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Arrowhead Springs was expanding now, and with expansion

came a new wave of lawlessness. Once again a man’s bank-

roll was no longer safe in town or country, and a sheriff’s

posse combed the hills and wilds wearily, seeking traces of
vanishing thieves.

NO PLACE

FOR ANY MAN

* FEATURED RANGELAND NOVELET

by H. W. Kiemle

LOUD shadows drifted slowly
‘ over the hills across the valley,
sharpening their rugged sil-
houette against the sun-drenched, dis-
tant background. Slowly they moved
down the side of the hill to envelop the
group of buildings nestled among the
trees near the blue and silver stream
that meandered through the valley.
Not a bad spread, thought Jim Wells,
from his high vantage point overlooking
the scene. He hoped that Vince Gatlin
would be in a good mood for what he
was going to suggest. But then why
shouldn’t Vince be? Gatlin seemed like
the right sort and pretty friendly since

he arrived and took over the Running
Y. Wells rolled the cigaret between
his lips and a snatch of smoke drifted
back in the breeze. He hummed a tune
as he started up his horse and turned to
descend into the valley.

Many years before, another rider
had halted his horse on the same spot,
half naked and bedecked with feathers
and bright hued breech-clout. His
painted face had twisted in a horrible
grimace as he shook his feathered
lance in defiance. He too had wheeled
his horse and descended the steep in-
cline but his purpose had been to Kill
and burn. Time had changed all this.
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The warrior no longer sulked in the
hills and the white bandits and cattle
rustlers that had followed in his wake
had been driven off. A horse-thief had
been hanged some years ago and some
rough characters still haunted the
saloons in town; but the gun that hung
at Wells’ hip was more of a decoration
than a necessity. Peace had come to
the country, along with a certain
amount of prosperity.

Jim Wells rode in among the build-
ings and slid off his horse near the
corral. He nodded at a couple of cow-
hands lazily working about the place
while thev grinned and waved a friend-
ly, “Hello.”

“Boss around?” he inquired.

The man nearest slid his hat back
and scratched his receeding hairline
with the ease that denoted a habit of
years. “Waal, most like he’s back in
his office in the main house countin’
the profits,” he drawled. “Been Iceepin’
us jumpin’ lately.” He eased his weight
back against the corral fence and
fumbled for tobacco.

Jim looped the reins around a rail
and left his mount standing in the
shade of a cottonwood while he saun-
tered off toward the ranch house. He
climbed the few steps up on to the
veranda and strode across the creaking
boards to the comparative gloom of an
open door.

“Gatlin, you at'home?” Jim rapped
on the door as he spoke.

Footsteps could be heard inside and
a tall man approached. “Oh, Wells1
Come right in. Been doing some rou-
tine paperwork and it pretty much
bores me; 1'd rather be moving about.
Glad to have a sociable time for a
spell.” He smiled in a friendly manner
and extended his hand. “Come back
here.”

They moved toward the back room,
which Gatlin used as an office. Here
they settled in easy chairs and the host,
turning his head, called, “Hey, Marial
Some water and glasses!”

“Haven't seen you for quite some
time. Been busy?” he began, turning to
Wells.

“Some,” replied Jim. “We've been
cuttin’ out some stock with the idea of
drivin’ it into Arrowhead Springs next
week. Got a buyer there willin’ to pay
fancy prices for some good breedin’
animals. That's what brings me here
today.”

AT THIS moment a fat Mexican

woman paddled her way into the
room bearing a tray containing a pitch-
er of water and some glasses.

“Set them on the desk,” he ordered,
“and that’ll be all for now.” He rose
and slid open a desk drawer. “Always
like to keep the best on hand,” he
smiled as he lifted out a bottle of old
Bourbon.

They settled back in their chairs,
glasses in hand.

“So you're selling some of your
breeding stock,” continued Gatlin.

“Yep, we've cut out about one hun-
dred head. We can spare 'em for the
price we're gettin’.” Wells replied.
“May as well get down to business
while we're on the subject,” he went on.
“Usually, when we sell steers for beef
they are driven to the railroad chutes
at Randall. It's not too much of a
drive and not a rough trail. Now, how-
ever, we've got to get them to Arrow-
head Springs and there's two ways of
doing it: around Indian Hat Mountain
or across your land. If we go around
Indian Hat it will mean an extra fifty
miles of drivin’ and part of that will
be over a very rough trail when we
cross the ridge. If we drive over to
Runnin’ Y, it'll be a simple matter and
our stock will arrive at its destination
in good shape.

“1'd like to make some sort of ar-
rangement with you for the privilege—"
Jim paused.

Gatlin sat, lounged back, his gaze
resting on the drink in his hand. Then
his face lit up and he turned to Jim.
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reason why we
a little matter
“Wouldn't be
| refused. Here
reached for the

“Sure thing. | see no
can't get together on
like that,” he smiled.
much of a neighbor if
have another,” and he
Bourbon.

An hour had passed when the two
men, in a mellow mood, emerged from
the doorway of the ranch house. They
clattered down the wooden steps and
wandered affably in the direction of
Wells’ horse, where they shook hands
and Jim mounted. He whirled his horse
and departed with Gatlin's parting re-
mark, “1’'ll send some of my boys over
to help you get started across my land.”

Wells waved his hand and disap-
peared around the corner of a low
building. Humming a little tune he
rolled a smoke. Things had gone well.
Not that he had expected any opposi-
tion, for Vince Gatlin had always been
neighborly and easy-going since the day
he took over the Running Y, one year
ago; but the way his request had been
received had eased a number of prob-
lems in his mind regarding other mat-
ters which would be bound to come up
with a neighboring ranch. Cordial re-
lations would be to the advantage of
both.

FEW DAYS later 'midst a chorus
of “Yip, Yips” and *“yeoughs,”
and the pounding of hundreds of
hooves, the-drive started. Jim Wells
rode point and before long the herd
was strung out and movinO steadily.
Soon several riders made their appear-
ance over the top of a hill. They
swooped down and joined Wells.
“Compliments of the Runnin’ Y,”
grinned their spokesman, the man Jim
had met working about Gatlin’s corral.
Wells waved a pleasant greeting.
“We're pretty well manned and every-
thing seems under control. Might ride
ahead though, and clear away any of
your own stock so we don’t pick them
up,” he suggested. After some exchange
of small talk, Gatlin's riders spread

out and forged ahead and the drive
continued uneventfully.

Ten days later the little cavalcade
made up of horsemen and chuck wagon,
wended its way across the plain out-
side of Arrowhead Springs. Jim Wells,
had a substantial wad of bills in his
moneybelt, and the men had their
spirits calmed a bit after a free day
and night on the loose in town. The
cattle had been delivered and the deal
consumated so after a day’s holiday,
they were returning for there was much
to be done at the ranch. Camp was
made late that evening after they
covered a considerable distance. Speed-
ier travel was in order, since there was
no longer the hindrance of the slowly
moving herd.

The stars were popping out in the
sky, that evening, and the western
horizon still glowed with the last orange
tinge of the sun’'s fading rays. Wells
leaned against the chuck wagon, smok-
ing. “I'll be cuttin’ off from the rest of
you come noon tomorrow, Pete,” he
told his foreman. “Got business in town
to take care of while I'm carrying this
roll. You know what's to be done at the
ranch so you’ll take the boys and get
to it.”

“Don’'t you think, mebby, you should
take somebody along with you, well,
as sort of a bodyguard?” suggested
young Fred Halsome, much concerned.
“Be glad to do the job myself.” .

Jim turned his gaze in Fred’s direc-
tion and smiled. “So would any of the
other boys, I'm sure,” he answered.
“Don’t worry, son; I'll personally tell
that little blonde, light-o-love of yours
that you were askin’ for her when |
drop into the hardware store where she
works. Besides you'll be gettin’ a few
days off before long.”

Pete chuckled, “Might as well take
him with you, Boss. He ain’t been much
good at workin’ lately; jes’ sets around
gazin’ off like as though he was lookin’
for stars in the daytime.”

“Then he wouldn’'t be much good as
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a bodyguard, either,” laughed Wells.
“Better put him to work with a shovel,
somewhere. Might wake him up if you
let him dig another well back by the
corral.”

“To think of the thanks | get when
| offer my services for some worth-
while project!” Young Fred shook his
head sadly and moved off into the
gloom.

rTIHE CAMP settled down as dark-

ness crept over the scene and the
stars glittered brilliantly overhead. A
coyote yapped from the top of a near-
by hill and finally the two figures left
remaining at the coals of the fire turned
in to their blankets. Somebody snored.

At dawn Cookie banged on a frying
pan, rousing the lot of sleeping figures.
They rolled out slowly and had break-
fast, grumbling for the most part about
the rough life of a cowpoke. When the
sun reached a point high in the sky.
Jim Wells bade his companions “So
long” and took himself off to one side
of the trail, over a low ridge and down
into another valley. The country was
wilder here but it would cut one day’s
journey off on the trip to the town of
Randall.

The valley narrowed and the sides
steepened. Now the land was fairly
well wooded with large boulders strewn
here and there along the way. Jim
jumped a couple of black-tail deer as he
topped a little rise and later came on
the huge tracks of a bear as it paddled
its way through the trickling waters
of a tiny stream. No human life was
evident anywhere, not even the hoof-
prints of some passing rider's mount.
Behind him somewhere a jay screamed,
then another. Jim glanced back over
his shoulder. “Must be they sighted
that bear,” he thought.

When the sun began to redden in the
west he was still traveling through the
wooded area. Darkness would make
moving along a difficult or even a haz-
ardous venture and since there was
no particular urgency involved in his

getting to Randall, he camped in a
grassy glade near the stream.

With his horse staked out where it
could forage, nearby, he built a small
fire next to a rock. A squirrel back in
the woods chattered his last for that
day and the night sounds of the wild
took over as darkness fell. An owl
hooted while something rustled around
on the floor of the woods. A twig
snapped back in the darkness.

“Must try this place sometime for
a hunt,” Jim mused as he gazed up at
the rocky hilltop silhouetted against
the stars, across the stream. He rolled
his blankets around himself in the
night-time chill and was soon asleep.

Time passed as Jim slept. Something
moved silently through the brush, a
blob of shadow among other shadows.
It paused then moved again, coming
closer and closer. The night breeze
swished the leaves in the treetops and
the shadow advanced through the grass
to the far side of the rock where Jim
slept. The shadow straightened— a man
with a drawn gun in his hand. He
waited, one hand on the rock then,
carefully placing his foot to avoid all
sound and pausing between each step,
he circled the rock to where Jim lay.

Once more the man crouched. He
raised his gun high then brought it
down fast. There was a thud and Jim
shuddered. The man waited, poked the
inert figure with the gun muzzle before
discarding all caution.

. 2

HE SUN shone
p brightlv on the tree-
tops, filtering down
to the fl°or °f the
woods when Jim
stirred. He was
chilled and his head
throbbed horribly.
He tried to sit up
but the effort cost
him great pain. His
hand found its way to his forehead and
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he rubbed his eyes. They seemed a bat
out of focus.

What had happened? He shook his
head, trying to remember but all he
could recall was peacefully resting in
his blankets under the stars and tree
branches. Then his fingers found an
extremely tender spot high on his fore-
head. He touched it gingerly, feeling
dried, matted hair. It must be blood.
He winced but this time succeeded in
rising to a sitting positon where he
remained, face in his hands for a few
moments.

Can’t figure this, he thought. It's
just as though somebody hit me a good
one, but | can't remember—

He felt for his money-belt. It was
gone! Fingering his gunbelt he found
that the holster was empty. He opened
his eyes, and the light hurt; but with
much blinking he was able to make
out his horse busily munching the dewy
grass, its shiny rump reflecting the sun-
light across the glade. Jim painfully
managed to get to his feet and with the
aid of several saplings along the way,
stumbled to the edge of the stream.
Cool water helped ease the pain and
the dizzyness departed.

Saddling was difficult but as he rode
along the trail, his head cleared. Now
he was angry. The thought of losing
that money at this time nearly made
him forget the throb in his head. He
would not'have sold some of his finest
breeding stock had he not needed the
cash for certain pressing obligations.
“Jim Wells, you clumsy jackass,” he
muttered, “might have guessed this
would happen. Everybody and his
uncle knew you carried that cash on
you!” He muttered some more, and
cussed, but that solved no problems.

Suddenly Wells noticed that he was
not the first to travel along that trail,
as had been the case the day before.
Fresh hoofprints strung on ahead. He
urged his horse on at a faster pace.
If only he had a gun! Following the
other rider’s trail for a few miles he

came to the edge of the wooded area
and moved into higher and more open
country. Here the ground was dryer,
and the trail harder to follow; sever-
al times he had to circle around before
he could locate hoofmarks; then they
petered out altogether among the rocks.
He rode to the top of a rise and stopped
to look around. The hot sun pounded
down upon him and his head felt worse.
He’'d not be much good in a fight now,
even if he did catch up with his as-
sailant; but that was next to impos-
sible.

From the top of the hill he searched
the landscape. Far to the northeast,
he could make out a faint puff of dust
and he quickly started his horse to
follow. The sudden movement nearly
dislodged him from the saddle and a
wave of nausea swept over him. His
head throbbed cruelly; the strain of
his experience had been too much.
Reeling slightly he regretfully turned
toward the home ranch.

XJTIS MEN spied his approach as Jim

neared the corral and knew at once
that something was amiss. Wells was
not due home till the following day,
at least. Two men, all prepared to
leave for the range waited in their
saddles as he rode up. Pete, the foreman
approached. “What's up, boss? Any-
thing wrong?”

Jim rode grasping the pommel of his
saddle with both hands. He lifted his
head a bit and smiled wanly, “Some-
body popped me over the head while
I slept and vamosed with my roll.
'Bout done in— for now!”

Pete ran up and grasped Wells as
he slid from the saddle.

“You really should have let me come
along with you,” said Fred Halsome,
fingering the handle of his gun.

Wells and his foreman walked slowly
to the ranch-house, Pete listening to
what his boss had to say about what
had happened. Jim removed his boots
and with a sigh, stretched out on his
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bed, his head pounding. He closed his
eyes and the feeling of dizziness soon
left him. “I'll be all right after a little
rest,” he told his foreman.

Pete saw there was little for him to
do indoors, so with a reassuring, “I’ll
take care of everything,” he hurried
back to the corral. Rounding up all
the available hands, they saddled and
were soon pounding hoofs across the
country to where Wells had seen that
distant puff of dust. They spread out,
searching the hills without success.
Once a trail had been found and fol-
lowed for a few miles then lost for good
on a much traveled road. Disconsolate-
ly, they wandered back to the home
ranch in pairs, late that night.

Jim Wells took things easy for a
few days. The loss of the money was
no small item to him but there seemed
little to do about the matter except lie
low and keep one’s eyes and ears open.
Sheriff Ben Cogswell dropped by one
day to discuss the robbery.

“There's a bunch hanging around
town | don’t like. The place’s growing,
what with more cattle being shipped
and more amusement joints opening
up. So far though, things have been
orderly enough, so there’s nothing I
can do about them. It’s just that now
and then someone gets relieved of his
roll—and it might be any one of sever-
al hundred people with no evidence
pointing to any particular one.”

The sheriff went on, “Folks'll just
have to be more careful and not dangle
temptation in front of these enter-
prisin’ varmints.” He shook a finger at
Wells, “You might've had one of your
men along, jest to keep you company,”
he remonstrated.

Jim liked the old sheriff and he felt
that any loss had been his own fault
and not the law’s. He shrugged his
shoulders, “Be different next time, if
there's going to be a next time,” and
he smiled a little. “1'd thought those
-wild days were over and done with,”
he added.

Later that week Jim rode into Ran-
dall. The place did have a busier look.
There were more men walking about
on the dusty street and the hitching
racks in front of the saloons were lined
with waiting horses. He thought there
must be some outfit in town that had
just finished a drive, for many horses
bore the same brand; but there were
many other brands, too. He finished
his business with his old friend Tom
Meany, the attorney-at-law then
dropped into the bank to put certain
affairs in order. On completing these
chores he stepped out into the sunny
glare of the street. Someone waved
and came across the street. It was
Vince Gatlin.

“Heard of your bad luck,” he sym-
pathized, “sorry to hear about it.” They
shook hands and Gatlin continued,
“Things are getting rougher 'round here
every day. They keep on and we'll be
back in the old days of the vigilantes
again. Somebody’s got to do some-
thing.” They strolled across the board-
walk into a saloon. “Why just last
night a fellow was stuck up right on
the edge of town. Didn’t lose much but
I don't like it.”

T-"HEY HAD a drink and Vince's

indignation mounted. “If | find any
strangers back on my range I'll run
‘'em off so fast they'll think they're
flying, and you better do the same.”
His vehement voice, raised in anger,
attracted the attention of several on-
lookers who stared at him blankly.

One large man lounging back in a
chair, gave an unpleasant little laugh
and rose suddenly, his hand accidently
sweeping a drink off the table into the
lap of a young, celebrating cowpunch-
er. The puncher’s retaliation was swift.
He leaped up and with a quick blow
pushed the big man back, stumbling
over, smashing the chair then stood
over him with gun drawn.

“Let’'s get out of here,” whispered
Wells, “1 don’t cotton to this touchy
atmosphere.” They left quietly.
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“That big fellow is Rod Linton. He
seems to have some influence here-
abouts, and also seems to be living on
a nice, comfortable but hidden income.
Wonder where he gets it? He don’t
world” Vince went on, “And if that
young puncher don’'t hi-tail it for his
own spread before dark, he’ll more'n
likely be found in some alley, cold,
come morning!”

“Take it easy,” and Gatlin waved
his band on swinging into the saddle.
Jim stood watching him ride off into
the twilight. The boxy bulk of the
town'’s buildings silhouetted against the
salmon colored sky as Vince disap-
peared around a corner. Jim’s thoughts
were on his friend’s words, “Getting '
tough around here—vigilantes!” He
shrugged his shoulders and mounting
rode toward the livery stable.

Later, on emerging from the little
restaurant near the hotel, Wells heard
the babble of voices. It arose from a
small group of men clustered around
the sheriff’'s office so he strode over in
that direction,

A small man was excitedly repeating,
“l saw one of them. Saw him good!
Could identify him anywhere, | tell
you! Big man—had a good look at his
face.” The little man quieted as the
door to the office opened and the
sheriff paused on the step. By this time
other men had come straggling down
the street.. It was night but a bright
moon bathed the dusty town with a
soft light.

“Ready men,” spoke the sheriff, and
the murmuring ceased. “Mount up.
There’ll be light enough for some hours
yet to comb those hills round where
Tom here was stuck up. The more of
you there are, the more chance we’'ll
have of pickin' something up.”

So that was it—another holdup!
Jim ran over to the stable and saddled
quickly. A group of men were already
galloping out of town. He joined the
stragglers and soon caught up with
the main group. A wildly-riding figure

passed him and he recognized the young
quick-tempered cowboy of the bar-
room fracas. Good we don’'t have many
such highly-oiled, hotheads along to-
night, he thought; we’'d have a lynch-
ing on our hands if any unfortunate
traveler got picked up!

. 3.

HE POSSE thun-
dered on followed
by a trail of dust,
silvery in the moon-
light. The small
man, Tom, rode in
the lead with Sheriff
Cogswell, directing
the way to the scene
of the holdup. When
they neared the spot,
the sheriff halted his men and went
ahead on foot with his best tracker,
to see if a trail could be found. They
moved along slowly to the northwest
for about a half-mile, the posse follow-
ing some hundred yards behind; then,
on a signal from the sheriff, rode up.

“They seem to be moving this way.
Spread out and keep movin’'!”

A long line of men, riding abreast
but spaced considerably, rode across
the rough country, making as much
speed as they could under the circum-
stances. Scouring the gullies and peer-
ing ahead from the tops of the ridges
and hillocks, they moved along stead-
ily in a northwesternly direction till
their way was blocked by steep banks
and cliffs through which there were
but two passes. Here they split up, the
sheriff taking his group through one
and Deputy Bart Rodney the other
pass. The going was bad here, for the
moon was low and inky shadows
covered the trails, making travel al-
most impossible; they let their mounts
slowly pick their own paths through
the darkness. Sometime in the small
hours of the morning, Deputy Rodney
called a halt to his group. Jim Wells
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was glad to dismount and join the
others in a few winks of sleep which
lasted till dawn. As soon as it was light
enough they were on their way.

