regular bronk trees
(those not too radical in design), and
most of the standard stock ttees like
the Taylot, Visalia, Montama, etc., are
suitable for all round work.

I have, of course, ridden a great
many different saddles myself and my
own choice of a tree is the Ellensburg
with a fourteen-inch swell and a four-
inch cantle.

The Ellensburg has a medium
height, slightly undercut swell and,
before any real bronk trees were de-
signed, was a favorite for riding bad
hotses. I believe the Tipton tree—in-
troduced in 1916—was developed from
the Ellensburg and next to the latter
I like the Tipton.

In our next article we may have a
little more to say about saddles and
I'm going to answer several requests
by illustrating a real Mexican saddle,
such as was rode by Pancho Villa and
i{s rede today by the real Mexican
vagqueros. I'll try to get around to a
little dope on horse breaking too.
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LOST GOLD

I should be blowin’ th’ erowd to drinks,
Wihille buckin’ th® games at th’ 'Friseco Chink’s;
I should be wearin’ th’ fimest clothes

An’ eatin’ th’ fanciest grub, hell knows,

But, instead, I'm wanderin’ up an’ down
A-tap-tap-tappin’ around th’ town,

A-hearin’ th® barkeeps cuss an’ shout,

Because they ean’t throw a blind man oiit.

Remember Carney? Old locoed Ben,

With his pockmarked face an’ his ugly wen?
With his long, hooked nose an’ his flppin’ ears?
Remember ouf heapin’ th’ fool with jeers,
When he would cackle, “As sure as whoops,
Thete’s plenty of gold in th’ Guadaloops,

Ar’ T'll make my strike,” then grow grim,
“Before I check out!™—remembet him?

Sure you do! Well, one sizzlin’ night

He came saunterin’ into Malone’s Delight
In Odessa, an’ he gave us a jar,

Wihen he flopped a poke on tii* gleamin’ bar
Ar’, clawin’ it open, spilled gold to view,
Whiille, plumb execited, he shrilly blew

His nese an’ chuekled, “Line up, you troeps!
I've struek it rieh in th’ Guadaleeps!”

We asked questions, he grinned an’ stared|;

A clam was a talkin-machine compared

To him, drunk of sober, so we soon foiind

We had to be followin’ him areund,

Biit nobody learned anything a-tall,

For he was sofe foxy, until one fall

My luck was with me—that's what I thought—
When I sturbled on him an’ th’ place I sought.

With an oath he dropped his gold-filled sack
An’ went for his guns with his face rage-blaek,
While I flashed my sixes an’ in th’ roar

He crashed dewn dead to th’ canyoen filoer,

As a hot slug slashed me aeross th’ eyes;

I reeled an’ stumbled, 1est earth an’ skies;

Though I’ kRewin’ where Ben sprawls e his [/

face,
It's hell—without eyes I can’t find th’ place!

—Edgar Daniel Kramer,
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FANG PULLER
OPENS OFFICE

New Nippers for Man ef
Beast Avallable

Cactus City can now boast
of a brand new industry.
(And one that Mesa Springs
ain't got) Dr. Kineaid is
the newest settler here, He
is a dentist, and has sef u
8n office next te the Stud-
herse Baf, whieh i§ eohve-
pient. Dee {8 BIBHQE 8xXPeri-
eneed with teeth, he §$§§
aid s iy o_pale e
HE, Bull ‘em, of put IR REW
s at Hy&tilme ig man gk

A

2

g e feet)

In behalf of the folks who
has been buying their teeth
from a mall-oeder house, the
Gazettte welcomes Dee Kin-
eald te Caetus Clty, and
hepes he will have a leng
and  prosperous  Bus'Ress,
theugh of esurse 1 ain't
wishing aﬂ;g of the sub-
serbers any hard 1uek.

MRS. BAILEY
JUMPS TO A
CONCLUSION

Bumps Her Head

People have got their-
selfs hurt in a lot of peculiar
ways, but Mes. Bailey wins
the rubber bridle reins for the
peeuliavest aecldent of the
Y_eaf-. Mys. Bailey has a split
ip and a hig bump eA hef
head the size of a turkey
egg, whieh injuries she re-
eeived By jumping te a eeh-=
eluisien:

Last week Bill Bailey went
down to Ywma on one of
hsi regular trips to buy gro-
cerles and dry goods and
hardware for his store. Or-
dinarily that enly takes him
a4 eouple of days, but this

Deabill Draws a
Big Belly Laugh

A big laugh was had by
ill at Deacon Diggs: ehureh
last Sunday night. After the
sermon, the Deacon was try=
ing to ralse a hundred peses
to Buy a new ergan. He
gave a big spiel abeut the
glery ef ggmng and then
asked for denatiens.

Somebody started it off by
planking down a simoleon.
“That’s the spiritt]” praised
the Deacon. “We got $i
to start it off, now whe's go-
ing to make it $1607?"

Away in the back some-
body got up and raised his
hand. It was Deliium Dea-
bill, who had staggered in un-
noticed to sleep off a dizzy
spell In a rear pew.

“I will, Deacon. I'll make
it a hundredi!” he calls out.
“Jus’ put me down for two
zeros. Along with that $i
you already got, that’ll make
it $166.”

time he didn’t show up when
he should have.

After worrying about it
some, Mrs, Bailey was just
about ready to go looking for
Bill, when there arrlves a
shipment of goeds which
Bill has evidently beught iA
Ywina. Amiong other erates
and bexes, there was a leng,
heavy bBex abeut 6xa=just
eoffin-size — whieh attrasis
Mzs. Bailey’s attentien. She
E@ﬁiﬁidﬂ‘t Hgure eut at Hrst

what wgsm,m it:lgmil %ﬂe
Bt Telers Gh e enl

And right then is when she
jumps to a conclusion and
faints, splitting her lip and
putting a bump on her head
as she hits the fist. And
A6 wonder she collapsed, fof
what she read ad the end of
the bex was: BILL 1IN
SIDE.

There was a bill inside all
right enough, but it was the
bill for the goods, it wasn’t
her husband.

DUDES HAVE OWN
HUNTMONG RANGE

Fenced Area Keeps Cows
From Getting Shot by
Ni aybe

The Six-point Shooting
Star and Crescent Dude
Ranch now has a place for
their dude customers to hunt.
After driving all their stock
to the west range, so they
won't be lesing any beef,
they new tuen the dudes
loese on the nerth range with
a rifle and a goed horse and
let them Hunt te their hearts’
eonteat. It’s lets of fun for
éhe tenderfeet, and it dep't
other the deer and other

WE VeFy mueh, theugh
Eﬁg{eﬂe g :\%éﬁii% S duge Wil
R

e ey

Just about sundown one
of the dudes who has been
hunting all day eomes rid-
ing in, Calico Cox was at
the corral taking care of the
horses and he Inquires of the
dude, "What luck today?
Did yuh get a deex?” (This
optimistie stuff is part of the
Business:)

The dude sort of hesitated
a minute before he answers:
“Well, I don’t really know.”

This was funny of course,
but before Calico could inter-
rogate him, the dude changes
the subject by asking: “Are
the rest of the Hunters baek
yet?”

“Yeah,” says Calico.
“They'we checked in.”

“And what about the regu-
lar niidbass? I saw two of
them riding around the hunt-
ing range. Ase they back?”

“Yeah, they've come in,”
says Calico. He's getting
kind of impatient with this
hombre, even though he's
preity fueh used te the feel
things a dude ean ask abeut.
“Why do yeu asky”’

“Well,” says the dude,
looking relieved, “if there
ain’t nobody missing, then I
guess I got a deer.”
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Slick-Eared Editor Tries
Skullduggery

The Cactus City Gazette
wishes to warn tlie people
about a dirty, lowdown piece
of skullduggery which a
rival of the Gazette is trying
to pull off. Not mentioning
any names, but there is a
fiewspaper within forty miles
te the east of us whieh has
started a econtest offering a
menth's subseription te the
?EfS@ﬂ bringing in to the edi-

of the biggest T-Bone steak,

Now, neighbors, that is an
old trick. A paper down in
Brimstone county tried that
last year, and before the con-
test was over the editor
had—on the Q T—sold to a
butcher shop about §66
pounds of the nicest steaks
you ever saw.

So you folks who has just
butchered a steer better think
it over before you donate.

Rawhide Slips
Dude Dame the
Rear End Truth

Rawhide Rawlins got fired
from the Six-point Shooting
Star and Crescent Dude
Ranch, They said that Raw-
hide had insulted one of the
female customers who is
staying there, but it looks
like te e that Rawhide was
enly speaking the truth.

It seems that Rawhide was
assigned to teach this female
dude to ride. She had never
been on a horse before and
she was plenty nervous. As
Rawhide brought up an old,
gentle plug for her to try,
she inquiries, “*Oh, Mr, Raw-
hide, do you think I'll get a
headache from bouneing up
and dewn in the sadidie?’

“Headache? Why, no,
ma'am,” says Rawhide, think-
ing to assure her a little, “I
don't reckon you'll get a

headache—eause it an’t yore
head that’ll be slappin' the
saddle.

Jackass Jake Gives
Stranger the Works

The old saying that truth
sounds stranger than fiction
was proved again the other
day. A ssicdKlly-looking
stranger happened into the
Cantina and allowed that he
was looking for some real
healthy tewn te live in,

“Well, then, stranger,” an-
swers Jackass Jake, *Cactus
City is the place you’re look-
in’ for.”

“Is this a healthy towm?"
the hombre inquiries,

“Healthy! Look at thatt}”
bellows Jackass, swelling out
his hairy chest, which is
about the size of three kegs
of beer. "And looky hemel”
he goes on, pleking up a
horseshoe and twisting it up
s6's it leoks like a steel pret-
2l ¥ Eg;l% you'll agree,
§§?ﬂ of, that I'm iR predty

The man is sort of wall-
eyed from the exhibition, and
he nods without saying any-
thing.

“Well, let me tell you
something,” orates Jackass.
“When I first come to this
towa 1 was a weakling. I
didn’t have hardly any hair.
1 couldn’t a word, 1
eouldn't walk aeress the
reom. Walk hell! Ie@uldﬂ’t
even stand up! Neow 9@{
think this is a thy
tewn?"

“I must agree that it is,”
admits the newcomer, though
he still ain't quite convinced
that Jackass ain't telling a
tall one, “May I ask how
long it teok i/ou to reeuper-
ate? How leng have yeu
been in this tewn?”

That was the one question
that Jackass didn't want
asked, although the answer
would prove that he hadn’t
been lying. However, being
a honest citizen, Jackass tells
him “Stranger, I was born
here.”

LEGAL GAMBLING

According to Solo Seton,
homesteading is more of a
gamble than bucking the
tiget. A homesteader, says
Sele, is just betting the gov-
ernfent theee years of his life
against 160 aeres of land that
he den't starve to desth be-
fore he proves up:

That's plenty of odds,
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UTAH BREAKS
NEWS GENTLY

Calls a Spade a Spade
About the Harkness
Brat

It's a dead cinch that Utah
ns won't ever get a
medal for being diplomatic.
The other day he knocks at
Mrs. Harkeess' door, and
when that lady answered
Utah blukts ouf: "Mﬁ
Harkiness, I hate to tell
abeut 1:. but it's my
te inform yuh that yuh Have
a speiled ehilg?

“Why—why, I was never
so insulted in all my life!”
she gasps, her eyes shooting
out sparks that should hsve
warned Utah to go
“Why, my child is a peffe@!
ange.

“No, I wouldn’t say that
now, Mrs. Harkness. It ain’t
that bad. I'd say he was just
spoiled. If he ain't eomplete-
ly spoiled, then he's ¥
busted up—Tauge a six-herse
team Just run ever him."

(LaTe BWLLETIN: Young
Harkness really come out of
the accident better than was
first thought. Outside of les-
ing a handful of teeth and a
few inches of sealp, he aif'¢
nere the Wiorse.)

It's All White

Short - weight Weston
wishes to announce to his
customers that if they netiee
a funny flavor in the flour he
has sold them reeently, why
net t6 pay no attentien te if.
It is enly seme whitewash
whieh Shert-vweight aceident=
glly dumped inte the wreng

TOWN COUNCIL
MEETING O.K.

Poker Game Holds In-
terest of Everyone

The regular meeting of the
Town Council last night was
almost a fiizlle. Besides the
Mayor only Councilman
Hayes showed up for the
mee:lﬁg Outslde of the

Y@r makm% a persenal

with Hayes fof a
§tfeteh of range ﬂéﬂf Peisen
§Bflﬂg§ there wasn't mueh
deﬂe Figally theugh, a

gBl% of El€l§€ﬂ§ QFBBBQG iR

ae was
itk Bl



COMPLETE
NOVELETTE

ere are a lot of people who
will tell you that a wolf
can’t sneeze, or doesn’t
sneeze, Those same people
will tell you that there I8 ne such
thing as a wolf that doesa’t howl.
Those are the same people who deiibt
there being Pytamids in Egypt, be-
cause they never saw them. Charley
Toliver, six foot, red-haited, biliie-
eyed, a handsome giant of ferty, and
the finest trail boss that ever ferked a
hoise, had seme deiibts abeut these

weolves for a leng time, But he was
64

“HANG AND

finally convinced that some wolves do
sneeze, and do not howl—because they
can’t howl,

Charley Toliver was such a fine fel-
low that he got about the best of
everything he wanted. That year he
had a real contract. It was fifkieen
thousand Texas steers, delivered in
Montana. Some drag to drive a string
of wild steers, but Charley knew—or
at least though} he knew—that those
gteers would be tiail-broke and gentle,
long before he reached the Kansas
line. Teliver had the pick of the trail
hands in the eountry, because he was
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a square-shooter, fed well, and treated
his men like hurnans. The hands were
not a lot of sissies and tea-hounds, by
any mmeans, They were feal trailers,
could eat smoke, and all that. Just a
let of square, decent chaps. Men who
wotildn't steal the milk calves from a
wlidow, and a boss who wouldn't let
them. Men that knew which end of a
gun smoked, and hew te make it
smoke, if need be. Armong them were
four fellows whe had eeme frem what

Tiee wallf snewzeed and the bevdl rose and
flece. Tiee vewy dediil wosld bawe run
fram tiet muoise.

By

J. E. GRINSTEAD

Tellicer Coullibit’t Saosy Widnes
Tiett Socesdd; He Was Sure,
Tiasagh, Criteess Didift Chauw Grass
Tiest He Couwlidit’t Brsik To The
Traiil-BBut Thaat Was Befoee He
Staggedd Tiee TenY¥ent@ld Misssie
Homs From Enlbeids Pet Reiauge.
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was then the Indian Territory. They
were two pairs of parthets, a quartette
of good friends, and as it turhed out,
an organization of shrewdness and
cold nerve that was hard to beat on
the cattle teail, where there were
plenty of both. One palr of the part-
ners was Lee Gentry and Acey Duff.
Gentry was a college-bred man, and
Duff just a plain countryman that
knew his way abetit. Lilkewise, Vinde
Collins, of the other pair, was an edu-
cated ran, and Den Begle just an
henest yeerman. It was rare in the cow
eduntry for twe men whe had escaped
frem a uRiversity te Be parthers. They
usually ehummed up with seme ufi=
educated man whe had a medicum of
Braing. Se, these twe pairs were fuf-
RiAg true te form. As stated, they
earme frem the Indian Ceuntry 6
Charley Telivers trail euthit, But=
Wiere they Rad ceme from 8 the 1a-
dian Eeuniry was semething else. All
that anybedy kaew abeut them was
that Ao man cauld get a fight with one
gt them. He had to fight all feur et
them. §8; they were pretty generally
let aisRe.

hen - Charley Toliver got his

spread together and started

out to find those fiiffteem thou-
sand steers, he learned something.
Semeofie else had been buylng a few
steers, He didn’t find as mueh as a
milk buneh of cattle for sale, until he
got elear ever i the Rie Grande coun-
tey, in the forks of that border stream
and the Pecos. Old Tobe Lasker was
a reugh and ready eld eowman if that
section, who eetld find cattle where
there were net any, se Charley went
te Tobe and told him he had te have
fifean thousand steers,

“That’s right smart steers,” said
said Tobe, wrinkling his nose, which
was all he had to grin with. The rest
of his face being hid by whiskers. “I
can find them many, but they're
wilder’'n hell. Four to ten year old.
Some of ’em Is nine foot high. They
have looked for boogefs until their
eyes stick otit lilke door-knobs.

They're wild as Old Wolf Beddy him-
self.”

“Who's Wolf Beddy?” asked
Charley. “Is he the man that’s got the
steers?”

“No.  Wolf ain’t got notlih’ but
some traps. He's the chap that keeps
the wolves ofi’n Steve Emlloe’s calves,
so’s they grow into steets, ahd Enloe
is the man that has got them many
steers, all in one brand.”

“Don’t this Steve Enloe ever sell
any steers?” asked Toliver.

“Shore. He sells a lot every yeat,
but he always has a blg hang-over left
in the thickets. If you want wild
ones, I can get them SE steers for
you. I seen Steve today, and he teld
me he hadn’t seld nethin’.”

“Welll,” said Toliver, “it’s like this.
I've got the steers sold at a fixed price,
delivered in Montana, and I know
what I can afford to pay for them. I
you want to buy them from Emnlloe for
me, you can deo it. I'll tell you what
I ecan pay for good, clean, average
steers. You'll have to get your com-
fmission out of Enloe.” Toliver stated
the price he would pay, and Tobe
Lasker agreed to buy the steers frem
Emlio?, and get his pay from the seller.

That was all there was to it. The
trade was made, and the cattle were
to be ready for the trail in two weeks.
Lee Gentry was standing by when the
deal was made. After Old Tobe Las-
ker had wrinkled his nose again, and
gone on to the Enloe Ranch, Toliver
said:

“Lee, what do you make of that kind
of cow business?”

“Welll,” said Lee, “the price is low
enough fofr you to make some money,
but I den’t tinderstand what a ranch
is doing with ten-yeat-old steers, with
cattle in demand like they have been
for the last few years. Enlloe must be
hard to tiade with. 1 doubt whether
Lasker gets the steers of net.”

“He thinks he can,” said Tollver.
“He says they are wolf wild. I didn’t
tell him, but by the time they get to
Montana they’ll be gentle enough.”

“Maybe this Tobe Lasker thinks we
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are a bunch of tenderfoots, and can’t
drive wild ones,” grinned Lee.

“Maybe he does,” said Toliver, “but
if we ever get ’em strung out on the
trail, we’'ll make a noise like we meant
to drive ’em.”

Toliver's outfit was camped a little
way from the straggling old dobe
town of Cabeza de Caballlm, in plain
English, Horsehead. It was a real nice
town. One store, two saloons, and
plenty of gun reom. Two days after
Lasgker agreed to tiy to buy the cattle,
he came back to Hoisehead, and with
him was Steve Enloe and a gang of
his vaqueass. Charley Toliver was a
falr-mainded fellow. He knew his boys
wouldn’t have any mere fun for many,
fany meens, after they took the trail
with that ﬁﬂ"iﬂ? of horns and heefs,
§6 he was just letting them run wild,
deink as much as they pleased, play
peker, danee in the daneehall, and filit
with the Mexiean girls of the eld tewn
to their hearts’ content.

liver and a dozen of his men
I were in the Wandering Boy
Saloon, taking a few drinks,
when in came Tobe Lasker and Steve
Enloe, trailed by about twenty of the
hardest looking waddies that ever
swung a rope, or fired a gun. Lasker
introduced Enloe to Toliver, and they
took a drink, while Toliver looked
Enloe over. He was a medium-sized
man, rather good looking, with the
goftest voiee, and the most innocent
face and eyes that Charley Toliver
had ever seen in his 1ife. He was won-
dering how a man with a face like that
eould ever handle that gang ef teugh
vagueirss, when Enloe said;

“Mt. Toliver, Tobe comes to see me
about them fiiffteem thousand steers
you want. I've got the steers, and I
ean gather ’em and have ’em ready for
the trail in two weeks, and the price
is all right, but—"

“Well,” said Toliver, “that’s all
there is to the trade, isn’t it? IE I get
the steers at my price, and they are up
to standard, I'll be satisfied.”

“1 know,” said Emlee, "I ¢an

trade with Tobe, all right, and deliver
the steers, but— I'm a man that aims
to shoot square. I been caught in some
trades with trailets, and I don’t want
to again, if I can help it. I'm supposin’
that you are on the dead level, but I
don’t know you, and business i8 busi-
ness, I—"

“What the devil are you driving
at?” asked Charley. “Do you want
me to put the money up somewtiere?”

“No, it ain't that. Several times I
have sold steets to trailets. They’s let
’'em run as soon as they got off’n my
range, and drift back home. Then
they’d comb my range for ’'em, and
take every damn thing in sight. Se, if
I sell these steers to you, I got to have
an understanding that you either
road-brand ‘efn, of else keep ‘efh offn
iy fange when you get ’em. I won't
let nobedy en earth gather eattle en
sily fange that aip’t get ne Brand eA
‘efi But mine. Yeou ean see what 1
fean. I'm a man that den't want Ae
tiowble. 1 den't meah te insinuate
that you would take steers that
wereR't yo'n, But the Heudle is yeu
eouldn’t tell yo'n frem mm&k it they
all has just the SE brand en ‘em.”

“I get you,” said Toliver. “Road-
branding fiiffteen thousand steers
would take about all sumier, out
here in the wide open out-of-doors,
with no lumber to make a branding
chute. Whete i your range line?”

“The Rio Pecos is my line,” said
Enloe.

“All right, Mr. Enlloe,” said Toliver,
“youw’ll find that I want to be abso-
lutely falf with you. Thiow those
steers across the Pecos, and deliver
‘efh to e oA the mesquite flats five
failes from the river. Wi I threw
fhy waddies areund that herd, they are
faine. If they get away from me and
drift back to your range, you ean have
‘em. Is that all?”

“Shote,” said Emloe. "I ain’t 1ookin’
for tiouble, and I don’t mean to be
eonitrary. I just want an understand-
ing.”

They took another drink, theA En-



loe turned his back to the bar, rolled
a smoke, and stood looking Toliver’s
men over with lnnocent, baby eyes.
His own men had cfowded up to the
bar, and were drinking beisterously,
while Toliver’s men gave back to the
middle of the flook, to give them
roofn. Lee Gentry and Acey Duff, and
the other pair of partners were stand-
ing tegether, looking the wild scene
over, and meastifing Enloe and his
fen the bBest they ceuld, A shaggy
glant of a fellow steed next to Enloe.
He had a eeuple of guns en him, spoke
Spanish as well as he did English,
whieh was net toe well, and seemed {e
Be a sert of leader with Enlee’s wild
feb of waddies. His name was Giff
Ceembs. It Steve Enlee speke a werd
te Gif, nebedy heard him. e 4id
say te Teliver:

“Mr. Toliver, let’s you and I and
Tobe go across to the Border Saloon.
It’s quieter over there. My boys
haven’t been in town for a while, and
they make a lot of fuss when they get
to drinking. I never did see why cow-
hands had to drink, and get rough,
but they all de it.”

The three cowmen left the Wander-
ing Boy, just as Giff yelled:

“Hey, you ttailers. Come up and
take something. You ain’t too proud
to drink with a lot of pear-thicket
punchets, alf ye?”

oliver’s trailers drifted to the
bar, to show their good will, and
scattered along among the va-
quenass, but that quartette from the In-
dian ecountry stuck in a bunch at the
bat, as they usually did in any kind of
a crowd, A few minutes latet, as the
thiee cowmen sat at a table in the
Border Saloon, drinking some beer, a
gun roared over at the Wandering
Boy. Enllee sprang up, oveituriing
his glass, and saidl:
“My, my, I was afraid my boys
would get rough.”
Charley Toliver looked up at him,
with an odd little wrinkle between
his eyes, and a smile on his handsome

Hps. He was wondering how long
Steve Enloe would last on the cattle
trail. Old Steve Lasker wrinkied his
nose in a grin. Neither of them spoke,
and they could net have been heatrd if
they had. It sounded as if all the
guns in the world were firlng at once.
A meoment later, Enloe’s vaqumitss be-
gan to pour out of the Wandering
Boy.

What had happened was quite
simple. Giff had tried to talk te Vince
Collins, who was about as shrewd, and
about as neaf speechless as trallers
ever got. Vince had answered with a
few monosylliables, and Giff seemed to
think he was net friendly. He said so,
in pretty faw language. Viace said
nothing.

“Ary man that drinks my whiskey
ain’t too good to talk to me,” roared
Giff. "Fill her up again, and see if
yo’ tongue won’'t come loose.”

“No, thank you,” said Vince. He
could see that this big bully, for ne
apparent reason on eafth, wanted to
start a quarrel. He had seen raneh
l;ands and trailers fix like that be-

ore.

Giff went for his gun, at that, and if
he wanted to start a quarkel, he had it
started. He fired one shet, into the
floor at Vince's feet. It seemed to be
the rallying signal for Emlloe’s hands.
At any rate, in half a second they all
had their guns out. Giff had started
a party, but he didn’t finish it, Vinece
Collins shet hirm apatt, before the fun
even stafted goed. After that, Vinee
and Den, and Lee and Acey, baeks {e-
gether, sfeked that room until En-
lee’s vagursess couldn’t Breathe the aif,

Wihen the firing stopped, and En-
loe’s men were all out of the Wandet-
ing Boy, the thiee cowmen walked
across the street. Enloe was follow-
ing behind Toliver and Lasket, and
wringing his hands like a sehool girl
who had lest her pencil. They en-
tered the Wandering Boy, and feund
a mess. One of Toliver's trailers and
thiee of Emlloe’s vaqusss lay dead .6n
the gtnﬁr, Enloe wae overcome with
grief,
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“This is terrible, Mr. Toliver,” he
said, still wringing his hands. “I
never could understand why men
would lose their tempets, and resort
to violence. It is so much easler to
do right.”