An hour later the trail through the
cut opened up into more open country.
The deputy was in the lead when he
suddenly twisted his horse about and
started to decend the small rise of
ground he had climbed. He signaled for
a halt and silence. Ahead, from a clump
of boulders, he had spotted a vague
wisp of smoke drifting up in the dim
morning light.

The sun was beginning to paint the
tops of the hills to the west when four
men slipped over the crest of the little
rise, afoot, armed with rifles as well
as the revolvers that clung to their
hips. They spread and circled the
boulders keeping under cover while
the rest of the group waited in the
shelter of the little hill, mounted and
ready to charge. Quietly the unmounted
men closed in.

The fire was burning low and before
it stood a tall man, quietly sipping a
tin cup of hot coffee. He glanced down
at another man squatted opposite. “1'm
all for continuing on south; we’ll do
better down that way,” he was saying.

“An’ I've had my fill of bumming
around,” the squatting man answered.
“This country looks like as good a
place as any to settle down in, fer a
while anyway. .Why do you always
have to get sand in your boots for— ?”
He broke off.

“1 think we can make a place for
both of you round hereabouts,” inter-
rupted a quiet voice from the sur-
rounding rocks.

Both men looked wup sharply. A
lanky figure leaning against a boulder,
rifle pointed suggestively in their direc-
tion, met their gaze. Their surprise had
been complete, and words failed them:;
but their hands slowly rose to a posi-
tion above their shoulders. Now other
voices were heard and they knew they
were surrounded.

One of the armed men stepped back
shouting as he waved his hand and
the rest of the posse galloped up. “We
got 'em; two of 'em, in fact.”

The whole posse now milled around
the two disarmed prisoners.

“Know anything about a recent hold-
up,” questioned the lank deputy.

“Don’t know a thing about any hold-
up,” carefully answered the tall pris-
oner.

A rumble of voices rose from the
angry men. “We oughter give them
what for, and quick,” roared one;
“there’'s been too much of this stuff
going on here of late!”

Others joined in, one grabbing and
tearing the prisoner’s sleeve.

“Get back, the lot of you,” ordered
Deputy Rodney, sternly, as he turned
on his men. “We’'ll have no rough
stuff. Let them pack their belongings
and saddle up; we're going back to
town.” The men grumbled but did as
they were bade. Soon the cavalcade
was making its way back through the
cut in the hills.

/"\N THEIR way to town they were

crossing a far portion of the Gatlin
range when presently they were joined
by three riders. Jim Wells greeted
Vince Gatlin who offered, “One of the
boys brought the news about the posse,
so | thought I'd come out an’ join you.
Who you got there?” and he nodded
toward the two empty-holstered pris-
oners.

“Picked them two up 'round where
those holdup men should have been.
They don’t carry any loot, so we're not
sure who they are,” answered Wells.

“Nobody in their right mind would
be found in that desolate spot unless
they were in hiding,” Gatlin pointed
out. “Ain’'t any trails through there
that lead anyplace. Nobody goes in
there but bandits and prospectors, and
those two ain’'t prospectors. I'm for
stringing them up on the next tree big
enough to hold 'em.”
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Wells held up his hand to quiet Gat-
lin, “Now, take it easy, fellow. Can't
combat outlawry with lawlessness, you
know, so calm yourself and relax; be
better that way.”

The deputy spoke, “I'm not asking
you, I'm telling you—1 don’'t want to
hear any more talk like that. We're
getting these men back to town safe
and in one piece each. Now let's ride!”
Everyone within bearing understood
the deputy’s mood; after a while the
normal babble of conversation was re-
sumed to the accompaniment of hoof-
beats.

Late that afternoon, the sheriff and
the other half of the original posse rode
into town, weary and dust-covered. A
shout went up when they heard about
the two prisoners now occupying a cell
in the jail. The sheriff hurried inside
with Tom, the holdup victim, followed
by as many others as could fit into the
small office.

“Sheriff, this is all a lot of foolish-
ness. You didn’t find any stolen proper-
ty on us, you've got no proof. Let us
go; we've seen enough of this part of
the country. Now turn us loose!” de-
manded one of the prisoners when they
had been brought from the cell.

The old sheriff waved his hand and
laid his hat on the desk, “Hold on now,
there are a few things we have to take
care of first.” He sat back in the old
swivel chair and lit a smoke, then con-
tinued, “Tom, come over here and
take a good look at these fellows. They
the boys you had trouble with?”

Tom was beside him. A look of dis-
appointment crept over his face. He'd
hoped these were the bandits; then
there might have been a chance of
his getting his roll back.

“Sorry, sheriff, I don’'t recognize
these men, and | got a good look at the
face of one when his neckerchief mask
slipped. No, these aren’'t the ones!”

Tom stood shaking his head. Then he
began again, “But let's see their horses

before they're turned loose; one of
them had some fancy markings.

They trooped through the building
and out the back door to the shed in
the rear. Tom examined the prisoners’
horses, but even as they came into view
he was sure neither was the one he’'d
spoken about. Standing beside one he
explained, “It was a paint and on the
right rump there was a mark that
looked something like a heart pointing
down; only it had a longer point—Ilike
an arrowhead but thinner and sharper,”
and he traced out an imaginary figure
with his finger,

“Well, that about settles that,” said
Jim Wells, turning to the sheriff. He,
too, had hoped the bandits might be
found. He walked slowly back to the
hotel thinking of his own loss.

“1 think, tomorrow, I'll go back and
do a little scouting on my own,” he
mused as he settled back in one of the
empty chairs on the hotel veranda.
“It could just be that we didn’t hunt
in the right direction.”

CARLY NEXT morning he was in
~  the saddle, jogging loosely out of
town. Half convinced that he should
return to his own spread and forget
the whole matter, he nevertheless con-
tinued. Where to look would be a prob-
lem. Bandits moved about as easily as
any legitimate person and would not
be likely to linger somewhere waiting
to be apprehended. The scene of his
own experience was a considerable
distance from where Tom’s holdup took
place, and there was no similarity be-
tween the two methods of operation.
These fellows could be hanging around
anywhere, even back in town.

He thought of returning to see if any-
one was throwing money around care-
lessly. This idea, he recognized as being
worthless; there were many strange
cowpokes— from distant ranches in
town after a drive—who were bent on
celebrating for a few days till their
money petered out. Finally, he decided
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to travel along a big circle back to his
ranch as a sort of compromise. It would
give him a chance to think if nothing
else.

As the day wore on, it became quite
hot. Low clouds hung over the not too
distant mountains as he proceeded
into a more hilly section. The foothills
unfolded before him with tree clumps
and heavier brush. ““Bad place to have
to hunt stray cattle,” he observed,
thinking of the many times he’'d cussed
at doing that very job.

He rounded the edge of a clump of
thick cedars then instinctively hauled
up and sidled his horse closer to the
green cover. About half a mile away,
across a little depression, a rider slowly
made his way along the side of a hill.
True, it might be someone else on the
same errand as he but then he remem-
bered Tom’s mentioning a paint horse.
Jim squinted as he peered across the
valley. The white horse, with its bright
rusty-red blotches, seemed to sparkle
in the afternoon sun.

Quickly Jim circled back. He’'d ride
parallel, keeping under cover as much
as possible. It shouldn’t be difficult to
keep hidden, for the other rider would
have to look into the sun when watch-
ing in Jim’s direction and besides, the
clothes he wore and the horse he rode
being of neutral colors, would all tend
to make Jim blend into the scenery
more readily.

The man kept riding in a southerly
direction for about an hour; then Jim
lost him as he took a sharp turn to the
left and disappeared into a wooded
ravine. Jim carefully picked his way
across and entered the ravine himself,
wondering as to the wisdom of follow-
ing the trail of the other rider. He
decided it was best not to, so he
searched for a place where he could
circle around and cut the trail ahead.
As he was about to turn into the shel-
ter of the bushes he noticed evidence
that more than one rider had used this
particular trail recently. Getting off

that trail was then a very good idea,
and Wells lost no time in letting the
brush envelop him as he zigzaged
among the trees up on the slope well
out of sight.

He couldn’'t make much speed, for
the woods were quite thick. Low
boughs and fallen logs barred the way
while dead branches scraped and tore
at his clothes. By the nature of the slope
and the huge rock pile to one side he
judged that the ravine must be opening
up into some sort of valley. He could
not see very far in any one direction
but he figured the trail would meander
along at the foot of the slope. However,
since the slope was gradually flatten-
ing out, he thought it best to check and
find if he was still traveling in the right
direction. A familiar sound came to
him faintly, through the woodland. It
came again and he unmistakably iden-
tified it as the nickering of a horse. He
knew there must be a camp or rendez-
vous somewhere ahead.

IDING was now no
longer safe. A horse
could not steal si-
lently along. Jim dis-
mounted and teth-
ered the animal in a
clump of young
trees. He advanced
on foot and after
finding the trail
again, circled back
through the brush. Time passed slowly
as he crept quietly along. A voice came
to him, then another.

They could not be very far ahead
so he kept low, pausing often to check
his position with the voices which now
were much closer. He could almost
make out what they were talking about.
A few yardsfurther he noted that the
treesthinned out indicating the fact
that there was probably a clearing not
far ahead. Good cover was harder to
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find and once he saw a figure move.
He circled around and came close where
several large trees grew together in a
small group. From here he could see
most of what was going on and make
out some of the conversation.

“This’ll be no cinch but it should
pay well.” The voice sounded very
familiar. Jim could see the faces of
four men, all strangers but he couldn’t
make out the identity of the two with
their backs to him. They stood in a
little group near a small fire. The voice
continued, “And | don't want to hear
about any more holdups in this locali-
ty. Sometime, something will slip;
just because | had you lift Jim Wells’
roll, that time, doesn’'t mean that we
should start an epidemic of that sort of
thing.”

Jim was aghast. The speaker turned
his head a little at the same moment the
sound of his voice registered in Jim’s
memory. The man was Vince Gatlin.
Jim flattened, belly down between the
two tree trunks. He didn't bother to
watch any more as his ears could pick
up all the information he wanted. He
waited and listened. They were plan-
ning something to surprise the gentle
citizens of Arrowhead Springs. Jim
couldn’t hear just what and he didn’t
care to spend any more time in that
particular vicinty. He'd heard enough
and there were too many men involved
for him to tackle alone.

Slowly and cautiously he wormed
his way back. This would be a very
bad time to make any unusual noise.
He kept glancing toward where the
bandits were clustered; every slight
sound he made was multiplied an hun-
dredfold in his imagination and after
each indiscreet move he paused, his ears
alert, his eyes intent.

The men were out of sight now and
their voices more indistinct. Jim felt
he could straighten up and after re-
treating a bit further, perhaps make
a dash for his horse. He hoped he could
remember exactly where he had it teth-

ered. He relaxed. “Calm yourself, boy,”
he told himself, “Don’t go gettin’ rat-
tled now. You got here an’ you can get
back; jes’ use your head.”

He smiled quietly, his eyes fastened
on the bushes around the edge of the
clearing. He gathered his legs under
himself and stood. This felt better.
Turning to beat a more speedy retreat
he stopped short and his whole body
stiffened.

“1 figure you an’ me better have a
little talk!” The words fell softly from
the drawling lips of a pleasant-faced,
lanky man who lazily held a big .45
steadily pointed at Jim’s middle. It
was the friendly puncher he had met
at Gatlin’s corral that day. “Vince ain't
gonna like this one little bit.” The
puncher assumed a serious mein and
shook his head slowly. “He don’t go for
violence— but right now, you know just
a little bit too much. Too bad! | been
watchin’ you back away from that
clearin’. Now turn around and I'll re-
lieve you of any foolish temptations!”

IM TURNED his back on the punch-
Jer. He felt the muzzle of the .45
rest firmly against his back as the
weight of his own gun was removed
from its holster. His mind raced, real-
izing what the near future held.

There was still a chance, the last;
slim, but still a chance. He whirled to
the left, his elbow knocking the .45 to
one side as it exploded. His right fist
plowed into the jaw of the puncher
and with the left hand he grasped the
puncher’s gun wrist. They crashed to
the ground. Jim’s right hand grabbed
the barrel of the revolver and twisted
it up and back, sharply. The puncher’s
finger was twisted and broken as the
gun again fired. Jim leaped to his feet
and men broke through the leafy
screen around the clearing. He ran,
seeking cover and firing back.

There was an exchange of gunfire
but all too soon Jim’s captured .45 was
empty. His own gun, a .38 lay back
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near the dazed puncher. He dropped the
gun and ran, being now hidden by the
brush. His feet pounded the earth and
he fairly flew through the rough woods.
Pandemonium broke out to his rear.
Bullets cut through the branches as his
pursuers fired blindty. The going was
as tough for them as it was for him.

Two men continued the pursuit while
the rest ran shouting for their horses.
Jim was unarmed but his horse was
just ahead. There was still a chance!

It felt good to hear the hoofs
pounding under him as he rode, bent
low over the pommel. He sought the
trail and one of the unmounted pur-
suers caught sight of him. A bullet
screamed by, very close. A sharp, dead
branch tore his leg and blood ran down
into his boot, staining his levis. His
shirt was in rags and his hat tumbled
back and hung on a bush. He found
the trail and raced round a curve.
Other hoofs thundered behind him, too
close, and there was a shout.

He sped through the ravine and out
into the open country. There was no
other way to go. He had hoped that
there would be a chance to make it
to a more civilized spot or to his ranch
but he’d need a bigger lead to ac-
complish that. A sharp turn to the right
brought him quickly to the top of a
low ridge and he disappeared down the
other side as his pursuers emerged
from the ravine. Unfortunately, he had
not been in time for they spotted him
and swept around on his trail.

It was touch-and-go from then on.
The roughness of the country protected
him but how long he could keep this
up became a frightening uncertainty.
He and his horse had come a long way
since morning and now the mount be-
gan to falter. The animal’'s legs were
painfully cut and bruised but it pushed
on valiantly. As if to add drama to
the situation, a storm hung low over
the mountain. Distant daggers of light-
ning stabbed through the sky and

thunder rumbled and echoed across the
valleys.

Jim glanced back as he crossed a
higher piece of ground. They seemed
to be gaining; they should be—his
horse was lagging.

More gunfire from behind, soon—
then he felt a shock as his horse stiff-
ened and went down. He’'d been alert to
this possibility. His toes automatically
disengaged themselves from the stirrups
and he slid over the horse’s sagging
neck. Alighting, he jumped to one side
as the horse went heels over head and
finally lay still. Not waiting to watch.
Jim plunged down the slope and into
the thick brush at the bottom. By the
time his pursuers came into view, he
was out of sight. They spread out and
advanced, to come to a halt in a half
circle at the foot of the opposing hill.
The thick tangle of brush among the
scattered boulders was too heavy for
a horse to slip through. They knew
where Jim was, but they'd have to
search him out.

T_IE WINCED as a sharp stone

scraped his knee and he inched
his way through a heavy thicket to
come to his feet. There was still a
chance but his only path to escape lay
up the hill and over the ridge. It would
be close.

Unarmed and hatless, he dodged
through the brush and among the
boulders, his body hunched low as he
ran. A little shiver of fear swept over
Jim Wells when, pausing to catch his
breath, he glanced behind at the grim
silhouettes of his pursuers. They were
gaining on him, for they had no need
to crouch and search out cover for
themselves; and they knew he was
near.

Knowing the identity of those who
wanted to remain obscure made Wells
a hunted man. Vince Gatlin, respectable
rancher, businessman, irreproachable
member of his community and under-
cover lawless operator now shouted
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orders, commands that seemed to be
punctuated by the vivid streaks of
lightning and rumbling thunder which

reached out from the black storm
proceeding up the valley. It all pre-
sented an ominous threat, and Jim

Wells turned to face the rocky ridge
and the darkness of night that ad-
vanced from the east.

Now he hastened for the gentle
trickle of the stream across in the valley
would soon become a roaring flood and
all escape would be blocked. The out-
law band, too, quickened its pace. With
the coming of night and the darkness
of storm their prey could vanish in
the brushy, rock-strewn wilderness.
They advanced, bristling with weapons,
in their grim quest.

Veering to the left to take advan-
tage of the better cover afforded there,
Jim discovered a man with alerted
rifle, pressing forward to cut him off.
He slipped cautiously from bush to
bush, on up the rocky defile. Crawling
on his knees, inching along on his belly
or, when circumstance allowed, run-
ning, bent low, he managed to reach the
top of the ridge unobserved. Unaware
of his exact whereabouts, his pursuers
slowed their advance to search through
every clump of thick brush among
the boulders.

Wells glanced back. The mountains
across the valley were obscured behind
wavering sheets of rain. Incessant light-
ning garishly illuminated the otherwise
darkening landscape. Vince Gatlin ad-
vanced rapidly toward the crest of the
ridge, alone, as Jim snaked over to the
downward slope on the other side.

From a new vantage point he easily
discerned the gentle ripple of the
stream. Escape in that direction, across
the creek to the shelter of the tall tim-
ber, was within reach. He rose to make
a run for it, then suddenly, threw him-
self upon his face, callously ignoring
the tough twigs of the low bush that
clawed his skin. Below him an armed
man climbed to the top of a large
boulder from whence to scan the slope.
Further to the right there was another.

Jim squirmed into the dark crevice
beneath a rock as he heard a stone
rattle and slide amidst the thunder’s
roar as Vince Gatlin halted on the high
ground nearby. Rifle ready, Gatlin’s
cold, hawkish eyes peered across the
gloomy ridge. The lightning flashed
and his gaze fastened on Jim’s hiding
place, to linger for a few moments,
then move on. Jim froze in his position
knowing that the shadow, if nothing
else, hid him from view.

"]"HE MEN were advancing up the

west slope of the ridge and Gatlin
turned to bark an order. He’ searched
the area ahead of them with his eyes,
the hunter waiting on the trail, while
his beaters worked. Jim grew tense;
the sharp stones beneath his body cut
and his cramped form began to ache.
Soon they would flush him. That would
be the end. a sudden one! Make a run
for it—? He missed that chance when
he discovered the two guards below,
near the creek. He'd be cut down like
a fleeing deer.

The storm approached, and a desper-
ate thought flashed in Wells’ mind.
Advancing curtains of rain blotted out
more and more of the landscape and
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Jim turned his attention back toward
Gatlin. He found himself directly under
the questioning scrutiny of the bandit,
but now, that was what he wanted,
Jim Wells’ blood ran cold as a double
streak of lightning flashed behind the
hunter; the man’'s foolhardy position
was Jim’s only hope, it seemed.

Vince Gatlin no longer questioned.
His beliow of recognition was drowned
by the crack and roar of thunder as
his rifle snapped up. Lightning flashed
again; Jim stiffened and rolled, then
slithered behind another rock as tiny
chips of stone sprayed about him. He'd
stay here and keep Gatlin standing out
there. Speeding bullets flattened
against his protecting barrier.

This is it, thought Jim; it must come
soon, one way or another. Gatlin
straightened, swung his rifle in a high
arc and bellowed. Speeded by the wind,
large drops of rain splattered about
with a scattering of hailstones, smash-
ing and bouncing among the boulders.

A livid flash flooded the darkened

landscape. It seemed to rise heaven-
ward from Vince Gatlin's high-flung
rifle muzzle. Gatlin’s body stiffened as
purple fire enveloped him and danced
in little rivulets at his feet and a
thunderous crack of doom quivered the
earth.

The swift waters of the swollen
creek swirled and sucked at Jim'’s legs
after the stumbling dash down the
slope. He struggled for firmer footing,
regarding with apprehension the danger
of being swept away. There was still
a chance to make a crossing, though
the going would be rough. His shoulders
and back stung from the pelting hail
and he could not see ten feet ahead
through the descending torrent. He
remembered old Uncle Gadby’s com-
ment of long ago, In one of them
electric storms, a rocky, mountain
ridge is no place for any man.

But then, neither was a mountain
creek during a cloudburst!
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Expenses were up, and production records were off at the

Anvil ranch

in Saguache. That could mean that extra

gunhands were being hired, could mean powdersmoke

trouble

with neighbors. Gar Anderson had been sent

to find out, and it looked as if too many people didn’t

intend to

let him

live that long.