That quartette of swift gunners
who had made the Wandering Boy
too hot for Emnloe’s men were stand-
ing In a knot. Lee Gentry tuened to
Vince Collins, and said:

“Wihat do you think of that fool,
Vince? He talks like a woman.”

“Yes,” sald Vince, “and to quote the
Immortal Bard, ‘The lady doth pro-
test too much, metiiimks’ ™

“Much too much,” sald Lee. “He is
either a damn fool or a crook, and one
is abotit as bad as anethetr.”

CHAPTER II
A HAIRY WOLF

e dead were carried to the un-
dertaker’s shop, and Enloe and
his men mounted and left town.

The trailers went about the saloons,
and left Charley Toliver and Old
Tobe Lasker standing in the street.

“Mr. Lasker,” said Toliver, “what’s
the matter with Enloe?”

“Nothin’ the matter with him that I
know of,” sald Tobe, wrinkling his
nose,

“How on earth does a man like that
ever handle a gang of wild buckaroos
like he’s got?” asked Toliver.

“Oh, like he did just now. Just
lets things take their course. He
knows he can’t do nothin’ with them
devils, and he don’t try. Steve has
got some queer ways.”

“He must have,” said Toliver, mus-
ingly. “If he don’t watch that gang
of killers they Il get him in a jam
some time, and if he don’t control em,
and keep ’em away from my trailers,
he won’t have any hands. They took
my boys by surprise that time, but
they won’t any more. They— What
the devil Is that, coming yoender?”

“Wihat?” said Tobe Lasker. “I don’t
see anything.”

“I don't know What it is. Looks

sorter like a human. Anyway, it
walks on its hind legs, and dogs fol-
low it.”

“Oh, that,” sald Tobe, “Why, that’s
old Wolif Beddy. The old devil lives
in the pear thickets and traps wolves.
He assoclates with dogs, and looks
like a varmint. Wonder them dogs
of his’n don’t make a ristake and
keteh him sofie tife, but they den’t.
He can talk to them about as good as
he ean to a human, and ean understand
them abeut as geed. First time I've
saw the eld raseal for a year. Guess
he eemes in te get a supply eof
whigkey.”

Wolf Beddy was a little old man.
He was less than five foot, and badly
bent. He wore an outlandish costume
of rags, and more whiskers than were
ever cartied by any other man 8o
small, He passed within ten feet of
the two cowren, and dida’t even
grunt, He just seowled at them
through his whiskets, his beady little
blaek eyes glinting, and went e into
the saloen.

“Welll,” said Lasket, "I got to be
getting on to my ranch. You can be
ready to receive therm steers two
weeks from today. They ain’t ary man
in Texas whose word s better than
Steve’s.”

Lasker mounted and fode out of
town. Charley Toliver and his men
went back to theie camp. They were
not talking much, but Toliver knew
they were thinking, and he knew that
if they had anether fun-ih with En-
loe’s hands, thete would be a worse
tale to tell. After they got to camp,
Toliver saw that queer guartette
standing in a little kaet, talking iA
lew tones, and went to them, Lee
Gentry was always spekesman for the
group, §8 Toliver said te himi

“Lee, what started that mess?”

“That big puncher that they called
Giff,” said Lee.

“I know, but what did he start it
about?”

“We have just been talking about
that,” said Lee. “Best we can make
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out, they thought you had too many
hands.”

“Well,” said Toliver, who decided
that he would never know what
started the row, but did know that he
was not going to tey to find out from
that close-mouthed quartette, “I hope
there won’t be any more trouble over
it. Of course, I don’t expect my boys
to take baek water before any outfit,
but try to keep from mixing with
themh until Emloe gets the cattle
gathered, I want to get going with
therh, It is ene hell of a long trek
from here to Mentana.”

That seemed to have closed the in-
cident. The trailers lay around camp
most of the time after that, going to
town occasionally. Toliver noticed
that those four swift killers never
separated. If two of them went to
town, they all went. He made the
mental note that if anybody jumped
ther, there would be plenty of work
for the tindertaker for a while.

wo weeks from the day of the

fight, the fifiteem thousand steers

streamed across the Pecos ahout
noon.

“All right, Mr. Toliver,” said Steve
Enloe, in his low, soft voice. “We’ll
get ’em out five mile to the flats, and
deliver 'em to you just before night.
You get on one side of the herd and
I’ll get on the other, and count ’em.
If we ain’t quite together, we'll just
split the difference. I want to be
fair.”

“That’s all right,” said Toliver,
“but I won't receive the cattle just at
night. We’ll bed 'em, and tomorrow
morning we'll count them as they
leave the bedding ground.”

“But, Mr. Toliver,” protested En-
loe, “this is the day that I agreed to
deliver them, and you agreed to re-
celve them.”

“I would have received them this
morning, at the bedding ground, five
tniles east of the Pecos, if they had
been there,” sald Toliver. “They were
net thete, and fnow I won't recelve
them until tomortow morning.”

“I—I don’t know what I can do
about it,” said Enloe. “I always keep
my word, and—"

“I keep mine, too,” snapped Toliver)
“I'm satistied with the steers and the
price. If you and your hands will hold
therm five miles east of the Pecos until
tomortow morning, we'll begin count-
ing at daylight, ahd when they are
counted I'll give you your money. If
you don’t want to do that— Well, you
have just got fifteh thousand steers
east of the Pecos, that’s all.”

Tobe Lasker took Steve aside and
talked to him. Finally, Steve agreed
to hold the cattle until morning. En-
loe and his men went on to the bed-
ding ground, and bedded them,
Charley Toliver went to his own men,
who sat their horses in a group as the
herd went by.

“Boys,” said Toliver, “get back to
your own camp, close to the river, and
don’t anybody go about that herd until
morning. Then we'll all go out there
at daylight, and take over the herd.
It is beginning to look to e that
there i1s something damned rotten in
the State of Denrark, abouit that herd
of steers.”

“I don’t know how rotten it is,” said
Lee Gentry, “but I'll bet a dollar to a
nickel that them old rangy, ten-year-
old steers in the lot can outtun any
horse we got. Then I'll double the
bet that they had been bedded oiit
here onee a year for slx years. Ever
since they were four-year-o0lds.”

Charley Toliver shot Lee a keen
glance, and went on to camp. He won-
dered If Lee was thinking the same
thing about the soft-voieed, falf-
minded Steve Enloe that he was think-
ing.

Next morning as they were saddling
up, Lee Gentty sald to Toliver:

“Me. Toliver, if you don’t mind,
Acey and me, and Vince and Don
would like to be in the same watch, all
the way up the trail.”

“Alll right,” said Toliver. “I'll re-
member that when I go set the night
wateh. I guess you four Indians are
better satistied together, and the other
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boys come from all different parts of
the coumtry.”

They all rode on to the herd, but
Toliver mused as he went along: “I
wonder what the devil is wrong with
Enloe. I wondek, too, what those four
Indians have seen or heard that I
haven’t seen and heard. Well, I'll put
them together, like they want to be.
There is ofie thing sire, if anybody
jumps the outfit while they are on
herd, they'll take eare of themselves,
and if the ether fellow den't watch
aiit, they'll take eare of him, t66.”

At daylight Enloe’s men began to
rouse the cattle and move them north-
east in a thin stream. Enlloe and Tobe
Lasker stood on one side of the
stream of cattle, with Toliver on the
other, counting, while Toliver’s men
took the cattle after they passed the
coiifiters, Everything went smooth-
ly. When the last steer had passed
the cotifiters, Toliver’'s men fell in be-
hind the drag, and that herd was off
for Mentana,

“How many, Mr. Toliver?” asked
Enloe.

“Fifteen thousand and seven head,”
replied Toliver, “and I'll take 'em at
that count.”

“No,” said Emloe. “I aim to be fair.
I made it even fifiteem thousand.”

“All right,” said Toliver, “we'll
split it.”

“No, I'll just throw in them seven,
if you didn't make a mistake. Fifteen
thousand is what you bargained for,
and fiifteen thousand it is.”

Toliver paid over the money. The
chuck wagon went on after the herd
and the big resmuda.

“Well, Mr. Toliver,” said Enloe,
“you have paid what you said you
wotld, but I'd rather not sell to you
next year. I—I guess I'm particular,
and one day in closing a-deal means
gomething to me.”

“Well,” laughed Toliver, feeling
that he had got the best of Enloe some
way, but not knowing how, “if I put
this string of steers in Montana, I
won’t have to drive another trail herd.

The profit on them will be all I'll ever
need.”

Tobe Lasker's nose had been
wrinkled for five minutes, while the
other two men were talking, and now
he said:

“If you put them fifiteemn thousand
wild devils in Montana, you can drive
fiftsen thousand crickets otit of a hay-
stack. Here’s hopin’ you do, and good
luck. Se long.”

Toliver rode on after the herd, won-
dering if Tobe Lasker really thought
he couldn't deive those steers, with
the best gang of trailers in the world.

was setting the watches, and tak-
ing eare to put Lee and Acey,
Vince and Don in the same watch,
that Toliver saw his four Indians in
a little knet again, and went to them.
“Welll, Lee,” he said, “what do you
think of this string of beef?”

“About as good as ever went out of
Texas,” said Lee, “but there’s more
ages of cattle in that herd than any
herd I ever saw. Some of the big ones
are at least twelve years old, and the
wildest cattle I ever saw.”

~uyres? Well, I guess that long
drive we gave 'efn teday will rake ‘em
willing te lie down and behave te-
night.”

“Maybe so,” said Lee, “but if they
ever run before they get trail-broke
and leg-weary, it'll take the best
horses we got to turh ‘em.”

“I hadn’t thought of that,” said
Toliver. “I’ll tell the boys to rope out
their best mounts for night work, for
a few nights, until we get 'em gentled
a little. You four fellows mount your
best herses, and go on at midnight.”

It was a little while after midnight,
and the four Indians were on herd.
There was not a drop of Indian blood
in any of them, but Toliver called
them his four Indians, because they
came from the Indian Country, and
had some Indian ways. Suddenly,
those cattle rose as one, and started to
FuR, Whatkver had seared them had

It was just before night when he
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been at the north side of the bedding
ground. The country was open, but
no one took time to look for the
booger. The steers headed right back
the trail that they had come. Every-
body was ofi the job, and they rode
their best, but they could net tura
those cattle. In the lead were a lot
of old timers that cotild run as fast as
the best horses, and they simply re-
fused to bend. It was almest daylight
when the four Indians fimally bent
them inte a mill. Sunrise shewed
them that they were en the very bed-
ding ground where Enloe had de-
livered therd te Teliver.

Charley Toliver was a fine fellow,
and all that, but when he was rotised,
there was plenty of fire in him. He
dida’t have mueh te say that merning,
but it was beginning te seak inte his
head that there was semething wreng
with the eattle tiade that he had made,

“Don’t give ’em a chance to graze,
boys,” he snapped. “String ’em out
right back the teail. I'll make ’em
damn glad to rest and sleep, before I
get through with ‘em.”

CHAPTER 111
THEY FLY AGAIN

o chance to graze, and only a

little water, saw a weary herd

of cattle drop to the ground
that night, within a mile of where
they had been bedded the night be-
fore, The men were weary, too. At
midnight the wateh was doubled. The
feur Indians were on the nerth side,
when the eattle again rose and flew,
But they didn’t follow at ence. They
had seattered out. Suddealy, Lee
Gentry fired a shet. He dismeunted,
picked up semething, and thiew it up
in the feris of a mesquite tree. Then
he meunted and tere en after the herd
with the ethers.

That time they stopped the herd
ten miles short of the original start-
ing point. At daylight they started
them again, limping along.

“Ten miles in two days,” growled
Charley Toliver. “Why, damn it, I

can’t put these steers in Montana in
five years, at that rate.”

He was talking to the four Indians,
at the chuck wagon, about noon. They
were as stolid-faced as real Indians.
As they were mounting to ride on
after the herd, Lee sald to Toliver:

“Mr. Toliver, I got something to
show you about a mile on up the trail.”

“Wihat is it?"” asked Toliver.

“I don’t know. Maybe you'll know.
I think it is what scared the lights out
of them steers.”

They all rode on with the herd. Just
where the cattle had bedded the night
before, Lee Gentry and his thiee com-
panions led Toliver to a little mes-
quite tiee. Lee polnted to an object
in the forks of the tree.

“There’s what I wanted to show
you,” he said.

“Wihy, it’s nothing but a welf,” said
Toliver, “Still, it looks a little dif-
ferent from any other wolf I ever saw.
Wiere did you get it?”

“I shot it, last night, about the time
the cattle ran,” sald Lee. “It must
have been right in the edge of the
herd when they ran, and—"

“Why, Lee. I've been on the trall
a long time, and I never knew wolves
to stampede a herd, when there were
men riding around it. That’s a funay
leoking woilf.”

“It shore is, Mr. Toliver, and—
That’s a Sneezing Wolf.”

“A what?”

“I know you’ll say I'm erazy, but—
I've heard a stofy that there’s a sort
of wolf in here on the lower Peees
that can’t howl, and when it tries te
it makes a sort of sneezing noise that
scares a steer to death.”

“Nonsense,” sald Toliver. “Where
did you ever hear such a fool story as
that?”

“It was told to me by an old trail
hand. He said he had never seen one,
but had heard ’em sneeze in the night,
and that it sounded more like a booger
than anything that he ever heard.”

“Some of these old trailets are the
damnedest liars on earth,” snapped
Toliver, “but that’s about the worst
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one that I have ever heard. Come on.
I guess those steers just have to be
worried down before they’ll behave.
They certalnly woefi’t fun tonight.”

Nightfall found the herd just five
miles beyond whete they had bedded
at the end of that first long day’s
drive.

“Thirty miles in three days, cattle
half-dead and Hherses wofn out,”
growled Toliver. "Wewe got to do
better than that, of we'll never piit
these cattle on the Mentana range be-
fore frost.”

“Looks to me like we are having
pretty good luck te still have the cat-
tle,” said Lee Gentry. “They mighty
nigh got away from us that fiust
night, and teied their damnedest again
last night.”

“What do you mean got away from
us?” said Toliver.

“Wihy, your trade was that If you
let the cattle get back on Steve En-
loe’s range, they were his cattle. He
told you that you couldn’t gather SE
steers on his range, unless they had a
road-brand, and you wotlda’t road-
brand ‘em.”

"€Tee: here, Lee,” snapped Tollvet,
rearing up on the bed-roll
where he sat. "Whhat do you

knew that I don’t know about this

mess?”

“Nothing,” said Lee. “You heard
everything I heard.. I'm not blind,
and neither are you. There are a lot
of little things. If you want me to
add somme of them up—"

“Do your adding, and let me see
what you get. I've been doing a little
adding myself, today.”

“All right,” said Lee. “Steve Enloe
is too good to be trwe. That’s one
thing. He knew you wouldn't rope
and throw fifiteem thousand big, wild
steers, and road-brand ’em. That’s an-
other thing. He wouldn’t let you come
on his range to gather the steers, if
you let ‘ern get away. He wanted you
‘take over the steers at night, se they
would run, and go back ento his
range. My guess is that a 1ot of these

steers have been sold several times,
and have got away and gone back to
his herd, because the trailers said
what you said; that if you ever
wrapped your waddies around those
fifttwn thousand steers, they were
yours.”

“Then you think that Steve Enloe
has stampeded these steefs twice, to
try to get 'em back onto his range?”

“Welll, that would be a pretty easy
way to get a lot of good steers,
wouldn’t 1t? He could sell ’em again
next spring.”

“Yes, that would be an easy way to
get the steers, but you don’t believe
that Enlloe done anything of the kind.
You showed me that dead wolf, and
told me you believed that was what
stampeded the steers last night. Are
you boys helding out on me? Have
you seen anybody aboit the herd at
night?”

“No one except our own men,” said
Lee.
“Welll, whatever caused you to tell
me that wild tale about Sneezing
Wolves? You know that just a trail-
er's lie.”

“Maybe it is,” said Lee, “but— Mr.
Toliver, I have been among the In-
dians for several years, and they tell
a lot of things that sound quite as bad
as that, and many of them I know are
ttue. Theee’s a whole lot of things
abotit the people and the varmints and
the like in these out of the way places
that mest people den’t knew.”

“Perhaps,” said Toliver, “but there
is one thing about some people in this
out of the way place that I do know.
That is, that if Steve Emnlloe is a thief,
and tryiag to work me, he Is trying
to work the wrong man. They can’t
take these cattle by that teick, for we
are thirty riles from his range-line,
and they are o worh otit they can't
fun that far again.”

“Might make it in two runs,” said
Lee.

“Do you think these half-dead cat-
tle will run again tonight?” asked
Toliver.

“Welll, I've been on the teail a good



74

while, and I never have seen any cat-
tle that couldn’t run, if a big enough
booger jumped ‘em.”

“Lee, there’s only one thing that has
the sense to scare these steers from
the north side of the herd every night,
and that’s a man. If I find eut that
one of my own men 1is standing in with
Enloe, and tiying to steal this herd
from me after I have pald fof it, he
gets hung, and I am going to begin
fight fow to 1ok for him. I'th mak-
ing ne eharges against any ene. I'm
just geing to watch for him, and when
I eateh him—="

“I don’t think there is a man in the
outfit that would do that, Mr. Toliver.
He couldn't get away with it if he
tried. If you want to watch tonight,
go with us four boys. We'll get on
the north side of the herd, scatter out,
and just watch.”

“Huh,” gfunted Tolivet. “Watch
for Sneezing Wollves, I reck’n.”

“Watch for anything that tries to
scare the steers,” said Lee. “The north
side is the place to watch. If it is
some one trying to run 'em back to
Emnloe’s range, he wotildn’t scare the
herd on the south side, and run them
north.”

“All right,” said Toliver. “I'll go
with you boys, and I want it under-
stood that if we catch anybody trying
to stampede this herd, he gets hung
first, and given a chan¢e to explain
afterwards.”

hey all ate supper and slept a

while, for no man living can go

forever without sleep. They
were up and on the job a little while
before midnight. Riding around to
the north side of the herd, they scat-
tered oiit, as clese to the cattle as it
was safe to ride. The tired cattle were
sleeping qtiletly, Toliver, Lee, and
Acey had fet, and stopped, and were
talking in low tones, as they relled
gmekes. Suddenly, Toliver stiffened
in his saddle, as he heard an unearthi
neige. It was a cembination of snarl,
Bark and eeugh. It ameunted to a sert
f hellew, gilping sneeze. The caitle

ran. The very devil would have run
from that noise, and yet it was not
very loud. As the cattle started, some-
thing darted by the thiee horsemen.
Toliver jetked his gun, fired and
missed.

That was all he had time for then,
The cattle were milled on the bedding
where they had bedded the first night
after they started. They had gone
back five miles, and now had made
only tweniyfive miles in three days,
and were jammed up until they could
barely tiawvel. After they were quieted
down, Toliver hunted up his four In-
dians, and said:

“Now, boys, we've got to get to the
bottom of this mess. If all the hands
find out about those Sneezing Wolves,
a lot of ’em will be scared stiff. If
they ever hear one, and don't see it,
they’ll swear it's the devil. I saw that
one. It was no bigger than a kioty.
About like the one you killed last
night. What I den’t see is why they
jump the nofth side of the herd.”

“That’s pretty easy to fiigure,” said
Lee. “The herd coming up the trail
scares them, and they run on ahead.
Then when night comes they steal
back. In a big hetd like that there is
always some cattle getting hurt, and
bleeding. The wolf smells the blood,
and starts to hunt for it. Then he
funs inte the ecattle, tries to snarl,
sneezes and scares hell out of 'em.”

“You say that old trailer said them
Sneezing Wolves were bad down in
this lower Pecos country?” asked
Toliver.

“Yes, and he said this is the only
place that ever saw them, or heard of
therm.”

“Welll, tomorrow night I'm going to
try to keep 'em out of my herd. I
guess that let’s Enlloe out of it. I was
suspicious of him, just like you said.
He {s too damn good to be ttwe, but
maybe he 18 just one of those fellows
that have queer ideas aboiit trail otit-
fits, and sofne of therm afe pretty raw.”

Tihe cattle quieted. A double watch
guarded therm until morning, and then
they were permitted to graze slowly
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on north. A little while after noon
they came to good water, let the steers
fill up, then drifted them out onto
high country and geod grass before
night. Neo chanee for anythiag ex-
cept a wolf or a bug of some kind to
slip up there. All hands were ot
with the herd. Again, just after mid-
night, ne wolf sneezed, but a shot was
fired at the west side of the herd. The
eattle paid ne attention to it. A dezen
fore shots erashed. The men left the
cattle alene, and stormed areund te
the seene of the sheeting. Twe ridef-
less herses stead a little way frem the
herd. The feur itndians and Teliver,
whe had been watehing en the Aerth
side of the herd, were ameng the filst
te reach them. They ealght the
Rerses, and found the twe trailers whe
had ridden them, lying a litthe wag
apart. Beth of them were guite dead.

Rre Wwas N8 seuRd ef a fuAning
herse. N8 one was iR sight. As the
giher men came up, the ROFees were
caHght. The dead were put en their
RBraes and two of the tratlers set out
Fof camp Wwith them. The gther {railers
EEBHE%G the prairie fef Ralk a milg,

ut saw RECRIAG:

“Get back to the herd, boys,” said
Toliver. “There is something mighty
queet about this, and the queerest
thing of all is that those wild steers
paid no attention to all that shooting.”

oliver and the four Indians

wefe riding around to the north

of the herd again, when they
pulled up in a little squad.

“Boys,” said Toliver, “there is some-
thing fishy about this.”

“Looks that way,” said Lee Gentry,
“but there is just one thing that
could have happened out there. No
one was there but the two men who
were killed. They must have had a
falling out about something, shot it
out and killed one anothee. If there
had been anybody else oiit thete, we
wotuld have seen them, or heard their
hotses running, for it is flat, open
prairie for a mile.”

“That must have been the way of

it,” said Toliver, “but it looks queer.
These two fellows came to the outfit
together, and I never heard anything
of a quartel between them. They—
Look owt!”

Tihose crazy cattle were up and
gone, and Toliver and his men had
heard nothing, seen nothing. Weary
as they were, and undistutibed by a
dozen shets, the cattle wete off to the
sotith 1lke a fflash, They didn’t run
very far., It was little mefe than a
mile to the water, and there the men
stopped the ecattie, and held them
until daylight. Toliver and his four
Indians got breakfast early next
merning, and were sitting their horses
fear the herd, which was scaftered
aleng the water, and grazing eut to=
ward the prairie nerth of the stream,

“Boys,” said Toliver, “I'm begin-
ning to get about enough of this. I've
been on this trail for a long time, and
have had a lot of queer experiences
with cattle, but never anything like
this. Those steefs sleeping right
through a gun-fight, and then rearing
up and golng erazy when everything
was still, and not a cloud in the sky,
is spooky. I heard that damned thing
8noft, of sneeze, of whatever you may
call the neise, night before last. 1
dida’t hear anything last night, and I
dida’t see anything, But I'm sufe it
wae ofe of those same things
that seared the eattle. I'm geing te
puth these cattle mere to the east, te-
day, and try te get as far away frem
the Pecos as pessible. IF these Sngez-
ing Wolves are enly aleng the lewer
Pecos, we'll de euf Best to drive eut
of their territory. A little mere of
this, and eatthe, B3RS, aRd men wilh
all be run te geath.”

The herd started. As Toliver and
his four Indians followed on they saw
the four men who had been detailed
to bury the two traillets, just fikinisiing
the shallow grave. Toliver rode ovef
to where they were, and stood talking
to them for a few minutes. When he
left the Indians, Viaee Collins rode
up_dby the side of Lee Gentry and
gaid:
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“Laze, a little more of this stuff, and
Old Man Charley is going to fly apart.
It's getting on his nerves. I didn’t
tell him, buit I don’t believe those two
fellows killed one anmother.”

“I know they didn't,” said Lee. “I
just said that to help keep Toliver on
the earth. Tihat first shot that was
fired was a rifle shot. All those boys
had were six-shootets. I looked on
their saddles, and there were no car-
bines. Thete were several more rifle
shots fired in the mess.”

“Yes,” said Vince, “I heard that, but
I can’t imagine what the devil became
of the man or men that fired those
rifle shots. It doesn’t seem possible
that they cotild have got out of the
way that quick.”

“Didn't get out of the way,” put in
Acey Duff. “I ain’t been to school,
like you fellers, but I'm part wolf my-
self. I've saw Indians hide where the
grass weren’t six inches high, and rid
all around ’em without seein’ ’em.
That gent was right out there on the
ground. It was night time, and dark.
They’s foof on half a mile of prairie
for abetit a millien men to lie on the
ground. So, wheh you staft to ride
6nto one man out there, in the night
time, there’s about a chance in a mil-
lien that you'll strike Rim.”

“That’s shore right,” said Don
Bogle. “I can’t figger like Acey do,
but I damn shore know that a Indian
can hide behind a bush that wouldn't
shelter a cotton-tail rabbit from the
sun,”

“That don’t mean anything,” said
Lee. “There are no Indians in this
country now; The Texas Rangers ran
them out years ago.”

“Shore,” said Acey, “but they could
be one Indian here, that sneaks away
from some reservation, and tries to go
back to the tricks that his grampaw
used to play on the settlers.”

“No,” said Lee, “that won't click.
Here’s what we are up against. This
is the cleanest, squarest trail outfit I
ever saw, and Charley Toliver is a
prince, biit 1 this goes on he’ll go to

pieces like a wet paper. - He'll fight
anything he can see, but he can’t see
this. I can’t see it myself. I killed
one of those wolves, and it don’t look
like any wolt I ever saw. Maybe to-
day’s drive will take us ot of the
range of the Sneezing Wolwes, but it
won’t take us oiit of the range of
smoking lead. Wa've got to stop whe-
ever that is dolng the killing. Teliver
and the rest of his men are fine fel-
lows, Eame as feR get, but they just
dof’t know Indian tricks, ahd this is
one, whether it is ah Indian deing it
ef het. Tonight, we'll see what we
ean d8.”