TRIGGER TRAIL

NOVELET OF BOOTHILL GREED

by Jim Brewer

railing a huge cloud of dust.

I the stagecoach swayed down a
grade, jolted along an even
stretch of sunbaked road, and lurched
up a hill. Inside, the lone passenger
sprawled as comfortably as possible
across both seats and gazed listlessly
at the landscape of desert trees and
gray-green Spanish bayonet through
which he was passing. Having long

since accustomed himself to the motion
of the coach, he had nothing to combat
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now except the ennui which had settled
over him as soon as lie had caught up
on his sleep.

Gar Anderson, his mind dulled by
three days of travel, felt a dissatisfac-
tion with himself. Heretofore, he had
accepted a new assignment with eager-
ness, and looked forward to pitting his
wits against whatever problem he was
given to solve. But this time he felt
an impatience with his job, as though
he could direct his energy into a more-
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important channel. Brood as he might
however, he could discover no reason
for his new outlook.

Irritably, he went back over his
meeting with Shaughnessy at Silver
City. He had just broken up a band of
rustlers at Great Western’s Lightning
ranch, and the supervisor had wired
him to wait for him at the Cattleman’s
Hotel.

Two days later Shaughnessy had
shown up and given him his instruc-
tions. “Go up to Saguache,” he had
said. “We've got a ranch there, the
Anvil brand. Find out what's wrong.
Expenses are up and production records
are off. Frank Hastings is our manager
and, though his reports show that noth-
ing is out of the way, we understand
there’s a range war brewing. Take a
good look around and give us a report
with your recommendations.”

Gar had asked several questions and
Shaughnessy had answered in his terse,
direct way. When Gar had finally
nodded his understanding, he puiled a
bottle from the drawer of the night
stand in his room and offered the super-
visor a drink.

Shaughnessy had looked at him in a

peculiar way, and that must have
started it. “Gawd!” the supervisor
had exclaimed. “This hour of the
morning!”

Gar had flushed. “Sure. Why not?”

Shaughnessy had scrutinized him
carefully. “That stuff will kill you or
ruin you in time. How old are you,
Gar?”

“Twenty-seven.”

“And the best damn trouble-shooter
Great Western Cattle Association has
got!” He had studied Anderson another
full minute. “You got a girl?” he
asked suddenly.

Gar had looked at him as though he
were crazy. “No!” he said. “1 haven't
got time for a girl. I move around too

much. Anyway, | lead a life too dan-
gerous to be shared.”
“Hogwash!” Shaughnessy had ex-

claimed. “You're making excuses.

Everybody should have someone with
whom he can share his triumphs and
disappointments— particularly you fel-
lows who say you don’'t need a wife.”

Gar had said nothing.

“1 know!” Shaughnessy had warmed
to his subject. “1 was a hardhead just
like you, but | learned. 1'm the happiest
married man in the world now.” He
paused. “l tell you what. You find
yourself a girl, marry her, and I'll make
you the manager of the best damn
ranch we got. You're too good a man
to lose.”

Gar remembered that he had looked
at Shaughnessy critically. Maybe the
supervisor needed a woman, he thought
contemptuously, but he didn't. Women
tied a man down, pampered him, weak-
ened him. He'd started with nothing
and worked his way this far on his
own determination and initiative. And
he was going to climb a hell of a lot
higher up the ladder of success and no
woman was going to tie him down and
hinder him.

But he couldn't have put those
thoughts into words. Shaughnessy
wouldn’'t have understood. He had

simply grinned and thanked the super-

visor for the advice. “I'll take you up
on that,” he had said dismissing the
subject.

Shaughnessy had looked at him
shrewdly and said no more.

'T'"HE STAGECOACH made another

grade and the driver stopped to rest
the horses. Gar listlessly let his eyes
rest on the ceiling, and suddenly the
coach was surrounded by masked
riders.

“Keep your hands in the air, driv-
er!” a harsh voice shouted.

Before Gar could collect his wits, a
man had leaped from a horse, thrown
open the door, and leveled a six-gun
at him. “All right, you, come out of
there!

Cursing himself for having been
caught so easily, Gar followed instruc-
tions. On the frontier, alertness was the
price of survival, and even though
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these men were apparently mistaking
him for someone else, he had committed
the cardinal sin of letting himself be
surprised.

His captor pushed him roughly to the
side of the road. The man on the horse
who was covering the driver spoke
without glancing at Gar.

“Whip up those horses, and if you
stop this side of Saguache, you'll get
a slug between the eyes!”

The driver snapped his whip and the
stage rumbled away in a cloud of dust.
In a moment it was around a bend and
out of sight, its noise diminishing as
it drew farther away.

Behind him, his captor drew Gar’s
gun from its holster, and the three
mounted men wheeled their horses to
regard him over their masks.

“Search him!” the leader ordered.

The maneon foot went quickly
through his pockets. He relieved Gar
of his papers and carried them to the
man who was giving the instructions.

Anderson stood quietly while the
leader went through the credentials.
He was certain these men were looking
for someone else as no one except the
manager of Anvil knew he was coming.
They would doubtless leave him on
foot but unharmed when they learned
of their mistake.

“It's him!” the man on horseback
said.

Gar started. Something was decidedly
wrong. Usually his coming was a secret
between Shaughnessy, the ranch man-
ager, and himself. And on this assign-
ment he had expected no trouble; he
had reasoned that a certain element in
the area probably resented a policy of
Anvil and that a change in the policy
along with changes in ranch personnel
would iron things out.

“Men,” he said, “Great Western
sent me here to smooth any difficulties
which might have arisen. If you have
any grievances, I'll be glad to listen to
them.”

“Shut up!” the leader said.

He took a coil of rope from his sad-

dle and shook out a loop. He tossed
the noose over Gar’s neck and tied his
end of the rope to the saddle horn. He
pulled down the neckerchief he was
using as a mask, exposing a lean, sa-
distic face, and regarded Gar.

“We aim to show you outsiders that
we don’t want your kind in Tulaga
Basin. When we get through wdth you
we're going to hang your body from
a tree so others will see it and stay
away.”

A chill went through Gar at the lack
of feeling in the man’s words. He real-
ized the seriousness of the situation
and his mind worked quickly, trying
to find a way of saving himself. “But
I don’t understand?” he said, stalling
desperately for time. “What have you
got against me?”

“We got nothing against you,” was
the answer. “But Anvil ranch is part
of the basin. You’'re working for Great
Western and you came to meddle in
basin affairs. We like the way things
are going; we don’'t want your kind in
here!”

rTIHE MAN'S talk puzzled Gar. “Are
you working for or against Anvil?”
he asked.

The man grinned mirthlessly. “Mis-
ter, from now on you ain’'t going to
care.” He looked at his companions
and they all laughed unpleasantly.

“See this rope?” The man indicated
the lariat around Gar’'s neck. “As long
as you keep up with my horse, you'll
be all right. But the minute you start
to slow down, the noose will tighten—m
cutting off your wind. If you slow
down more, it will pull you off your
feet and drag you!”

Gar’'s heart seemed to freeze as he
realized what was in store for him. The
leader of the band intended to play
with him, tease him along by moving
his horse just slow enough so Gar
could keep up with it by running. When
he tired of the sport, he would spur the
horse and drag Gar, choking, after
the mustang until he was dead.
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“Why don’'t you hang me, or shoot
me, and have it over with?”

There was a streak of cruelty in the
man. “That would be too easy,” he
said, and laughed mirthlessly again.

Gar's lips tightened. He spat con-
temptuously into the dust.

The leader grinned at Gar's reaction
and touched spurs to his horse.

The man on the horse looked back
and grinned. He tickled his mount’'s
flanks again with his spurs and the
animal moved along at a faster rate
of speed. The rope tightened and the
noose slipped close around Gar’s neck;
the trouble-shooter had to break into a
run to keep the rope from cutting off
his wind.

Within a very few moments, Gar
began to tire. He wasn't used to walk-
ing, and the running pace began to tell
on him; his breath began to come in
short gasps and a pain started in his
side. And his boots, made for the stir-
rup and not walking, began to hurt.

The man on the horse looked back,
laughing now, and Gar wondered how
much longer he could keep up the pace.
The other again touched spurs to his
horse and the mount moved forward
a little faster.

This time, Gar could not keep up
with the animal. The noose tightened
around his neck anu shut off his wind.
Frightened, he tried to run faster, but
he tripped over a stone and fell. The
rope tightened around his neck like
some gigantic vise and dragged him in
its wake.

Struggling vainly for wind, he felt
brush and rocks tear at his clothes and
body. He felt earth slip by under him
and knew that in a moment he would be
done. Suddenly a shot sounded. His
forward motion ceased. With his re-
maining strength he loosened the rope
around his neck and lifted it free. Then,
panting for breath, he let himself lie
face down on the ground, trying to let
strength ooze back into his exhausted
muscles.

“Get off those horses1” he heard

a feminine voice shout.

VV/1TH A great effort, he lifted his
” head. His captors were pulled up
in a row behind him. They were dis-
mounting in accordance with their in-
structions. He looked around. Before
him, the horse that had been leading
him lay dead; the leader of the band
stood beside it holding an arm as
though he were in pain. Apparently his
rescuer had shot and Kkilled the horse,
somersaulting the man from the saddle.

“Take your guns from your holsters
and drop them on the ground!” the
voice ordered. “And be careful, 'cause
one wrong move and I'll shoot!”

Gingerly, the men followed instruc-
tions. Gar Anderson looked about for
his savior and saw a saddled horse by
several boulders. A rifle muzzle pro-
truded from the rocks, and Gar knew
that the person who had rescued him
was crouched behind the cover of the
stones.

“Now,” the feminine voice contin-
ued, “start walking!”

“You're not going to leave us with-
out horses!” one of the men protested.

A shot sounded from the rocks and
a bullet dug up dirt by the man’s feet.
Startled, the men started to walk. After
a moment, the rifle spoke again and
they broke into a run. Within a few
minutes they were several hundred
yards away and still moving.

A girl rose from the rocks and came
toward Gar. She was a trim brunette
dressed in sunfaded men’s clothes. Her
expression was one of concern as she
knelt by him. “Are you all right?”

The trouble-shooter sat up. He was
still trying to get his wind, and his neck
was raw and sore; but he grinned at
the girl and nodded. “1 guess so.”

After a moment, he said: “My name
is Anderson, Gar Anderson. They took
me off the stage and were going to make
an example of me.”

The girl frowned. “Are you the
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trouble-shooter Great Western is send-
ing here?”

He nodded.

She turned red with anger. “1 wish
I'd known that! 1'd have let them Kkill
you!”

2 .

URPRISED. Gar
Anderson stared at
the girl. “What do
you mean?” lie asked
angrily.

“Just what 1
said!” The girl rose
to her feet and whis-
tled to her horse. The
animal responded
and she swung into

the saddle. Without a backward look,
she spurred away.

Astonished, Gar watched her ride
into the distance. He had had little
contact with womenfolk before, and
he tended to shy away from them. But
this girl seemed to be different.

Scooping up his guns and holstering
them, he caught one of the horses. He
scattered the other mustangs in the
direction opposite the one his late
captors had taken and rode after the
girl.

She was not traveling very fast, and
in a few moments he caught up with
her. She ignored him and for several
minutes they rode in silence. “1 want
to thank you for saving my life,” Gar
ventured.

“Forget it.”

They rode in silence for another
few minutes. “Look,” Gar tried again,
"l don’'t know why everyone in this
basin wants me dead, but | came here
to harm no one.”

She ignored him and sniffed con-
temptuously.

Angered, he caught her reins. “Will
you listen to me?”

The horses stopped and she turned

cold eyes on him. “Keep your hands
off my horsel Great Western may
think it owns everything in sight, but
so long as | can fight it don’t own me!”

“Great Western doesn’t want you
or anything you own!” Gar retorted,
conscious that he sounded like some
small boy in an argument.

“Then why are they trying to drive
us out?” she asked. “Why are they
raiding and rustling the small ranch-
es?”

Gar studied her. The managers of
Great Western's ranches had orders to
live as amicably as possible with their
neighbors. It was a company policy
calculated to increase efficiency by
promoting better relations.

“If Anvil is doing all that, it's doing
so without the knowledge and sanction
of the higher-ups.”

The girl looked at him skeptically.
“Sure. Then why did they send you
out here?”

Gar hesitated. It was not his policy
to discuss business with anybody. The
fact that news of his coming had leaked
angered him and he intended to let
someone know of his feelings. And he
was going to make sure that his move-
ments and investigations from now on
were shrouded in secrecy.

“1 can't tell you that, lady,” he said.
“But | didn’t come here to make things
tough for the small ranchers.”

“1'd like to believe that,” she Said.

“You have my word on it.”

The phrase was evidently familiar
to her, for she frowned. She caught
up her reins. “Your word and the word
of Frank Hastings! One is probably as
good as the other. Mr. Anderson, I'd
trust you and Great Western as far as
I'd trust a coiled rattler!” She wheeled
her horse and rode away.

I'WAR WATCHED her go, his fore-

head wrinkled. He had evidently
blundered into a bigger game than he'd
reckoned on. And. apparently, the man-
ager of Anvil, Frank Hastings, was
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playing over and under the table. But
he warned himself not to form any
opinions until he had a chance to weigh
all the evidence.

He had come across similar happen-
ings where someone other than the syn-
dicate ranch had done the harassing and
placed the blame on the company; that
could be the case here. Still, the girl
had seemed positive that Great Western
was behind the trouble.

He spurred his horse back to the
road and followed its rutted way. In
an hour or so he came to Saguache, two
rows of sun-warped buildings on either
side of the thoroughfare. He saw the
stagecoach drawn up before the depot
and halted beside it for his belongings.

The driver was talking to a man
with a lawman’s star on his vest and
waving his arms as he described the
holdup. He saw Gar and stopped in
mid-motion. “Here’'s the young fellar,
now.”

Gar swung down and the lawman,
an elderly man with a white mustache,
came limping unenthusiastically toward
him. “What's your story, son?” he
asked.

Gar recounted his adventure, and
ended by saying, “They should be still
out there on foot; if you hurry, you
might catch them before they can get
the two horses.”

The sheriff nodded, but from his
obvious reluctance to start, Gar knew
that he wasn’'t too eager to catch the
outlaws and probably wouldn't. The
trouble-shooter eyed the lawman with
distaste. Suddenly a thought struck
him. “Who is that girl?” he asked.

The sheriff chuckled. “ Sounds to me
like Bea Miller,” he said.

“Young fellar!” the stage driver said
in his ear. “Frank Hastings is going to
be mighty glad to see you. He met the
coach and was put out when he heard
about the holdup.”

The lawman moved away and Gar
burned to the driver. “Good. Where
can | find him?”

“He just went into the Starlight.”

Gar thanked him and headed for the
building across the street with Star-
light Saloon in rude letters emblazoned
over the swinging doors. Inside, he
asked a barkeep for Frank Hastings
and was directed to a man halfway
down the wooden counter. He moved
along the bar, tapped the man on the
shoulder and introduced himself.

HTHE MANAGER turned to face

him, and for a moment his face re-
flected astonishment. Then he smiled
heartily and extended his hand. “Well!
That's a relief!” he said. “You had me
mighty worried when the driver came
in alone and told of the holdup.”

As Gar shook the man’s hand, he
studied him. He saw a man of average
height and breadth with an open, cheer-
ful face. Here was a man who would
be welcomed into any group, a good
mixer and a cheerful companion. But
something about the man made Gar
think of a politician or a high-pressure
saleman.

“Let’s go where we can talk,” Gar
suggested.

“Sure,” Hastings agreed. “Charlie,
a bottle of my special over here.” He
led the way to a corner table while
a barkeep followed with a bottle of
liquor and two glasses.

They seated themselves and the man-
ager opened the liquor and poured the
glasses. He pushed one to Gar and
took one himself. “Here’s to your lucky
escape,” he said.

Gar frowned, then downed the drink.
It was good liquor, better than he
could afford. Hastings filled the glass-
es again.

“Now,” the manager said, “tell me
what happened.”

For the second time, Gar recounted
his adventure. Hastings listened with
a frown and when the trouble-shooter
had finished, shook his head. “1'm glad
Shaughnessy sent you,” he said. “That’s
just a sample of what I'm up against.”

Gar said nothing, waiting for Hast-
ings to elaborate.
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“The small ranchers,” the manager
continued, “have been making my life
miserable. They've been rustling my
stock, cutting my fences, and taking
shots at my riders. In order to protect
myself, 1've had to keep a bigger crew
than | ought to need— which is why
my expenses are high, and most likely
why you were sent here.”

Gar remembered his talk with the
girl and remarked the similarity be-
tween her complaint and the one of
Hastings. “Why do you suppose the
small ranchers are giving you trouble?”
he asked.

Hastings shrugged his shoulders. “I
don’'t really know,” he said. “Except
that with the lower margin of profit in
beef prices they have to produce in
volume to make a living. They can’t
do that with the size of their present
spreads; they probably figure that if
they can make Anvil show a con-
sistent loss, Great Western will sell
and they can divide the spread among
themselves.”

Gar frowned. Though the manager’'s
words made sense, they were not logi-
cal. His experience with groups of men
had shown him the difficulty of getting
them all to agree on one purpose. He
doubted that the small ranchers could
have worked out a long range program
such as the one Hastings suggested.
Then, too, if it came to a range war,
Great Western could send in enough
gunmen to make the fracas one sided
and the small ranchers would realize
that.

“How do you suppose they found out
about my coming?” he asked.

The manager scowled. “1 don't
know. As I've said, I've had a big crew.
One of them must have stumbled across
the letter and the information leaked
through him. News like that spreads
like water, especially with the basin in
this condition, and before | could do
anything about it everybody knew.”

Gar nodded, but he was far from
satisfied. Hastings had a safe to which
only he had access. Anything of a con-

fidential nature, such as Shaughnessy’s
letter, should have been kept in that
safe.

He was far from impressed with
Hastings. He glanced out the window
at the mid-afternoon sun. “Suppose we
go out to Anvil,” he suggested. “It's
too late to do anything now, but in the
morning | want to go over your records.
Then 1 think I'll ride around the basin
and have a talk with some of the small
ranchers.”

Hastings smiled, but his eyes were
thoughtful. “Fine. Charlie,” he called
to the barkeep, “1'm going to take this
bottle with me. Put it on my bill, will
you.”

They left the saloon. The sheriff
had impounded the horse Gar had rid-
den into town, so the trouble-shooter
hired a roan gelding from the livery
stable. They left Saguache and headed
east.

AS GAR had suspected, Hastings
was a good companion. They
traveled across the miles of grazing
land and he kept Gar entertained with
stories and jokes of different escapades
in which he and his different punchers
had engaged. The trouble-shooter felt
himself warming to the man, for he
had an engaging personality; but Gar’s
job had taken him to many ranches
and brought him into contact with
many men, and he had learned that it
isn’t always the man to whom you are
drawn who is the most dependable.

Accordingly, he took the manager’'s
attempts to ingratiate himself for just
what they were worth. By the same
token, he kept a careful watch of the
trail they were pursuing for he wanted
to orient himself.

They drew rein at the entrance of a
brush-choked canyon, and the manager
looked at Gar. “Do you mind if we go
in here for just a moment? Anvil has
a line-camp in the canyon and 1'd like
to check on the punchers.”

Gar didn't mind, in fact he cata-
logued the information, and they
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followed a pathway through the brush.
After a time, they emerged into a
clearing. A small cabin sat against one
of the walls of the canyon, and Hast-
ings led Gar toward it.

A wisp of smoke curled from the
cabin’s metal chimney, and several
horses stood in the corral at one side.
Gar noted the horses and a feeling of
danger sent a signal through his mind.
He recognized two of the horses as the
ones ridden by the men who had taken
him from the stagecoach!

Gar started to wheel his horse, but
Hastings turned in the saddle and a
blued-steel revolver that must have
come from a shoulder holster was
yawning at the trouble-shooter.

“Hold it!” Hastings cried.

Gar glanced at him and the cabin
beyond him. He knew that he could
expect mercy from neither Hastings nor
his men. And his best chance lay in
escaping while he was being held by
only one man.

He raised his hands docilely and
walked his horse toward the cabin.
“That's it!” Hastings said. “Keep
going!”

Hands in the air, Gar tensed. As the
mount passed Hastings, he whipped
the hat from his head into Hastings’
face. At the same moment he launched
himself from the saddle at the manager.