Toliver caught up with them, and
they all rode on after the herd. They
were swinging east toward the high
plateau of o6pen praifie that was the
first of the great steps leading up to
the staked plains. Night found them
ten miles from any timber. As the
ﬁattle bedded, Lee said to Vince Cel-

ns:

“Now I'd like to see some gentle-
man slip up on this herd, and get away
with any rough stuff. If anything
starts, we'll just let the others take
care of the herd, and we’ll see what
we can fiitdk. We know a few Indian
tricks ourselves.”

CHAPTER 1V
THE SNEEZIN® VARMINT

he cattle slept quietly that

night, and seemed to be geiting

ttail broke. They were well
away from the Pecos now, and another
good day’s drive would put them iA
the regulae teail, where all the big
herds crossed the high plains country.
They had to follow that route, i
erder to have water. Toliver said he
just had te have seme sleep that Aight,
§6 the feur Indians and half a degen
gther trailers were on herd just after
midaight. The IAdians had taken the
Rerth side as uswal. They met iR a
Buheh Ralt an heur after tmRy went
oh watch. Lee Gentry losked at Acey
DUl and said:
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“What are you doing with that rope
in your hand, Acey?”

“I'm packin’ it this way tonight,”
said Acey, as he filirted the loop, to
keep it straight. “If I see one of them
Sneeziin®* Wolfs, I aim to ketch it for
a pet.”

“Why, Acey, you can’t rope a wolf,”
said Lee,

“The hell I can’t,” chuckled Acey.
“I've roped many a razotback hawg,
and they are the hardest thing on
earth to rope and hold. I ailm toe—
Look out—" Acey jumped his hotse,
and his rope whirted. He jerked it
taut, there was a struggle at the leop
end of it, and that terrible coughing,
snarling sneeze, "I got him, fellers,”
yelled Acey. "“Get another rope en
him befere he gets away., We'lll— Aw
hell. There he gees.”

They were after the wolf in a
bunch, as it tore across the prairie,
going due north from the herd.

“Don’t shoot him, boys,” called Lee
Gentry. “Let’'s take him whole, and
see what he looks like.”

They did not take that wolf whole.
They were all riding good hotses, and
they crowded the wolt for a mile.
Then their hotses began to lag a little,
Off to the right, and ahead of them,
they heard the peeuliar secreeching
call of a prairie owl. Lee Genfry
yelled to his companiens to pull up,
and thiew his ewn hofse en its
haunches,

“Whhat is it?” asked Collins.

“Dog town,” said Lee. “Those
prairie owls hole up with prairie dogs.
1f we ride in there, it will be just too
bad for us. Anyway, that wolf is
gone, Maybe we seared him bad
eneugh to keep him away from the
herd fer a while.”

They went back to the herd, which
was still sleeping quietly when they
reached it, and they stopped in a little
group, to let their horses breathe,
while they rolled a smoke.

“I guess I made a mistake,” said
Lee, "when I told you boys not to
shoot. If we had all opened on that
wolf, some of us would have hit him,

red

Funny thing. Wolwes usually go in
packs, but that one was alone the
night Toliver saw him, and heard him
sneeze, I saw two the night I killed
that one, but there was only one to-
night.”

“Yeah,” laughed Acey Duff, “and
he’ll dedge and run every time he
smells a herd of cattle the rest of his
life, I thought I had him good, but
a wolf is shere harder to held than a
razorback hawg. I've ketehed many
a ene of them.”

e cattle slept on. Wihen the
last watch came on the four In-
dians went to camp, and went to

sleep. There was no disturbance.
After a full night of sleep, Charley
Toliver rolled otit of his blankets feel-
ing fime. A little while later he was
talking to his four Indians. Lee
Gentry told him of the weolf chase,
and he laughed. He was feeling
natural again:

“I guess we'll be out of the territory
of Sneezing Wolwes in another day.
By the way, you boys say there’s a
dog-town out thete. You take the
point this morning. Let Vince and
Don take one side, and you and Acey
take the other, Lee. You know where
that dog-town is. Swing the herd a
little west and miss it. I den’t want
any horses crippled, of men hurt.
Theie afe nohe too many of us, new,
since those two— Things are -geing
to be all right new. I feel a let bet-
tek, Fof a while I thought there
might be semething te EmleR trying
to stampede the steers Back @ his
fange. I den't think &s, Aew. If
there was anything te it, we are es
far frem his range Rew fof anybedy
te try that”

The big herd started on north.
Later in the day they would swing
west, and strike the cattle trail. A
mile from the bedding ground, Collifis
and Duff gave back a little, and Lee
and Acey pushed the rangy old
leaders over to miss the dog-towh.
Then Lee rode off to the right te leek
at that deg-town. He took several
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turns across the prairie, but no sign of
a dog-town did he see. Cursing him-
self for not keeping on after the wolf
the night before, he rede thought-
fully back te his place with the herd.
He was wondering about that owl be-
ing away out there, and no dog-town.
He had heard it, and knew what it
was, for he had heard them a thousand
times on the praities at night, and had
faade the rmental nete that that was
anether of natuie’s warnings to men.
It a man were prairie wise, he knew
enough i ge reund a place where
those ewls sereeched their eall, for
it was always a deg-tewn. Ne, Aet
always. There was He deg-tewn here.

he herd swung into the trail.

Toliver was riding far ahead at

the time. As the herd bedded
that evening he rode up to his Four
Indians, and saiidl:

“Welll, boys, I think our troubles
are over. In spite of our bad start,
we are the first herd on the trail. We’ll
have good gtass, the waterholes will
all be full, and everything lovely. I
guess we are clean out of the Sneez-
ing Wolf country by this time.”

“Yes,” said Lee Gentry, “it is good,
open country now for a long way, but
there is one place that I'm afraid of.,”

“Whete is that?” asked Toliver.

“Crossing the Colorado River.
There is a stretch of deep draws and
gulches on both sides of the river. We
can’t drive that stretch of roughs in
a day, and get out onte high, open
ground by night. The steers will be
diy when we get in thete, and they’ll
take half a day to fill up with water.
We've got to let ‘e rest and fill up

ood, for there is a leng dry streteh
the ether side of the Celerade.”

“Oh, we'll make that drive all
tight,” said Toliver. “I have crossed
a herd there every year since there
has been a cattle trail, and I never had
any trouble. Thete’ll be plenty of
water at Eagle Lake this time, and
the steers won’'t be drfy enoiugh to
stampede to water, if we handle them

right at the river., That Sneezing
Wolf business has got you jumpy. It
had me going for a while, but I've
doped it oiit. Them wolves had dis-
terapes, same as degs have, was the
reason they made that noise when they
teied to snarl, of howl., Theie’s A6
doubt in my mind now that those twe
boys simply fell eiit about semething,
and shet ene anether that Aight. You
four Indians had better get a geed
night’s sleep tenight. The eattle are
trail-bioke, how, ahd wen't rup, 1
slept last night. I'll ge on herd with
the other beys at midnight. A geed,
full pight's sleep will ﬁgut you fight.
é habye felt like a different man te-
ay.

So, at night the foiir Indians rolled
into their blankets. Tihey did not get
a good, full night’s sleep, and had just
as well gone on herd at midnight.
That hefd ran back the teail tea miles,
before all hands eouild stop it. No éne
had seen anything.

“Thern steers has just got the damn
runnin’ habit,” said Don Beogle, next
morning. “Dve seen 'ern get that way.
Seme old long-horn devil just dreams
a booger is after hira. He gets up and
starts to go seme place, and the others
go with him.”

“I've seen ’em fun that way, t60,”
said Lee Gentry, "but they didn’t al-
ways trun south. I'll bet a hundred
dollars to a nickel that a Sneezing
Wollf seared ’em.”

“Why do a Sneezing Wolff always
jump the north side of the herd?”
asked Acey Duff.

“Search me,” sald Lee, "but I mean
to find out.”

The cattle were not jammed up
quite so badly in that run, and they
made a good day's drive, getting back
into the ecattle trail, and tea miles
farther on than whete they Hhad
bedded the night befere. The feur
Indians stayed on herd, and watehed
clesely. There was Aot a thing hap-
pened. The cattle slept like tired
babies. Don Begle saiidl:

“Welll, thern old steers was just t66
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tired to dream anything worth a damn,
so they didn’t run last night.”

“Maybe that was it,” growled Acey,
whose lips were beginning to crack
with the wind of the plains, and loss
of sleep had not helped his disposition
any. “I know one thing. I don’t mind
mixing smoke with fustlets, that’ll get
in the open and sheot it out, but this
thing is something else. It 16oks pliumb
damn spooky to me, and I got about
all of it that I can eat. Evety tifme I
go on herd at ﬂi%ht I think abeut them
two boys being kilt. You fellers ain’t
fever told Old Man Charley that they
was fifles in that mess. He thinks
them bBeys kilt ene anether, But we
know damn well they didn’t. I think
we sught e tell him.”

“Wait a while,” counseled Lee. “It
is bad enough for part of the hands to
have the jittets. If Old Man Charley
gets ’em, the outfit is likely to go all
to pleces, and lose the whole herd.”

Nothing more was said about the
matter. A good drive was made that
day. Toliver doubled the watch at
midnight that night, and went on herd
with the Indians. He had been doing
a let of thinking. There must be
somme man i his eutfit who was wrong.
Still, he had seen and heard that
Sneezing Wolff scare the cattle once.
He had seen the one that Lee had
killed, He was sitting his horse with-
in fifty feet of the four Indians that
Aight, just after midnight, when two
things happened, almest in the same
tick of the eleck. Fitst, the cattle
simply rose and flew, and a split see-
ond fater twe shets were fired ever
on the west side of the herd. Teliver
dida’t pay any attention ie the shets.
Semetimes when a bunch of eadtle
started e Break away frem the main
ferd iR a fun, the Beys weuld fire in
Front of them, 8 turh them baek.

That was a real run. It all happened
86 quick that no one could tell
whether it was the shots, or samething
else that started the run. But, when
morning came, and the herd was back
on the trail, Toliver discovered that
he was two mmen short. He swore,

under his breath, and taking the four
Indians rode on up the trail ahead of
the herd. Out to the west of the
bedding ground, where the cattle had
been when they started the run the
night before, two horses with saddles
on them were dragging their bridles
and grazing. A hundied yards frem
thern, and only a little way apart, lay
two fmen on the ground, both dead.
They, too, were partners.

harley Toliver blew up, then.
There was no longer a chance

that the men had fallen out and
killed one anothet. Lee Gentry told
him that those two shots were rifle
shots, and he recalled that they had
the shert, sharp, vieious bark of a
tifle,

“Boys,” he said, “that means that
somebody is working on my men. I
can't think of an enemy I have on the
trail. I’'ve been fair with everybody,
and—"

“Except Steve Enloe,” said Lee.
“You wouldn’t let him steal fiffeen
thousand steers from you.”

“Lee, I don’t believe it is Enloe,”
said Toliver. “While we were close
to his range, I thought It might be
him, but we are too far away now. He
would know that he never eould run
the cattle back there from hefre. Any-
way, if it was some of his killets, we
would be bound to get a glimpse of
’efn olit here in this open, plains coun-
tiy. I have watehed, and I know you
have, and nene of us has seen any-
bedy. I'th— Well, I'fa just beat. I
can’t do anything but drive the Herd
of, but I den’t want my men killed if
the dark, without having a chanee. It
leeks like="

“It looks like I told you, down there
at Horsehead,” said Lee, when Enloe’s
killers jumped us in that saloon. ¥ *“It
looks like you just had more hands,
and better ones, than Steve Enloe
wanted you to have. These two kill-
ings look as if somebody still felt that
way about it. If they can get your
outfit trithihed to the size they want,
then they’ll jump you out in the open



—probably -about the -crossing -of the
Colorado.”

“Well, what do you say to do?"
asked Toliver. “I'm out. I don’t know
what to do. If I don’t put this herd
theough, I'm ruined. IE I keep on the
way D't going, I'll lose a lot of the
best men ih the world, and still not
put the herd through.”

“All right,” said Lee. “Since you
asked me, I'd put all hands north -of
the herd tonight. If the cattle run,
let 'em go to the devil. They can't
feih back to Emloe's range, now.
Theytl stop when they play out.
When the fess starts, we'll simply
gpread and ride nerth until we find
gomething. It is bound to be north
of the hewd, whatever it is, for the
cattle alwaya fun from that side, as
it semething or sonebedy was de-
termined to net let yeu drive these
gteers.”

“We’ll do that,” said Toliver. “I've
come to where I've got to know what
is doing this. Sneezing Wallves can
scare cattle and make them run, but
they can’t fire rifles and kill men.”

The herd was stopped at some fair
water, two hours before night. While
the cattle drank and grazed, all the
men but a few slept. Toliver was go-
ing to make an effort to solve that
mystery, and he wanted his men in as
good shape as possible.

Never was there a finer night than
that. The men were all at the herd
by midnight, and all on the north side
of it. The cattle were bedded on some
high ground, a mile north of the water
hole, The four Indians had talked to
Toliver, and then had riddem north,
an hour before midnight. Teliver had
fot asked themwiheie theywere going,
but he knew they were either golng to
help ecateh the fhan of meA who was
deifig the mischief, or else to join
them, He had abeut got te whete he
dida’t teust aﬁgthmg ef anybody.
leeked gueer that those feur Iﬁdiaﬁﬁ
wanted to ride away just then, But let
thef ge. Wihat he wanted was a shew-
down,” Something that he eeuld eeme

to grips with, He called the boys
around him and said:

“Now, boys, I'm out for blood. With
all of us out here, no man on earth
can slip up and pot one of us without
the rest seeing him. I want that man.
Don't ask any questions. Simply blow
him apart. Scatter along the north
side of the herd, but keep in bunches,
and keep your eyes and ears open.”

So started the midnight watch, and
Charley Toliver’s drive for the mys-
tery of the Sneezing Wolwves that
stampeded cattle, and actually shot
men,

CHAPTER V
A RIGHT BAD WOLF
t was half an hour after midnight.
Tohver was restless and jumpy.
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The four Imdians wefe a good half
mile in the lead, and their fresh horses
were outdistancing Toliver and his
men. From sfithe €0 time, Tolliear
could see a flash, far ahead, as one or
other of the Indians fired at the flee-
ing wolf, Suddenly, the Indians
seemned to have stopped, and all were
firingy. Then the firing stopped. The
next thing Toliver khew, they were
fairly on the Indians, whe weie Fiding
due east, right acress the eourse,

“Come on,” yelled Lee Gentry.
“They crossed that damned gulch,
heading on north. We cotildn’t cross
it. Got to head it.”

“They, who?” asked Toliver, as he
sputred in by the side of Lee Gentty,
and galloped on with the rest,

“How the hell do I know?” returned
Lee. “I know this place. There is a
mile more of open country, then a
little creek with some timber on.
Come on, we've got to beat 'em to
that creek.”

Around the head of the deep gulch,
the Indians set a course northwest
across the prairie, and spurted ahead
of the rest, who followed as near in
a bunch as the speed of their horses
would let them. They reached the
first bank of the creek just as two
objects went over it, in a hail of lead.
Thete was no timber just there. The
two things went inte a nafrow deep
wash, and the trailers heard that terri-
ble snarling sneeze agalh., But some-
bedy's bullet caught the wolf, just as
it went over the bank, inte the wash,
and it relled dewh to the bottern dead.
The trailers could see nething in that
gash in the greund,

“Swing around it,” yelled Lee
Gentry. “There's something else in
there. Dof't let it get away.”

The men encircled the place. It was
just a little ditch, not more than
thirty feet long.

“Now, pour lead into that place,”
called Toliver.

“No!” yelled a voice from the ditch.
“I'll gived up.”

“Wihnit—tiee—helll,” said Toliver, in
amazement.
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“Climb up out of there,” called Lee
Gentry. A dwarfish figure climbed out
of the wash. “Put a rope of him,
Acey.”

The next moment, the thing had a
rope on it, and was being slowly
dragged toward a clump of trees a
hundred yards away.

“I don’t want to touch that thing,”
said Toliver, “but I want to look at it.
Get some wood, boys, and make a fiire,
so we ean have a light.”

he fire blazed up, and the men

looked at what they had caught.

Only one man in the outfit knew
what it was. That was Charley Toli-
ver, and he gasped:

“Well, I'll be damned. Old Wolf
Beddy?!”

“Yes, it's me,” snarled the old beast.
It may ot may not have been an omen,
but Wolf Beddy was standing under
the projecting limb of the biggest tree
in the grove.

“What are you doing out here on
the cattle trail, a hundred miles from
Horsehead?” asked Toliver.

“That’s my business,” snarled Wolf,

“Oh, it is? Well, I'm going to make
it mine. If you have anything to say,
you’d better say it.” Toliver glanced
up at that overhanging limb.

“Why—you— You gents wouldn’t
—wotuildn’t hang—”"

“Oh, no. Certainly not,” jeered
Toliver. “We wouldn’t think of hang-
ing an innocent little man like you,
but what's the story? What about
those Sheezing Wolves?”

“They—they’re both dead,” said
Wolff Beddy.

“Both?” sald Toliver.

“Yes, both,” replied Wolf. “They
never was but two of 'em. They was
eight year old. I had a Russian wolf
bitch. She brought a litter of half-
wolf pups. I picks out two of the
best ofies and kills the rest. When
them two pups grows up, they are the
smartest dogs I ever seen, I could
teach ’efa to do anything, but they



never could bark. All the sound they
ever made was a sort of sneeze.”

“Hub,” grunted Toliver. “Mean
that there never was but two Sneez-
ing Wolves on the Pecos?”

“That’s all I ever heard of,” said
Wolf, “and they was only half wolf,
I trapped for Steve Enloe for twemty
year. One day I showed them two
pups to Steve Emloe. He asked me
could I train ’em to stampede a herd
of cattle, and then come back to me.
I tells him I can, and I does. After
that, every spring when Steve sells his
cattle, he sends me with the two pups,
to stampede ’em back onto Steve’s
range.”

“And you sent them in to stampede
the cattle, then called them back with
the cry of a prairi¢ owl,” said Lee
Gentry.

“Shore,” said Wolf.

“Well, they worked all right this
time,” sald Lee, “up to a certain point,
but when you found out you couldn’t
take the cattle away from us, why
dida't you take yowmr Sneezing
Wolves, and go on back home?”

“I—I wish I had of done that,” said
Wolf, slowly, “but— Somebody kills
one of my dogs, and it made me mad.
I thought more of them two dogs than
I did of ary human on earth, so—"

“So you crawled up and potted two
of our men,” said Lee.

“Yes, I done that,” snarled Wolf.

“And two nights later, you got two
more.”

“Yup,” said Wolf. “That was fair.
You felletrs got two of my dogs, and
ary one of ’em was worth more than
ary two men you got.”

“That’s a matter of opinion,” said
Lee Gentry, dryly. “Take the wit-
ness, Mr, Toliver.”

“He’s too damned filthy to touch,”
said Charley Toliver, “and I hate to
waste good rope on him, but—"

“Hold on,” snarled Wolf. “You—
you said you wouldn’t hang me for—"

“I didn't know you had murdered
four of my men, when I said that,”
replied Toliver, gtimly. “Deo your
stuff, Acey.”

A cey’'s rope ffipped. The noose
went over Wolf’'s neck. The
other end went over that pro-

jecting limb, and the ttailers pulled
of it until that bundle of depravity
was clear of the ground, then snubbed
it to a sapling. In these modern times,
Wollf would probably have been
turned loose on the growmiz—of in-
safiity, but those trailers didn’t know
the difference between a sane miif-
derer and a crazy ofie. To them, a
killer was a killer, and Wolff Beddy
was a bad ene,

The big herd had run a few miles
and stopped. They were getting trail-
broke, and tired of running. Toliver
and his men got them in hand, and
drove them to Montana. Ttue to his
word, Toliver made enough on that
drive to retire, and did it.

The next spring, the four Indians
were with a trail outfit that gathered
a big herd near Horsehead. One day,
Steve Enloe, the baby-faced, fair-
mimdied gentleman, was found hanging
in a cottonwood tiee. No one ever
knew who put him thete. The story
of the Sneezing Wollves was told a
thousand times, along that old cattle
teail, but all who heard it branded it
as an old trailee’s lie, except the men
who were with Charley Tiiwet on
thﬁ: spooky drive, and they didn't
talk.
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mpending tragedy hung like gun-
smoke in the Catamount Saloon,

last landmark of the frontier in

the mining town of Topaz. It

was common knewledge that the Mec-
Serley gang had stolen Shorty Davis’
mining claim, and Shofty had done
too raueh talking for his ewn goed.
Sherty must have knowh there wash't
a gunman alive whe ceild biek jarge
MeSerley and his twe bretheirs, Dave
and Frank, and get away with it. He
surely knew that he was nAet himselt

an accomplished gun slinger. But all
that morning he had been raving
about what he was going to do, and
nobody could stop him.

He was drunk but not a bit un-
steady. He was just cold, crazy
drunk.

“The lousy swine aim to clean every
mine in Topaz the same way they
robbed me,” he shouted savagely. “Oh,
yes, the rest of you have got it comiin’.
Theyll git you sooner or later. What
about it? Are you yellowbellies goin’
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to take it layin’ down? I'm not! Sure,
the law will uphold them—I know
that. But I'm goin’ to take it to a
court where there ain’t no appeal. I'm
gunnin’ fer th’ dirty thieves!”

The men who were lined up at the
bar looked at him uneasily, yet with
a certain admiration. It wasn’t much
safer to hear that kind of talk then to
be spouting it. For if you appeared
to listen with any sympathy, the news
was stire to reach the McSorleys. It
was dangerous to be suspected by the
MecSotleys.

Jargo McSorley was the sheriff of
Topaz County. Dave and Frank were
his chief deputies. It was said of them,
covertly, that they never took prison-
ers, and the saying was almost true.
They took no prisoners alive who was
likely to be a source of trouble to
them; and since the only men in
Topaz County who were ever in dan-
ger of arrest were men outside the
MecSotley faction, the safest policy
was to abide strictly by the law as laid
down by the thiee McSorleys.

Not so long ago, this precious trio
had amounted to less than nothing.
They had made their start by rustling
a few cows here, a few there, until
they acquired followers and could run
the risk of stealing in a big way.
Afterward, by blackmail chiefly, they
had built up a political machine
among other cattlemen who were in
no position te throw stones. Then
had come the Topaz gold discoveries
and the MeSorleys had stepped into
their own. With the law behind them
(they themselves were the walking
embodiment of the law) they ruled
and looted the cousnty in a fashion that
was a disgtace to the State. Ne man’s
property was sectife if it happened to
be valuable. Ner was life in any de-
gree safer, Men who had boested the
thiee brothers inte pewer to further
their ewn private ifnterests had been
Futhlessly erushed alefg with the if-
feeefit. The e_efquu@ﬁ extended te
the geverner himself, while in Toepaz
Couty, Jarge MeSetley dictated
gourt deeisiens to the distriet judge,

a man who wanted to be honest but
did not dare because he had a family
and a past.

Thus the three killers had become
so solidly intrenched that nothing
could touch them, save gunplay by
better artists than they. Unhappily
for Topaz County, the familiar old
time gunman was a figure of the past.
Law and order, in the guise of coer-
cion and blackmail, held sway, and the
people groaned.

There was madness in his eyes

and a suspicion of froth about
the corners of his mouth. His faclal
museles twitched.

“No, sir!” I worked all my life to
git a start,” he was shouting, “an’ th’
MeSorleys nor nobody else ean’t take
it away from me without a fight. I'm
goin’ out an hunt ’ea down like
coyotes!”

A hardrock man in mid-spattered
overalls touched his arm.

“Don’t be a fool, Shorty. Better go
home an ’cool off.”

Shorty jerlked away and headed for
the door. Two or thiee other men,
known to be MecSotley henchmen,
slipped out the rear way inconspici-
ously. The group wheo rernained in
the saloon looked at each other iA
silence. Old Faieplay Flannigan,
owner of the Catamount, meved pef-
derously back and forth behind the
bar with puesed lips, industrieusly
polishing glasses.

All the customary noises of the
town were suddenly hushed, as theugh
the whole commuinity, sensing what
was to comme, braced itself against the
shock. In the saloen the ticking of
the clock abeve the back bar seunded
unnatukally loud, The clistemers were
not drinking. They wefe standing
with their backs te the bar, beetheels
hooked over the brass feet rail. That
is, all stoed so except ene man whe
gat at a card table apparently eA-
grossed in a game of selitairR. He
:;&a&qa stranger, and he lesked old and

ired.

Shorty Davis continued his tirade.
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He had drifted into town that morn-
ing, and no one had paid much atten-
tion to him. He looked like a miner
down on his luck, for his hands were
crooked and hatd and his face had the
look of a man whe had toiled long
and fruitlessly. Pethaps sixty years
old, he looked all of seventy, with his
thin white haif, deeply lined face, and
drooping shoiilders. Until you saw
his eyes, that is—then you got an im-
pression that he might be younger
than he leeked. Hig eyes were smoky
blue and there was something in them,
a spark of fire unquenchable, that be-
gpoke a dauntless spirit.

He alone of ail the men in the
saloon seemed unaware that the
atmosphere was surcharged with
tragedy.

The silence held for perhaps five
minutes; it might have been less. It
was broken by the bellow of a shot-
gun, followed by a single revolver
shot. Bedlam broke outside. Heavy
feet clumped on the board sidewalk.
Someone yelled: “Dave McSorley got
Shoefty Davis with his scattiergun!™
Anothetr voice added: “Shorty was
game, He pulled his gun and shot
after he was down.”

As one man, the group before the
bar lunged across the room and dis-
appeated through the swinging doors.
Fairplay Flannigan stopped polishing
glasses and put his big red hands on
the bar, leaning forward slightly; but
he made no move to follow the crowd.
Faitplay was widely known as a man
who minded his own business.

“Shorty must have knowed they'd
git him,” he said, addressing the
stranger at the card table. “He wasn’t
no gunman; he didn't have a chance.”

“Your town seems like it’s buf-
faloed,” said the stranger. “It was
different in the old days. Tin horns
and shooters in th’ back didn't prosper
here, thirty year ago.”

Fairplay gave the man an intent
look.

“Old-timmer, huh? I seem to recol-
lect yuh, but I can’t seem to place
yuh.”

“No, I reckon not,” agreed the
othet. “A man changes after twenty
or thifty year.”

The stranger did not mention his
name, and Fairplay didn’t ask for his
card.

airplay poured a glass of whis-
key for the other and a glass of

water for himself and, as old-
timers will, they fell to reminiscing.
Nares that once had meant something
wherever cattle were run, wefe men-
tioned; such names as Biazos Pete
Foley, Tom Duah, Texas Charlle,
Wollf DuBois, the Cimmarron Kid,
and Pecos Dare. Narhes of hard
drinking, rough riding, quick trig-
gered, square shootets, as leyal a
erowd as ever drew breath. Sefae had
Been eutlaws, ethers peace effikers; a
few had alternated tmese sccupations.

“I come in after th’ country started
to quiet down,” Fairplay said. “But
I knowed some of ’em personal and
th’ rest by reputation. I reckon you
probably knowed ’em all, huh?”

By the man’s answer Fairplay hoped
to recall his name. Thirty years, or
even twenty, was a long time, Fair-
play admitted to himself, yet not so
long that a man ought to forget an
honibee entirely. But it seemed he
had forgottem, and of coiirse he
couldn’t ask a stranger his name right
out.

“I reckon I knowed most of ’em,”
vouchsafed the stranger.

That didn’t help much.

“Most of 'em is dead,” Fairplay
said.

“All of 'em,” corrected the stranger,
“except Pecos Dare.”

The man seemed to know, but you
couldn’t always tell about old-timers.
Some of them talked through their
hats. Fairplay looked at the other
through nartowed eyelids, but still
the thing he was trying to remember
eluded him.

“It sure takes a man back to better
days to talk about them old names,”
he said, probing again. “Like you
say, stianger, ties has changed. We
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need some o' them fellers back agin,
I reckon most any of ’em could have
took on a passel o’ killers like th’
three McSorleys and emerged tri-
umphant. Tom Dunn could of. Texas
Charlie could of. Se could Brazos
Pete, an’ willin’ too. I never knowed
Pecos Dare, but he had th’ fightin’ist
reputation of the lot. I wisht he was
back in Topaz leng enough te limber
up his guns an’ cut a swath where
‘twould de th® most geed.”

It seemed strange to Fairplay that
he should be speaking his mind open-
ly to an utter stranger when it was
worth a man's life to say such things.
But these thoughts had been rankling
deep within him for a long time. It
did him gooed to get them off his chest.
Besides, you could talk to old-timers
in a different way than you talked to
the average fun. You could tell them
things in confidence; to them you
could speak your mind—a blessed
privilege these days.

“Tomm Dunn cashed in his checks
down in Sinaloa, at a place called
Ixtlocan,” the stranger said softly.
“They strung Texas Charlie up, mis-
takin’ him fer a tinhorn he was out to
kill, up in Jackson Hole. Brazos Pete
ended up in El Pase with his back
agin a dobe wall an’ both guns goin’.
They got Pecos Date in Californy, an’
framed a train robbery an’ murder on
hirm, an’ sent him up fer life. And I
reckon if he was here he’d be jist like
you an’ me—old an’ tired an’ willin’
to stay out ¢ trouble. AR’ he'd be
pretty awkward with his guns after
all these years poundin’ rocks.”

“I keep fergittin’ that I'm gittin’
old,” Faictplay said. “But it's a fact.
Twenty year ago, I wouldn’t have
stood for seme things I take right
meek these days, though I wasn't ever
what yeu'd call handy with a gun.”

“Me, I keep fergittin’ what I'm here
fer,” the stranger said wearily, push-
ing back a thin lock of white hair with
a gnarled, work hardened hand. “I'm
lookin’ fer a man. Last I hear of him
he was workin’ a minin’ property
hyarabouts.”

“If he was wotkini’ a mini’
property in Topaz, I feckon I khnow
him,” sald Faieplay, “What was his
name?”

“His name is Tommie Deal.”

“Tormmie Deal?”

“Yeh, he’ll be—le’s see, twenty-
eight come June.”

Fairplay opened his mouth as
though to speak, thought better of it,
and said nothing. He went on polish-
ing glasses, at the same time stiidying
the face across the rnahegany bar,
Curious, he thought, hew things hap-
pen. What could the strangee want
with Tormemie Deal? If he had ceme a
week soonet— Faitplay shook Hhis
head, Yep, it was siire funny hew
things happened.

e other’s smoky eyes narrowed

and he looked hard at Fairplay.

His stooped shouldets 1ifted

slightly, his lips came together in a

thin hard line. Faieplay’s silence had
given away his thoughts.

“Wihat’s happend to Tormmie Deal?”

“He had a mine that was payin’ him
a lot o’ money, an’ Jarge McSeorley
tried to buy it off'n him,” Fairplay
said slowly. “Tom, he wouldn't sell,
an’ they had a quarrel, an’—"

“Git it over with!” snapped the
stranger. “McSorley killed him?”

“I ain't sayin' that,” Faicplay re-
plied. “It don’t pay to have opinions
in Topaz. All I know is, Tom started
packin’ a gun. He dida’t do much
talkin®, but there was somethin’ about
him rmade th® MecSorleys go a little
slow. One day his mine caved in, and
Torm got catight. It looked like an
accident, an’ it ain’t fer me to say it
wasfi't. I'fa in business here, competin®
with Jaigo MecSorley’'s Gold Dust
Palace acrost th® street.”

“So they've murdered Tommie
Deal,” the old man muttered in a voice
that rattled strangely in his throat,
and that was all he said.

In those few seconds, however, he
seemed to have aged. His thin shoul-
ders sagged, the lines of his face ap-
peared to deepen, his mouth twitched,
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his eyes grew dull. He picked up the
drink Fairplay had set before him,
but his hand shook so that most of
the liquer was spilled.

“Tommie some relation o’ yourn?”
Fairplay asked.

“Never seen him,” snapped the
other. “Knowed his mother—that’s
all.”

Fairplay said no more.

Some miners came in and ordered
drinks. They were discussing the
killing of Shorty Davis, and among
them were buying considerable liquor.
Faitplay had fio time to talk with the
white-haited stranget, and presently
the man resurned his place at the card
table. His solitaire fergotten now, he
sat with his elbews on the table and
his c¢hin cupped in his hands, listen-
ing to the talk of the men at the bar.

They were excited, shaky, a little
sickened by what they had seen. There
is something about a shotgun killing
that takes all the fight out of most
men. Even the Germans in the World
War, inured to shell fire and the
terrors of tachine gun slaughter,
shouted their protests to the world
when the Yanks went over the top
with shotguns. That was why Dave
MeSerley always used a sawed-off
double Barrel and buckshot. With
such a weapon he couldn’t faiss, and
the effeet discouraged other men from
harbering ambitions te sheet it ewt
with him,

It was plain that McSorley had cor-
tectly taken the measure of the men
he had to deal with. As he watched
thern, the stranger sized them up the
same way. They were not westerners,
though some affected western garb.
Faieplay Flannigan was the only man
in the let who bore the stamp of the
old West. The rest were of another
breed. Tendetrfeet, fhen from the East
and from European colifitties. Not
that a man’s birthplace was the index
of his character, but these didn’t fit in
with the eeuntry. They hadn’t be-
gome acelifatized yet, perhaps never
would, There wasn’t a pair 6f bew
legs ameng them. The man whe had

come to find Tomemie Deal looked at
his own crooked shanks and smiled
mirthilessly and shook his head.

“Nope, I'm wrong,” he muttered
half aloud. “It’s not them that’s out
o’ place here. I guess it’s me.”

imes had changed in this com-

munity. They had no use for a

man who openly wore two good
guns and used ther with devastating
effect when occasion dernanded. The
old-time gunrmen, the vanguard of the
westward march of civilization not so
fhafny years age, now lived ofly iA
tradition. Tinhorns lived on in the
formn of hoedlums like the three
MecSotleys.

The stranger rose from the table
and left the saloon. Outside he stood
for a mement gazing across the street
at the Gold Dust Palace Saloon and
Dance Hall. McSorley's Place. Several
autoemobiles, mostly battered wrecks
thickly covered with alkali dust, stoed
whete the hiteh rack had been in the
old days. There was efie long, shiny
faachine, however, that ceefned dis-
tinetly eut of place here. Piesently a
beefy, red-faced ran dressed in well
eut clething strede eut of the saleen,
entered this ear, and drove away in a
eleud of white dust toward the couFt-
house at the ether end of the strest.

The stranger’s mouth twisted and
he spat out, “Jatge McSorley,” as
though the name were gall to him,

The street was lined with gaudy
stores, their fronts plastered with
sighs that shrieked of bargaims, fire
sales, bedrock prices, bankriptey
sales, carload lots, clearance sales,
sacrifice sales, and all the catchiwords
knowh to the vultuees of the mercan-
tile werld,

Back against the canyon wall, where
the livery stables and hotse corrals
had been thirty years ago, a stamp
mill now rattled and thumped, and
sent otit elouds of dust.

The stark outlines of a ferris wheel
and a gtoup of carnival tents showed
against the sky beyond the town, on



the knoll that old-timers had named
Boot Hill,

On that knoll the Cimmarron Kid
and Wolf DuBois were buried. Clean
fighters, both had been, though they
had passed out facing each other.
There had been many such incidents
in the old West. The Cimmarron Kid
had taken to the crooked outlaw trails.
His friend, Wolf DuBois, had become
a frontier marshal. A simple story.
One that all eld timers could under-
stand.

Out beyond Boot Hill a little way
were the graves of several men who
had been buried apart from these
othets. They had been the McSorleys
of their day. Hoodlums and degener-
ate killes, they had died with rope
burns on their necks.

A new day had dawned in Topaz.
The old order had given place to the
new and was almest forgotten.

e old man thrust his hands

" deep into his pockets and

walked up Main Street. He

came to a hardware store and went
inside.

“I want to buy a pair of guns,” he
said. “Forty-fives.”

The proprietor looked at him curi-
ously and then led the way to a show-
case.

“Something like these?” he sug-
gested, and laid out two automatics.

“Do I look like a machine gunner?”
rasped the stranger. “I want a pair
of single action Colts, second hand if
you've got ’em, with old worn hol-
sters.”

“I may have what you want,” the
storekeeper replied patiently. “We
don’t carry the old models in stock,
but a rancher with a sick wife brought
ih a palf that he wanted to pawn
abeiit a year ago. I took a chanee on
thern because I was sofry for the man.
He never redeerned theem. If you want
ther, you can have the palf for
twenty~five dollars.”

He opened a drawer and brought
otit two heavy gutis in ornate Mexican
holsters, silver mounted. The guns

themselves were perfectly plain, ex-
cept that they had ivory grips; but
they were not stock models. An ama-
teur could have seen that they were
specially made, so perfect was their
balance.

With an exclamation of amazement
the customer seized therm, spun their
cylinders, weighed them in his hand.

“Where did you get these guns?”
he demanded huskily.

“A  rancher named Frank Boyle
brought therm in, as I told you. Why?”

“Frank Boyle, eh? So Frank is still
alive? Did he say who them guns
used to belong to6?”

“Whhy, no, I don’t think he did,” the
merchant replied, wishing he had set
a higher price on them. *“What do
you know about them?”

“They belonged to Pecos Dare,”
said the white haired man shortly,
counting out some bills. “I don’t sup-
pose you ever heard of him. I'll be
needin’ somme ca’tridges, t66.”

It was plain that the shopkeeper
had not heard of Pecos Dare. Like
most of the present day inhabitants
of Topaz, he was a newcomer.

The old man adjusted the holsters
on his thighs, loaded the guns, slipped
them into the holsters, and asked the
way to Torrnie Deal’s mine.

“You go up the canyon about four
miles until you cross a creek,” said
the shopkeeper. “Tihen you'll see a
cabin abotit a quarter of a mile above
the road, to the left, and a tunmel a
little bit behind it. That's the place.
A trail goes up from the creek.”

“Much obliged.”

The merchant cleared his throat.

“Did you know Tormie Deal?”

“Did and didn’t.” The stranger
started toward the door without fut-
ther explanation.

“You knew he was dead?”

“Heard it this mornin’.”

“It’s none of my business, but you’re
probably a stranget, and—wall—" the
merchant seerned embarrassed. "It
seems the sherifff owned a share in the
mine. He’s got the property posted,
pending eoufrt action—" .
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“Mind doin’ me a favor?” The
stranger’s voice was chill.

“Er, net at all—anything in rea-
son—"'

“If you see th’ McSorleys, tell 'em
there's a strangefr pokin’ around that
mine. Tell ’em he’s tryin’ to find out
how they murdered Tommie Deal, an’
they can come oA up with theie guns
any time they feel like it!”

Leaving the storekeepee goggle-
eyed, he strode outside, his shoulders
no longee drooping, his hands swing-
ing easily not far from the lvery butts
of the guns.

The day was hot and the road was
dusty. He started from Topaz at a
brisk walk, but before he had gone
far his steps grew slower. He was
very tired by the time he reached the
creek.

Dropping to his knees, he drank
thirstily, and then rested with his
back against a cottonwood tree. His
lips were colorless, his face like
parchment. Clearly, he was a sick
man; the exertion had taxed his
strength severely, and the trail the
rest of the way to the mine was rough
and very steep.

“Guess I'm nearer tuckered out
than I thought,” he said to himself.
“But I got to fimish it.”

From his vest pocket he took a
small vial, shook two tablets into his
hand, and swallowed them. Presently
a hint of coler came back into his
weathered cheeks. He got up and
ftarted, very slowly, to climb the hill.
It took him a leng time, for he had
to stop frequently to rest.

He was halfway to the top when a
man came out of the shack in front
of the mine, stood for a moment look-
ing down, and then re-entered the
shack and came back with a rifle.

He sat down upon a rock with the
rifle across his knees and lit a ciga-
rette. He watched the climber’s slow
progress with a smile on his swarthy
lips, and blew smoke rings into the
still, hot air. He was a Mexican, and
he had a Mexican's indolent love of
useless artistry. He smiled at his

skill and blew small rings through the
larger ones as he watched the toiling
figute on the trall below. When the
climber was within fifty feet of him,
he cocked his rifle.

“You see those sign, no?” he called
out sneeringly. “She say no trespass.
You geet the hell out, ppoarto!”

The old man had stopped again, and
was looking out across the desert, his
back to the Mexican, If he heard the
command, he ignoted it. He seemed
sublimely unconscious 6f the Mexi-
can’s existence,

e Mexican was irritated and in-
sulted. He flung away his
cigarette stub with an impatient

gesture. He frowned darkly.

“Hell! I make you hear me, old
fooll*”

He threw the rifle to his shoulder
and firemil The ojd man’s battered hat
leaped from his head and sailed into
the lifeless air.

“Queek—run!” the Mexican com-
manded. *“Next time I keel!”

This threat brought action. The
stranger swung around and as he did
so his left hand moved swiftly in a
short are. The gun on his left thigh
seerned to leap into that gnarled old
hand. It bellowed thunderously, ence,
and the Mexican’s heels flew upward
ridieulously, his rifle clattered on the
rocks, and he tumbled backward with
a hewl of pain, The bullet had shat-
tered his sheuldef.

“I was afeard I'd lost th' knack,”
the old man muttered to himself as he
blew the smoke from the barrel of his
gun, “But I reckon it's a gift that
can't be took away.”

Having replaced the empty shell, he
slowly made his way to where the
Mexican lay groaning, and having
rested agaln, prodded the fallen man
with the toe of his boot.

“Git up,” he barked hoarsely. “Walk
in front of me an’ keep your good
hand up, or I'll shoot youe backbone
out!”

There was that in his voice, and a
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look in his eye, now fllint hard, that
brought quick obedience.

At the door of the cabin he paused
again to catch his faltering breath be-
fore ordering his captive to go inside.
He then took down a coiled riata from
a spike in the wall and expertly tied
the man to a chair. After that he
rested again, his flinty eyes boring
into the prisoner’s black ones. The
prisoner cowered.

“You look like a mangy coyote to
me,” he growled. “I’'ve got a lot o'
things to do and not much time to do
’em. I'm not goin’ to waste much time
with you. You got jist one chance to
live—sawwy?”

The Mexican glared.

“You got to talk. You helped th’
McSorleys murder Tommie Deal,
didn’t yuh? No use glarin’ at me—
you wouldn’t be guardin’ this mine if
you hadn’t had a hand in it. You're
goin’ to tell me how it was done. I'm
goln’ te write it down, an’ you’re goin’
to sign it.”

he prisoner squirmed in his

chair, and beads of sweat ap-

peared on his dark face. He was
in a tight place and he knew it.” If he
refused to talk the old man would
surely kill hirn. While if he told what
he knew he would only live until the
Me¢Sotleys fan him down. To have his
brains blown otit at once might be
pteferable. He licked his lips and
stared stralght ahead.

“To hell weeth you!” he gritted
desperately.

The old man cocked one of his re-
volvers.

“Then say your prayers. You got
about one minute left.”

The Mexican gazed into the cold
eyes behind the gun, gazed into them
unwillingly for they held him in spite
of his efforts to avoid them, and he
saw nothing but implacable de-
termination. His resolution wavered,
snapped.

“Madixe de Diasd!” he groaned. “I
did nothing, semarr, but weaken the
timbers. Jarge McSorley placed the

dynamite—it was he who made the
blast. Before the Saints, seamsr, it is
true what I say, and they will keel me,
poor Jose!”

“Somebody else may. It won't be
th’ McSorleys,” his captor said bleak-
ly. “That gang has done the last
killin’ they’ll ever do!”

The Mexican seemed grateful for
the assuramce, for words tumbled
from his lips in a torrent. He called
upon the saints to witness the truth
of his staterments, and eloguently
larded his stefy with Spanish exple-
tives. In the midst of it the old man
got up and left the cabin. He came
back a few fminutes later, looking
e,

“I been in th’ mine,” he said, “an’
I found some timbers you sawed
through. I guess that much o’ your
story is true. All you got to do is
sign what I write—an’ don’t remind
me of yout part in th’ rotten mess! I
might fergit myself an’ put a bullet
through you yet.”

Upon the back of an envelope he
wrote a few lines slowly in a cramped,
old fashioned hand. Tie writing
done, he untied the Mexican and
theust the pencil into his hand.
With trembling fingeis the prisoner
scrawled an almost illegible signature,
and them, disregatding his protests,
the old man tied him up again,

“In the name of God, have mercy!"
pleaded the Mexican. “Do not leave
me here!”

“You didn't have any mercy on
Tormmie Deal, you coyote. Jest th’
same, I’ll send somebody to cut you
loose—if I don’t fergit.”

The Mexican was still pleading
lustily after the old man was beyond
heating distance from the cabin. It
was fmore than an hour before he dis-
covered that he had been tied in such
a way that he could easily free him-
self,

Jargo McSorley was alone in his
office in the Topaz County Court-
house when the stranger plodded back
into towmn, and there these two
played out their brief drama. Enter-
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ing the office quietly, the stranger
softly closed the door behind him,
Then he stood leaning against the
door a morment, breathing hard.

McSorley removed his feet from the
desk and swung his swivel chair
around.

“What the hell do you want?” he
demanded roughly,

“A talk with you—th' last talk
you'll ever have on this earth, Mc-
Sorley!”

MeSorley started and turmed pale.
He tried to latigh, and the sound died
in his theoat. He tried to bluster, and
succeeded only In repeating his ques-
tion weakly.

“Wihat the hell do you wwamt?”

“I guess you must be hard ¢
hearin’,” the stranger replied.

Nothing like this had ever happened
to Jatgo McSorley before. He had a
savage impulse to go for his guns and
cut the old man down; but there are
some things that even the boss of a
thoroughly cowed community does
not dare to do. MecSorley knew he
fiever cotild shoot this old man and
fnake it look llke self defense. It was
better to humor hirm along.

MecSorley opened his mouth to be-
gin an ingratiating speech, but before
he could utter the first word the old
man sald something in his cold, level
volee that left him thunderstruck.

“I been up to Tommie Deal’s gold
mine,” said the stranger. “I winged
your Man Friday an’ made him tell
me how you murdered that boy. I
know he wasn’t lyin’, for I seen the
sawed timbers. In about a minute I'm
a-goin’ to settle with you—"

MeSotley bounded from his chair,
livid faced, his mouth working with
fury. In his eyes blazed the green
fires of fear. Shoulders hunched, he
came around his desk with murder
written on his features; he made two
steps and then stopped. He was look-
ing inte the barrels of two unwaver-
ing single action forty-fives; and he
knew he was close to death,

“Damn you, what's your game?”
McSorley’s voice was hoarse.

“No game—ijist a chore. I'm goin’
to kill you.”

Jargo McSorley licked dry lips and
almost went for his gun. He weighed
his chances and lost his nerve.

“Who the hell are you?” The ques-
tion came as a dry whisper, yet it
sounded loud in that still roem.

“Ever hear o’ Pecos Dare?”

“Hell! You ain't—you’re ecrazy!”

“I ain’t got time to argy abotit it. I
got to kill three yaller coyotes—an’
you're th’ fifet. D't goin’ to give you
a figghtin’ chance, an’ that's mofe than
you gave Tormrie Deal.”

The two guns went back iato their
holsters.

“Pull your guns!”

It looked like a foolish thing to do,
to throw away the advantage of the
drop. It was something Jargo Me-
Sorley never would have dene him-
self, and he seized the advantage for
what it was worth. It was worth
precisely nothing, for it is nearly al-
ways futile to garble against the
other man's teicks. Peeos Dare shot
MeSorley between the eyes before the
sheriff's gun was halfway eut of its
holster, MeSerley fell across his desk
and lay theie, staring dewR at the
floor, Wiithout a backward leek, the
other fan went eiit and elesed the
door behind him,

rank MecSorley, the walking
image of Jatgo, was on his way
to the couifthouse when the kill-
ing occtirred. At the sound of the
shot in his brothet’s office, he drew
both his guns and dashed ferward. He
et the stranger coming dewa the
steps.
“If you're a McSorley,” said Pecos
Dare, “I've killed your brother!”
They were no more than ten feet
apart, and both fired two shots, Pecos
Dare a fraction of a second sooner
than MecSorley. Frank fell with a
bullet through his heart and another
through his stormach. He rolled down
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the courthouse steps, and was dead
when he stopped rolling.

Walking around the body, Pecos
Dare started down the middle of the
street, His giins were in their holsters
and he walked slowly, looking to right
and left. Dave McSorley fan out of
the Gold Dust Pala¢e saloon with his
sawed-off shotgua in his hand. They
faced each other fifty feet apart, and
the repofis of Pecos Dare’s two giins
eame 8o close together that there was
argurnent abetit it later. Serne said
they were fired simultaneously, al-
though they were not.

Dave McSorley leaped straight into
the air. His legs and arms jerked up
and outward ridiculously, like the
caperings of a marionette comtrolled
by unseen wites, and he fell in a heap
across his deadly gun.

The old man made his way across
the street to the Catamount Saloon,
pushed through the gaping crowd, en-
tered the swinging doors, and
slumped into a chalr. His face was
chalk white, and his clothing seemed
to have become too big for him all at
onee,

Fairplay Flannigan lumbeted across
the room and put a ponderous hand
on his shoulder.

“I reckon we owe you a big debt,”
he sald. “You've cleaned this town
today, and she siire needed cleanin’
bad. I know who yuh are, now, fer
nobody else could do what yuh done.
You're Pecos Dare!”

“That’s what they used to call me,”
was the slow reply. “But Pecos Dare
wasn’t my real name. My real name
was Tom Deal.”

“Tomemie, he was yout boy, huh?”

“Born after I— went away. My
wife wanted me to settle down an’ git
a safe job after she learnt th’ little
feller was comin’ along. I went to th’
Coast. But they got me, them that
couldn’t face my guns. Framed me
fer murder an’ train robbery, an’ 1
went up fer 1ife. I never seen my wife
agalin, nef th’ kid. I got my pardon
six months age when another feller

confessed to framin’ me, an’ I wanted
Tommie to know his daddy was a
peace officer, not an outlaw. That's
why I came back.”

As though exhausted by all these
words, the gray old man slumped for-
ward across the table.

“Hell, I believe he's shot,” Fairplay
exclaimed. “Here, some o’ you, help
me lay him on th’ table!”

They placed him on the big card
table where he had played solitaire
that morning. He was evidently dying,
but they found no wounds. Presently,
howevek, he opened his eyes and spoke
to Fairplay.

“Heart trouble,” he whispered. “It's
bothered me for years.” A moment
later he whispered again: “I'd like to
be planted on Boot Hill, thougf, along
with them I used to know.”

n his pocket they found a wallet
containing a few small bills, a
faded picture of a young woman

and a baby, and a newspaper clipping.

The lead sentences of the story

were pregnant with tragic irony.

A full tE:l‘;uddm granted as the result
of a deal confession of a prom-
inent citizen revealing a frame-up that
sent an innocent man to prisom for
life, today opened the doors of the
State Penitentiary for Prisoner Num-
ber 989,654.

White haired, broksr. in health
though not in spirit after serving
twenty-eight years for another’s crime,
he expressed great surprize, not that
he had been pardomed, but that the
world still remembered him.