The hat momentarily blinded Hast-
ings, but he pulled the trigger. His gun
roared and the slug burned across
Gar's side. The next moment the
trouble-shooter struck the manager and
the force of his leap swept Hastings
from the saddle and the two men fell
to the ground.

Gar leaped to his feet and drove a
fist at Hastings. The manager, half-
way to his feet, fell back to the earth.
The door of the cabin banged open
and, glancing over his shoulder, Gar
saw the occupants coming at a run.

He turned to run for his horse only
to have the manager grab his boot and
trip him. The next moment Hastings

was atop him, battering his face with
stunning fists.

With a supreme effort, Gar twisted
the manager beneath him. He drove
another fist at his face and felt Hast-
ings weaken. Again he struck and the
manager ceased his struggling.

Gar started to get to his feet, but
at that moment the men from the line-
camp reached him; they fell upon him,
and a blow to his head sent him spin-
ning into blackness.

3.

AR gradually re-
gained his senses.
Opening his eyes the
merest slit, he
glanced about. He
was tied securely to
a chair in the cab-
in. Hastings and the
four men who had
taken him from the
stage sat about a
rude table. Apparently they had just
finished a meal for the dishes were still
before them.

One of the men indicated Gar. “You
took a chance, bringing him here in
broad daylight.”

Hastings cut the end from a cigar
and inserted it into his mouth. “I
know,” he said, “but | couldn’t afford
to let him get to Anvil; | had to get
him out of the way fast!”

“Let me take care of him right
now,” another begged. “1 want to get
even.”

From the corner of his eye. Gar saw
that this man had his wrist bandaged.
He was the one who had been in
charge of the others during the stage-
coach incident, and it had been his
horse Bea Miller's shot had Kkilled.
Apparently he had hurt his wrist in
the fall from the horse.

Hastings looked contemptuously at
this man. “You had your chance. I'm
afraid if | give you another, Anderson
might break your arm this time instead
of just spraining your wrist.”
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The others laughed, and Hastings
allowed a smile to steal cross his
face. When the mirth had died, he
spoke again.

“As long as he's here, we might as
well make use of him. The small
ranchers suspect that I'm trying to
drive them out of the basin. By band-
ing together they think they can stale-
mate me. But they’'re not sure about
Great Western: so if we raid one of the
ranches tonight and after we leave
they find this trouble-shooter’'s body,
they'll think he was one of the attack-
ers and that the syndicate is trying to
drive them out. And | don’t think many
of them have the stomach to fight an
outfit of Great Western’s size!”

Here then, Gar thought, were the
instigators of all the trouble. Hastings
and these four men carrying out his
schemes. For some reason of his own
the Anvil manager wanted the small
ranchers driven from the basin, and he
was playing a game in which there was
no limit on the stakes in order to ac-
complish his purpose.

Hastings blew a rich cloud of smoke
into the air. “It’ll have to be the Miller
ranch. The girl's the only one who
knows Anderson by sight.”

“Ed,” the manager addressed one of
the men, “saddle the horses!”

Ed nodded and left. The man with
the sprained wrist drew his six-shooter.
“Can | kill him now?”

Hastings looked contemptuously
again at this outlaw. “No, you fool!
He'd be stiff by the time we left him
in front of the Miller place and they'd
suspect something. We'll have to keep
him alive until sometime during the
raid.”

CCOWLING, the outlaw looked down
N at the table. Hastings swung around
and looked at Gar. The trouble-shooter
opened his eyes and returned the look.

“Well,” the manager said pleasant-
ly, “finally came out of it, did you?”

Gar said nouiing and Hastings

laughed. “That was a foolish try to
escape; you could have saved your-
self a lot of headache by surrendering
peacefully.”

Gar still said nothing and Hastings
laughed again and turned back to the
table. “This will be just a small raid,”
he said. “We’'ll fire a couple of build-
ings so they won’'t realize our main
purpose was to leave the body.”

Gar watched and listened to Hast-
ings and he could hardly believe his
senses. Here was a man planning arson
and murder as pleasantly as if he were
making a move in a game of checkers.

The manager carefully outlined a
plan for the raid, assigning different
jobs to his men. He cautioned the out-
laws on their timing, and went over the
attack a second time to insure against
a slip-up.

“George,” Hastings gave his last in-
struction to the man with the sprained
wrist, “you ride herd on Anderson. Tie
his hands to the horn and make sure
they stay tied. When | give you the
signal, cut the ropes and plug him; and
this time don't slip up!”

Despite himself, Gar had to give the
Anvil manager credit for his shrewd-
ness. His plan for the raid was simple
and brilliant, and he had given the
task of watching Gar to the man who
had a personal interest in the trouble-
shooter, and so would be least likely
to botch the job.

Ed came in to announce that the
horses were saddled and Hastings as-
signed him a task in the raid. Then
two of the outlaws untied Gar and led
him outside. He was forced to mount
a horse and his hands were lashed firm-
ly to the horn.

The outlaws mounted and, led by
Hastings, moved their horses in a south-
erly direction. Night had fallen and a
qguarter moon cast a dim light over the
trail. With George leading his mustang,
Gar brought up the rear of the caval-
cade.
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They traveled slowly keeping, Gar
imagined, to the lesser-used trails. As
soon as the monotony of the journey
had relaxed his guard’s vigilance, Gar
tested his bonds; the ropes had been
pulled tightly into his flesh and the
knots tied by a master. Straining at the
lashings only cut off his circulation and
after a few minutes of testing the bonds
Gar realized he had no hope of loosen-
ing them.

He turned over in his mind several
other possibilities for escape and ad-
mitted to himself that they were hope-
less. He was dealing with a group of
men who were ruthless and intended
to kill him. They had kept him alive
this far only to serve their purpose and
any suggestion of an attempt that might
result in his escape would only cancel
that consideration.

A FTER a two hour journey they
* “mdrew up just below the skyline of
a ridge. Below them were the peaceful
lights of a ranch. They sat studying
the scene for several moments while
Hastings gave orders in a low voice.

Two of the men were sent in a wide
flanking maneuver to come up behind
a barn and a tool shed. The Anvil man-
ager was giving them fifteen minutes
in which to get into position and light
their respective fires. Then he and the
other men, leading Gar, would charge
directly toward the ranch firing, shout-
ing and creating a diversion. The other
would join the party and while George
led Gar away to where he could keep
an eye on him the rest of them would
circle the buildings like Indians, keep-
ing the defenders under cover and un-
able to save the burning buildings.
Sometime during the last maneuver
George would shoot Gar and leave his
body for the defenders to find.

After the flankers had faded into the
darkness the three outlaws drew their
mounts together and conversed in low
tones. George held the reins of Gar's
mount so the trouble-shooter was

powerless to control the mustang him-
self.

The time dragged slowly as they
waited for the first sign of fire. Hast-
ings held a pocket watch in his hand
so he could know the actual passage of
the minutes. Like soldiers waiting for
the moment of attack, their nerves
keyed to a higher and higher pitch.

Gar kept his eyes glued to the dim
shape of the ranch below them, expect-
ing to see the flickering glow of the
flames at any moment. Hastings put
away his watch and announced that
the flankers’' time was up. Gar began
to hope that something had gone wrong.

But a sudden spot of flame burst
from an area somewhat behind the
ranchhouse. Almost immediately an-
other glow on a line with the first ap-
peared and, like two giant eyes, they
signalled the attack.

Even as Gar watched the flames
mushroomed and cast a widening circle
of light about the ranch. Someone
gave an alarm and two small figures
ran from the house.

Spurring their mounts the outlaws,
leading Gar, topped the ridge and gal-
loped toward the ranch. They began
shooting and shouting, and to the un-
suspecting people below they must have
sounded like a large raiding party.

The two figures ran back into the
house and in a moment the lights were
extinguished. Answering shots punc-
tuated the night and the outlaws began
circling the buildings, still yelling and
shooting as they rode. They were joined
in several moments by the flankers
who complemented the circle.

Desperately now, as George left the
attackers and led Gar to one side
where they could watch the raid, An-
derson fought the bonds holding his
wrists for he knew that his time was
running out. Disregarding the pain as
his struggles lacerated his wrists, he
worked the ropes back and forth. But
it was no use! The lashings held as
though they were wire.
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With a sinking heart he watched the
flames shoot higher into the air as they
ate into the buildings. Soon, he knew,
the structures would be beyond saving
and that time was his doom!

The outlaws galloped in their circle,
shooting into the buildings, their faces
deranged into maniacal pictures of fury
as their emotions keyed to the violence
of the scene. They were like madmen,
shooting with no thought of target as
the paroxysm worked to a climax.

The shots directed at them were in-
effectual, as though the suddenness of
the attack had caught the defenders
unprepared and they were making a
token defense while they waited for
their senses to coordinate.

Higher and wilder the flames
climbed and crackled. Faster galloped
the outlaws and more sporadically
came their shots as they emptied their
guns and reloaded.

But Gar saw Hastings pull his horse
to one side, his face cold and calculat-
ing as he watched the fires. He watched
the buildings himself now as the flames
leaped even higher into the air and
the circle of light spread outward even
farther.

There was a roar and a portion of
the barn fell away. Hay stored in the
structure had helped feed the flames
and now there was no hope of saving
the part still standing.

Gar heard a shout and Hastings was
waving at George.-The outlaw grinned
and his hand slid to his boot. It reap-
peared an instant later with a gleaming
knife. One slash and Gar's numbed
hands fell away from the horn. And the
pistol in George’'s other hand came up
to aim at the trouble-shooter!

'T'THERE WAS no feeling in Gar's
wrists or hands. But he fell forward,
clasped his hands around his mustang’s
neck, and plunged his spurs into the
mount's flanks. The startled animal
leaped away and broke into a run.
George shot and the bullet burned
across Gar's back. The outlaw’s next

bullet whined harmlessly overhead and
he shouted, giving the alarm. Gar's des-
perate eyes saw the outlaws turn and
begin to converge upon him, their guns
roaring.

The trouble-shooter slid Indian-fash-
ion around the body of his horse, so
only an arm and a leg were exposed to
his captors and headed his mustang for
the ranchhouse.

But the outlaws, divining his pur-
pose, spurred their horses to intercept
him; and Gar felt his hopes sink, for
it was almost impossible to run the
gauntlet of the three men without one
of them spinning him from the saddle.

The nearest man was Ed, and Gar
could see the anger in his face as he
pounded nearer, six-gun at the ready.
Swinging back into the saddle, Gar
tried to outrun the outlaw but realized
that if he did so the others would have
him trapped among themselves. His
only hope lay in pursuing a straight
line to the ranch. .

A snarl of triumph twisted Ed’s face
as his angle of travel brought him clos-
er to Gar. The outlaw aimed his revolv-
er for the moment he would be abreast
of the trouble-shooter. But at the last
moment Gar hauled back on his reins
and the mustang reared. A bullet
burned across the horse’s nose and Ed
hurtled by, attempting vainly to wheel
his mount as he saw that he had missed.

Gar spurred forward as he watched
the second outlaw slow his horse to
wait for the trouble-shooter. This man
was nearer Gar’s line of flight and had
but to watch the trouble-shooter come
toward him. Six-gun aimed, he waited.
But Gar had mothing to lose; he
pointed his horse to run into the out-
law’s mustang broadside and urged the
animal into a faster gallop.

Too late the outlaw saw what Gar
was going to do. Dropping his weapon,
he pulled at his reins trying to turn his
horse and avoid a collision. He man-
aged to pull the nose of the animal
around just as Gar rode by him.

But now the last outlaw was spur-
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ring grimly toward him. Turning his
horse slightly, Gar tried to outrun his
enemy but saw that it wouldn’t be pos-
sible. Riding his angle, the man would
be beside him long before he reached
the ranchhouse.

Bending low in the saddle, Gar tried
to urge every iota of speed from his
mustang. And the animal responded.
But just behind him, drawing closer,
drummed the grim form of the last
outlaw.

Looking back, Gar saw the man aim-
ing his six-gun. Desperately, the trou-
ble-shooter pulled the knot on his
slicker roll fastened behind his cantle.
The wind of his passing caught the
slicker and mushroomed it into a sail.
Frightened, the outlaw’s horse began to
buck.

Glancing over his shoulder, Gar saw
that he had outrun his pursuit. He
pulled his mustang to a stop before the
ranchhouse and leaped from the saddle.
He raced for the building, burst through
the door, and fell breathless to the
floor.

AR LAY where he
had fallen for sever-
al moments, hardly
daring to believe his
good luck. Then he
turned over and sat
up. Two men were
crouching behind
windows, smoking
guns in their hands,
waiting for the next
move of the raiders. The girl lay on
the floor between them, a pile of car-
tridges beside her, hurriedly loading
several extra guns.

Bea scowled at him over her work.
“You put on a nice show out there,”
she said. “But we know it's some
trick!”

Gar flushed. He was surprised to
discover how pleased he was to see the

girl again. But her words and obvious
distrust hurt him more than he cared
to admit. “Look! | haven’t any guns,”
he said gruffly, indicating his empty
holsters.

Bea sniffed skeptically. “A man of
your calibre doesn’t need any guns. He
can do as much damage with a knife
or a club!”

Gar became a little angry. “You little
hellcat!” he snapped. “What do | have
to do to prove I'm on the level? Run
out there and let Hastings kill me?”

“Even then I'd suspect a trick!” was
the retort.

At a loss for words, Gar could just
glare at her. One of the men defending
the house turned from his window. He
was a lean man with silvered temples
and black hair beginning to grizzle.

“Daddy,” Bea said, “this is the man
I was telling you about. The trouble-
shooter from Great Western.”

The rancher studied Gar briefly.
“What do you want?” he asked in a
hostile voice.

They had no love for Great Western.
That much was obvious. But judging
by what he had seen, experienced, and
deduced, Gar didn’'t know as he could
blame them. “1'd like to help,” he said.

“Then go back out with your
friends!” Miller snarled.

“They're not my friends.” Briefly,
Gar recounted his experiences since
he left Bea that afternoon.

“You expect me to believe that
story?” the rancher asked.

“Believe what you like,” Gar re-
torted. “But that's the truth. You saw
me fight my way through three of them
to get here, and you can see the marks
of the rope on my wrists.” He held up
his wrists so they could see them.

Bea looked at the cruel marks left
by the bonds and for a moment he saw
the concern in her blue eyes. But the
next moment the same look of distrust

was back on her face. “1 don’'t believe
it!” she said.
“Look!” Gar said. “Great Western
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gives its managers orders to live as
peacefully as possible with their neigh-
bors; we don’'t want any range wars
or disputes running up our costs. | was
sent here because Hastings' expenses
were way out of line with the scope of
his operations.

“Hastings knew,” he continued,
“that as soon as | got a look at the
books and talked to some of the basin
men it wouldn’t take me long to figure
out what he was doing. He had to get
me out of the way. So he ordered his
men to take me off the stage. That was
the time you, Bea, saved my hide.

“That failed. But he still had to get
rid of me and fast. So he led me into a
trap. Then he figured that as long as
he had to kill me he might as well
profit by my death. He planned this
raid with the idea of leaving my body
for you to find and so figure that Great
Western was behind all this trouble.”

Gar watched them consider his
words. After a time. Miller said, “But
what's Blastings want to get from all
this?”

“1 don't know,” Gar said, “but |'ve
got it figured out this way: Hastings
is power-nungry, and so ambitious he’ll
stop at nothing to achieve his ends.
Accordingly, he has raided the small
ranches and tried to make it look like
Great Western wants their spreads. The
small ranches know they can't fight
Great Western 'and they’ll get dis-
couraged and leave the basin. Others
are afraid to buy themselves a peck
of trouble by purchasing the outfits so
the value of the spreads drops to noth-
ing. Then Hastings can step in and buy
them. When he has enough small
ranches to make a good sized spread
the chances are he’ll try to work some
scheme on Great Western to get Anvil.
If that succeeds he'll own the whole
basin.”

rT"HE SECOND defender, a white-
A haired man, spoke without looking
around. “There’s a rumor in Saguache

that Hastings bought the ranches of
those two men who quit the basin last
month.”

Miller considered. *“Supposing this is
all true. What can we do about it?”

“First off,” Gar said, “give me some
guns and let me help vou stand them
off.”

“All right, Bea,” the father said.

The qirl started to protest, thought
better of it and sullenly threw two
pistols to Gar. He smiled at her,
checked the cylinders and crawled to
an unprotected window. He broke the
glass with his pistol and looked out.

The glow from the fires cast a huge
circle of light. He had a good view of
the surrounding area and he looked for
Hastings and his men. But the attack-
ers were not in sight.

“Have they given up for the night?”
he asked.

“l don't know,” the old puncher
answered. “But we better not take any
chances and wait them out.”

Gar made himself as comfortable as
possible on .he floor and kept his eyes
carefully sweeping his view. The other
men did the same while the girl, the
guns loaded, sat watching Gar.

Her scrutiny made him nervous and
he wished someone would start a con-
versation. But he knew that his un-
familiar presence in their midst would
discourage intercourse because ,t°
them he was still an unknown quanti-
ty. They wanted to believe in him and
trust him, and yet frontier habit made
them cautious.

The silence inside and outside the
house tightened his nerves with an om-
inous promise. He glanced at the
others and wondered if they felt it,
too; their small nervous movements
gave him an affirmative answer.

Suddenly a fusillade of shots and a
thundering of hooves startled him. At
the border of light cast by the flames
he discerned movement. Four horse-
men came charging at the house!

Gar watched the progress of the raid-
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ers and knew this was no sham attack.
This time the outlaws were in earnest.
Beside him Miller and his puncher
began returning the fire. But their de-
fense was inaccurate and ineffective;
they were not used to firearms and
were no match against Hastings and
his men.

As the outlaws drummed closer, Gar
rested the barrel of his revolver on the
window sill and took careful aim. He
squeezed the trigger and the lead out-
law spilled from the saddle and lay
still.

The unexpectedness of the hit broke
the attack. The others split and began
riding in circles after they had re-
treated beyond pistol range. They
stayed at this distance, drawing the fire
of the defenders and throwing careless
shots at the house.

Some sense sent a warning through
Gar’s mind. There were only two horse-
men out there now and there should
be three! Where was the last outlaw?

He leaped back from the window.
“I'm going to scout the rest of the
house!” he said.

They started to protest, but Gar
gave them no chance. Bending at the
waist, he moved swiftly into the next
room. Stopping at the window, he flat-
tened himself against the wall and
peered out. But no movement met his
searching eye.

TTE WENT on to the next room and

repeated his action. Again he met
with no success. He went from room to
room searching for some sign of a
sneak attempt from the rear. He was
about to think he had calculated wrong
when a movement by a nearby shed
caught his eye.

He remained against the wall, watch-
ing the shed. Soon the gunman, Ed,
ran from the cover of the shed and
dropped behind a rain barrel. Gar
made no move. Then Ed rose from his
cover and made for the very window
at which Gar stood. Gun in hand he

stopped suddenly and crouched, peer-
ing inside.

Had he seen Gar? From this corner,
the flames cast their light through two
window’s illuminating the room while
the outside was in darkness. The
trouble-shooter stood as still as a stat-
ue. He knew that if Ed had seen him,
he would never have a chance for a
return shot.

For what seemed an eternity, Ed
stared at Gar, then he bolstered his
weapon and tested the window. The
sash slid noiselessly upward and the
gunman climbed quickly inside. Gar
waited until he had both feet on the
floor, then he stepped forward and
drove a fist at Ed’s head.

As luck would have it, the gunman
had started to move and the blow
grazed him. Surprised, he leaped to one
side, his hands dropping to his six-guns.

Gar leaped at him before Ed could
free the guns from leather. He took
the gunman about the waist and
dumped him to the floor, landing atop
him. But a sharp blow to the chin
stunned Gar and a knee in his groin
sent a wave of pain through his body.
He grabbed Ed in a bear hug, knowing
he had to keep him from freeing his
weapons.

Across the floor they rolled, each
man trying desperately to get the ad-
vantage. The pain in his groin subsided
somewhat and Gar twisted free. Ed’s
hands swept toward his guns instantly
and Gar smashed a blow to his face.

Ed’'s head went back against the
floor, and, stunned, he lay still for a
moment. Gar looped another fist at
him and felt the gunman’s body relax
into unconsciousness.