“I never quit believing I'd get a par-
don some day,” he told reportets, “be-
cause Kgu can’t hide a crime foreveft,
But what beats me is that people stiil
remember me.”

Prisoner Number 989,654 was none
other than Pecos Dare, famous frofna
tier marshal.

It was Fairplay Flannigan who in-
sisted that. they should bufy him
wearing his guss.

“Because,” he explained, “there’s
none left that could use 'em proper.
Besides, it looks like law and order
has finally come to Topaz.”
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M Nesw Chappeer In Tiear Fancons Duel
Beiveeen Buaikiskin Frandk Lesllie And
Joinm Ringe-SOr Wass Tiesee A Divel?

By ED EARL REPP

I p~ti. Serwmr, 1 saw it! And wihy
not? Was I not herding my
padietds goats in the Middle

# Pass of the Dragoons that
day? How cotild I help but see the

Sener Leslie kill the Senor Ringe?

Weke net my eyes yoiing and good?”

For two days we had hunted
Phoenix from one end to the other to
find the wrinkled, age-bent old mmuzo
who made that
startling state-
ment, The heat
wasg tettific as
it usually 18 in
Arizona at that
geasen. A man
gald it was so
het that even |
the lizards in
the sand lots

]

inevitable that such famous characters
as John Ringo, Wyatt Earp, Doc
Holliday, Billy Breakentidge, Luke
Short, Curly Bill, the Clantons and
others of the Blood Brotherhood,
gunrmen all, be brought up for discus-
sion. Many old-timers living teday in
that section of Arizoha khnew them
well, and though rmany a false tale
eoneerning them has been manufae-
tured by ama-
teur yarn-spif-
ners, the ¢ruth
is always just

akQowmd the
eerfer.
It so hap-

pened that the
notorious John
Ringo was on
the pan when

eartied 1long we ambled up
stieks in their to a group of
mewmithhss 6 desert rats sit-
shave i?éa fhg ting in the
growhd an T shade offered
elimb up en by a deeaying
when their feet roof near the
e had hoped | oo cer
{8 eash iR oA Fal where the
El%? é‘?@iilgg g&lﬁg;& and the
sffer- 8 g @ it 0oMnS
ehambe of e o - 1 e ot g t;‘l%fz
gmmeree ¢8 Jamoss ” sufrbosiily  the ameus pattle
foed you free ot B e e ot the century.
gach day +he Wien the sub-

suf fails'te shine. But what we i8st
{3 the wa¥ oF free ehuck was mere
than paid fof iR the AWAIAG 8F SEnsr
Joit Bardend, SHE GUALFY.

When old-timers gather at Tomb-
stone to conjure dying memories and
talk of the days that have gone, it is

jeet of Mr. Ringe is braught up, this
humble historian becemes all eats, for
litthe enstigh is khown ef him.

“I knowed John Ringo pussonally,”
said a grizzled desert rat whoe was
eighty if a day. "I was right heah
in Tombstone when he hit town

9



an’ he hit it a-shoeotin’! Tarnation,
gents! That hombre killed two cow-
pokes the day he come!”

It took the old-timer a good forty-
five minutes to tell his listeners of
John Ringo’s artival in Tombstone,
The date was hazy. But sifted down
to skeleton facts, Ringo had just left
Western Texas one jump ahead of a
posse. He had drifted from California
into Texas where he had entered
whole-spiritedly in the cattle and feud
wars which constituted the popiilar
outdoor sport there in the late '70’s
and early '80's. Se popular did he
and his six-shoeoters become in that
lecality that when he left he headed
a leng procession staged in his par-
ticular hener; said procession consist-
ing of a sherifif and several deputies
Benat en giving him a farewell party.
They surely did hate te see jehn
leave, But as it was, he ehaneed to be
Fiding the fastest herse.

He landed in Tombstone at just
about the time Cochise County was
shaved off the eastern extremity of
Pima County and tutmed over to the
lawless element to do with as they
double-damned pleased. He immedi-
ately alighed himself with the wild
buneh at Tombstone and was seen
frecognized as the man behind the guns
of that nefarious eutht eensisting of
the Clantens, the MeLowerys, Curly
Bill, Kettie-Bellied Jomnsen and
others of their ilk whe seldem went
a day witheut letting daylight
through seme iARecent of otherwise
luekless nembre.

Att any rate, the day he arrived in
AA Tombstone, John Ringo killed
2.two men in the Emporium, the
remnants of which still stands in
Tombstone. On that occasion, the old-
timer recalled, John happened to be in
that bar when three thirsty punchers
came up to wash the alkali from their
dusty throats, They paid little at-
tention to the tall, silent figure of the
gunman until one of them accidental-
ly brushed his elbow as he was about
to gulp a drink. Sald drink, of which

John was very fond, simply spilled
over his vest-front. Like a tiger at
bay he swing around, nailed the un-
fortunate puncher by the neck and
deliberately boeted him from the bar.

Quick to resent such rough treat-
ment, the cowboy whirled with his
six-shooter half out. It got no further,
for John simply planted a bullet
squarely between his eyes. Friends
are friends in any language and the
puncher’s companions inumediately
took up the fiight. Ringo ducked just
in time to escape a bullet huiled at
him, With ¢characteristic calmness
and fortitude he thiew up his own
guh and promptly sent the second
waddy to Boeet Hill, The thicd, seeing
he was stacked against a cold, deadly
%uﬁiﬁ&h,, dropped his hegleg to the

eor and ran frem the place.

He was not long in learning that
the killer of his two friends was John
Ringo. Burning up with anger at his
own dishonor and the unnecessary
killing of his two friends, he made up
his mind to get revenge. Learning
that Ringo was to head that evening
for Charleston, an outlaw town nine
miles soiith of Tombstome, he stalked
eut to wait fer him. But Joha re-
mained all aight in the Emporiuth and
it was Ret uAtil morAiAg that the
%uaehef gaw him eeming up the

harleston read.

Riding at a steady lope, sitting
straight in his saddle despite his in-
ebriated condition, Ringo’s first sus-
picion of an ambush came when his
hotse suiddenly pricked up its ears and
whinnied. While yet a quarter of a
mile from the walting angel of ven-
geance his sharp eyes detected a horse
tethered off in the blue sage. Sensing
the ambush he dismounted, senat his
rideriess heorse forward to draw the
attention of the ambusher, then quick-
ly eireled his man. Ceming up behind
Rim just as the cowbey was b@%iﬁﬁi'ﬁg
{0 get nervous, he beldly echallenged
him to fight it eut.

But John Ringo was the persomiifi-
cation of confidence, drunk or sober.
He even allowed the puncher the fiirst
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shot which tore a hole through hig
sleeve. Then as calmly as a man shoot-
ing at a target, he planted a slug in
the waddy’s head. The corpse was
found that afternoon by the old-timer
who was telling the story. And all
during the scrap, he sald, Ringe was
as drunk as a prohibition agent on
a bright Siunday afterneen.

The names of the three punchers

ten that John Ringo had died by his
own hand in the Middle Pass of the
Dragoons! It could be seen to that
day! Possibly this Jose Gardena had
talked through his somibrero!

“Where yuh headin’ frum heah,
pawdner?” the old-timer demanded
gruffly, planting a steeam of tobacco
juice squarely on a small rock lizard
that caught his watery eyes.

had long since “Los An-
skipped oiit of r—1  geles.”
the old man’s “¢TT hheenn
memory. Pos- yuill be go-
gibly he had in®  through
ﬂ:VGf kﬁewﬁﬁ Phoenix,” he
them. But he grunted. “If
did know of he’s still liv-
efie gé?i@f in’ an’ eatiini'
ose Gardena chili, uh’ll
%vhe had enee find Ga¥deﬂa
teld him that theee. Talk ¢’
he had Been a him ef yuh
withess te the wahit the
16&@-. exist- teuth o the
mystery shoeti® o
gg t betweeg Ein@@a I've
iR an nowed Jose
ﬁug‘ég*ksslkhm f £l '{vay
Frank Leslie back in the
which  tosik eighties  an’
plaee one het there  never
afternesn in was a mere
the  Migdle Pliaito fom N. H. mmcﬁmmm heRest greass
Pass of f{he Wit Earp as a dapiyy of Cobite ef than him,
Biaghnm e o Balt bl s iste B G taic ¢
M o Whte 2ins 1928, Josel®
net far frem “But why

that Rell-town, TemBstene.

That sounded interesting!? Where
could this Senor Gardena be found?
A witness to the Ringo-Leslie figit?
In¢redible! According to history no
witnesses had ever appeated in Tomb-
stone, except Leslie himself, who ver-
bosely told of his duel with his arch-
enemy, John Ringo, and whose story
few, if any, had believed. Even Depu-
ty Shetiff Billy Breakenridge, who
likke a great many other men admired
Ringo and respected him, had sald
there wefe no withesses. It wai
through hif that inte the ceurt
fecords of Tombstone had been writ-

didn’t he testify in Leslie’s defense
and prove how Ringo met his death?
It would have corrected history and
stopped folks from thinking Leslie
was a liar in claiming he shot it out
with Ringo.”

The old-timer glared back scorn-
fully.

“Say,” he said, “would yuh go out
an step into a nest o’ rattlers jes’ ¢’
prove one o’ them could bite?”

“No. Of course not!”

“Then why should Jose Gardena
come into Tombstone in them days
an’ tell folks he saw Leslie kill Rin-
go?” the other growled. “Believe me,



hombre, Tombstone warn't no healthy
place fer greasers in them days. I've
seen ’em shot jes’ fer fun! Besides,
Ringo had a lot o’ friends who'd go
through hell fer him t’ save his repu-
tation. They’d have swore themselves
into Pe’gatory t’ ptove Leslie didn’t
have the gtits to shoet it otit with him.
Yuh know why Buckskin an’ Ringo
was énemies?”

“Not exactly.”

“Then I'll tell yuh,” the old fellow
volunteered. “Buckskin Frank was
the kind o’ a euss who’d enter a man’s
back deor an’ fool with his wife when
he’s gone otit the front. Frank piilled
that stunt oA Ringo an’ stole his
wornan, all & which’d make any gent
ravin’ mad, Yuh can guess the rest.”

nsiderably less is known of
Buckskin Frank Leslie than of

Joha Ringe. As far as can be
gathered, Ringo’s real name was Rin-
gela and he was the seien of a well-te-
o Califernia family. Like a great
fRany yeungsters of his day, he was a
fhan, deifg a man’s tasks and ffphiing
a maR's Battle with life even befere
the yellew fuzz en his §q§am €hin
stiffened inte whiskers. He was a
eausin of Cele, Jim and Bob Yeunger
Wwhe were ee-partners with jesse
mes iR the thwaried robbery of the
is%ﬂhfﬂeiﬁ, Minaeseta, Bank raid in
As for Buckskin Framk, well, little
can be said of him without becoming
imaginative. He was, however, an im-
posing figure in his fringed buckskin
jacket and pants, with beaded mocca-
sins, belts and knife scabbard. He was
as handsome as Ringo was gaunt and
raw-boned. Somme say that prior to his
advent inte Tormbstone’s society he
had been a ttader among the Kiowas,
later a seout under General Crook.
Wihether that is true of net, he was a
colerfiil character in and abetit Toemb-
gtone, He looked like a ghest of the
past, of Daniel Boone’s day, with his
leng, black haif, alert blue eyes and
leng-bartelled rifle. He was khowh as
a braggart and few men ef indegrity

accepted his word. He was like the
lad who had cried “Wolf!” once too
often and this characteristic had much
to do, noe doubt, toward denying him
the credit for having et Joha Ringo
face to face and killing him in a gun
duel in the Dragoons. With his line
of chatter ringing in their remantie
ears, many worien fell hatd for him,
Armong thefh was JohA Ringo’s com-
mon-law wife, The result was the
springing up of a deadly feud be-
tweeh ther which was eventually te
bring a elash.

Unlike Leslie, John Ringo was a
well-educated man. But he simply
followed the way of least resistance
and drifted into outlaw ranks. In due
time he became the undisputed leader
of the wild bunch that rmade things 8o
hot and unhealthy in and around
Tombstone., He was a heavy drinker,
His botits with John Barley¢orn were
always followed by aciite attacks of
bitter despondency which, his friends
declared, eventually caused him t6
shoot himself sguarely bBetween the
eyes, a deed easily dispieven in the
light of medern erime detectien.

It is a well-known fact that Ringo
was a cool, calculating master of the
six-shooter, a man who had ne mote
qualms about entering a shoeting
scrape than a Mexican has for diving
inte his favorite brand of chili and
frijoles. His keen ability for unlifm-
bering a split-second ahead of the
other fellow rhore than once saved
hirn frem sudden death by lead
pelsening.

On one occasion, Wyatt Eatp, in his
offiiciizl capacity as Deputy U, S. Mar-
shal at Tombstome, committed some
act which particularly exasperated
Mt. Ringo, who Immediately hurnted
him down for an interview. Facing
the officer and his ever-present €o6m-
panion, De¢ Holliday, ifn public, he
challenged ther beth to step eut in
the street and settle their differences
for ence and fer all.

Strangely, neither Wyatt nor Hol-
liday accepted, For perhaps the fiirst
tirhe in their lives they backed water,
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Wiy, nobody knows. Thé intestinal
fortitude of Earp and Holliday had
never previoiusly been questioned and
just why they side-stepped Ringo is a
fnatter for conjecture, Possibly there
faay have been sofme justification for
Ringo’s anger and, realizing it, they
had perfitted his deadly invitation to
pass without bloodshed. Questioned
abeut this efne black mark en his
eareer as a fearless gunman, Earp if
later years aveided the subject. The
ahswer deubtless went to the grave
with i when he died january 18¢h,
1929, in Les Angeles.

t was generally conceded at that
time that Curly Bill Graham,
whose real name was William

Broscius, the Jesse James of the
Southwest, was Ringo's chief lieuten-
ant in the running of the affairs of
Tombstone’s Blood Brotherhood.
Cutly Bill, ineidentally, was supposed
to have been decapitated by a charge
from Wyatt Earp’s shotgun, but facts
fecently disclosed show, to gome ex-
tent, that Curly Bill did his dying at
his heme in Montana. In pioot of this,
a reliable citizen of Lordsburgh, N.
M, declares that he saw and fead a
letter written by Bill’s brother stating
that Curly had died of the measles. In
additien, Wiliam Sparks, perhaps the
Besi-posted man in the Seuthwest ea
frontier histery, stated that Bill pesi-
tively did die 1A Mentana.

After his idrrival in Tombstone,
Ringo, as has already been stated,
rode to Charleston which, in addition
to Galeyville, the Hughes Ranch and
the Double Dobies Ranch, was a
stronghold of the wild bunch. Arriv-
ing there the outlaws undertook to
shake him down. A poker game was
arranged and Ringo was invited to sit
ia, The others promptly proceeded to
steip him of his cash In a crooked
game, His funds soon vanished and
he offered his watch to Kettle-Bellied
Jommson as collateral for a hundred.
dollar loan. Johmson fatly refused
and advised Ringo to go out amd
fFustle a bunch of steers and eash 1a 6n

w7

thern in order to eontifiue 1A the gamé.

Wiithout a word of comment, Ringo
promptly brought his horse around to
the front of the saloon and anchored
him there. No attention was paid to
him when he re-entered the place.
Suddenly his guns appeared like
magic. With a crisp order he com-
manded everybody there to elevate.
Hands shet up and Ringoe ealmly col-
lected everything of value he ceiild
find. Calling his victiras a bunch of
damned robbets, he rode away,
laughing., The eutlaws gave no pur-
suit,

But a few days later, Johnson rode
over to Tombstone and talked. Rin-
go’s holdup reached the ears of the
Law and Order League. They forced
Kettle-Belly to sign a watrrant for
Ringo’s arrest. Deputy Sheriff Billy
Breakenridge pocketed the warrant
ahd rode out after Ringo. Locating
his quarfy, Billy, using diplomacy in-
stead of gunplay, afrested him. Rin-
go confessed that his hokse was to0o
tired for a teip to Tombstone just
then and Billy was anxious to retirn
to towh. Ringo advised him to go on
ahead and he would overtake him at
Sulphur Spﬂﬁ%s._ Fully believing that
Ringo would fail him, Billy headed
back toward towh. But true to his
promise, Ringo actually everteek him
and they fode into Tombstone te-
gether. From that day on, Breaken-
Fidge held a great regard for John
Ringe.

It being late at night when they ar-
rived in town, Ringo found it impos-
sible to arrange for bail. He remained
in jail all night and in the morning
got hold of an attorney from whom he
learned that the Law and Order
League was bent on ralding Charles-
ton and arresting Curly Bill. Some-
time later that merning, Ringe
walked oiit of jail and rode hard for
the otitlaw stronghold whefe Curly
was holed up. When the League ap-
peared at the bridge which cressed
the San Pedio River inte Charlestos,
they found Ringe waiting for them.
Like Horatio he stood 6f the Charles-



ton end, guns out, death in his snap-
ping dark eyes.

There were just six words uttered
and John uttered them. They were:
“Come ofi, you jaspers! I'm waitin™!”

That invitation was enough for the
League. They backed up and never
stopped backing until they were once
motre in Tombstone! But from that
date on, Joha Ringo was a marked
man. Miamy

touched pint to the outlaw. John
drained it to the last drop without a
breath. They parted immediately
thereafter, with Ringe heading
through the Pass toward San Simon
Valley.

The next that was heard of him was
when Buckskin Frank Leslie thun-
dered into Tombstone with the news
that he had met Ringo in the Middle

Pass and had

members o f killed Hiim.
t hee League Known as a
would Hhave braggart and
been pleased a liar, Leslie’s
to hear of his tale was im-
death, bwt mediately
none had the branded false.
fortitude te D ubi®wss
take the re- that the in-
§ B 8 nsibility vincible John
for Hhis de- Ringo lhad
mise. Thus it fallen before
was that Rin- Leslie’s gun,
8 weAt abeut a party of

is swh geed oftficerss
way., whieh headed by
passed many Breakentidge
salesns. He rode out to
drank Mofe view the re-
E&_ﬁsi: é\fgf é,gé P mmmu;:qg frarm N. H. Rusec Cotletiion  mpajng, They

i Wi s y Beiamy, focts shuif]f of Codtbise Cozmy, found Ringo
reared  daily: T R ) e ot M2 in exactly the
HiS  péerigds spott Leslie
8t drunkenness Became More frequeAt had described. His body was seated
and of 18nger duration. and wedged between two closely-

Then one day somebody ran off
with his common-law wife. He
learned that Buckskin Frank Leslle
was the vile culprit. Telling the
world that he was geing te kill Leslie
on sight, he ranged abotit Tombstone
like a mad welf. But the bird had
flown. He started hunting him in the
Dragoons whete, ene het day, Billy
Breakentridge enceuntered him in the
Middle Pass. Ringo, as usual, was
well supplied with Ris faverite brand
of jig=juiee.

After exchanging commonplace re-
marks with the officer, Ringo dug up a
bottle and invited Billy to drink. Not
wishing to offend him, Breakenridge
accepted. He returned the hardly-

grown tiees. As Leslie had described,
there was a Bullet hele squarely be-
tween his eyes. His six-shooter, with
ene empty shell, was feund en the
ground at his feat.

“Suicide!” saiidl Breakenridge
promptly.

Disregarding Leslie’s claims, a
coroner’s jury rendered, the verdict
that Ringo had died by a wound self-
inflicted. Buckskim, with great ve-
hemence, arose to the oceasion and de-
rnanded that they change the verdict
it for no other reason than it branded
hirm a liar. Ringeo’s friends laughed in
his faee, but Leslie insisted that the
instant Ringe enceunteted him he had
taken a shet at him,
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“Soon as he saw me,” he declared,
‘he unlimbered. His bullet missed me
by a yard. Knowin’ he was fifigesim’
t’ kill me if I didn't kill him, I ducked
off’n my hoss, pullin’ my gun as I dis-
mounted. From behind the nag I fiired
at John. He was sittin’ his hoss wait-
in’ fer me ¢t show myself which I
didn’t de. I fired one shot at John
Ringo an’ hit him dead ceniter. What
follered was the dangedest thing I
ever seed a man de. Joha dida’t fall
off’n his hoss. He jes’ stepped dewn,
walked ¢’ thefh two tiees an’ sat dewn!
I waited behind my nag + see what
he’d do next. He didi’t de nethin’!
He je&’ sat still and his gun slipped
aut &’ his hand, di’-aﬁgiﬂ" t the greund.
That jasper was dead when he 1eft his
hess, But dida‘t khew it} 1t's plumb
eertain he died with my Bullet in his
head, wedged a'tween them twe trees.
That's gespel, genist”

But Breakenridge and the jury
were adamant. Buckskin Frank had
cried “Wolf!"” once too often, and
though he was rated among the best of
Tombstone’s gunmen, they refused to
give him credit for Ringo’s demise.
John had too much of a reputation as
a gunran to have been killed by a man
of lesser fry, they reasoned. Besides,
wasfi't he a man of henor? Hadn't he
kept his word with Billy Breaken-
ridge at Stilphur Springs?

He had been a marksman with few
equals and it did not seem possible
that he would shoot at Leslie and
miss. Thus they based their claims
that he took his own life. Tie records
can be seen at Tombstone today. But
there were no powder burns on Rin-
go’s forehead to, in the light of mod-
ern crime detection, justify the sui-
cide verdiet. Quizzed on this subject
if later years, Breakenridge and
others who had attended the inquest,
admitted they saw no powder burns
e his face. Ringo certainly eotild not
have killed himmself witheut leaving
pewder Burhs te preve it, considering
that eartridges in those days were
leaded with Black pewder!

In the light of this fact, Leslie

should have been given his just
credits, and if the veracity of Jose
Gardena’s later statements can be ac-
cepted without question, then the sui-
cide verdict was rendered simply to
save the reputation of a popular
character.

ardena, his face grooved with

numberless wrinklles, his hair

white as snow, his back bent,
was found sitting in the shade beneath
the porch roof of a humble jacall a
mile or so down the railioad track
from Phoenix. The weight of seventy
years bofe heavily en his stooped
shoulders. He lived alene with his fat
old wife, supported by eharity. It was
a hard task locating him, for the namme
of Jose Gardena is as eommon ameng
the Mexicans as Joe Smith i ameng
the g@iHEes.

“Si, Semwor,” he declared huskily,
staring out over the dazzling tracks,
and his voice carried conviction. “I
saw it. I saw the Senor Leslie kill the
Senor Ringo many yeats ago over in
the Dragoomns. I did not know then
who they were, but what I saw I shall
never forget.”

As he spoke he injected many
Spanish wotds into his staternents and
with the smattering Expaod! we boast,
it was difficult to follow him. Often
he paused to shift his eud from one
side of his toothless meuth to the
other. Mongtel dogs yapped vicious-
ly in nelghbering yards. Naked brats,
as black as sin, played vaquse, aleng
the shimmering rails, frequently pok-
ing fun at the sweating, exasperated
giingess whe predded the eld Mvzs’s
slumbering memeries inte life.

“No, Senot,” he continued after a
long pause. “I shall never forget what
I saw. I was a yoiing eaballkiy thes,
veiltice (twenty) perhaps. I lived with
fy padite 1n Sulphut Springs Valley.
We had any goats which I herded in
the Dragoons wheie they grew fat en
aeoerns. Have you ever eaten geat
fmeat, aA1igos?”

Gringmo heads bobbed negatively.

“Then you have missed the best in
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flesh, amijgss,” he continued. “As I
was saying, I herded my paalite’s
smelly goats in the Deagoons. Often
I would not see otir jacall for days. 1
was if the Middle Pass the day Senor
Ringe and Senor Leslie met each
other on the trail. My herd was feed-
ing peacefully in a little swale while
I was sitting en a large beiulder near-
by, in bueifo view of the trail. I was
lying en my back when I heard the
elatter of heefs. Loeking dewn I saw
the Sener Ringe riding teward the
San Simen Valley beyend. I saw him
pause and tip a bettle te his lips.

“Suddenly from around a bend in
the trail rode another man. He wore
fringed buckskins, He was the Senor
Buckskin Leslie. Both horsemen
halted when they saw each other, I
heard the Senor Ringo give a vile
curse and saw him draw his gun. My
goats stampeded out of the swale
when they heard his shot. He missed.
I could see very clearly, and Senor
Leslie fired back very quickly. Senor
Ringo slid down slowly frem his
hetse. I saw him walk like a drunken
fhan te the trees and sit down. The
other man hid behind his horse until
he walked very ecautiously to the
Sener Ringo and leeked at hifm close-
ly. After that he get baek en Hhis
horse and rede away.”

He paused to stare down the tracks
at the coming of a distant train.

“What did I do, Senor?” he replied
to a question. “I slipped away,
amifgpss, and did not stop until I drove
my herd into my padre’s corrals. I
was afraid te be caught in the Dra-
goons lest they accuse me of shooting
the grihggo. Soon after, my padre
started to Tombstone for supplies.
We never saw him again., We learned
that sethe mally henibees had robbed
and murdered him. We, my madre

and two sisters, went to the jawil of

my padieiss people ih Mexico. Later I

returned and worked in Tueson for

the railroad. Until I could ne longer

work, I was a track-walker. Now I

am very old, amilss, and soon I will

go to meet my padire. Sate ussiad,

Semgk!”

* Ypggurd!” we said, more or less
doubtful of the marzais tale. We
had to admit that it rang true

with Buckskin Frank Leslie’'s report

of a half century past. He certainly
seemed sinecere in telling it and it was
strongly convineing. The téain rum-
bled past, shaking the yaesil like dice
in a box. "But, Jose,” we contifiued,

“it’s going to be hard to rhake people

believe your story—that you actually

saw the killing of Ringo. History says
theie were no withesses. Sailfe, Senor?

Maybe you sign an affidavit, eh? You

sape?” '

His watery old eyes flashed with
quick resemtment.