Gar sat up until he got his wind.
Then he got to his feet and threw Ed
over his shoulder. He carried him into
the room where Bea, her father, and
the puncher were and threw him onto
the floor. “Look what | found trying
to sneak up on us.”
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Ed started to stir and Gar hit him
again.

Miller glanced over his shoulder.
“I'll be damned! Bea, honey, get some
rope from the next room and we’ll tie
him up."

'THE GIRL returned with the rope

in a moment and Gar proceeded to
tie Ed while the girl watched. There
was a new expression on her face, and
Gar, knowing she believed in him now,
was too shy to look at her.

When he had finished, he went back
to his window. Hastings and his re-
maining men were drawing back into
the darkness and he settled down to
wait for their next move.

As he watched, he would glance from
the corner of his eye at the others.
They, too, sat silently waiting. By now,
he thought, if Hastings' original plan
had worked, the raid would be over and
these people would be out of danger.
But because Gar was still alive. Hast-
ings would attack again until he had
made sure of the trouble-shooter.

Hastings could not afford to let Gar
live for the trouble-shooter spelled
disaster for him. The Anvil manager
had no choice. And the whole thing
boiled down to a fight between Gar
and Hastings.

The trouble-shooter glanced at the
girl. He had no right to endanger her
life and that of her father and the
puncher by dragging them into his
fight. He had it in his power to remove
these people from danger and he had
to do so. And as a clinching argument
he thought, I am armed now.

He stood up. “I'm going out,” he
said.

Silence greeted his words as their
heads swiveled to regard him. Then
Bea shrieked, “No! | won't let you!”

Surprised and pleased, Gar stared at
her. “I've got to go,” he said to her,
trying to make her understand.

“She’s right,” Miller said.
won't let you!”

“We

Emotion swelled Gar’s throat, but
his duty lay clear before him. He
swung his gun to cover the three of
them. “I'm going!” he said. “If any-
one tries to stop me, I'll shoot!”

They sat staring at him in silence.
Then Bea scrambled to her feet and,
disregarding his revolver, ran toward
him. “You're not going!”

Gar knew that if once she got her
arms around him she would not let
him out. And he knew that he would
never have any respect for himself if
he allowed her to stop him.

As she neared him, Gar cursed him-
self and swung a fist to her unsuspect-
ing chin. She gave a moan and sank
unconscious to the floor. “Tell her I'm
sorry,” he said. He moved to the door,
opened it, and stepped outside.

'THE HORSE Gar had rented had
A run off, probably back to the livery
stable. The trouble-shooter took a coil
of rope from a bench and moved to the
corral. The horses were in a nervous,
milling group as far away from the
fire as the confines of the corral per-
mitted. Gar lassoed one and saddled
him. Then, swinging astride, he rode
at a walk away from the ranch.

He wanted to give Hastings and his
men plenty of time to see him coming
and recognize him. He wanted to inter-
rupt any more plans which would in-
flict more damage on the ranch of Mil-
ler or to the rancher, his daughter, or
the puncher. If they got him, he could
see no reason why they wouldn’'t be
satisfied and ride off.

The gunman, Ed, was not a basin
man but an owlhooter Hastings had
imported to help in his schemes. Hast-
ings would assume Ed dead when he
didn't come back and since his body
could not furnish direct evidence to
tie Anvil into the raid, the manager
would dismiss him from consideration.

The light from the flames began to
retreat from the night as the fires be-
gan to die and the circle of visibility
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grew smaller. Gar could not see into
the darkness beyond the light, but he
knew before he had gone very far that
Hastings and his men could not but
help see him.

He half-expected to feel the smash
of bullets as he rode, but he drew away
from the ranch and no shot was fired
at him, He realized that Hastings was
waiting until he got closer and made a
clearer target before the Anvil man-
ager gave the order to shoot.

Ho was nearing the perimeter of
darkness when the voice stopped him.
“That's far enough!”

Gar halted his mount. He peered
into the night and reluctantly gave
Hastings credit for his cunning. The
manager had chosen his ground wisely.
Gar was in plain view to him but strain
his eyes as he might the trouble-shooter
could only make out vague dim shapes
in the darkness where Hastings and
his men waited.

Gar sat, making no move. There was
a long silence. Finally Hastings’ voice
came, faintly curious, from the dark-
ness. ‘‘You come to talk?”

The trouble-shooter shook his head.
“There’s a woman in that house: 1 left
to remove her life from danger.”

“So you came out to sacrifice your
life in order to save Bea’s! All right,
hero, here’'s your bullet!”

But Gar was determined to die
fighting. As the manager’'s gun roared,
he bent low over his horse and.spurred
for the cover of darkness. The mustang
faltered as the slug struck him, but he
continued running. More guns roared
as the other outlaws began firing. Bul-
lets sang by Gar's ears and sank into
the horse. The animal suddenly went
down, throwing the trouble-shooter
clear. But the unexpected move had
caught the outlaws by surprise long
enough for Gar to reach darkness.

npHE TROUBLE-SHOOTER scram-
A bled to his feet, raced several yards,
and hit the ground again. An angry
fusillade of gunshots greeted his move.

Bullets whined through the night, prob-
ing for him. Hastings hurriedly gave
orders to surround the immediate area.

Gar lay as still as stone until his eyes
had adjusted themselves to the black-
ness. Looking about, he could make
out the dim forms of the outlaws as
they formed a triangle around him.

Slowly he began to inch forward,
seeking cover of some sort behind
which he could make a stand. He had
to be very careful, for any sudden
noise, the breaking of a twig or the
click of two rocks, could give him
away. The outlaws had dismounted now
and were watching and listening in an
attempt to locate him.

The ground was a maze of small
brush and rocks. He could find no
cover and his search became more
desperate. Then he blundered into a
shallow depression. He flattened him-
self in the hole and waited for the next
move of the outlaws.

“Dude!” Hastings called to one of
his men. “Take your horse and sweep
an area about one hundred feet wide
between us and the fire.”

Gar's heart sank as he watched
Dude. The man nearest the ranch
leaped atop his mustang and cantered
to the border of light. Then riding
back and forth, he began to inexorably
work his way toward Gar.

The scheme could not fail. The out-
laws knew the general area inewhich
Gar was hiding, and while two of them
watched to make sure the trouble-
shooter didn't escape the third man
riding his pattern would flush him.

Gar watched as Dude worked his
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way closer and closer. He worked his
way to the edge of the depression where
a fringe of brush helped hide him and
waited.

Dude made a pass just at the edge of
the hole and Gar knew that his next
sweep would discover him. He watched
the outlaw turn his mustang and come
pounding back toward him. Nearer
came the horse, and just before the
animal reached the hole Gar threw him-
self to one side placing the mustang
between himself and the other two out-
laws.

Dude cursed and, gun at the ready,
fired. The bullet, hastily aimed, dug up
dirt between Gar's legs. The trouble-
shooter twisted and triggered his own
gun. Dude threw up his arms and top-
pled from the horse.

Shouting, the other two outlaws
spurred toward him. Gar scuttled sever-
al feet away and waited. As the mus-
tangs came nearer, the trouble-shooter
aimed and fired again.

Hastings clutched his middle and his
mount plunged to a stop. Weakly, the
manager fought to bring up his gun.
Gar triggered and Hastings fell from
the saddle.

The trouble-shooter whirled for the
third outlaw, but too late! Something
struck his six-gun and sent it spinning
from his grasp with the force of a
sledge hammer. He stared at his numb
hand as the owlhooter George halted
his mount!

“Stand up and take it in the belly!”
There was a grin of anticipation on the
outlaw’s face. His revolver glinted in
the dying flames of the fire.

Slowly, Gar climbed to his feet. This
was the end of the trail. Emotionless,
he faced the gunman.

The grin widened as George's fin-
ger tightened on the trigger. There was
a shot. The outlaw’'s face registered
surprise. He straightened in the saddle
and the gun fell from his hand. He slid
from the horse like a sack of grain.

Unable to believe his eyes, Gar
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swung about. Bea Miller stood several

feet away, a smoking rifle in her
hands.

“What are you doing here?” he
gasped.

/I'"'AR HAD sent in his report and

Shaughnessy had come to Anvil
with a new manager. The trouble-
shooter was ready to leave on a new
assignment but, strangely, he felt a
reluctance to do so.

He paced the floor of the ranch
kitchen while the supervisor and the
new manager talked. The girl, Bea, was
on his mind. He couldn’t stop thinking
about her. He had to see her to say
goodbye before he left, so he saddled a
horse and started for the Miller spread.

It was curious that she should haunt
him this way. He almost felt like mar-
rying the girl. His mind rebelled at the
thought of marriage, but after thinking
about it the idea fascinated him.

He remembered all his old resolves.
He was going to reach the top of the
success ladder and no girl was going
to tie him down and hold him back.
But Bea wasn't that kind of a girl.
She would be an asset to him and an
aid in his climb. Her going out into
the night and saving his life proved
that.

By the time he reached the Miller
spread, he had convinced himself that
marriage would be a wise move. He
dismounted and Bea came from the
-kitchen and waved to him.

He went toward her. “Beal!” he
blurted clumsily. “Will you marry me?”

Though she must have been antici-
pating the proposal and already made
up her mind as to the answer, she hes-
itated as though she were surprised.

He waited in an agony of suspense.
He cursed her to himself for torturing
him so. Then he didn't care for sire
was nodding her head and then she
was in his arms.

After a while he looked down at her
and said, “1've got to see Shaughnessy,
honey; he promised me a ranch.”



SPECIAL FEATURE

by JAMES HINES

BUTTE, MONTANA~
A COPPER CAMP

WO COPPER miners on their
I way to work one morning about
daybreak paused on the Ana-
conda Road overlooking the fabulous
city of Butte, Montana, and one miner
remarked: “Looky at 'er, Joe. She's as
ugly as hell now, jest cornin’ to life.
Looks like some ole painted hag that's
been up all night.”

“Yep,” Joe said, looking down upon
the sprawling town. “ Butte's as ugly as
sin all right, but she’s shore got a big
heart! ”

Yes, as the miners put it, Butte,
Montana—the greatest copper mining
town in the world—is ugly on the sur-
face, but underneath that surface there
is beauty unsurpassed: big-hearted;
spirited, and the people are unequaled
as neighbors. Here you are likely to
find a United States Senator strolling
down the street, his arm linked with
some bum, looking for a handout. The
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caste system is not known in Butte.
One person is considered just as good
as another. The girl from the red-light
is considered just as good as the lady
from the best residential section. The
miner does not look up to the banker,
and the banker does not look down on
the miner.

Butte, Montana! It has had many a
hectic day. It has always been an ex-
citing town. Basically, it is a huge min-
ing camp on the richest hill in the
world. One-third of all the copper
mined in the United States comes from
Butte!

The first white men known to have
visited Butte are Judge C. E. lIrvine
and a party from Walla Walla. Wash-
ington Territory, in 1856.

They found an ancient hole, several
feet deep, which became known as the
Original Lode. Scattered around the
edge of this hole were elk horns, which



had been sharpened on the ends and
looked as if they had been used as picks
in searching for metal. Whether a
white man had been here before is not
known. Some people believe that the
elk horns belonged to the Indians.

The discovery of gold was made by
William Allison and G. O. Humphrey,
on Butte Hill, in July, 1864. The
famous placer-mining camps of Vir-
ginia City and Bannack were reaching
their peaks at this time, all within
several hundred miles of Butte.

Humphrey and Allison worked the
dry gulches by hauling the gold bearing
dirt down to Silver Bow Creek and
washing it.

The news of the gold strike spread
like wildfire to the other camps, and
miners poured in by the hundreds.
Even miners from the Alder Gulch
diggings came over and helped pan the
gulches.

Several camps sprang up almost
overnight: Silver Bow— named for Sil-
ver Bow Creek, Rocker, and Butte
City. The gulches around these towns
echoed with the scrape of the miners’
tools, the swish of gravel in the pans,
and the creaking of the crude hand-
made rockers. Often gun-shots were
heard up and down the gulches.

The miners lived in crude tents and
shanties, anything that they could
throw together. Labor began with the
first streak of dawn over the jagged
outlines of the Continental Divide. The
men worked six days a week; but on
the seventh they usually hit one of the
little towns in the gulches and raised
different kinds of hell, spending their
hard-earned week’s wages. These towns
consisted mostly of saloons, and no
man was safe without a brace of re-
volvers in his belt and a bowie-knife
tucked in his bootleg.

1>Y 1874, the placer diggings had
w* petered out and the populations of
the camps were only small handfuls
compared to what they had been. Sil-
ver Bow was a ghost town, Rocker City

39

was crumbling to decay and ruin, and
Butte had a population of only about
sixty people. Almost everyone thought
the towns had gone.

But Butte was brought to life once
more, pulsating, rip-roaring, more
powerful than before, by a young
Irish immigrant named Marcus Daly.
Daly had come from Ireland when he
was fifteen, without a red cent, and had
learned mining the hard way in the
California and Nevada mining camps.
He had gained the backing of several
Salt Lake bankers when he appeared
in Butte as the manager of the Alice
Silver Mine. He was very ambitious
and was always on the lookout for new
ventures. He became a partner with
Michael Hickey. Hickey, an ex-soldier
of the Union Army, had located a cop-
per lead in 1882 on his location and had
named it the Anaconda, which in due
time became the largest copper mining,
smelting, and fabricating organization
in the world.

Presently, Daly, ever-ambitious, pur-
chased the Anaconda Copper Mining
Company from Hickey. Then the
young lIrish immigrant set to work ex-
ploring. pushing developements fast
and far. At a three hundred foot level,
good luck struck. Instead of finding
silver, he found copper! This was 1882,
a great year in mining history. This
discovery of copper resulted in making
Butte the greatest mining camp on
earth!

Three billion dollars in mineral
wealth came from Butte in three quar-
ters of a century. It is unbelievable
that this town on the gray slopes of the
Continental Divide, a mile above sea
level in southwestern Montana, could
produce such metal. No, Butte was not
dead, as- thought by many. No. Butte
was just starting to live!

News of the copper strike reached
out and miners poured in. Some even
brought their families when they found
out the truth of the strike. Butte pros-
pered. Additional and larger mills and
smelters were constructed on all sides,
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and the development of the mines ex-
panded. Expert mining men from all
over the world, attracted by Butte's
favorable report, traveled there. The
stage was set and the curtain pulled
back for the greatest mining boom in
history. One of the greatest booms the
world has ever known.

By, 1884, three hundred mines were
in operation and more than four thou-
sand claims were posted on the hills
around the copper camp. The yield of
silver and copper for that year was es-
timated by experts at  4,000,000. By
the end of 1900, almost a quarter of the
world’s copper supply and seventy-two
million fine ounces of gold and silver
were being produced annually.

The adventurous miners lived a
hard, rugged life. Drinking and fight-
ing, the majority of them spent their
money as fast as they made it. “The
hell with saving it!” one miner said.
“When it's gone, there's always more
on the Hilll”

OUTTE was a fabulous town all right.

It boasted of saloons such as The
Beer Can, Bucket of Blood, The Wa-
ter-Hole, Open-All-Night, Big Slope,
Collar and Elbow, Graveyard, Satur-
day Night, They Are AU Here, The Al-
ley Cat, The Cesspool, Pay Day, and
suburbs of the town were named Dog-
town. Chicken Flats, Butcher Hill, Sel-
dom Seen, Hungry Hill.

One saloon’owner filled his bar bot-
tles from one big liquor barrel and
named then “Coming Off Shift Spe-
cial,” “Good Night Special,” “All Day
Special,” and set aside some specially
decorated bottles with liquor from the
same barrel, entitled: “ For wakes, wed-
din’s, births and holidays.”

“Order in this court!” Justice was
dealt out first one way, then another.
A judge fined one of the members of
the bar for contempt of court, the law-
yer having been pleading his case in a
loud voice, which had awakened the
judge from his afternoon nap. In this
town one judge declared firmly that a

miner was allowed to get drunk once a
week and beat up his wife once a
month. But for any more than that he
would be thrown into jail.

Place: Butte; Year: 1866: Scene:
the notorious Clipper Shades dive, deep
in the red-light district; Event: the
first public barroom wedding took
place, the marriage of Mollie De Mur-
ska, a woman of the red-light, and
Jack Jolly, the town marshal.

Dominic Foresco, an Italian, once
advertised in one of the daily papers
that he was in the market for a wife
and that he would stand at the main
intersection of the city, the corner of
Park and Main Streets, for three hours
each day wearing a white carnation on
his coat lapel. The Italian was jailed
for stopping the traffic, and a score of
prospective brides stormed the jail, but
only after word had leaked out that
Foresco was worth twenty thousand
dollars in government bonds.

A hellfire and brimstone preacher
descended on Butte, setting up a huge
tent and warning the people to repent
of their sins or be burned in a lake of
fire and brimstone. A saloon was near
the tent. The ambitious saloonkeeper
had large painted banners erected and
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placed outside his saloon so the depart-
ing worshipers could not fail to see
them, advertising that scoops of cold
beer could be had at his place for five
cents a-piece and that extra bartenders
were put on during revival week.

The old Atlanta Bar in Butte was the
longest bar in the world, a full block
in length. It boasted that it had as
many as fifteen bartenders always serv-
ing its customers and that twelve thou-
sand beers were sold there on a Satur-
day night. Then there was the Success
Cafe—so small that it was crowded
with four customers.

Once a bum fell to the saloon floor,
faint from hunger, after scores of big-
hearted citizens had offered to buy him
drinks, but not a single one a meal.

On many summer afternoons, during
the old days, the girls from the red-
light district could be seen cantering
through the downtown business dis-
trict on blooded saddle horses and
wearing the latest riding fashions.

At the turn of the century, Butte ad-
vertised that its copper mines had
yielded almost two billion dollars and
that it was the only western city the
boothill of which had more dead than

Because a girl loved him,
and was proud of him,
there was no peace for

there were people living in the city.

Yes, Butte, Montana, ugly as sin, but
big-hearted, has been and still is an ex-
citing town. She is the largest town in
Montana, on the west slope of the Con-
tinental Divide, at an elevation of 5,755
feet. Butte is the county seat of Silver
county. She is located on two Federal
highways and is served by four trans-
continental railroads and a fine air-
port. Formerly fumes from the smelters
killed all vegetation and the general
appearance of the city was desolate
indeed by day, though at night it was a
beauty. Today most of the ore is
treated in Anaconda and Great Falls
or someplace else away from the city.
The grass has reappeared and beautiful
residential districts and parks have
been developed. Butte is the principal
railroad and business center of the
Rocky Mountain northwest, the largest
city between Minneapolis and Spokane
north of Salt Lake. To the west of the
city is Big Butte, a sharp conical peak
from which the city derives its name.
Yes, Butte has built a great reputation,
a remarkable reputation that is known
where adventurous men gather and
talk.
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If ever an accused man looked innocent, this Meetin’-house

Joyner did. And Judge Steele wished that that pesty lawyer,

French Demeree, were here to defend him. Because Prosecutor

Wade Claybrook seemed to be doing his duty with too danged
much of a will.

FINGER OF
THE BEAST

JUDBE STEELE STORY

by LonVilliam

UDGE WARDLOW STEELE
J took one stern, discerning glance

at Flat Creek’s seething courtroom
crowd. Immediately he sensed that
something was amiss. When there was
reasonable certainty of a just hanging,
men’s faces showed eagerness, excite-
ment, even pleasurable anticipation.
When their expressions were glum,
worried and restive, belief that a mis-
take had been made was as evident as
if written in an open book.

Judge Steele tugged at his straw-
colored mustache. When an innocent
man was brought to trial for murder,
only one conclusion could be drawn—
namely, that he had been framed by
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some scoundrel lower than a snake.
Possibility of such present villainy
filled Steele with fury.

Fie jerked his head vehemently.
“Sheriff, call court.”

Sheriff Jerd Buckalew, tall, raw-
boned and poker-faced, rose and ham-
mered with his forty-five. “Flat
Creek’s criminal court is now in ses-
sion; keep that in mind while you've
got a mind to keep it in.”

Heavily-armed deputies nodded and
hitched up their gunbelts. Somber-eyed
Vigies here and there looked on in quiet
readiness to lend a hand, if needed.

Steele glanced at Clerk James



Skiffington arose, slim, tall and
spectral, and shouted harshly, “People
versus House, alias Meetin’-house, Joy-
ner. Charge, first-degree murder.”

Steele looked down at a puncheon
bench reserved for men who'd come
hither to collect their wages of sin. He
discovered instantly convincing cause
for congregational uneasiness. A young
man sat there, quiet, worried, but in
texture a person of breeding and qual-
ity. Here was no murderer, else looks
deceived; yet a Flat Creek citizen had
been killed and, by thunder, somebody
would have to pay for it

Tense and angry, Steele growled,
“Murder, eh? Be-consarned if it ain't
time these carnivorous catamounts
learned murder don’'t pay. You got a
lawyer?”
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A round-faced, middle-sized, immac-
ulately-dressed gentleman with gray
hair, stubby mustache and haughty
blue eyes got up beside Meetin’-house
Joyner. “1 am his lawyer, suh. Profes-
sor Lexicon Hutto.”

Now where in tarnation was Flat
Creek’s notorious defense lawyer,
Demeree from Tennessee? “Consarn
you, Hutto, you ain't tryin’ to scrounge
French Demeree off his roostin’ place,
are you?”

“1 am not, suh,” replied Hutto. “Mr.
Demeree, with whom | am associated
in this case, has business elsewhere mo-
mentarily; | trust he will arrive before
it is forever too late.”

“See hyar, Hutto,” Steele growled
angrily, “you ain’t insinuatin’ that this
varmint’'s guilty, are you?”
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Hutto coughed shortly. “Well, suh,
Your Honor, | wish | could feel that his
being innocent would turn out to be of
some consequence.”

Steele stiffened. Be-consarned if
he’'d ever learn to let these lawyers
alone! They always tied him in a knot.
He swung left. “Whar’s our man?”

A stocky redhead, intellectual and
honorable in appearance and demean-
or, rose quietly. “Wade Claybrook,
Your Honor. Prosecuting attorney.”

Steele eyed him doubtfully for sec-
onds, saw him as a man of variable
judgment and fighting spirit. “Clay-
brook,” Steele gibed, “you look mighty
noble: are you fixin’ to admit you've
made a mistake in having this young
house-dog indicted?”

“Your Honor,” replied Claybrook
forcefully, “what our grand jury has
done | do not question. It is my duty
to prosecute; that 1 shall do. Our
grand jury, by indicting this defendant,
has declared there is sufficient evi-
dence against him to justify bringing
him to trial for murder. A trial he
shall have.”

Steele grunted and snarled. “Clay-
brook, thar's just one trouble with
your ambition: it’'s most determined
when it's least needed. If you can
prove this boy guilty, go to it. but
don’t count on no help from me.”

Claybrook stood his ground. “Nei-
ther side should count on help from
Your Honor; a judge should be an um-
pire, not a partisan.”

Steele’s nostrils dilated with anger.
“Consarn you, Claybrook, any lime
our side is wrong, you can count on me
to say so.” He glared down at Meetin'-
house Joyner. “All right, you son of
adversity, what's your plea?”

pROFESSOR HUTTO got up. “De-

fendant pleads not gquilty, Your
Honor.”

“Think you can make twelve jurors
believe he ain’t guilty?”

“Suh,” Hutto replied pompously,

“justice is a blindfolded goddess. She
hears not only all that we mortals hear,
but also voices from infinity which are
too sublime for our materialistic ears.
That which men depose is blended
with whisperings of conscience and
mercy and distilled as unblemished
truth into jurors’ souls. If my client is
innocent, to those men who shall sit in
judgment his innocence will in due
time be revealed. | trust Your Honor's
guestion has been answered.”

“By thunder, Hutto, my question
could’'ve been answered ‘yes’ or no'.
Panel a jury, Bucky.”

With jury empaneled and witnesses
sworn, Claybrook stood. “Call Boa?:
Welfare, coroner of Flat Creek, as
first witness.”

Welfare was brought in and seated.
He was stout, sandy-haired, round-
faced and arrogant.

Claybrook eyed him with cold cour-
tesy. “You are Boaz Welfare?”

Welfare looked down his nose at
Claybrook. “1 am Boaz Welfare, coro-
ner of Flat Creek. Last Tuesday morn-
ing 1 was called upon to examine a
body supposedly killed under mys-
terious and suspicious circumstances.
Thereafter—"”

Hutto arose leisurely. “Your Honor,
suh, this distinguished gentleman was
not called upon to make a speech. |
suggest he answer ‘ves’ or ‘no’, except
where other answer is c.learlv indicat-
ed.”

Steele suppressed an urge to tell
Hutto to practice what he preached.
“This trial could be done and over with
in no time. Plutto, if it warn't for law-
yers. As it is, you and Claybrook will
make a job of it; go ahead, Mr. Prose-
cutor.”

Claybrook stared at Welfare with
disapproval. “You are sometimes called
General Welfare, aren’'t you?”

“l regard that as neither here nor
there, sir.”

“Your answers to questions certain-
ly have a tendency to be general.”

“My time is valuable, sir. If there is
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something you wish to know, you have
to indicate as much and | shall tell
you, and not by jumps and starts ei-
ther.”

Steele eyed Claybrook's witness an-
grily. “See hyar, General; one more ex-
hitibion of disrespect like that, and I'll
fine you for contempt of court.”

Welfare pinked, angry and cha-
grinned. “Yes, Your Honor.”
Claybrook said coldly, “Did you

identify this body you were called
upon to examine?”
“Yes.”
“Was it Shovel-nose Gaffner?”
“Yes.”
“Did you ascertain if death had been
caused by external violence?”
“Yes.”
“Did you ascertain by what sort of
instrument death was caused?”
“Yes.”
“Was
“Yes.”
“Where was this body located?”
“Yes.”
“Do you refuse to answer?”
“No.”
“Then answer.”
“Yes.”

it an axe?”

CTEELE'S face grew hard. “Consarn
**Ayou, Welfare, you know how to an-
swer a question. | fine you ten dollars
for contempt of court. Bucky, you see
it's paid, or let him rot it out in jail.”

Rough faces broke into smiles. Gen-
eral Welfare looked furious, but beat.

Claybrook glared at him through
pink eyebrows. “Where did you find
Shovel-nose Gaffner’s body?”

“In his shack in Sarlay Gulch.”

“Relate what you did upon finding
this body?”

Welfare sulked, then thought better
of his situation. “1 summoned a coro-
ner's jury, as was my duty. This jury
with my help and guidance conducted
an inquest; we held that Gaffner had
been murdered, motive being robbery.”

Claybrook sat down. “No more
questions.”

Professor Hutto got up. “Your Hon-
or, suh, | should like to cross-examine
this witness.”

Steele sniffed. “I
would. But proceed.”

Hutto squared himself at Welfare.
“1 gather from your testimony that
Shovel-nose Gaffner was murdered
with an axe. Why did you reach that
conclusion?”

Welfare looked down his nose at
Hutto. “Why?”

“Suh, what circumstances led you to
believe Gaffner had been murdered
with an axe?”

“His head had been pounded into
pulp, sir, and a bloody axe lay beside
his dead body.”

“That is all, suh.” Hutto turned to
Judge Steele. “If Mr. Claybrook has
no objection, Your Honor, defendant
consents that Mr. Welfare may occupy
a seat in this court room.”

“No objection,” said Claybrook,
though puzzled.

There was an unoccupied puncheon
inside that sanctum where only law-
yers, defendants and court officials
customarily were allowed. General
Welfare was directed to sit there.
Steele was curious as to why Hutto had
made this suggestion; but he regarded
it as a chance to learn something, hence
permitted it.

Claybrook nodded to a deputy-sher-
iff. “Next witness, Clawson Wilde.”

supposed you

s~"VAILDE WAS brought in. He was a

y medium-sized blond with pudgy
face, small blue-green eyes, and vain,
self-confident bearing.

“Your name?” asked Claybrook.

In a blustery manner, Wilde an-
swered, “Clawson Wilde.”

“Were you acquainted with de-
ceased, Shovel-nose Gaffner?”

“1 sure was; Gaffner was one of my
best friends.”

Hutto popped up. “Your Honor, de-
fendant thinks that statement should
be explained. How many ‘best friends’
does this witness have, Your Honor?”
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“See hyar, Hutto, what do you mean
by raising such trivial objection as
that?” Steele demanded.

“Your Honor, suh, this witness
would have our jurors believe he is a
man with many friends. In my opinion,
judging from his looks, his only friends
are night-prowlers, such as coyotes and
rats.”

“1 object to that,” stormed Clay-
brook. “If Mr. Hutto means to im-
peach this witness, he should wait un-
til cross-examination.”

“1 apologize to Mr. Claybrook,
Your Honor; but I must say that wait-
ing will be an ordeal.”

Steele tugged at his mustache.
“Claybrook if | could feel that you
was on our side, I'd be proud of this
fighting spirit you're showing hyar.
But proceed.”

Claybrook eyed his witness. “Are
you also acquainted with defendant
jovner?”

“Indeed, sir. Until he turned out to
be a murderer, |1—"

“Object,” shouted Hutto.

“1 object, too,” said Claybrook.

“So do I, by thunder,” growled
Steele. “You answer what's put to you
or. be-consarned, I'll have you jailed.”

Wilde lost some of his self-confi-
dence; his look became shifty.

Ciaybrook asked, “Was defendant
Joynet acquainted with deceased
Gatfncr?”

eWilde put on a bold front. “I'm
afraid he was, sir; too well acquainted,
in fact.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because they worked adjoining
claims. They also had a falling out.
Gaffner accused Joyner of claim-raid-
ing at night and threatened him with a
lynching. Joyner got mad, said he'd—"

“Object.” Hutto shouted. “He can’t

Claybrook drew in his chin. “Your
Honor, there are exceptions to Mr.
Hutto's hearsay evidence rule. What
an accused person said may be pre-
tell what somebody said.”

sented as showing murderous intent.
This is in accordance with our ancient
maxim, actus non jacit reum, nisi
mens sit rea, which means that an act
does not make a man guilty, unless he
be so in intention. Conversely, if an
accused Kkills with intent to commit
murder, it is murder.”

“Hutto's overruled. Proceed, Mr.
Claybrook.”
“What did defendant say?” Clay-

brook asked.

Witness Wilde answered with a
knowing look. “Joyner says to me,
says he, ‘Nobody can accuse me of
stealing and live. Shovel-nose or me is
going to die, and | ain’t meanin’ me.’
I begged him not to hurt poor old Gaff-
ner, but he says to me, he says, ‘Wilde,
your begging for Shovel-nose won't do
no good. Me and Shovel-nose can’t
both live.

Claybrook
guestions.”

Hutto got up.

“All right, Hutto. Looks like you’'ve
got an uphill job hyar, but you can
try.”

sat down. “No more

TJUTTO CAME

A Wilde. “Your
Wilde, is it?”

“Sure.”

“Sometimes called Hog Wilde?”

“No.”

“Do you know what is meant by
perjury?”

“Sure I know.”

“Then would you still say you're
never called Hog Wilde, if I told you I
could produce scores of witnesses here
who'd swear you are called Hog
Wilde?” *

Wilde squirmed. “l guess you're
right. Maybe sometimes | am called
Hog Wilde—but not to my face; you
can bet.”

“Are vou sure
face?”’

“Well, maybe a few times, but what
of it?”

round and faced
name is Clawson

it's never to vour
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“Another question, suh; have you
ever been convicted of a crime?”

Claybrook rose indignantly. “Now, I
object to that. Cross-examination
should cross. No questions were asked
on direct examination as to this man’s
character or reputation.”

Steele lost patience with Claybrook.
“Now see hyar, Claybrook. This two-
legged polecat has just proved hisself
a liar. If he's been a jailbird, too, by
thunder, let it be shown. Hog Wilde,
answer that question.”

Wilde twisted, flushed. “Well, 1
wasn't guilty; | reckon a man can
sometimes be put in prison by mis-
take.”

Hutto returned to his table. “Your
Honor, suh, quod est criminis loquitur
perpetuam memoriom ipso, which is
to say, that which is criminal speaks as
a perpetual memorial to itself. Again,
jalsus in uno, jalsus in omnibus, mean-
ing, false in one thing, false in all. By
those maxims, this witness is not en-
titled to be believed in anything he
has said. | have no more questions and,
if there’'s no objection, 1'd suggest he
sit there by Mr. Welfare.”

Claybrook looked stumped,
shook his head. “No objection.”

Steele was more curious than ever.
What in tarnation did this Hutto have
up his sleeve? “See hyar, Hutto, if I
didn’t have a suspicion you’'re on our
side, 1'd send that lyin’ stinker off to
jail.”

“Your Honor, suh, as to my being
on your side, I am convinced that we
are both sincerely allied with justice;
hence, as devotees of a common di-
vinity we, indeed, march together.”

but

Steele grunted in disgust. *“Clay-
brook, call next witness.”

Claybrook nodded. “Call Tillie
Beets.”

A young woman was brought in and
seated. She was slender, normally

curved and red-headed. Youthful bloom
was still upon her, hence she was pret-
ty and desirable. Blue eyes that flashed

defiance suggested she might,
have been dangerous.

Claybrook confronted her
“Are'you Tillie Beets?”

“Yes | am.”

“Sometimes called Sugar Beets?”

“Yes | am.”

“Do you work as a waitress down
at Euclid Butterhouse's restaurant?”

Hutto got up. “Your Honor, Mr.
Claybrook’s questions are slightly
leading. Accordingly, defendant mildly
objects.”

“Claybrook,” growled Steele, “you
heard that objection. Be-consarned, if
you aim to lead, be convincing about
it.”

Claybrook glared at his witness.
“When | ask you a question, answer it
‘ves’ or ‘no’. Don't say, ‘yes | am’, or
‘ves 1 do’. Just say ‘yes'.”

Tillie's eyes glittered. “When you
ask me a question, you ask it any way
you please, don’t you? Well, I'll an-
swer it any way | please, too.” She
added angrily, “If you don't like it,
don’t ask me no questions.”

“See hyar, young lady,” Steele
warned with restrained anger, “you
don’t talk that way in court. Mr. Clay-
brook wants to find out what you know
about this murder. You just answer
his questions; use your own words, but
don’'t use more'n is needed.”

“l don't know anything about no
murder,” Tillie declared warmly.

also,

coolly.

ALAYBROOK said quietly, “You

know more than you think. Now—
are you acquainted with defendant,
Meetin’-house Joyner?”

“Yes | am.”

Claybrook’s face pinked, his jaws
knotted. “Why didn't you just say
‘ves'?”

“l1 did say ‘yes’.”

Claybrook breathed hard for sec-
onds. “Miss Beets, did Joyner try to
make love to you?”

“Now whose business
mine, if he did or didn’t?”

Judge Steele leaned

is that but

toward her.
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“Lady, thar's a big horse-trough out
front, full of water. How’'d you like to
be took out thar and held under until
you blubber?”

“1 wouldn’t like it.”

“Then you'd better answer these
guestions, real careful and polite.”

Tillie looked scared. Her eyes
blinked.
Claybrook repeated, “Miss Beets,

did Joyner try to make love to vou?”

“Yes he did.”

“Did he ask vou to marrv him?”

“Yes he did.”

“Did he say anything about his not
having anv money?”

“Yes he did.”

“What did he say?”

“He said he didn't have much right
then, but he expected to have plenty
before long.”

Hutto got up. “Your Honor, suh, de-
fendant objects, unless Mr. Claybrook
can show wherein this examination is
relevant.”

Claybrook snuared himself. “1 can
explain, Your Honor. Professor Hutto
well knows that in making out a case
of first-degree murder, it is necessary
first to establish a corpus delicti— that
is. that a murder has in fact been com-
mitted. That has been shown by Coro-
ner Boaz Welfare. It is also necessary
to show criminal intent, or men rea.
That has been shown bv witness
Wilde.”

“Now. suh,” said Hutto, “what Mr.
Claybrook means is, that he has at-
tempted to show mens rea by witness
Wilde. By Wilde he has, of course,
proved nothing.”

Steele felt his patience getting tight.
“Claybrook, why in tarnation is it nec-
essary to pry into this lady’s love af-
fairs?”

“Your Honor,” said Claybrook, “my
purpose thereby is to establish motive
foi murder. This witness, apparently,
was more interested in money than in
love. So, to win her, Meetin’-house had
to have money. Coroner Welfare has

testified that his jury held Shovel-nose
Gaffner was murdered in pursuit of a
robbery motive.”

“That’s sufficient, Claybrook. Go on
with your questions.”

“l1 have no more questions,” Clay-
brook announced abruptly and sat
down.

T TITTTO AROSE. “May | cros,-ex-
amine, suh?”

“Your privilege, Hutto.”

Hutto came round. “So you're a
waitress at Euclid Bulterhouse's res-
taurant?”

“l said | was.”

“And you re sometimes called Sugar
Beets?”

“i said | was.”

“Now, uh, ahem,
candidates for your
Meetin’-house Joyner?”

“Now see hyar, Hutto,” Steele said
furiously, “are vou trying to insult this
lady?” '

Hutto became apologetic. “Suh, that
was not quite chivalrous, | admit; per-
mit me to apologize to this sweet ehild.
Now, uh, was any other man a suitor
for your affections?”

“Yes there was.”

“Was this, uh, Clawson Wilde, com-
monly known as Hog Wilde, also one
of your suitors?”

“Yes he was.”

Hog Wilde leaned forward, made a
threatening noise in his throat. Tillie
caught his threat. She said quickly,
“Mr. Wilde was just a good friend,
that's all.”

“Hmmm,” said Hutto. “1 see you
are afraid of Hog Wailde. Perhaps |1
should not endanger your life by ask-
ing further questions.” Hutto returned
to his seat.

Steele glared at Tillie. “You set
down thar with Wilde and Welfare.
You might be wanted again.”

Tillie sat beside Welfare, deliberate-
ly placed Welfare between herself and
Wilde.

are there other
sugar besides
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Claybrook nodded to a deputy. “Call
Douglas Gelhorn.”

A man of about thirty was brought
in. He was strong, good-looking, but of
unassuming demeanor.

“Are you one of Sheriff Buckalew’s
deputies?” asked Claybrook.

“Yes.”

“What is your specialty?”

“Crime detection.”

“Do you sometimes use bloodhounds
in your work?”

Hutto sprang up. “Your Honor, suh,
if Mr. Claybrook means to introduce
bloodhound evidence, defendant ob-
jects. So far, Mr. Claybrook has relied
on statements of an inflated and ego-
tistical coroner, an ex-convict and
patent liar, and a red-headed, thin-
brained shrew. Now, | should like to
know if he means to rely in despera-
tion upon testimony of a dog?”

Steele swung on Claybrook. “What
do you say to that, Mr. Prosecutor?”

“l suggest that Mr. Hutto kick
when he’s spurred, not before,” said
Claybrook.

“1 stand ready to Kkick,” declared
Hutto.

Claybrook nodded at his witness.
“Go ahead, Mr. Gelhorn.”

“Yes, Mr. Claybrook, I sometimes
use bloodhounds in tracking down
criminals.”

“Relate what you did by way of in-
vestigating Shovel-nose Gaffner’'s mur-
der.”

“1 assume you have reference to my
use of Dan Trewhitt's bloodhound?”

Claybrook nodded.

Witness Gelhorn thought a moment.
“1 also presume evidence has been pre-
sented as to a bloody axe?”

“It has,” said Claybrook.

“Well, in handling that weapon
Gaffner’'s murderer, of course, left his
spoor, or body odor. Our bloodhound
caught his spoor from that and prompt-
ly ied us to Meetin’-house Joyner’s
shack and its front door. There he
scratched in what appeared to be an

effort to enter. His baying enroute and
at Joyner’'s door indicated a strong
spoor. Inside this shack, we found Joy-
ner—alone.”

Hutto got up sadly. “Your Honor,
suh, defendant begs to be shown upon
what authority of law evidence of this
dog is introduced.”

OTEELE was both disappointed and
~ angry. Here was an innocent man
who was about to bfe convicted, and he
knew of no legal way in which to stop
it. “Claybrook, you've got a job hyar;
justify yourself.”

Claybrook stood straight and confi-
dent. “If Your Honor please, it is not
insisted that bloodhound evidence is
conclusive of guilt. It is circumstantial
only. As to what weight is to be given
such evidence, depends upon various
elements of which your bloodhound is
or is not constituted. | should like to
ask Mr. Gelhorn further questions, if
I may.”