“The word of Jose Gardema is
buenod?!” he grunted. “No sabe gmnimgo
aff’davit. I cannot read or write,
Senor! How could I sign it?”

“You could make your mark.”

“My word is my mark, amiggss!” he
said emphatically. “I make mark on
paper once in Tucson and gringgo col-
lect my wages! No marks no more!
I have told you what you asked for.
That is all I can do, amilpss. Hiuenas
tandbss, anniigns!”

Wiithout another word he limped in
a huff into the house, thus ending the
interview. Whether he told the truth
or not is a matter of conjecture. If he
did, Buckskin Frank Leslie should be
given his just reward, though belated
by half a century, for vanquishing his
arch-enermy, the supposedly invincible
John Ringe!
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Ske reabikeeld thait she wass alonss, cnnght
in the cross fire of a yanger war

Ranyge Want! K Spukked And
Flaneed, Tiven Susppt Al Bfere
Ie Kike Wird-belséced HeldH—Uhill
Ovee Pivdedd Sin&iwns, Sthumge
Tealis Te Santt A Baekifirve.

By
JAMES PERLEY HUGHES

en Mildred McArthur

saw her brother pitch from

his hotse, a bullet through

his head, she realized that

she was alone, catight in the cross fire

of a range war. She had fniene to whom

she could appeal. None te take up her

battle. Since the war began, herds had

been scattered, some driven off te far

distant points. Chaes held the éeuf-
tiy west of the Peces.

“I must get help—somewhete,” she
told herself, after her brother’s body
had been laid to rest beside her
father's and mother’s. “Old Judge
Pease might do something. If we

could only get the man who's really
behind all this.”

She saddled her pony and raced into
the litde town of Langtry where the
strangest court of all time held its
session. Burnham Pease, keeper of a
typical frontier saloon, was the self-
appointed justice, who ruled a turbu-
lent countty in the natme of the law.
But the couft took ne part ih range
wats. Plaintiffs were required to show
ah injustice before this frontier Selen
would expound his naive interpreta-
tions of the justiee.

“But I've got to do something,
Judige,” Mildeed all but sobbed.

101
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“I know—I know,” he mollified.
“Last month, after you was here I writ
a letter to a friend of mine up in the
Panhandle and he writ back that he’d
send semebody, buit—I ain’t seen hide
nof halr of him yet. He’ll be mosey-
ing along some of these days and
then—"

“By that time somebody’ll have the
last steer I've got and all my water
holes,” Mildred broke in bitterly.

“Shore’s a pity,” hawed the judge,
“Wall—jes’ as soon as my man comes,
I’ll send him right out to yuh.”

ildred McArthur turmed away,

her heart leaden. She walked

down the dusty street, her
mind held upon the dismal future.
She heard the jingle of silver spurs
behind and glanced around. A tall,
bronze faced young man met her
glance and quleckly snatched off his
wide somibrero.

“Are yuh Miss McArthur that was
telling yore troubles to the jedge?”
he asked with a disarming smile,

She hesitated. So complex was the
web in which she and her brother had
been caught that suspicion gripped
constantly. But the young man’s smile
was frank and engaging.

“Yes,” she said.

“Mebbe I might he’p yuh out a bit,"
he volunteered. “Yuh see I ain’t doing
nothing particular right now and—"

“I’m afraid there’s nothing you can
do,” she broke in. “One man wouldn't
last leng against the Flyimg-M and
Lazy-Z, not to mention Matt Davis
and his crew. My—my brother tried
to fight them alone and—and he’s
dead.”

Pity came in the cowboy's blue eyes.
They were fine eyes, Mildred noted,
and his head of cutly straw-colored
half intrigued her 1n spite of her trou-
bles,

“Mebbe your brother didn’t savvy
fightihge these coyotes,” he countered,
“But I shore understand ’em a heap.
’Seuse e, but—my name’s Steve Mor-
rison. 1 come from east of here a
plece.”

She smiled at the bashful self-
presentation. Them she held out her
hand.

“I'm awfully glad to meet you,”
Mildred said, "and gladder still at
your offer of help. It’s a frightfully
mixed up thing. The Flying-M and
Lazy-Z are fijghting; each other, but—
there’s a man named Matt Davis, who
seefis to be in it, wherever thete is
any dirty wetk golhg on. Sometimes
he’s in the Lazy-Z ranks and some-
times—"

She stopped as a hulking figure
slouched up and stopped to stare, fiirst
at her and then at Steve Morrison.
Behind him was another man, even
less engaging. Steve Mortison fitadied
a qulek, gauging glance at the new-
comers. Both were heavily armed and
carried themselves with the swagger
of professional bad men. The pig-like
eyes of the taller of the two were held
upon Mildeed MeArthuk’s pretty face.

“What was yuh saying ’bout me to
this whipsnapper?” he demanded.

Steve Morrison dropped the big hat
he had held in his hand while talking
to Mildred McArthue. His fiimger tips
rested on his guns. So this was Matt
Davis, the man she had said was in-
volved in most of the dirty work of
the range war. He was typical of his
kind, yet in his porcine eyes was a
cunning seldorm found in the bad man.

“I asked wiait—what was yuh say-
ing ’bout me to—"

The girl cast a frightened look at
Steve Morrison.

“Look here, Davis,” the young man
turned to Matt, “Yuh do yore talking
to me. Yuh all wanted to know what
she was saylng to me. The answer is
—none of yore business.”

Matt Davis’s face darkened. The
man beside him whispered a few low
words and dropped his hands to his
six-guns. Morrison’s glance filicked
from one to the other.

A throaty rumble of laughter came
from Davis’s halry throat and he
squinted as he looked at the girl’s
flushas cheeks.

“Caught yuh a man, huh?” he
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gibed: “Picked up a stranger from
God knows where. I suppose you're
taking him home now and—"

A roar from Steve Morrison's left
hand gun. Matt Davis looked up, then
down, his small eyes wide with amaze-
ment. The bullet had cut his loosely
buckled belt as though it were a knife
and his guns had turmmbled to the
ground.,

“Crease this fresh young squirt,
Lefty,” Davis barked to his com-
panion.

“Can’t boss, he’s got me covered.”

Matt looked around. Steve Morri-
son’s right hand weapon was all but
touching Lefty Conway. Both were
at the mercy of the tall, curly headed
stranger, who now was gesturing Con-
way te drop his weapons on the
ground.

“Yuh hombres should take lessons
in manners,” the young man was say-
ing. “Ought to learn how to speak to
a lady. Fust yuh take off yore hats
and then—

“I'm taking off no hats to nobody,”
Davis growled. “Yuh and nobody like
yuh—Hey, that—don’t shoot—"

A flash of guns, but Steve Morrison
had only holstered one of his weapons.
Then he reached out to snatch off
their sombreros. Next a stinging slap
smacked against their stubbly cheeks.

“Bad boys git that when they're not
polite to ladies,” Steve said.

Growled threats to kill him before
the day was over.

“Now vamoose, both of you,” Mor-
rison pointed down the street, “and
remember yore manners.”

He kicked the disarmed men’s guns
off the board walk into the muddy
guttee. A crowd had gathered around
the man and girl, but Steve elbowed
his way through, making a path for
her to where her pony was hitched.
He held the stirrup for her to mount.
Next he swung onte his own horse and
they galloped down the road leading
to her home.

“You shouldn’t have done what you
did,” Mildred told him. “Matt Davis
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is a killer and is as tricky as he is
mean.”

“That’s jes’ meat and drink to me,
ma’am,” was the laughing reply.

As they cantered across the range,
Steve Morrison asked innumerable
questions. He wanted to know the
various brands, her own and how they
were made. Wete rings used for
range bfanding, of did the cowboys
carfy irons?

“I’'m just naturally ctirious,” he told
her, when she smiled at his many in-
terrogations.

son reached Langtry again. Mil-
dred McArthur had insisted that
he stay to supper and Hong Kee, her
cook, had prepaced a meal wofthy of a
visting prince. But as he rode back
aleng the dim range teail, Steve’s head
hung lew with thought. From the
girl’s descriptiom, the range wat had
uhusual features, features that he
eoiild net understand. Pete Alberts of
m@ Flying-M and Rob Bentley of the
were fiighting, invelving the
§fﬂa ei- fanehers to %ii- destriiction,
But through the maze of milling strife
rFode the sinister figuw of Matt Davis
and his erew of killers.

“Ain't half as simple as it looks,"
the young man muttered, alighting in
front of Judge Pease’s home. “I
reckon I ought to habla with His
Honor befo’ I go much further.”

A talk that lasted far into the night
with the strange character, who was
known as the law west of the Pecos.
When Steve Mortison finally went to
bed, his dreams were divided between
the appealing eyes of Mildied Me-
Arthur and Matt Davis’s lowering

lafe. He would see more of beth, he
new, Wieh and how, he was net cer-
talf.

Morning found him staring at a
note 1a girlish script. It was signed
with Mildred’s name, asking him to
meet her at Baldface Butte. Steve
scanned the note a second time, The
writing was gracefill and done with

It was late that night when Morri-
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studied care. For a long moment he
scratched his thatch of curly blond
hair. Then he saddled his pony and
rode at a high gallop until he reached
the girl’s home. As he had expected,
wide eyed surprise marked his exhibi-
tion of the letter.

“I only wish I could write that
good—I scrawl,” she said.

“I didn’t know that, but—folks that
are anxious and in a hurry don’t write
even like that,” the young man an-
swered. “Wall—I jes’ wanted to be
sure. I guess I'd better be moseying
aleng.”

Her hand touched his arm as she
sought to stay him.

“Don’t go,” she begged, “It’s some
trick. Matt Davis—I told you that
he’d—”

“I'll never know who did it, If I
stay here,” he pointed out. “How am

I going to learn anythiigz—s"
“Then I'll go with you,” she blurted.
“I'm all saddled up and—"

She stopped in stunned siirpfise.
The firm brown fingeis of the young
man closed over her arm and led her
toward her front door. A call that
brought Hong Kee scuffying oiit.
Then Steve Moftrison turmed her over
to the Chinese with this astenishing
remarik:

“You keep missee homme side, savvy.
No let get 'way. Mebbe get killed.
You keep here aw time. You savwy?”

“Me savvy,” Hong Kee managed to
squeak,

ildred McArthur stared, round

eyed, at this cool young man,

as he walked swiftly toward
his horse. If her brother had dared
such a thing, but—her eyes softened.
This was not her brother. She
watched him until his galleping fligure
was ofily a speck, bebbing acress the
range in the direction of Baldface
Butte., Then she sank inte a chair and
gratefiilly accepted the &up of tea
Hong Kee had prepared.

Steve Motrison did not heold a
straight line as he crossed the fiats to-

ward Baldface. He circled, following a
winding wash that screened him from
the sight of those who might be spur-
ring across the plain. He found sev-
eral small bands of cattle at the water
holes and stopped to examine them.
Calves with an Eight-Bat-Eight brand
were following cows, which bore the
Cirele-Cioss, Mildied McArthur’s
brfand. To whom did the Eight-Bar-
Eight belong? Pete Alberts had the
Flying-M. Rob Bentley’s was the
Lazy=-2.

“That Matt Davis hombre must be
building up a herd for hisself,” Steve
muttered.

He roped a yearling and tied it fast,
Then he examined the brands with
care. They had been made with a
ring, instead of the traditiomal iron
of the round-up. Steve studied the
mark still closer. Next he let the
yearling loose and galloped up the
wash. He was nearing Baldifz:se Butte
and his care increased.

“Not going to dry-gulch me,” he
told himself. “Not this early.”

He hobbled his horse in a clump of
chaparral within a few hundred yards
of the butte, deciding to make the rest
of the jourmey on foot. But as he
crawled out of the wash he glimpsed
the high-crowned hats of twe riders.
He settled back taking otit his knife
to cut a leng branch of willow. He
pitt his sembrero on the top of it, then
crawled aleng the ground, helding the
hat aleft. He had net gene more than
a hundred yards, when he heard the
erack of a fifle, He dropped the hat
to find a neat hole in its erown, just
at the band line,

Next he heard horsemen were charg-
ing toward him, spurring their
mounts. He wormed to one side and
waited. His guns were ready, Hhis
thumbs resting on each hammer. A
pounding of hoofs and the twe filashed
by, searcely fiifteem feet away,

“Stick ’em, gents, or I empty yore
saddles,” Morrison leaped to his feet.
“Stick ’em up or—"

The horses came to a sudden stop
and two men tutmed, theit hands up-
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raised. Steve almost dropped his guns
through sheer surprise. Instead of
Matt Davis and Lefty Conway, the
two were strangers. A glance at their
horses showed the Flying-M brand.
He had held uip Pete Alberts, one of
the leaders in the range war, and—

“I shore made a mistake, gents,” he
addressed them in mollifying tones,
“I was looking for a miscreant who—"

The crack of a six-gun sounded
from off to the left. Steve whirled to
see Matt Davis and Lefty Conway
charging toward him, their guns
ablaze. He turned to meet them, but
as he flicked his weapons from Al-
befts, the Flying-M owner began to
shoot. Steve Morrisen had expected
to find a trap set and walting, but—
he had walked inte a double snare.
New he must fight his way eut. The
fah whe had aeeempanied Pete Al-
Beris eharged at him with guns aflame,

Steve’s weapons barked and the man
swayed drunkenly, then slid from his
saddle. Matt Davis spurred forward,
but a shot grazed his cheek and he
reined up sharply. Steve stooped low
and scuttled through the brush. He
did not want te shoot it out—not
then. Too much was unexplained, but
as he made for the wash in which his
herse was hebbled, his adversaries
geoured the sage with their bullets.

“That’s the hombre that’s been
working our brands, Matt,” he heard
Pete Alberts call.

They charged with new savagery,
but Morrison’s gun fire held them
back. Next he heard Alberts order
Lefty Conway to ride to the Flying-M
and return with a posse. They wotld
comb the range before they let him
escape.

“If I'm going—I've got to go now,”
Steve miittered, sliding down inite the
wash.

Above, he could hear the riders
bawling to one another, seatrching for
his horse. Matt Davis swore deeply,
threatening to kill unless surrender
was immediate, but Steve only grinned
as he unhobbled his hefse and rede
dewn the draw,

Leaving his opponents to comb the
seas of sage, Steve Morrison rode to-
ward Langtry as fast as his eager
mount’s pounding feet couild cover the
distance. He was tempted to stop at
the Circle-Cross to see Mildred Me-
Arthur, but hueried on without slack-
ing rein. His first visit was to a black-
smith shep and thea he tucned to the
ramshaekle building in which Judge
Pease dispensed Beth justice and
strong liguer, He called the elder
fan 1At a private Back reem, gener-
ally used for peker parties.

“Wihat we want is to stop this range
war fust, jedge,” the young man said.
“If yuh all could call a peace meeting,
we might gather ’round this here
table and settle things.”

“Who all should I call?”
wanted to know.

“Alberts of the Flyimg-M, Matt
Davis, Rob Bentley of the Lazy-Z and
—TI'll get Miss Mildred to let me play
her kyards. It ain’t golng to be a
meetin’ whar a lady sheuld sit in.”

“Reckon not,” muttered the judge.
“It ain’t going to be a meeting that’ll
be healthy for anybody te sit in,
onless—"

“We'lll check our six-guns with the
court,” Steve Morrison conclided.

Pease

partley, the range combatants wel-

comed the suggestion. Date for
the meeting was fixed five days henee.
Meantifme, Steve Morrison spent his
days upon the range and his evenings
at the Cirele-Cress rfanch house. Mil-
dred MeArthur was enly tee glad te
name hifa her representative at the
eonference. Theit friendship was
growing rapidly. Several times, the
young eewbey feund himself speal-
ing words of even warmer tone, But he
gheked them Baek.

Mildred was interested in Steve’s
talks upon the tricks of cattle thieves.
She listened as he explained how herds
cotild be decimated, but her mind was
fmore upon the clear blue eyes and

Instead of objecting to the peace



curly blond hair than the stark facts
he was reciting.

During his hours in town, Steve
watched carefully, but an armistice
seemed to hold the warring factions
in eheek. He spent no little time loaf-
ing aleng the hitch rack where the
cattlernen tied their mounts. Then
came the day of the conference. Judge
Pease had designated the poker room
in the back end of his establishment
as the meeting place. They were to
gather around the table—wmarmed.
Steve Morrisen did net reach Langtry
until the hour set for their assembly.
He had been e the rahge sinee dawi
ahd his blue eyes were §ﬂapipmg when
he returned. He met Mildred Me-
Arthul, as he Rurried o judge Pease’s
establishrent, but a whispered wara-
ing trem her trembling lips only
Breught a grin te his faee.

Then he entered the strange com-
bination of saloon and court foom to
nod to the men wvith whom he would
meet.

“Wihere’s Matt?” he asked, when he
saw Davis was missing.

“Ain’t feeling well,” Judge Pease
replied. “Lefty Conway's going to sit
in for him. Now gimme yore hard-
ward, gents, just so everybody’ll feel
safe and at ease. Gent can’t speak his
mind when he’s expecting a slug be-
tween the eyes at any minute. Leave
yore six-guns at the bar.”

hey surrendered their side arms

and entered the poker room.

Lefty Conway was the fifst to
go in and took the seat usually occu-
pied by the dealer when stud games
were IR progiess. Steve Moerrison
watehed this meve with uwnderstand-
ing eyes. Pete Alberts sat at his right,
Rob Bentley of the Flying-M at his
left, Hafalz had the deer elesed, than
Steve saw the faces of his companions
hatden. They wanted peace on the
fange, peace by the elimination of
Steve Merrisen and they had gaihered
with that idea iR view. He glanced
aeress at the swart, bearded faee of

Lefty Conway. Thea he knew why
he was there instead of Matt Davis.

“Welll, gentlemen,” Steve began,
when the others were silent, eyeing
him with cold rmalice, “one of the
fust things we've got to do I8 to
straighten out those beef herds. A
lot of brands have been worked, a 1ot
of mavericks burned with a mark that
aln’t registered here. I've 1ook over
a lot of them and fitnd—"

“Find what?” Pete Alberts snapped,
his thin lips creasing after the words
had leaped out.

“Find that Miss McArthur’s steers
and yearlings have been the favorite
animals for the rustlers to work on.
The Y-S up the country has lost some
tOO."

“So have L,” Rob Bentley added.

“We all have,” Pete Alberts fin-
ished, “and—I reckomn, siranger, there
ain’t anybody that knows as miich
about it as you.”

“Reckon not,” Steve agreed plac-
idly.

A ucowl crossed Lefty Conway's
face. Then the youhg cowboy saw
the man's hand stealing toward the
drawer in the poker table. Now he
knew why Lefty had taken that posi-
tion. Their six-guns had been
checked outsidie, but—Matt Davis or
Lefty had planted a weapon in that
drawet.

Steve watched the man’s left hand
move steadily toward the gum’s hid-
ing place. His own were on the table.
He felt the growing tautmess in the
room. He sensed the passing of a
signal, but dared not turh his eyes
from Lefty Conway.,

“So yuh know all aboiit working
them brands?” the man growled, as
his eyes held Steve’s,

“Mebbe not all, but a heap.”

“Then yuh admit that yuh’te the
hombte, who—"

“I ain’t admitting anything. What
all have yuh got to admit?”

“Nothing that yulhW ever hear in
this—"

Lefty’s hand shot forward and the
muzzle of a six-gun appeared above
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the edge of the table. Pete Alberts
and Rob Bentiey dodged backward,
their chairs claftering.

A shot roared out, sounding like a
blast in the crowded little room. A
streak of crimson appeared upon the
table’s greean top. Outside, men
yelled and rushed to the doeor. It was
flung open and they stared in. At
their head was Matt Davis. The ex-
pression of triumph upen his face
vanished suddenly and Hhis eyes
widened. Sprawled across the table
was Lefty Cenway, a bullet hele
squarely between his éeyes.

“Feeling better now, Matt?” Steve
Morrison inquired, “Too bad it
wasn’t yuh, ’stead of this poor mav-
erick. You jes’ sent him here
‘cause—"

“Lyach him—he murdered Lefty—
hang the damn rustler,” Davis whirled
to bellow to the crowd that filled the
room. “Lynch him. He—”

“None of that now—" yelled the au-
thoritative voice of Old Judge Pease.
“The law ain’t going to have no neck-
tie parties that ain’t legal. If a hom-
bre has been done in, then we’ll hear
the evidence and ef he's guilty—then
everything will be all right and legal.”

“That suits me,” Steve Morrison
said.

But as he glanced into the faces
of the men around him, he knew an
impartial trial would be impossible.
He was a stranger while Matt Davis,
Pete Alberts and Rob Bentiey con-
trolled an appreciable following.

Still, there was an element that fol-
lowed Judge Pease and backed him in
his insistence that the law be ob-
sefved. They added their voices to
the judge’s, demanding a trial by jury.
The witnesses of the killing were
present. They should tell their story
and let Steve Morrison’s peers decide
his fate,

A sneer from Matt Davis as he
gauged the crowd’s temper. Then he
beckoned several intimates for a whis-
pered conference. He reappeared a
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moment later to flash a signal to a man
who had been selected for jury duty.
Then the trial began.

Judge Pease was a martinet for
legal procedute. At his instructions
a curtain was drawn across the front
of the bar, hiding that part of the
room. A jury was sworh in, a jury
headed by the man to whom Davis had
signalled. Morrison watched Matt
clesely.

“He and I'll have to decide this with
lead law yet,” Steve thought.

ith Pease acting as both attor-

ney and judge, the case was

soon undeg way. Pete Alberts
was the first witness. He wasted small
time in preliminaries.

“This maverick tells Lefty that he
knows who was working the brands,”
Alberts testified. “Lefty slangs back
at him and them—the coyote flips open
his hand and plugs old Lefty right
between the eyes. Cold a blooded
murder as I ever did see.”

A buzz among the jurors as they
glanced at one another.

“Did Conway have anything in his
hand when I shot?” Steve inquired on
cross-examinatioin.

“Nothimng.”

“Got a shooting iron in it now,” a
voice called from the back of the
room, “and nobody's touched him.”

“He had it then,” said Steve. “I
knew what he was figurimg on doing.
A friend told me. So I had a der-
tinger handy all the while—just wait-
ing for him.”

“He didn't draw—nor nothing,”
Alberts growled back. - “Ask Rob
Bentley. He ain't no friend of mine,
but he'll tell the truth.”

The owner of the Lazy-Z was next
sworh and corroborated Alberts’ testi-
mony 1n every detail, nor could Mor-
tison or Judge Pease shake his stoty.
Matt Davis again flashed a signal to
his friend on the jury and the man
nodded in understanding. A few more
questions and the judge tutmed to
Steve,



“What's yore ade of it, son?” he
asked.

“They’re trying to get me—one way
or tthe other,” Morrison answered hot-
ly, “Both of those men lied. The
facts speak for themselves. Matt
Davis put Lefty Conway in there to
kill me because he hadn't the netve.
He drew his shooting iron out of the
dealer’s drawer and—well I beat him
to it. That’s all.”

A silence as Steve sat down. Judge
Pease rapped for order on his rickety
old table that did duty fer a bench.
Then he faced the jury.

“I reckon the defendant was right
in sayimg—'that’s all,’” he began.
“Yuh all got two stories to decide on.
Take yore choice, but it shore looks
to me as though somebody was lying
like hell. I ain’t naming no names,
but—while the jury is deliberating, the
cotift, prisoner, withesses and specta-
tors will adjouirn to the bar and licker
up. The jury will retire to the wood-
shed while the coiift sends ‘em out a
coiiple of gliarts to be charged against
the costs.”

udge Pease slid from his chair and
donned the white apron of his al-
tecnate calling. All hands took
their liquor straight. Thete was no
time for mixed drinks. Then came the
announcement that a verdict had been
teached. Once more court was called
to order and the bar screened.

Steve Morrison saw a swift ex-
change of glances between Matt Davis
and the man to whotn he had signalled.
The juror nodded his head signifi-
cantly. Steve stiffened in his chair.
A broad smile held Matt’s face,

“Looks as though they wete going
to get away wifh it,” Merrison miut-
tered.

In another moement the fereman was
handing the verdict to the judge.

“Guilty of mutrder in the first de-
gree,” he sald, as he placed the paper
in Pease’s hand.

A murmur ran through the erowd.
Matt Davis crowded forward.

“Neow maybe we'll have that necktie
party,” he began. “Now maybe
we.ll_"

A vigorous pounding by the gavel
in Judge Pease’s hand. A flush had
crossed the old man’s face. He needed
no legal lore to understand the verdict
and the methods behind it. He
glanced at the jury and pounded once
more. Then a twinkle came into his
eyes.

“Gentlemen,” he began in strictly
judicial tones, “the Constitution of the
United States and the statutes of the
grand old State of Texas both provide
that where a jury errs, the couift can
set its finding aside. You boys might
mean right, but yeu're all wrong. 1
know this Steve Morrison, altheugh
I never saw him entil the other day.
I knew his daddy and the Merrisons
shoot straight—all the tifme. They
don’t lie, but mofe ’n that, he ain’t
guilty for an entirely different reasen.
That weref't Ao murder comvmitied,
That’s a daid man thar, with a sheet-
ing iron still in his hand, But="

“I suppose he committed suicide,”
Matt Davis snarled, “I suppose—"

“Yuh plumb took the words out of
my mouth, Matthew,” Judge Pease
returned. “Anybody that tries to
beat either young Steve of Old Steve
Morrison on the draw jes’ naturally
commits suicide. That’s my judg-
ment, gentlerhen. Case is adjourned.
All hands will stampede to the bar fof
lieker.”

Half a cheer greeted the old man’s
words, but a growl went through the
gang that surrounded Matt Davis.
Their eyes were fixed on Steve Morri-
son as he arose and stepped to the
table where his six-guns had been
placed. He belted them on slewly
and then elbowed his way te where
Davis stood.

“Welll, Matt,” the blg cowbey
hawed, “you missed fire again. What's
the next fove?”