Steele consented grudgingly,
right, ask 'em.”

“Mr. Gelhorn, where did Dan Trew-
hitt get this bloodhound?”

“1 might say first,” replied Gelhorn,
“that his name is Gabriel. That name
was given him because, when he bays,
you think doom’s-day has arrived. It's
a last-trumpet sound, especially for a
murderer who has left his scent be-
hind.”

To hear what was being said, men
had leaned forward. They were eager
to catch every word. That silence sud-
denly became a hush, for distantly a
hound’s baying voice drifted to them.

Claybrook, slightly unnerved, said,
“Go ahead, Mr. Gelhorn.”

Gelhorn, unperturbed, continued.
“This bloodhound was given to Dan
Trewhitt by a cousin, one Oliver Trew-
hitt, a deputy-warden at Missouri
State Prison. Oliver Trewhitt is an ex-
pert trainer. Gabriel was trained by
this man.” He paused when a distant
baying was heard again.

Hutto got up. He trembled slightly;

“All
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his voice was shaky. “Your Honor, suh,
a dog’'s testimony cannot b« based
upon training alone.”

“That is true,” said Ge.lhorn. “In-
dividual merit, as well as training,
must be considered. Also, pedigree.”
Gelhorn took a binder of papers from
his coat pocket. “1 have here a certified
record, which Mr. Hutto may examine,
if he wishes and it is permissible. Ga-
briel is from a long line of great dogs.
He, ke his ancestors, has been trained
in tracking human beings. Out of over
two hundred tries, he has failed three
times. Under circumstances then exist-
ing, no dog could have succeeded, for
there had been a change of clothing
ar.d, in one instance, evidence of use of
agua ammonia; in another, of some
pungent oil.”

Hutto had remained standing. “Now,
Your Honor, defendant objects to fur-
ther statements as to this hound. It is
fundamental in our law that a witness
may not testify unless he is under oath.
Nor may his testimony be considered
unless opportunity is given for cross-
examination. A dog can neither take an
oath nor be cross-examined.”

Clavbrook also was up. “Now, Your
Honor, rules that apply to human be-
ings do not apply to bloodhounds. A
human being may have prejudice,
hence a motive to testify falsely. That
is why he is placed under oath; that is
why perjury is made a crime. A blood-
hound has no motive to testify falsely,
and it is presumed that his testimony
is without bias.”

“Now, suh,” insisted Hutto, “it has
not been shown that this Gabriel
bloodhound—"”

Hutto stopped. A baying so much
nearer as to come as a deep-throated
howl, floated in upon them. Deathly-
stillness prevailed.

CTEELE'S nostrils dilated. Some-
~ thing was going on here that he had
not been made acquainted with. He
suspected both Hutto and Trench

Demeree of having a hand in it. Con-
sarn their nerve! “Hutto, whar’s your
friend Demeree?” he demanded fierce-
ly-

Hutto braced himself. Closer and
closer came that last-trumpet sound.
“Your Honor, suh, Mr. Demeree stands
at yonder door.”

Steele shifted his savage eyes. A tall,
slender man in black suit, white vest
and four-in-hand necktie leaned quiet-
ly asainst a door-facing.

“Demeree.” Steele demanded vehe-
mently, “come up hyar and take your
place.”

Demeree, clean-shaved and dark-
haired, came forward and stood beside
Hutto. “Yes, Your Honor?”

“1Vhat in tarnation’s goin’ on hyar?”

Demeree nodded Hutto to his seat.
“May it please Your Honor, | have
been enjoying life as a spectator this
past minute or so.”

“Well, consarn you, whar have you
been?” '

“Assuming that you have a right to
ask, Your Honor, | shall answer by
further questioning this witness.”

“Question him.”

Demeree waited deliberately until
that baying sound came again. It was
ever-nearer; its effect was blood chill-
ing. “Mr. Gelhorn,” said Demeree, “my
able associate, Mr. Hutto, was about
to say it had not been shown that Ga-
briel had been given free rein, but pray
have been guided to defendant’s door
by human agencies.”

Gelhorn nodded. “That is a good
point, Mr. Demeree. Gabriel, however,
was given free rein. He was on a leash,
of course, but he was in front, and no-
body interfered. There were tracks of
men and horses, plenty of them, but it
is a strange gift a bloodhound of merit
possesses. Once he is made acquainted
with a spoor, he can follow it across
countless intervening spoors, just as a
man, by sight, can follow a familiar
figure through a crowd.”

Clavbrook gut up. "l object, Your
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Honor. | had not finished with direct
exmination of this witness. Mr. Deme-
ree and Mr. Hutto have undertaken
cross-examination out of turn.”

“Set down thar,” shapped Steele.
“Derneree, git after this bloodhound
business.”

From a few blocks away a baying
rose, loud, savage, insistent.

“1 fear,” said Derneree, “that our
time is short. Meantime, | suggest that
Mr. Buckalew’'s deputies keep their
eyes on that swine over there who is
so aptly called Hog Wilde.”

Eyes turned toward Wilde. They be-
held a man scared colorless.

Derneree continued, “Mr. Gelhorn,
you were summoned as a witness by
Mr. Claybrook, were you not?”

“Yes, sir.”

“After you received your summons,
did you conduct further investigation?
If so, describe it.”

“Yes, Mr. Derneree. In company
with yourself and Dan Trewhitt, |
went to defendant Joyner’s shack. |
had observed without comment that
when Joyner’'s door was opened, Ga-
briel did not attempt to attack Joyner,
but manifested rather surprising indif-
ference. Gabriel’s interest was centered
on a spot just back of Joyner’s door-
step, as if that spoor he followed had
there disappeared. But afterwards |
got to thinking more about Gabriel's
strange behav-ior. Accordingly you,
Dan Trewhitt, and | made a search.

“And sure enough, concealed under
Joyner’'s floor just behind his door-
step we found a big pair of shoes.
These, we knew, were too large tor
Joyner. Our natural conclusion was
that a man other than Joyner had
murdered Gaffner and, expecting Mr.
Trewhitt's bloodhound would be put on
his trail, sought to trick our blood-
hound into accusing another. Horse
tracks nearby indicated, too, that who-
ever left those shoes had not only
changed shoes, but also had mounted
a horse and ridden away.”

/"""ELHOR.N stopped. Two or three
blocks distant terrifying howls
moved slowly nearer.
“Proceed quickly,” said Derneree.
“A plan formed,” said Gelhorn.
“Those shoes were carefully wrapped
to preserve their scent, which was dis-
tinctive enough. | assure you. We had
only random notions as to whom those
shoes belonged, but we felt fairly cer-
tain their owner Would attend this
trial. It was our plan, effective short-
ly after court convened, to give Ga-
briel had been given free rein, but may

shoes, then let him search for their
companion spoor in Flat Creek’s
streets.”

“May | add, Your Honor,” said
Derneree, “that |1 accompanied Mr.

Trewhitt on his latest expedition, that |
was present when Gabriel smelled those
shoes, also present when he struck a
spoor and leaped violently against his
leash. It must now be evident to all that
he is headed for this court room. |
trust we have Your Flonor’s permission
for him to enter, for it is a certainty
he will point an accusing finger, so to
speak, at Gaffner's murderer.”

Flat Creek’s crowded court room
filled with gasping, murmuring terror
as a huge hound reared into its en-
trance and a loud, angry baying poured
out of its red mouth.

A big deputy-sheriff, almost seven
feet tall and weighing easily two hun-
dred-fifty pounds, followed Gabriel in.
He halted a moment. “Is it all right,
Judge?”

“Come
shouted.

Steele lowered his eyes then for a
quick look at Hog Wilde. What he saw
was a revelation. Wilde was pale; his
eyes were so wide they seemed dis-

ahead, Trewhitt,” Steele

tended from their sockets; his hands
shook as from palsy.
Gabriel came steadily forward,

straining hard, sniffing and baying. In-
side that inner sanctum where lawyers,
witnesses, judge and officers were
gathered, Gabriel turned right and sud-
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denly lunged at Hog Wilde. Trewhitt
held him under powerful restraint.

Every person present, including
Judge Steele, had risen. Sugar Beets
was screaming.

Wilde had got up. He tried to push
himself back. “Don’t let him git me!
Don’t let him git me!”

Trewhitt allowed Gabriel to inch
closer and to lunge.
Wilde screamed. “No! No! Keep

him back! | done it! | done it! | killed
old Gaffner. 1 Kkilled him—1 Kkilled
him.”

Steele nodded at Sheriff Buckalew.
“Better get ready to take Hog Wilde
out a back way, Bucky.”

Buckalew nodded at several
ties.

Trewhitt subdued his bloodhound
and took him out. Wilde was so
scared and limp, he had to be carried.

Order returned slowly.

depu-

Steele looked at Claybrook. “Any-
thing else, Mr. Prosecutor?”
Claybrook got up. “Your prose-

cuting attorney knows when he’s
beaten, Your Honor. A directed ver-
dict of not guilty is clearly indicated.”

Steele looked at his jurors, all of
whom appeared unnerved. “A verdict
of not guilty is directed, gentlemen.”
He turned to Buckalew. “Recess court,
Bucky.”

Buckalew rose and pounded with
his gun. “Court’s in recess till one
o'clock. Get out quietly.”

They got out like an unchained hur-
ricane. When they were gone and
Judge Steele sat alone, he discovered
that he was too weak to get up.

Be-consarned if this wasn't once
when court could better have got along
without a judge. He wiped his sweaty
face with a blue bandana, at last got
life into his legs and slid down onto
his feet. Once in a great while this
Demeree from Tennessee did some-
thing commendable. But, by thunder,
he couldn’t be depended on to do it
every day.

He'd risked his life to get this deed—
Now he had to steal it back from the
man who'd paid him to get it in the

first place!
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SHIRT-TAIL HONESTY

Special Feature by G. E. Robinson

ONESTY was the
ruling passion of
'48. If an liombre
got broke he asked
the first one he met
to loan him such an
amount as he want-
ed wuntil he could
‘dig her out'. The
loans were always
paid according to
promise.

Many times the name of the bor-
rower was not known. No matter how
rough or tough the gent looked, if his
demeanor proclaimed him a working
man that was all the security needed.
On the day it was promised it was duly
returned usually with an additional
pound and a bottle of brandy. Any
lender was considered “A damned fine
feller” in the eyes of the borrower.
There is a saying that no law was
needed until the lawyers came; there
were few crimes until the courts came
with their delays and technicalities and
took the place of the miner’s law.

This sliirt-tail honesty that was so
prevalent.in '48 slowly became extinct
as the throngs thickened around the
various gold camps in '49. The call of
the west, the gold fields and easy pick-
in's brought hordes of pickpockets,
robbers, theives and downright swin-
dlers to mix with the men who had
come with honest intentions. Murder
became an everyday word and thefts
and heavy robberies soon became the
order of the day. Instead of the miner's
law, whipping on the bareback, cutting
off the ears and hanging soon became
as frequent an occurrence as theft, rob-
bery and murder.

53

In 1848 there was no effective gov-
ernment in California. Communities
such as San Francisco, Monterey and
the Pueblo de Los Angeles relied upon
a single official called an Alcalde who
combined the duties of mayor and
judge to administer their business and
deal out justice. Col. R. B. Mason, the
Military Covernor at Monterey had lit-
tle power and especially after the
desertion en masse of his soldiers to the
mines.

If the Alcalde didn’'t wish to assume
the responsibility himself, he called a
jury. The usual costs were three ounces
for the Alcalde's fee, two for the Sher-
iff, and one each for the jurors—with
the addition of the price of all whisky
consumed by judge, jury and witnesses
during the trial. In criminal cases, the
charges were assessed against the de-
fendant, if he had the dust; otherwise
no fee was paid.

This type of justice by the ounce
worked as illustrated by the case of
Filepe Fernandez and Miguel Rinaldes.
The two of them had mined for almost
a year and had accumulated a large
amount of gold. They had had no trou-
ble, with the exception of their eternal
argument as to the ownership of Millie,
one small, very stubborn mule. The
argument grew to such proportions that
it was finally decided to take their trou-
bles to the Alcade who would settle
them post haste.

The Alcalde promptly called court
to order in the local saloon. The Al-
calde demanded his fee of three ounces
and received it. Then each plaintiff
proceeded to explain his case. His
Honor, informed them they would
need a jury. They agreed, paying the
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Sheriff two ounces to summon twelve
jurors. After hearing the arguments,
the jury promptly returned a verdict
that neither plaintiff had produced any
evidence of ownership and that each
should be assessed half the costs of the
court which had then amounted to
twenty ounces including one each for

SPECIAL
FEATURE

the jurors and three for whisky and
then “draw cuts” for the mule. The
plaintiffs agreed cheerfully and went
their way satisfied.

While shirt-tail honesty had van-
ished, washed down the sluice boxes, a
new type of justice, justice by the
ounce had taken its place.

GUNS AND MEN

T TOOK all kinds and temper-

ments of men to make the West we

know as it is today. Some were su-
preme egotists; others were reckless;
many just didn't give a damn, while
many had high ideals and ethics. What-
ever they were— however they believed
and lived, they all had one thing in
common— they were men!

Killers, drygulchers, or gunfighters,
the men and guns that secured the
West—or forestalled its coming of age,
whichever you prefer—differed great-
ly. Doc Holliday, for instance, was a
heavy drinker, and as dangerous as a
sidewinder when drinking or drunk.
Apparently liquor had little affect on
his vision or ability to use his gun—
which was a .38 caliber, nickel plated,
double-action Colt—for he survived
several fights while inebriated. Upon
occasion, too, Holliday toted a shotgun

by Latiran Paine

with him. This usually when a fight
was imminent, although he didn’t do
this often, in spite of persistent claims
that he was never without his sawed-
off friend.

Billy-The-Kid had neither scruples,
ethics or anything that might pass for
honor. He was a murderer, purely and
simply. Having small hands, Billy fa-
vored the .41 caliber Colt double-action
to the larger .44-40 he also used. These
A41s are fairly hard to come by nowa-
days, and are, in effect, a smaller but
just as efficient scale model of the .45
Peacemaker, except that they were
double-action guns.

Billy was a great hand to practice
with his guns. Frequently his need for
moving targets was supplied by sur-
prised Indians he ran across in Arizona
and New Mexico. In order to achieve
the effect of rapid movement he liked,



Billy would blast once over the In-
dian’s head, then used the ducking,
dodging, thoroughly-frightened man as
his target. In time he became very pro-
ficient in marksmanship; and this
practice also, may have given rise to
his comment that he “didn't count In-
dians or Meskins” among his victims.

Wyatt Earp wore two Colts’ guns.
One was a .45 single-action job with a
seven and one-half inch barrel; the
other, worn on his right hip, was the
same make and caliber, but had a
twelve inch barrel, and was known as
The Buntline Special— for Ned Bunt-
line, novelist, who presented him with
the thing. Earp was a calm, calculating
man who never drank until he was up-
wards in middle life. He was never
heard of practicing with guns as long
as he lived, and yet he was both a su-
perb marksman as well as a deadly
man on the draw. This was in direct
contrast to Wild Bill Hickok, whose
family today, incidentally, manufac-
tures belts.

Wild Bill was a man who shot upon
the slightest provocation. He was dead-
ly, quick-tempered and cool. He was a
firm believer in giving the other fellow
“an even break”, but primarily, | sus-
pect, because he feared public resent-
ment, should he be proven or known to
have done otherwise. Also, Wild Bill
had a tremendous amount of confi-
dence that seemed well-founded, since
he emerged from as many scrapes as
any mortal man, until he stupidly al-
lowed himself to be seated in an ex-
posed condition in a card game, and
was assassinated.

Hickok’s gunfighting prowess was
attributable to a brace of ivory gripped
Colt 1851 Navy pistols, .36 caliber,
which he later traded in for a pair of
single-action Peacemakers, caliber .45;
when he was murdered, he was carry-
ing a Smith & Wesson .32 rim-fire tip-
up revolver in his coat pocket. Also
secreted about his person was his fa-
vorite derringer, a Williamson .41 cali-
ber single-shot little belly-gun that

used rim-fire bullets, or could be used
as a percussion muzzle-loader.

Wild Bill constantly practised with
his guns, although he used more agree-
able targets— and less reluctant ones—
than did The Kid. Hmkok, one time,
rode past a telegraph pole at full tilt
on his horse, and shot his initials into
the pole before he was past it. Such
was the ability of this man who lived—
and died—by the gun. Practice made
him perfect, and carelessness laid him
low.

TPHE VARIOUS Winchester carbines
A of lever action derived their origin
from patents bought out from the
Henry rifle, calibered originally .44.
This Winchester carbine, lever-action
gun remains probably the most popular
deer gun yet today, in spite of many
later makes and models that shoot
faster, farther, and hit harder. In the
West, perhaps, sentiment has a lot to
do with it, no doubt; | know it does
with me.

The oldtimers had a trick of work-
ing over the lever-action gun’s levering
loop by making it into a large loop
that added weight, so that the gun
could be levered by a charging horse-
man without having to use his hands
for the chore. He simply gave the gun
a downward shake and inertia from
the weighted lever cocked the gun for
him. This creation, however, lost out
because of its awkwardness, coupled
with the fact that the monstrous lever-
ing loop couldn’t be shoved into a sad-
dle boot.

The Winchester Model 1873 was a
very popular gun when it came out, but
also another make of gun of the same
year made history and was taken to
the heart of the frontiersman. The
Springfield .45-70 single shot govern-
ment issue carbine that was carried to
its first immortality by Custer’s
Seventh Cavalry that ill-starred June
25th, 1876.

The southwestern Indians also took
to this rugged little gun. When Geroni-
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mo surrendered at Skeleton Canyon, he
as well as his recalcitrants were carry-
ing badly-scarred and used editions of
this simplified, easily-repaired and
altogether rugged little carbine.

The repeating gun got its baptism
at the Wagon-Box Corral fight where
a handful of embattled wood-cutters
and soldiers stood off, successfully,
many hundereds of Red Cloud's Red
Horde. It was here that an old Indian
made the classic statement concerning
the lever-action gun. “Damn!” he said.
“Load ’'em Sunday, shoot ’'em all
week.”

But until the advent of the repeating
firearm, rifle and pistol, the white
frontiersman had no margin of fire-
power superiority over the Indian, for
not only were the older guns such as
the wheel lock, matchlock and similar
cumbersome weapons, uncertain in
firing dependence, they were also— like
their more famous and deadly cousin,
the Kentucky rifle—too slow. One shot
at a time in the old muzzle-loaders
was a poor match for the Indian’s
deadly war-bow, which could unlimber
as high as fifteen to twenty-five ac-
curate arrows, with almost as great a
killing range as the old rifles. In fact,
the red men soon learned to bait the
white man until he had shot his one
charge; then, while he was frantically
re-loading, they’d come in on a dead
run and make a pincushion out of him.
The coming of the repeating gun
changed all this, however, and the
balance of power swung in favor of the
better armed white man, with disas-
trous and tragic effect on the Indians.

OUT OF ALL the deadly weapons of

the West, the least honored, most
murderous and only gun that com-
manded wholesome respect five to

eight decades ago, and is still given
full deference today—in the West as
anywhere on earth that prudent men
gather, or live with guns— remains the
awesome, sawed-off shotgun.

Make isn't a matter of preface with
this weapon. It can be a cheap Belgium
gun, an American product like a
Browning, or an off-breed from some
gun crank’s workshop; it's still the
worst gun on earth at close range. In
the hands of a blind man at fifty feet,
or in the hands of a “shotgun messen-
ger”' riding above his little green bul-
lion box above the boot of a Wells Far-
go stage, the sawed-off shotgun has
humbled the toughest, hardest, most
reckless men of this or any other era.
You can’'t miss with a shotgun at close
range, and no one who has ever chal-
lenged this statement is around to con-
test it.

There is an old saying to the affect
that “you can’'t improve on perfec-
tion”. If ever that is true, it is in this
case. Frowned upon, frequently des-
pised, and rarely honored, the sawed-
off shotgun remains, after the others
are long gone, as efficient an engine
of destruction as was ever devised, and
it is doubtful if anyone will ever con-
jure up a handier, more deadly weapon
for close-range slaughter than this one.