“You'll see,” Davis answered; “you
ain’t through with the law yet. That
old fool who says he’s a judge can’t
get away with anything like that,
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You're going to taste the law and
when you do—"

“Right with you, Matt,” Steve broke
in, “only this time we'll make it lead
law, savwy? You and me’ll go out
there in the street and the one that
can get back here on his own feet wins
the judgment.”

The shadowed eyes of the bad man
glowed.

“Think yuh can beat me to the
draw, huh?”

“No—we'll have the judge give the
sigmal, all fair and reg’lar, and then,
six-guns’ll be our lawyers and do the
arguing.”

A yell greeted this suggestion. The
crowd was keyed for action and had
been disappointed in Judge Pease’s
decision, but now—lead law would
have its day in court. But it was Matt
Davis who appealed to the judge this
time, Dueling was against the law,
he declared. Judge Pease stopped
serving the thirsty jurors and wit-
nesses to consider the argument. A
moment of silence while they awaited
his word.

“Trial by battle is one of the oldest
Anglo-Saxon relics,” the self-ap-
pointed jurist declared. ‘“The Good
Book has heaps of precedents. Nope,
Matt, I reckon you's elected to stand
trial. I'll see thar aln’t no tricks nor
funny business, but—that’s my deci-
sion. The court’ll adjourn to Main
Street jes’ as soon as the gentlemen
pouch their drinks.”

The little town of Langtry tingled
as the word spread that Matt Davis
and Steve Morrison were going to
shoot it out. Crowds sought points of
safety where they could witness the
duel. As Steve stepped out onte the
rickety sidewalk, he saw Mildred Mc-
Arthue, The giel rushed toward him,
tears showing in her eyes.

“Don’t worry none at all, Milly,”
he broke in. *“It's going to be all
right. Did yuh bring them yearlings
in I spoke to yuh about?"”

“Yes, they're down in the corral.
But, Steve—he’ll kill you and then I
won’t have anyone—
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“You’ll have me, Milly—right from
now on. Jes’ soon as I get through
arguing with this hombre.”

Judge Pease had again doffed his
white apron and donned the long
tailed black coat of judicial office.
It was his ceremonial costume. He
called Steve and Matt Davis before
him and demanded thei¢ guns for in-
spection. Each man was allowed six
shots. No mere. Theif belts contain-
lng extea ecartridges would be left
with him. They must take pesitiens
at each end of the leng hiteh rack
before his place of business. At the
dropping of a handkerchief, they
would advanee, sheeting at will,

“But remember, gents, only six
shots. Don't squander yore lead. It
might be onhealthy.”

ildred McArthur wattched

Steve take his position. She

held a handkerchief to lips to
dam back the cry that threatened to
surge out. For a moment she con-
sidered leaping between the combat-
ants and stopping the duel. Then she
realized the futility of such an act.
Her eyes flicked to where Judge Pease
was §tanding, looking first at Steve
and then Matt Davis,

“All right, gents,” he boomed, as
his handkerchief flutteredd to the
ground. “May the best man win!”

Matt Davis leaped forward. His
six-gun blazed as his booted feet
kicked up the dust in the unpaved
street. Another shot before he had
gone six feet. A scream from Mil-
dred, a cry she could not stifle, but in
the high excitement of the moment,
none heard. Steve Morrison was mov-
ing forward, slowly, methodically.
He had net Hikadl His steps were
long, but deliberate. Matt Davis
slowed his impetuous riush after the
third shet.

“What the matter, Matt?” Morrison
taunted. “Ain’t yuh eager?”

An oath and the man fired again.
He had only two shots left and Steve
Morrison had not used a cartridge.

“Nervous, huh? Kind o’ gun shy?”
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Steve drawled, still stalking forward.
“Maybe this ain’t yore range. Wait
ontil I get a mite closer and mebbe
you'll hit me.”

“Damn yore hide, I'll hit yuh now,”
Davis swore.

He aimed deliberately and fired
again. A slight stagger as the bullet
crashed into Steve’s left arm, but he
regained his balance and continued.

“Ef yuh know any prayers, Matt,”
Steve was saylng, “yuh’d better start
’em !mse_"

yell and Matt fitkell. The shot
went entirely wild and Davis
stood, hesitating in the middle
of the street, an empty slx-gun in his
hand. Then he flung it into the dust.

A frantic signal to men in the
crowd standing close to Davis and a
loaded six-gun was tossed out. Matt
grasped it and turned to meet the
cowboy.

“Crooked to the last, huh?" Morri-
son shouted, “A sidewinder first, last
and all the time. Well—"

A saffron tongue leaped from his
weapon and Matt Davis dropped the
shooting iron he had half raised. A
grimace crossed his face. A blotch
of red appeared on his forehead and
he sank limply inte the dusty street.
A cry from the erowd, a woman’s cry,
filled with unpent joy. Mildred Mec-
Arthur turned toward Steve, her aumns
outstretched. But a gesture cawsed
her to stop and then ned with under-
standing.

Morrison turned to where a little
knot of the leading men of the coun-
ty had gathered around Judge Pease.
They started to voice their congratu-
lations, but he held up his hand.

“Gents,” he began, “I wouldn’t have
used lead law, even on that varmint,
if he and his pals hadn’t tried to
dry gulch me at every turn of the
trail. We'd have let the judge settle
everything, but they jes’ naturallly
woulda't play fair. Matt Davis tried

to make himself tophand in this man’s
country by playing Pete Alberts and
Rob Bentley against each other, but
he got played instead.

“There's been a lot of rustling,
brand working in addition to this
make-belief war in which only the
small ranchers got hurt. Alberts and
Bentley pretended to fight each other
but—they were killing off the little
fellows.”

“Yuh've got to prove that,” Rob
Bentley barked.

His hands were on his guns, but
he saw Steve's weapon flick toward
him and he dropped his arms te his
sides.

“Now this brand working,” Steve
went on, “was done with rings in-
stead of reg’lac irons. They used
two and a half inch rings for chang-
ing a Circle-Cross to an Eight-Bar-
Eight. I got Jim Deolan, the black-
smith, to make me some, jes’ a quairter
inch smaller. 1 put them in these
rustling hembres saddle bags and—
Downh in the hoss cerral are seme
eritturs that have jes’ been marlked.
See and believe and then look up the
records of the Eight-Bar-Eight and
you'll find that Pete Alberts and Rob
Bentley are registered ewners of="

A yell as the two men leaped to-
ward Steve Morrison. Theie six-
guns flamed, but hands nearby jerked
their arms down before they cotild
aim. In another moment they were
bound and being led toward the little
adobe jall to await trall by jury in-
stead of lead law.

“Wall,” said Judge Pease, as the
excitement ebbed, “I reckon I'd better
get on my apron. Everybody’ll be
pow’ful thirsty after all this ruckus
and—"

“Jes’ keep that long tailed coat on
a minute more, won’'t yuh?” Steve
Morrison whispered into the old
man’s ear. “Milly McArthur don’t
like the idea of belng married by a
jedge wearing a white apron.”
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UPERINTENDENT MAY-

HEW, in his creaky swivel, rat-

tled his evening paper. His

smoky eyes focused attention, with

vast effort, on the news of the
day. The widespread aectivities of kid-
nappets sereamed at him from an asseft-
ment of black type displays. He was
eonseieus ef Train Master Jeseph Lyneh,
bland and retund, pesing at the frent win=
dew with ene seuffed tee resting en the
sill. He wished he esuld Be eblivieus te
the eBljeei of the tratn master's surveillanee
—4 fall, reund-eyed gentleman on the depet
platform belew.

Mayhew read about a desperate search
for a girl who had been snatched in south-
ern Indiana. He thought about Engine-
man Wylie Wyndham Lewis—the gentle-
man on the platform—and his stomach
fauseles twitehed. The front page told him
somebedy’d paid a hundied thousand to
get somebedy else back. His conselence
kold him he'd better send Lyaeh te bring
Lewis up befere it was tee late,

Observing that Mr. Lynch had not re-
laxed his vigil, the super said, “Still down

stand beside his aide. Engineman Lewis,
flawlessly attired in well pressed serge,
could be seen reelining against an empty
baggage truck, taking, at the mement, a
very clese Interest In his finger nails, A
spotless gray hat, a gleaming eellar and
a deep erange neekiie with breast pecket
ketchirdt to mateh attested, with a leud nete
of gatety, to M. Lewis’s sartorial elegance.

The super scowled. “Think he’ll go
through with it, Joe?” he demanded.

Joe thought so. "You know what he’s
capable of, I'd put him back to work.
You ain’t got a thing on him, an’ you know
it‘”

Me. Mayhew knew it all too well. Which
was the cause of his pertutbaftion. He
pointed at the recurnbent figure.

“That hyena, Joe!” Apoplexy threat-
ened as Mr. Mayhew purpled. ‘“That
hyena! It was him put us in that mess
with the safety inspector. It couldn’t've
been anybody else but him. Nobody else’s
got a mind so weak and low as to get
playful when we got a safety expeft on
eut hands.”

“Look, Al” Train Master Lymch said
with infinite patience. "I you could prove

it was Dirty Lewis

there, Joe?” He nodded beyond the
window.

Mte. Lynch said,
"Y o u couldnt | Sopge Traiin

move him with a

wreekin' crane.”
Mte. Mayhew im-

mediately assumed

denced Wihait Was the Use of
Engiicannn Wyllte Wiymd-

who loosened cer-
tain nuts an’ bolts
in Elmer Penny’s
caboose 86 when
the safety expert
started expertin’

Croesss Won-

the look of a man ham Lesiis Ml the Right the eabeese started
who would do or to come to pieees,
die, and went to of Wiay i‘d be different.

the wimdow to

it you eeuld preve
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Lewis replaced the chemical in Elmer’s fire
extinguisher with valve oil—-"

“Prove it{* The super waved his arms,
“Gimme time, and Tl prove it.”

“Give you time, yeh. But you got a
first class engineer outta service, without
pay while you're tryin’ to make a suspicion
stick, an’ Lewis knows you can’t get away
with it. That's why——"

“Listen, Joe.” The smoky eyes nar-
rowed. “You think he'll actually tie into
the operating vice president with his griev-
gnce?”

MR. LYNCH did. “He ain't been on

WA that baggage truck most of the day
just to sun himself. Vice President Bag-
ley’s due here on No. 3 at seven tonight.
Lewis told us this mornin’ he'd give us
until seven to make up otir minds an’ put
him badk to work, or he’d climb on Bag-
ley’s ear with his tale of woe. He knows
Bagley’s meetiti’ his huntin’ companion to
go to his ledge up Nerth for a menth’s
sheetin’ an’ rest, but that aln’t stoppi”
Dirty Lewis. If yeu want e t6 g6 dewn
af’ get Dirty, an®*tell him we're serry an’
we're reinstatin’——"

“Naw!” The super’s snort was terrific.
“He’s not gonna bluff me. Let him see
Bagley. Bagley'll kick him off his cat*

The train master’s countenance assumed
an “it’'s-your-own-funeral” expression. He
hunched his round shotlders. “An’ what
it we do find out it was Lewis that got
funny in Elmer’s caboose? AH you can do
is hand him a little discipline——>

“I can tie a can to him,” Mr. Mayhew
growled. He was fully conscious that he
spoke of one of the best locomotive runners
he had ever known—a man as capable and
as fearless as they came. But he was fed
up. Dirty Lewls’'s jokes had nettled and
embarrassed himn befere. This business
with the safety inspector was the end.

The train mastet’s moon face broke into
a slow grin. “My hunch, Al, is youll get
rid of Lewis only by sudden death or old
age retirement.” His eyes fell across the
black llnes on the evenlng paper. “Of

course,” hie pointed to the type, “if you
could find a coupla kidnap boys——"

Mr. Mayhew said, “Yeah? I wouldn’t
wanna do ’em a dirty trick.”

FATE that afterncon, three young men

sat at a table in a boarded-up house.
They glanced at one another with hard,
shifty eyes. They were all in their early
twenties. There was nervous eagerness
abotit them,

Gordie, who had just come in, crushed
out his cigarette, He was slim and tough,
and his voice was a sideshow barker’s.

Max, the dark, tense runt on Gordie’s
right, said, “O. K.?”

“0.K.” Gordie leaned forward. “Easy.
Like that” He snapped slim fiingers.
“Nothin’ to do but follow my layout like
I got it doped. Like a railroad time table.
Everything ffitiuf.”

“There ain’t no mob on his car with
him?” Louie asked. He was the largest
of the trio, big-boned and &hhlbowfieatured.

“Omly the nigger porter,” Gordie said.
His voice came from the left-side droop of
his thin lips. “No stenes, €lerks or noth-
in’. Just Bagley an’ the smoke. I'll say
it's sweet. Made to order.” He lit a ciga-
tette and exhaled through his thin nostrils.
It otight to be sweet. It was his ewn
idea. 1t was his first blg job, and he
wasi’t the kind te play a piker's game.
This Bagley was a big shet, the eperating
ace of the railfead, and werth a esuple mil-
liens by mardiage. The failread weuldn't
hesitate te pay. Fifty thousand dellars?
Fifty grand? Gerdie was letting them off
6heap.

“It’s gettin’ darker,” Max said. *“Maybe
it we'd go over the dope—"

Gordie put two diagrams on the table,
roughly drawn on envelopes. One repre-
sented the floor plan of a railroad business
car. The other was obviously a detailed
drawing of a street, an alley and some
faileoad tracks. He pointed with a penell.

“Now you, Louie,” Gordie said. “When
we drive up an’ park the car here in the
alley, you an’ me come around here——"
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His voice dropped to a tense whisper,

NGINEMAN Wylie Wyndham Lewis

possessed the demeanor of a vastly in-
nocent and greatly injured man. His
round, mild eyes were wistful and his not
unhandsore cotintenance was deceptively
witheut guile. Even the appellative, Dirty,
applied in derisive familiarity by his fel-
lews, seemed utteHly ineengrueus against
the spetlessness of his faiment. That be-
hind this innecueus exterior burped a
mania fer embarrassing others By means
of jekes which were funny te nene but
Mr. Lewis, seemed entifely tee absurd
gven e imagine.

Dirty cast one last glance at Superin-
tendent Mayhew’s lighted window. Know-
ing the grizzled division boss as he did,
Dirty was well aware that Mayhew weuld
die before he would send for his englneer
and tell him all was well. Dirty had ne
qualins abeut walking innecently inte the
presence of Vice Piesident Bagley. He
entertained no belief that Me. Bagley weuld
even 86 fmueh as listen te him. But he
knew that, beyend the eobleng pateh of
light, en the upper wall ef the depet
Superintendent Mayhew was Being very
uneemfortable sver the prospest.

A glow in the east grew brighter. A
whistle call broke over the yards in a pro-
longed wail. No. 3, presently, materialized
behind the silver blade of headlight into a
long black and yellow chain of glowing
windows. Dust switled up from the wheel
lie.

Dirty immediately turned his steps east-
ward along the main track. He saw the
distant aureole of the yard engine coming
onito the hind end of the train to take off
the viece president’s tiaveling office. A
seattering of passengers from the fear
Pullmans eame jopging aleng earrying
their bags, pieking their way ever the ein-
defs. The yard engine snerted and baeked
away with the ear atiached. Lanterns
swing Righ in signals. A switeh light
turhed:

The spur where private business cars

were spotted, paralleled the main track to
Dirty's right as he walked. And just
across the spur was a liitle used alley
flanked by several old bafas. A shabby
street led away from it.

Dirty was on the front steps of the car
almost before the yard engine, having set
it where it belonged, started to back away.
He climbed Into the vestibule, opened the
sereen door and stood In the dining eom-
partient. There was a half cleared table
and a seng from the kitchen indieated,
aleng with a ratde of dishes, the astivities
of the vice president’s perter.

The ordinary cinder-bitten employee
would have stood there trembling, motith
dey and throat tight, fearfil of the next
move. ME, Lewis was, In no sense, ordi-
nafy, He didn't even bether to summen
the perter to announce his presemce. He
tool off his hat, advanced to the eerrider
and passed to the rear end, He was all
teady with his speesh of prievance, and
the eleak of innecence had so deepened en
his features as to deeeive the hardest heart.

There was nothing in the rear but a
lamp burning dimly on a table. Dirty
turmed his attention to the office section
which opened off the middle of the corri-
def. He looked In at the open deef. A
beiRf case, packed and strapped shut, was
on the desk, He advanced a step inside
and stared abeut. A furfew came dewn
the eenter of his brow. He leaned against
a filing eabinet te decide whether e
sheuld make Rimself at heme iR here, of
ge But te the rear esmpariment t8 wait.
Bagley eertainly must be en Beard. Prob-
ably in the slesping or Bath divisien.

Dirty was still leaning against the cabi-
net when he heard the porter’s song go into
a half scream, then die altogether. There
was a thud. Dirty half turned to the
deof.

ALL innocence went out of his stare,

and most all the feeling out of his
bones. He was looking at a gentleman in
a dark hat which somewhat shadowed
wide, shallow features. The gentleman
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held a gun. Dirty extended his neck a
foot and gulped painfully.

“No trick moves," the man with the gun
said. “Just turn around an’ face the wall.
One peep outta yuh, an'—*

“Hey!" It wasn't exactly a peep when
Dirty found his voice. Nor did he turn
around. He said, “Hey! What the hell's

Then he said, “Wum-nf!” The gun had
suddenly taken him deep in the stomach.

“I said keep your niouth shut!” An-
other jab.

Dirty decided whatever kind of joke it
was, he shouldn’t try to talk. He thought
of the scream and wondered if it were a
joke after all,

Another man appeared in the door, a
slim, hard man whose lips twisted down
at the corner where his voice came out.

“Got his bag?” this second man asked
in a raspy bass, pitched low.

“Don’t see none,” the big fellow said.

“What’s this?” the other picked up the
brief case. “This's O. K. Where he's
goin’ he won’t need a nightie. Get him to
the car.”

Dirty didn’t want to go to any car.
He protested. “[Hf you guys

They didn’t want to listen. They prod-
ded him sharply. He decided he’d better
go.

One of them slapped his hat on cock-
eyed. Dirty reached up to set it straight

and got a bang

on the arm.

They shoved

l him through

’ the rear door.

They pushed

him dewn Into

the darkness,

He theught he

might make a

break fer it here, They probably theught

§6, toe. One got him by the arm and
held efte him.

“If you think this’s funny,”
growled, “I sure as hell—"

“You don’t hear us laughin’, do you?”

Dirty

from the darkness behind him. “You keep
that trap shut or it'll be awful sad for you.
Lilies an’ things.”

A gun poked him vulgarly and he did
a little skip step.

“Ill betcha, by hell,” Dirty retorted,
“I'll make you birds——"

They made him shut up by virtue of an
ungentle slap across the mouth. And then
the dark hulk of an automobile loomed
in the shadows. Dirty held back a little
as the rear door swung open. He was
shoved in on his face without ceremony,
He heard a voice from the wheel say,
“0. K.?” and then one of his captors said
“0. K.*

E motor started, the car moved.

Big hands fumbled over his head and

eyes. Big hands fumbled over his head and

€Ye5¥e ain’t gonna hurt Mr. Bagley,”

e el Urtees f B

th e‘g VOIC '” W S _fhroat
You[%

b
n

1] our
n ur
11

You ain't
‘%ﬁ T

:%R eewga C

; )
%ﬁe
Wb
sure
s én,
steg

w%o?

:“om

moves 2 Bhole monh a§ 2 mzn
i Wﬁﬁgg i 8}% hott i Fooh
3 gn hen youl 1€R™MGr
onzan B i o
e aﬂ U|e an he }H'g Egnﬁg
WSF ‘§8
g 8 qVer H%M &E@%
Riﬂl 8w3§ st 8 s 88F
1% With the Faspy Veics sanmg Just
8 i
% H SH’ 6 3 the vaice
£8H§ oR: ri; reag-s E8HH& gt a
Ree 18 §h8W} ta ﬁrs i
ates you- thousan we
raﬂrggsl s‘eﬂf fmﬁk youre werth fhat

Birty; at this psint, began te realize that
the situation was semewhat serisus. He
was ales aware that the kidnappers weuld
find eut their mistake tomerrow oF the
Rext day when they went te make deman
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for Mr. Bagley's return. They might be
so disgusted with themselves for their blun-
der that they’d shoot him just to relieve
their feelings. He could understand how
the youthful racketeers might make the
mistake unless one of them at least knew
Bagley by close contact. Bagley and En-
gineman Lewls were buillt allke and resem-
bled enetigh faclally te be taken for broth-
ers, Dirty had been teld this mere than
enee. Well, he esuld enly pray fer the
Best. Ne use trying te talk ‘em eut of it.
ta faet, with that eleth ever his meuth,
there wasn't any use te try te talk at all.
He'd see what he esuld de abeut things
temertew.

IRTY didn't have to wait that long.
The car sto after w at seeme

¢ bl § ' f plter
A8 a% Bl (0
%%t gl mou scm%c 2
He
a gIOOI’

H a oor T
gard a door close an
e 1ron s

SQme 1ron s r|
a 8 aﬁﬂgg,’ g‘ﬁg ina %He ﬁaﬁ

fsaﬂfé“g’g i b 2

§& I tRFSE yoURS: P8H§H Htgs 88 g

FﬂBt it Iiks 18 Be F8H?§H @h g %ﬁg

FASBY GRE S
8W gl %Bg A piease: ody 18

&

%gfeu sy 1} ] ﬁﬁy theusand you' rF §onna
ask for mEs" Bifty qustiss: Pﬁﬁ Was
Beginning to Werk 1R 2 brain that was
neted for eome of the most aWe-iRSpiing
and demeniacal plans ever devised in the
field of practical jsking:

Had either of thess thrss gentlermen any
knewledge of what that vast inngesnes ReW
grewing on their vistim's face by the see:
ond meamt—s _ _

*Fifty thousand," said Gerdie. “An' we
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it would work “—I was thinkin’. Maybe
if I helped you along a little I'd get away
from here that much quicker.” If these
boys took the bait it ought to be a goed
one on Mayhew. He tutmed his innecent
eyes upon them,

“Now you’re talkin’ sensible,” the man
called Max growled.

The three exchanged glances,

“How you gonna make the demand, an’
who you makin’ it to?” Dirty asked.

“Well,” Gordie said, “I kinda had it
doped out I'd write a letter——”

“You want the money, don’t you?”
Ditty demanded.

“Sure, but—-—"

“Don’t write letters. You read the pa-
pers, Letters get kidnappers in trouble.
I can tell you a way to go about this——"
He left his words in the air. “It’s your
show, though. I'm—I'm just supposed to
be the vietim.”

The three held a huddled conference at
the far end of the room. Then they came
out of it and approached the bed. Gordie
spoke:

“If you got a plan to speed this up,
we'll listen. That ain’t savin’ we’re gonna
foller it, You talk, an’ we'll do the de-
eldin’, If you'll epen up——"

Dirty eased himself against the wall and
began to speak.

UPERINTENDENT MMAWYHEW
came ott of a sound sleep with a sud-
den start that sent his heart pounding. He
couldn’t say whether he heard a move-
ment, Seomething, he told himself, was
cockeyed, He started to reach for his bed
lamp, felt human flesh and jeeked Hhis
hand away. A sharp gasp escaped him.
The light went on and he blinked first
at the bartel of a gun and then at the
strange tableau at his bedside. The man
with the gun was masked. Next to him
stood Tiain Master Joseph Lynch with a
gag in his mouth and his hands tied up.
On the ether side of Mr. Lyneh twe white
eyes rolled abeut in a very black face and
the dark perier from the viee president's
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car seemed close to the color of ashes.
Like the train master, the porter, too, was
gagged.

The gunman spoke quietly, his voice low,
He saidl:

“All you do, Mayhew, is lay there an'
listen.”

There was no speech left in the super's
throat. This must be a nightmare. It
couldn't be a robbery. Otherwise Joe
Lynch——

"Wh—what's it all about, Joe?” the
super demanded weakly. He tried to raise
himself on one elbow.

The gunman poked the barrel into his
stomach.

“I'll tell you,” the gunman said. “It's
about Bagley. If your railroad cares about
seein’ him again, it'll cost you fifity thou-
sand. T'll give you forty-eight houts to
get it in, Small bills an’ not marked. An’
when you get the money you'll hear from
us on what to do with it.”

“But—but—Bagley’s on his vacation,”
Mayhew sputtered. “You're crazy, man.
He—he’s gone north to his lodge. He

“Bagley’s where he don’t need any va-
cation,” the gunman broke in. “An’ don’t
think I'm crazy, see? If you do, look at
these.,” He tossed letters on the sheet,
taken from Bagley's brief case. “An’ when
I get through with you, ask the porter
who boarded his car an' slugged him an’
took Bagley off. 1 rounded 'em up for
you so the porter could tell you his story,
an’ so’s you'd have Mayhew as a witness.
We took Bagley six hours ago. You got
forty-eight hoeues, of you get Bagley’s head
baek i a bex. Rell over en yeur tummy.”

"But—but we haven't get any nete de-
mandin’——"

“No. We don't write notes. They get
a man in trouble. Roll over.”
Me. Mayhew rolled over. He was

securely tied up, and Lynch and the negro
were tied with him. The masked visitor
turned out the light and silently van-
ished.

E trio was released a little after
daylight by the train crew caller who
said somebody called him on the telephone
and told him the super wanted him at
once and to go right to the supet’s room.
It was five minutes before Mayhew could
get both feet on the earth and restore some
semblance of calm to his large person
Then he questioned the porter backwards
and forwards. The porter, before the
super finished with him, had described a
fnasked army swarfing In and ever the
eaf, and even went so far as to allow his
imagination te pieture Viee Piesident Bag-
ley as sereaming and pleading with Hhis
abdusters.

Through all of the mad babbling, May-
hew tried to picture Emgineman Wylie
Wyndharm Lewis, and wondered what had
happened to the engineer. He sent Joe
Lyach to find Dirty and bring that gentle-
man to the office. Thea he reached for
the telephone and put in a leng distance
call te Minneapolis, asking te speak with
Piesident Wishard personally., Yes, hé
told the eperator, get the high efficer eu:
of bed.

It was a cool morning in the Montana
mountains, but Mayhew perspired as he
heard the Minneapolis operator tell him
to go ahead. He blurted out the Informa-
tion abeut the kidnapping and paused,

“You're stire about this?” the crisp voice
from more than a thousand miles away de-
manded. "“You're positive?”

“I tell you the kidnapper brought my
train master right into my room in the
middle of the night. If you'll tell me what
you think I ought to do——"

“I'll come out there. Charter a plane.
Keep yotir shirt on till I show up.”

“Haow about the police?” Mayhew quer-
ied. “This gun artist told me it'd be all
off if I mentioned it to the cops——"

“Say nothing to anyone till I show up.
XKeep that porter where he can’t talk,
Catttion your train master.”

Mt, Mayhew wiped the sweat away. He
did some mental calculating. The train
arrived at seven sharp. Bagley's huntlng
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companion would have been there to meet
him. What had happened to that chap?
Where was the station wagon he would
have used to take Bagley north to Cordova
where the two would have hired a boat for
a hundred-mile push farther nerthward
over lakes and rivers to the vice president's
isolated lodge?

He called Cordova, sixty miles away,
and asked for the boat landing. He in-
quired over the sleepy voice that answered,
if Bagley's man had been seen.

The reply was that Bagley’s man had
gone down yesterday. He had not come
back because he hadn't chartered the boat.

At that point Train Master Lynch came
in with a hopeless countenance.

“Lewis,” he moaned. “Musta got poor
Lewis, too. Not a trace of him. Ain't
been to his room. Bed ain't been slept
in. It's lookin’ bad, Al. I wouldn't be
surprised if we don't hear of somebody
findin’ a coupla bodies in the weeds some-
wheres, an’ it'll be Lewis an’ the lodge
caretaker. Lerd, Al, when I sald sudden
death was the enly way yeu'd be likely te
get rid ef Dirty—"

“Don't—don't let’s think about it, Joe™
The super trummpeted into his kerchief.

RESIDENT WISHARD arrived in

Hanbison at ten o'clock that night, a
little more than twenty-four hours after
the sensational abduction. He immediately
went into conference in his hotel suite with
the Messrs. Mayhew and Lynch and heard
the repetition of their story. They pro-
duced the Negro whose tale, with the
hours, had grown exceedingly lurid.

“My hunch,” the super said after numer-
ous questions had been asked and an-
swered, “is we ought to get the police busy
on this before it gets too cald.”

“Bum hunch,” the president snapped.
He was a short, gray man with clipped
speech. He was flawlessly tailored and
well manicured. “No, gentlemen. Looks
like earefully woerked out plan te me.
Sefebedy’s had his eye en Bag's meves.
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Knew Bag's habits. Pretty desperate lot,
perhaps. Look here.

President Wishard produced the evening
paper. He pointed to the black line. It
said, “Kidnap Victim's Body Found After
Ramsom Hoax."

“These desperadoes,” the president
snapped. “They're getting worse, They
don't fool with you. No. We'll get the
money. In the morning. Wait and see
what they tell us to do with it. Then
we'll follow instructions. We'll call in our
chief of railroad police and confide to him.
Nobody else. We'll take our chance on
capturing 'em after the money's paid and
we get Bag back.”

“But how about our engineer an’ this
other guy?” Mr. Lynch wanted to know.
“We oughta start a search for 'em in case
they're hurt or dead.”

“Start it,” Wishard shot.
anything about kidnappers.”

“Don't say

TTNGINEMAN LEWIS lingered over
his milk. The large gentleman with
the flat features stood behind him with his
gun between Dirty’s shoulder blades. He
sat at the small table in the dark room,
his hands free. They always untied his
hands when they fed him which was twice
a day. About nine in the morning and
seven of seven-thirty at night. They fed
him sandwiches and milk which they
bt ®uwghhtt
in g uaktt bet
Hes. A line of
dikty bettles
§to0d against
the ffarther

wall.
Diirrttyy
s m a a kkeedd
his lips and ran
his hand over
the stubble on his chin. Gordie and Max

sat on the coverless bed.

“The other idea I gave you, it worked
out all right, didn’t it?” Dirty demanded,
tuthing to Gordie. “It worked a hell of
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a lot better'n a letter, an’ you got quick
service, didn't you?”

Gordie admitted he did.

“Sure,” Dirty said. “Walkin’ in on
people like that beats a letter all to hell.
Now, about collectin’ the money and get-
tin’ me outta here——"

“What about collectin’ it?” Gordie de-
manded. His eyes were hard in the flick-
ering candle light.

“If you wanna know a safe, sure way,”
Dirty suggested, “I thought maybe——"

“I ain't promisin’ it's better'n my way,”
Gordie snapped. “Spill it.”

Dirty submitted in silence while Louie
tied his wrists at his back again.

“You say the president’s in towm?"
Dirty queried.

“Got in last night,” Gordie admitted.

“You could call on him tonight,” Dirty
mused. “Like you called on Mayhew.
An’ take that little black satchel you got
with you. Just sorta drop in on Mr.
Wishatd after he’s gone to bed at the hotel,
an’ tell him he can put the fifty grand
in the bag tomorrow. He won't have it
on him tonight, that’s sure.”

“How about the cops?” Gordie de-
manded.

“Maybe it’s a trap,” Max said nervously.

“Listen,” Dirty said. “If Wishard’s told
the cops it'd be in the papers by now. No
cops. Now, about the dough. Tell him
to put it in that bag, an’ hand it to the
baggageman on No. 8 tomorrow night at
Harbison. That's at 7:45.”

Dirty let their hard eyes gaze on a
countenance as innocent of guile as that
of a child.

“So what?” Gordie prompted.

“Wiishard’s to instruct the baggageman
to get off at Mile Post §39. Have him
tell the engineer to stop there. That’s
open country. You could see a bull a
rile if they put any out to wateh what
happens.”

"Mile Post §39,” Gordie said.

‘The baggageman gets out of his car
with his bag there an’ sets it on the gravel.

He gets back on an’ signals the engineer.”

“An’ I walk up,” Gordie said, “an’ pick
up the bag an’ fall over into the arms of a
dozen dicks.”

“No,” Dirty said with an injured air,
“you couldn't do that, because you're on
No. 8. You're on the baggage rods, under-
neath. You got a stiff hooked wire.
When the baggageman sets the bag down
an’ climbs back on, you reach out with
your wire an’ hook the handle. When
the train starts, you pull it in to you. Six
miles east the teain’ll stop at a grade cross-
ing with anethef pike. You tiead thete,
You got the meney. You cofie back here
an’ let me g6, Thats simple. That's all
you getta de.”

“Sounds lousy to me,” Max said. “Too
simple.”

They went out to the next room after
putting Dirty on the bed. They kept his
feet bound securely.

Dirty lay in the dark and suppressed
a quiet chuckle. He thought about the,
row of milk bottles and the large boned
gentleman who acted as his keeper. I
Gordie only followed his suggestions, now
—he heard the outer door of the next room
slam. Then the rumble of a motor start-
ing. He went to sleep.

E houts of the next day seemed end-
less to Emgineman Lewis, alias Vice
President Bagley in Charge of Operations.
Louie fed him at nine in the morning.
Sandwiches. Always sandwiches and milk.
Louie left a paper for him to look at. He
cotild only read the first page. He couldn't
turn the pages over. The first page said
nothing about the kidnapping. It was the
third day.

About the middle of the afternoon Dirty
heard loud voices following the slamming
of a door in the adjoining room. He held
his breath and listened. A word now and
then came to him, caused him to stiffen,
to narrow his innocent eyes.

“All over the front page . . . headlines
. . . says the cops trying to find out what
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its all about .., President Wishard
won't tell the cops anything . . . nothin’
to be scared of now.”

Dirty didn’t quite agree. He took it that
somebody had talked and the local police
were trying to get into the case for the
glory of it. Maxie and Gordie certainly
sounded excited about it. He waited for
them to call on him.

The day faded and the door remained
locked. Darkmness fell and there was no
sound in the house.

Dirty slipped his feet over the side of
the bed. He dropped to his knees on the
floor and backed up against the bed rail
until his fingers could feel over the rust-
eaten edge ragged as the teeth of a saw.
He had diseovered thls ages age, 1t seemed.
Now he adjusted his wrists agalnst the
fail and started an easy sawing metien,

Slowly, steadily, he continued. His ears
were trained for any sound outside. This
job had to be completed before Louie came
with supper. Maybe Louie wouldn’t come.
He kept on doggedly.

Dirty could only guess at the time. He
could see, in the darkmess, the slim form
of Gordie swinging onto the baggage car
tods. He cotld see the stop at the mile
post. His wrists kept golng back and
forth, The milk bottles agalnst the wall
were barely visible 1n the deep gloom.

Gordie would have Max pick him up in
the car., What if they didn’t come back
here for him, to release him? Dirty didin't
like the thought. He peered through the
gloom. The last trace of the bottles was
gone from vislon. His wrists chafed where
the metal touched them.

It was still outside and sounds seemed
magnified. A freight engine whistled in
the distance. He wondered how far from
Hanbison he was. He heard a noise that
sounded like someone fumbling at the latch
of the outer door. His wrists, suddenly,
fell apart.

Half numbed fingers attacked the cords
at his ankles wtih breathless haste. The
door in the next room slammed and Louie’s
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heavy tread sounded on the bare boards.
Dirty picked the knot and felt the cords
loosen.,

“Hope you're not gettin’ weak, Bagley,”
Louie’s voice from beyond the door.

“Hope not,” Dirty said in the darkness.
“Not too weak.” He groped along the
wall silently, his fingers elosiig about the
neeck of a bottle,

“The boys’ll be back soon an’ then we’ll
shake an’ part,” Louie at the door now,
key grating in the lock,

Dirty flattened himself against the wall.
He was glad Louie packed a big gun. He
spat in his right hand and gripped the
bettle harder,

UPERINTENDENT MMAYHEW
held the lighter over for President
Wishard’s sixth cigar since No. 8's depar-
ture with the black bag filled with money.
The president tutmed on Maloney, the
superintendent of the railroad police. The
president saidi:

“Well, if we don’t get Bagley back, it'll
be your fault. Certainly played it dumb.
After I told you net to let it get to the
papers.”

“It wasn’t my fault,” Maloney defended
weakly. “It was the local police. When I
told ’em this noon I wanted to use ‘em If
confidence, they hadda go blab. An’ then
when you denied there was anything wreng
=well, it wasn't my fault.”

“The kidnappers,” Mayhew said, looking
up at the clock which pointed eleven, “they
got their dough around eight-fifieen. If
they had any Intention of getting Bagley
baeck to uis tonight he eught to be here by
few.”

“I got every road watched,” Maloney
boasted. “WeTl let ’em bring him in, but
we won't let 'em get away.”

“Umph!” the president snorted, “Sup-
pose you think they’ll bring him in with a
brass band.”

It was the door banging inward that
caused them to turn. It was what they saw
that brought them to thelr feet. The presi-
denit bellowed!;
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“Bag! Bag, old boy! -My God, we
just thought they wouldn't turn you loose.
You all right, Bag?”

Vice President Bagley looked extremely
well. He seemed quite breathless.

“What the hell's going on here,
Wishey?” Mr. Bagley demanded. “What's
this about kidnap——"

“No jokes, Bag,” Wishard said. “What'd
they do to youw?”

“Nobody did anything to me,” Bagley
exploded. “I've been at Jim Costain’s
house, three miles back of Cordova, wait-
ing for him to finish my boat he’s building
for me, About supper time Jim's boy
eame 1A with this.”

Bagley spread the evening paper before
them. Their jaws sagged.

“But the kidnappers,” Mr. Mayhew bel-
lowed. “They even brought me letters
they took from you.” He laid them on the
table,

“My God, what a joke!” Bagley took
up an envelope. “I hope you didn’t think
seriously about paying any money——"

“Seriously!” President Wishard stood.
“Bag, old boy, if this is a joke, the joke-
sters have fifty grand, as they call it, right
now.”

AGLEY stared from one to the other.
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There was a brief commotion, sounds
of a scuffle, and then a voice yelliing:

“The hell I can't. I'm goin’, ain't I?"

The Messrs. Mayhew and Lynch looked
at each other gasping. They alone recog-
nized that voice. They said together, in a
sort of awed whisper, “Lewis!”

And then Engineman Wylie Wyndham "

Lewis came barging through the door with
the plain clothes man hanging on to him
and tugging at him.

Engineman Lewis’s coat was in ribbons,
and a bruised eye, coupled with several
other marks, Indicated recent combat, His
face was a stubble of brown from several
days witheut benefit of razer. His eyes
were fed and his halr matted, He earried
a black bag resolutely, advanced inte the
staring group, gave the plain elethes man
ehe mighty sheve, and depesiied the bag
en the table;

“Lewis!” Mayhew exploded the name.

There followed a rapid, “Who's this?"

. . “"What's this man doing here?” . . .
“Who in the name of ., . .”

“Lewis,” Mayhew was shouting. “What
—where the hell—what you doing with
that bag?”

“Ramsom,” Dirty said wearily. *I just
been through a lotta hell for it. I brought
it in.”

“I say, Mayhew!” Bagley shouted.
this is a joke——"

“Joke?” Dirty stared at the vice presi-
dent, “If you call it a joke when a well-
meanin’ locomotive engineer gets on your
car to hold a confab with you about a mat-
ter of important business, an’ gets taken off
his feet by a couple gunmen——"

“Wait!” The president held up both
hands. “You say you're an engineer. You
got snatched off Bagley’s car. You better
start from the beginning. Just why did
you go to the car In the first place >

III.[

UPERINTENDENT MAMAYHEW
spread his hands. “Gentlemen,” he
cried weakly, “Mr. Lewis is one of out
crack runners. He went to call on Mr.
Bagley on—on a matter of safety.” He
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signalled Dirty with his eyes which said,
“You let me handle this.”

Dirty stared back at him, unblinking.

“He inust've got on one side while the
vice president dropped off the other,” May-
hew explained, He heped Dirty wotildn’t
talk abeut that eabeese business.

“I left my car,” Bagley explained, “al-
most before the train stopped. My man
was at the grade crossing In the statlon
wagon waltlng. You must've goet eA——"

“When the yard engine set her in the
spur,” Dirty said.

“What a joke on the kidnappers,” Bag-
ley howled. “But—say! Lewis! How

the hell did you
happen to get
away with
this?” He indl-
cated the bag.

“That wasn't
so ffummy,”
Dirty said, his
face without
guile,

“Andl the

kidnappers——

“Downstairs in their car,” Dirty ex-
plained. “I brought ’em in, too.”

“In a car?" The president turned to
Maloney.

“All the way from this side of Big
Wolf,” Dirty said. “They're tied up.
Maybe you'd better send a couple blls
down.”

“Couple?” Wishard turned to the chief
dick. “You'd better get an army and lock
those gents up.” He faced Dirty, “Lewls,
here’s fifty thousand dollars we ewe di-
tectly to the courage, the eleverness and

izt

the boldness of a locomotive engineer—a
man trained to think and about the only
ofie whe did think in this whele mess.”

Dirty looked at the money.

“Flinamcial reward would be an insult
to a man like you, Lewis!”

Dirty wasn’t very susceptible to insuilts.
He wasn't sensitive,

“On behalf of the railroad—my hand!”

Dirty felt the pressure of the president’s
grip.

Vice President Bagley followed. He
took Dirty’s unwashed paw.

“I'm proud, Lewis,” Bagley said.
“Proud to realize we have such men as
yout on this failtoad, I hope Mayhew can
fully appreciate you.”

Mr. Mayhew coughed.
yes, Mr. Bagley.”

Train Master Lynch stuffed his knuckle
in his mouth and turned away to contem-
plate a map on the wall with eyes which
were molst.

“Rest up,” Bagley continued to Dirty.
“Then go back to work. And remember—
in me you've a friend.”

Some minutes later, when the Messrs.
Mayhew and Lynch were left to their own
wise counsels, the rotund train master
grinned slowly as he turned his gaze to his
smoky-eyed suiperiof,

“Well,” Me. Lynch said with vast de-
liberation, “it looks like kidnappin’ wasn’t
80 hot, an’ certainly Lewis had a chance
to come In on sudden death while those
beys had him in tew. Nope, Al My
huneh is we'll have Lewis with us until old
age retirements gets him.”

Mr. Mayhew emitted the long, whisper-
ing sigh of those who have no hope.

He said, “Oh,
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THE SILENCER PROBLEM

T is doubtful if any fiirearms gadget

is more thoroughly misunderstood

than the "silencer.” In every maga-
zZine you find references to a “revelver
equipped with a silencer,” of a “silenced
autematie.,” Newspapers use the terms
frequently, Even peliee, when they fail
te find anyene whe heard a shet, blame
it on to the use ef “silencers.”

This silencer problem is one great
fraud.

A recent letter came in from Clyde
Baker, noted author of “Modern Gun-
smithiﬁE,” cxeetlited with being the only
texthook on that siubject now available
to guncranks and to the trade. MTF.
Baker has made many Interesting state-
ments regarding silencers, whieh we are
gueting herewith aleng with eur cem-
ments.

Says Mr. Balker:

“I have fitted and attached Maxim
silencers to various tifles from .22 to
45 calibre, tested, delivered, and col-
lected for them; but I have yet to see
a silencer that did much of anything
in the way ot silencing. I remember
when 1 first opened my shop on the
fifth floor of a loft bullding here, a
silenicer was fitted to a .22 ealibre ‘eat’
Hfle and tested eut b% firing abeut halk

of the length ef the @% was 70
petieeable d & 1n ihe sound of the
explosion wikh ihe silepeer on oF wiih

1t offf 2 s0h ORI eHO Gl e baindadkaen
fired, the janiter eame barging in e see
what was the matter, stating that ether
tenants of Eh@_huiiéiﬁg Wwere nerveus
abaut the shosting!

“The plain facts about silencers on
rifles are: A silencer will, If the gun is
.fired in the ‘wide open such as
over the watet, or 1A a field, reduce the

report somewiat—butt not very much,
If fired against a nearby hillside, or in
thick timber, there is little, if any, reduc-
tion in noise. The obstructions act as a
sounding board and throw the sound
right back at you. But even in the open
any gun equipped with a sllencer gives
a good honest ‘Bang,” ‘Ki-tang, Of
'Crack!’—arcondifigy to the ealibre and
load, and NOT the ‘elick of the firing
pin,’ of the ‘dull plep’ sueh as fiction
writers leve to describe. You might tell
sore of these lads that if they like te
hear ‘dull pleps’ they ean do so enly by
thiowing roeks id a mudhele=and
NOT by firing guns—any kind ef guns
—=gquipped With silencers.

“The only thing that a silencer does,
in actual fact, is to retard the distance
the sound will travel, and on small
calibre rifles it does that to some extent,

tobably making it unnoticeable at abouit

alf the distance it would norenally draw
attention, But to persons nearby there
is ne noticeable difference.

“Regarding this matter of silencers on
handguns. Honestly a single shot Eistol
with locked breech is the ONLY hand-
gun en whieh a sllencer could have even
slight effect—you know that it you stop
to think. Automatic pistols operate by
force of receil; a silencer funetions by
retarding and slewing up the gases
whieh eause the reeeil. Yeu ehange the
recoil o back pressure in any autematie
and the gun wen't werk, and that's all
there Is to it. And mereever, hew ia the
Ratien weuld yeu attach a slleneer to any
Colt or similar style automatic with a
slide eufglde the Barrel? 1t esuld be
dene enly 6A a Luger eF Mau%efzpuﬁ
nere again the gun weR't TunetieR
prepery.

“As to revolvers. What good would
a silencer be (even if it worked) on a
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gun which has an opening betwesm the
cylinder and the barrel? Fire a revolver
in the dark and watch the hot gas
escaping between cylinder and barrel. If
you cotild muffle the muzzle blast com-
pletelly, you’d still get the noise, and
plenty of It, between barrel and cylinder.
“Fimally, think of a cylinder, say
by 7 inches screwed on to the business
end of a gat. Ye Gawds! Try putting it
into a coat pocket—or any other pocket
—as we frequently hear abotit. Tty pit-
ting 1t Into a holster—or anything else.
Then, it you've performed that miraele,
tey yanking 1t out and gettlng It inte
actien IA a hurry.”

certainly appreciate these
comments from Mr. Baker.
But he isn’t exactly correct in

a cotiple of points. On others he didii’t
go into the matter deeply enotigh.

Essentially speaking, silencers are in-
effective, buit this is not entirely true. To
understand this one must understand the
theory of buillet noise.

There are two distinct noises origi-
nating when a firearm is fired—one the
sotind of the explosion of the cartridge,
and the other the sound of the speeding
bullet. The first, on some guns, can be
silenced—the second can never be
sllenced or quleted with existing forms
ot bullets.

When arifle isdischarged, the hammer
or firing pin explodes the priming mater-
ial 1 the *"cap™ which in turn sigmites—
not EXPLODES the charge of powder.
This burns ra?idly—roughly abotit a ten-
thousandth ot a second being required,
sometimes much more—and the result s
the rapld generation of a huge volume
ot gas whieh builds up a great pressute
=ds Mueh as 66,000 peunds per square
ineh in seme of the military cartridges.
That tremendously eompressed gas must
go semewhere——otherwise it weuld blew
up the gun. But sinee it feets resistance
i the sides ef the barrel and the breeeh,

if exerts pressure equally in all diree:
Pgﬂ@:a | stes—and the bullet
{s 8. d frem the m

W §

T'ﬁia 1§ pushe

{He cartHidge ease 1&1{9 gae Hﬁi%%, af
thenee dewh the af-f% and eut. Thug 18
the pressife relieved:

e hot, burhing gases follow right
along behind the bullet, and it is safe
to asstifne that they are, at least, travel-
ling as fast as the bullet itself when the
latter emerges from the muzzle. When

WEST

this volume of gas strikes the atmos-
phere, the report of the gun becomes
audible, due to the tremendous blow.
Also, this sudden blast of the gases,
freeing themselves from the restraint of
the bareel, causes the bulk of what we
know as “‘recoil.”

A silencer is nothing but a version of
an automobile muffler and contains haffle
plates with a hole through their middle.
The gas expands sideways into these
pockets formed by the baffles, reverses
of itself, hops into the next pocket, and
repeats—and so on until it reaches the
fauzzle of the silencer. By that time it
has slewed dewn te a peint where there
is ne “blast” and therefore very little
fieise. Meanwhile the bullet has speeded
ahead, through the centre hele in the
dises or baffle plates.

Like the muffler of an auto, a silencer
creates back-pressiure, and thus reveals
the cause of the ineffectiveness of the
attachment on handguns.

The Maxim people, originators of the
silencer, had experimentally fitted
silencers to every handgun made up to
1§26 or so, when they abandoned the
manufacture. The net result of their
tests showed that sllencers were effective
on rifles and single shot pistels, beeatise
of solid breech econstruction, but they
were Impractical and practieally useless
on all revelvers and auteratic pistels
beecause of reasons mentioned by M,
Baker. BUT=iiRy wouwld werk en
autes after a fashien. OR sueh guns as
the Luger, Mauser, and Colt and
Reising—the latier twe .23s—they per-
formed, but had a bad habit of wreeking
the aetipn every enee and a while be:
eause of the B Baek éafe§§ufe
§ fﬂiﬁg the tnechanism opeR 1es
viglently.

Bullet noise? This is quite impeortant.
Any bullet travelling at a velocit
greater than the veloclty of suindc
about 1675 feet per second la still aif,
will make a sharp “eraeck.,” This is the
theory of whip-snapping. The harder
g@u shap the whip, the leuder the erask,

geause the veleeity of the whip Hg
greatly exceeds the veleeity of seund. I
you have ever been in the “target pits”
of a rifle range and heard the bullets
erack averhead, yeu will feed Ae furthef
verifigation of thig statepent. And this
seund eannet Be silenced.

I've heard silenced rifles work fairly
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successfully—in particular a .22 Rem-
ington pump gun, and on one rifle range
I saw, but did not fire, a Springfield
Army Rifle. In action the heavy Spring-
field emitted a loud "grunt™—you cotld
hear it, but it didn’t annoy one. And the
shooter claimed that it had a wvery
greatly reduced receil.

S to handguns. T've seen plenty of

various guns so fiiited—weapons

seized by police—and have wit-
fiessed the test firing of a few of them
in police laboratories. It was very diffi-
cult to tell the difference in sound be-
tween a “silenced” gun, and the same
arm and cartridge with the sllencer re-
meved. 1n a couple of other cases it was
easy to tell, not because the sound was
eliminated, or even redueed, but becatise
the tone was entirely ehanged.

Hiram Percy Maxim invented the
silencer, and his firm built them up until
about 1926. In recent years the only
bullder of silencers has been O. H.
Brown. M¢, Brown does not recommend
these instruments for revolvers of atito-
tnatle pistels.

Thus explodes the myth about
silencer's on handguns. Just one grand
misunderstood fraud—mostly a figment
of the imagination.

Received another letter this month
from a chap who says tliat years ago
he experimented with home-made
silencers. "About the most effective one
was the very simple process of puittin
the rifle muzzle against a feather pil-
low,” this reader writes. "But this Is
often rather nasty sinee the plllew is
inelined to leak feathers after the shot
Is fired. And very often the pillow
eatehes fire.

“"Another experiment I condiicted,”
our friend continues, “was with a
silencer laboriously constructed with
a plece of pipe as the body. I tried it
one shot—and I stll have some of the
pieces of that rifle around the hotise.”

Moral: Don’t experiment with home-
made silencars!
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