The guns, and the men who lived
by and with them, are a part of our
national heritage and we are proud of
them for their individual contributions-
to the tapestry of our nation; good or
bad, killers or heros or just plain, com-
mon everyday men, they were Ameri-
cans formed and sustained by their
times, their environments, and their
codes. And whatever we, or others
think of them, no one will ever truth-
fully deny— they were men!

A New Caleb Doom novelet, AMBUSH AT BENT HORN, by
Lauran Paine, is in the current issue of
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Branded as a star-packer who'd turned lobo, huntv-d by

his former associates, Val
into a dead man’s shoes—a hombre who'd been

to step

mistaken for Gordon. Then Val
he was in a far worse position...

identity,

Gordon welcomed the chance

found that, in his new

THE GUN - GHOST
OF TOLCROSS

by Harlan Clay

NOVELET OF TANGLED TKAW.S

AL GORDON rode into Trig-
V ger Hill just in time to see

himself die. It was a peculiar
experience. His own gun hand was
itchy, ready to fly to the butt in self-
defense at a split second’s notice. It
was a strange feeling for him to be a
wanted man; he had been a deputy of
the Law for several years, a hunter of
outlaws. He came up out of the hollow,
by the blacksmith shop on his bogged-
down hammerhead cayuse, into little
Trigger Hill's single street. Then there
was the yell of warning and the crash
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of a gun and the man bursting through
the batwing doors of the barroom.

He legged it as if the devil rode his
coattails toward the bay mare tethered
down the line in the shade of a giant
cottonwood. But halfway to it his
boot-heel caught in a hole in the
boards leading over a mud-bole beside
the road and he went sprawling. The
still smoking Colt flew from his grip.
And the second man, sleeving the
blood from a bullet nick off his cheek,
stepped out of the barroom. Two
levelled guns spiked before him and
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his face with the thin line of black
mustache was out-thrust.

But the showdown was postponed
for the moment. A baby girl, sun-bon-
net bouncing on her back, toddled out
from an alley midway between the two.
A woman in a doorway across the road
screamed. The child stumbled and sat
down in the dust, crying as it knuckled
at its eyes. It was right in the line of
fire.

A white-haired man rushed off the
General Store porch and dashed to-
ward the child. Other men had emerged
from the barroom. Two jumped for-
ward and gripped the arms of the
half-crouched gunslinger with the
black mustache. Coming down the
road, weary Val Gordon peered from
red-rimmed eyes as he straightened
his body in the saddle. There was
something vaguely familiar about the
gunslinger on the saloon steps. The tall
flat body with the wide sloping shoul-
ders. A certain catlike grace in every
movement. The bared head with the
shock of gleaming black hair.

The fat bartender in the flour-sack
apron hopped out of the swinging
doors, a double-barrelled shotgun
clutched. He ran over to the ragweed-
choked gutter so he could cover both
antagonists. “Hold it, both you gents!”
he commanded, bald head gleaming
under the sun. “Pen them hoglegs or
I'll blast you both! No shootin’ yet—
till we git th? baby outa the way!”

It was like a tableau, most of the
figures frozen in their tracks. The old-
timer reached the baby girl. Down the
line, the fleeing man had crawled fur-
tively to his dropped gun, had it, was
rising from the ground. The tall one
with the black mustache lowered his
weapons. “Don’t run for it, -Chuck,”
he called softly. “I'm warning you.”

The baby squawled as it was lifted
and carried back to the General Store
porch. And the bartender took control.
“All right. This is a-goin’ to be a fair
and square'shootin’. Holster them hog-
legs first!”

Both men obeyed slowly. The bar-
man motioned the one with the black
mustache to come down off the steps
into the road. He did.

“Everybody else outa the way!”
the barman went on. “Now, you two
turn 'round and face the other way.
Backs toward each other! Yeap! 'S
itt Now—" He told them they would
pace off, moving away from each
other, while he counted to ten. Then
they could turn and fire when they
chose. That bartender had always had
a yearning to be a lawman. “All right.
One—two—"

They started to pace off, widening
the distance between themselves. The
man who had been fleeing moved nerv-
ously, stepping high, jerking his head
around furtively, hand twitching above
his holster. The black-mustached
hombre walked in long easy strides,
leaving little dust plumes behind his
boots, long arms swinging loose. Val
Gordon had dropped from the saddle
to move over toward the buildings at
one side, studying that second man.

“—eight—nine— " chanted the bar-
man, now on the saloon steps,

ORDON stepped forward, to-

ward the black-mustached one,
about to cry out. And then somebody
shouted from the other side of the
road: “Burn him down Gordon!”

Val Gordon galvanized, one -of his
long-fingered hands twining on his gun
butt. He shot a sweeping glance
around, tensed, head lowered to shad-
ow his face with his sombrero brim.
But he could see nobody looking his
way or pointing him out. He was baf-
fled.

“Ten!” And the two men had
swirled about, set. The whole road
seemed to hold its breath. All eyes

were locked on the pair. They started
to move back toward each other, the
shorter one at the other end jerking his
clawed hand halfway to his sheathed
gun, then freezing it. The tall one with
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the line of mustache stalked forward
steadily, a certain deadliness about
him.

“Draw when you're ready, Chuck,”
he called.

Seconds stretched into ageless spaces
of time; the distance closed. And then
the one called Chuck broke, leaping
sideward toward the trunk of a fat
tree. He had his gun out and almost
made it, jerking up the weapon in a
panic. The tall man bad filled both
hands with a deceptive-looking flowing
motion. Chuck fired, wildly, his lead
digging the road yards from the other.
The latter’'s right gun slashed powder
flame.

Chuck was on one knee, hit in the
leg . He tried to fire again. But the tall
hombre was crouched, steady, deadly
sure. His other Colt spoke. And Chuck
rolled over, drilfed in the right shoul-
der, gun in the dust.

It seemed to be over. The tall man
loped forward, watchful. Chuck had
rolled onto his stomach, moaning, right
hand clawing the dust in pain. He
seemed finished, especially with his
shooting arm out of commission. Men
came yelling out of the barroom to
congratulate the winner. He blew on
his smoking weapons and half turned.
The man called Chuck made his snaky
play then.

He had rolled over on his dropped
gun that everybody had forgotten
about. Now, using his left hand, he
jerked it from under his body, got it
cocked. Coming up from behind the
victor, hawk-eyed Val Gordon tried to
yell. But his voice was lost in the bark
of the gun explosion. And the man with
the black mustache, drilled through the
side and lungs, sank to his knees, mor-
tally hit.

A convulsion of pure fury seized
him. With people screaming and stam-
peding back, he forced his shaking
guns level and rode both hammers
like mad. He poured a hail of death
iuto the prone Chuck before he went

flat'on his own face. Both men died
almost in the same moment.

Everybody stood stunned for mo-
ments. Gunsmoke drifted down the
street in the slight oven-hot wind off
the range. A mongrel dog came out
from beside the barroom, sniffed to-
ward Chuck, then turned tail whim-
pering. Gordon was one of the first to
the bodies. He bent over the tall
black-mustached one to make certain.
And he saw he was right. The hom-
bre was—'

“It’'s him all right. Knowed him the
instant | walked into the barroom
just, before the gunning busted out,”
one of the townsmen said as he pointed
at the black-mustached gent. “It’s Val

Gordon, deputy sheriff from over
Tolcross way.”
“Yep, guess you're plumb right,

Jed,” another onlooker agreed. “1 was
at Dutchman’s Bend the time Gordon
captured them two hoss-thieves. 'S him
—even if he ain't awearing his badge.
I know that black mustache.”

“Who's the other dead one?” some-
body else asked.

Unnoticed, the living Val Gordon
stood staring down at the body that
had been identified as his. As a law-
man, he knew the man at his feet. It
was Mathias Trumbo, gunman, a lone
wolf lobo who was wanted by the law
for several holdups and shootings.
He was a cold-blooded Kkiller when
cornered. Gordon had seen him once,
knew him well from the pictures on
reward handbills. The thin black
moustache, though,, was something
new. Evidently he had cultivated it
fairly recently as a disguise.

“Gordon sure blasted the daylights
outa that fella—even as he died him-
self, didn’'t he, stranger?” a man said
to the real Val Gordon. “A fighting
devil right to his last breath!”

/I"ORDON GRUNTED something
vaguely, hand over his own mouth.
On his upper lip was a narrow strip of
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black mustache, too. But his beard
stubble was so long the mustache was
barely noticeable, he realized as he
felt it.

The mistaken identity was under-
standable. The late Trumbo was tall
and flat-bodied and rangy-shouldered
like himself. Both of them had black
hair, a shock of it. Gordon’'s own eyes
were black in his tanned face. Dead
Trumbo’s were round, grayish, but in
his death agony he had squeezed them
closed and they remained thus now. To
a casual observer who had not known
either man too well—to the two who
had identified the dead man, Trumbo
might well have been Val Gordon.

“We’'ll have to send word over to
Tolcross that Gordon’s dead,” one of
the latter said. “A right long ride, too.
Coupla days.”

And the real Val Gordon, about to
speak, clamped up his jaw hard. It
came to him suddenly. This was his
chance to escape, to live. When that
posse from Tolcross, bitterly and grim-
ly tracking him down, swung in they
would be informed that Deputy Gor-
don had died in a gun duel. He would
be officially dead.

“Don’'t know who that there Chuck
fella was, do you, stranger?” he was
asked. And Gordon shook his haggard,
sunken-eyed face with its veritable
thicket of unshaven beard. He didn't
tell them he knew who the other dead
man was, either; that it was Trumbo,

not Gordon.

VERYBODY in the
somnolent range
town was too ex-
cited about the gun-
battle to ask ques-
tions of a stranger.
Especially one who
looked as if he were

busted and riding
the grub-line. Val
Gordon went into

the barroom and had himself sevaral
drinks. He ordered some grub and
wolfed it down quickly as he sat at a
window that commanded a view of the
trail coming into the town from the
north. The posse from Tolcross would
come from that direction when they
came.

The bodies of the two dead had been
searched for the purposes of identifica-
tion. On the one called Chuck all that
had been found was a letter from a
sister asking him to come home and
settle down. But the envelope was
gone, so there was no possibility of
finding out who he was. Gordon had
held his breath while they went
through the clothes of Trumbo, the
man they took for him. They had found
over two hundred dollars in bills, a
rude hand-drawn map of some un-
known trail. There was a picture of a
dance-hall girl with “Love from Tisa”
on it in another pocket. Some chewing
tobacco, an empty shell with a date
scratched on it, in another. A rabbit's
hind leg in another. And that was all.

Gordon let out a sigh of relief when
he saw that. Now, the two bodies were
on the lading platform of the General
Store across the road. They were being
sewed up in tarpaulin preparatory to
burial.

A rider appeared over the rise by
the blacksmith shop. Gordon spotted
him through the window and dropped
his fork to slide his hand to a holster.
But it was only a plow-chaser on a
sway-backed crowbait drawing a
homemade cart behind. The fugitive
had a few more drinks. A man came
in and said the bodies were ready to
go. They were over on the General
Store porch, wrapped up on some
planks nailed together to serve as
biers. They needed pall bearers.

“Free drink to the boys who help
carry the poor devils up the hill,” the
bartender proclaimed.

A few minutes later, curling-
brimmed sombrero drawn low, Val
Gordon was outside and moving up the
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Somehow the road agents knew not only that the mine payroll was on this stage,
but they knew exactly where it was, too!
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hill with the little procession. He was
attending his own funeral. He had to
be certain Trumbo was safely interred
as him before he went on. A horseman
came into town from the south, drew
up to inquire whom the Boothill party
was for. When he learned, he dis-
mounted and followed the column, a
tow-headed man with pronouncedly
bowed 'legs.

The path wound through a patch of
scrub oak to emerge on a sandy shelf
overlooking the street. Lopsided ir-
regular rows of homemade crosses and
weed-grown mounds stretched along
the shelf. It was Trigger Hill's Boot-
hill. There was a wait in the garing sun
while a couple of men scraped through
a layer of broken rock to deepen the
second grave. Folks stood and mopped
their faces and discussed the double
killing still, in hushed voices. A pair
of buzzards drifted overhead, rusty
black slivers against the cloudless sky.

Gordon’s guarded eyes kept swivel-
ling down toward the northern end of
the street. If they came now, the posse
from Tolcross, he'd have to slip
around to the livery stable where he
had left the cayuse to be grained and
groomed. It might be a case of taking
any pony he could lay his hands on.
But once Trumbo was buried, buried
as Val Gordon, he could slope out and
be safe. Safe because he would be
officially dead. It- was a strange thing
to happen to a man.

Drawing on a charred stub of quirly,
then forgetting it when it went out, his
mind went back to the things that had
led up to the situation. There had been
several holdups on the stage lines pass-
ing through Tolcross. So when the
monthly payroll for the silver mine up
in the hills was due to come through,
a plan had been made. The payroll
woud be sent through on the stage run
before its usual date of shipment.
That would be two days earlier. No
guards would pick it up in the danger-
ous Crazy Rock country. Three men
had been lost on that mission already.

And without guards the ruse would be
that much more likely to work.

The afternoon of the night the stage
was due in, word had come to town
that some rustlers had been tracked
into the Burro Hills up back of the
Broken Bit outfit. Gordon and J. T.
Stephens, the older deputy, had gone
out on the hunt. The rustler trail had
split at a point where two draw's
forked off into the hills. Each had
moved into a draw, agreeing to meet
at the fork by dawn or before and re-
port what they had found.

Gordon had overtaken one bunch,
engaged in a light skirmish, then lost
them when they abandoned the stolen
cattle and vanished into a big spit of
mesquite jungle that ran out into the
desert the other side of the hills. When
he got back to the fork, Stephens
was there, reporting he had found
nothing. They had returned to town.

HPHE STAGE was overdue. Search-
#e ers went out to find it. They hadn’t
brought it in until sundown; it had
taken them some time to procure hors-
es to draw it in. Because they had
found it in a box canyon in the Crazy
Rocks, well off the trail, its team shot
in their traces. The mule-skinner and
a passenger had been Killed, another
wounded, a school marm. And the
mine payroll was gone.

That last had been no accident. For,
as the guard told it, the shooting had
no sooner stopped when the leader of
the road agents had begun bawling to
his men to get the mine dinero out of
the chest atop. They had known of
the ruse. Tolcross had immediately
started to seethe. Everybody was talk-
ing about a doublecross.

And Gordon had been walking
through the Eldorado Hotel Ilobby
where the passengers were when the
wounded school marm had leaped up,
swaying with her bandaged head, to
jab a trembling finger at him. “There
he goes—the tall one with the black
mustache! He was one of them] | saw
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him.” She had fallen back in hysterics,
but she calmed enough to describe how
the leader’'s mask had slipped just
after he rode up to the door to gun-
whip down a passenger trying to fight
back. How she had seen his face dis-
tinctly in the yellow moonglow before
he jerked it back up again. “It was
him,” she quavered, indicating Gordon
again.

Surprised, he had laughed it off. So
had everybody else—at first. They
knew Val Gordon. His father before
him had been the sheriff. He himself
was looked upon as a likely successor
to Barles when he retired at the end of
his term. They remembered the. time be
had kept the Hawkins bunch holed up
for two days straight while going half
crazy with a feverish leg wound. The
school marm was doubtlessly a little
locoed after her experience, so they
said.

But a little before dawn that night,
Gordon had been awakened by a
friend. And warned. J. T. Stephens had
done a heap of talking down at one of
the bars. He had said that when he
waited for Val that morning at the
fork of the draws in the hills, he had
been there first. And that when Gor-
don came, instead of riding out of the
draw, he had circled in from the east,
the direction in which the stage road
ran through the Crazy Rock country.
Men had put that together with the
testimony of the school teacher. They
figured it was Gordon the deputy,
knowing of the scheme, who had
pulled the double-cross. They were
coming for him now.

He remembered how he had pulled
on his boots, picked up his holsters,
trying to think. “I'll stay and face
‘em,” he had said.

Now up on the sandy shelf over
Trigger Hill, the second man stepped
out of the last grave. The white-headed
patriarch who had removed the baby
girl from the road opened up the Bible
and began to read in a reedy voice

with sweat dripping front his
nose.

Gordon went back to that fatal
dawn when he had made his decision.
He had meant to face them, but his
friend had warned him. Barles the
sheriff had been carried to his home
earlier that evening with one of his
heart spells, was out of the picture
therefore. This was a lynch mob, al-
ready muttering about getting a rope
over a limb. There would be no law-
ful procedure, no trial. They had tak-
en Stephens’ word.

“Bust the breeze and come back
when things cool down,” the friend
had advised. “My brother’s getting
a pony saddled up down at my place
now. Clear out for now, Val.” And he
had allowed himself to be persuaded.

It had been a ghastly mistake; he
knew that now. He had learned that
every man is your foe when you are
branded as a lawman who has turned
bad. That there is no scorn and hate to
match that for a badge-wearer who
crosses over to the Owlhoot trail. It
was no motley bounty-hunting posse
trying to give him a catching; they
were a bunch primed to ride plumb
into the Devil’'s own corral to put a
hempen necktie around his neck. He
had found that out. But now—now he
was about to be buried, would exist no

longer.
. 3.

HE TWO canvas-
wrapped forms were
lowered into the
graves. The man
who served as a
minister tossed a
handful of dust onto
each. Somebody be-
side Val Gordon
nudged him and mo-
tioned him to re-
move his sombrero.

“Ashes to ashes and dust to dust,”
intoned the old man, “And may Gawd

long
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have mercy on their souls.... Pax
vobiscum!” They started to fill the
graves.

Just as he drew on his sombrero
Gordon noticed a tow-headed man
staring at him from across the graves.
The hombre smiled and waved slight-
ly. Val didn't know him and figured
he must be signing to somebody else.
He went down the hill and got his
horse and rode out of town. He was
dead, so he could go on living.

At nightfall he rode into Loretto
City, a thriving shipping point for the
Indian Wash cattle country. He
bought a checkered shirt to replace his
dust-caked blue one, checked into the
Big Steer hotel. He got a bath and
managed to wash out the wound in his
left shoulder somewhat, then scraped
the thicket of beard bristles from his
face. He removed his black mustache
when he did. Gordon existed no more.
Downstairs he had registered as “Joe
Manly.” Said he was from over Las
Cruces way.

He was tired from the grim chase
he had been leading that man-hunting
posse, but there was a nervous restless-
ness in him. After stowing away a big
dinner, he wandered down the road to
a barroom. The whisky was tasteless
in his throat. He wished he had stayed
and faced them that night in Tolcross.
Perhaps he might have been strung up;
but now his very flight had convicted
him in the eyes of the town, he real-
ized. And he felt coyotish inside him-
self, as if he had quit under fire.

One aspect of the whole thing really
made his blood boil. He would have
given a heap to go back and call out
that lying J. T. Stephens, the other
deputy, to pay him off. But he figured
he knew why the other deputy had
lied. With him, Gordon out of the way,
Stephens would be a surefire cinch to
become new sheriff when Barles quit.
But Val wasted no time in cursing or
bitter dreaming. Though young, there
was a certain tough grimness inside
him as betokened by the flat-cheeked

jaws that could clamp up like a trap.

He turned toward the rear of the
place to idly watch a game of stud.
There was an argument and the baby-
faced house dealer patted his ruffled
shirt near where a hideout derringer
was secreted. He talked in a wheedling
tone to placate the other, saucers of
eyes soft. But the serpentine scar in
the left of his chin was livid and writh-
ing. “Now, my friend—"

TT WAS THEN that Gordon was
A tapped on the shoulder. “Some of
your friends'd like a word with you,
Trumbo.” Val half twisted around and
saw the speaker was the tow-headed
hairpin who had been at the double
burial in Trigger Hill. Then Gordon
realized what he had been called.
“Trumbo!” The name of the dead out-
law who had been mistaken for and
buried as him. Trumbo. . ..

The ex-deputy smiled blankly and
shook his head. “Reckon you’'ve made
a mistake, partner.”

The tow-headed one shook his head
too, eyes slitting up uglily. “You're
the one who made the mistake, Trum-
bo, trying to sneak off after you
cached that dinero alone. Planning to
cheat us out of our share, huh?” He
had a hand hooked over the walnut
butt of his Colts.

Gordon stirred slightly. The other
warned him in a hissing whisper.
“Don’t make no play, Trumbo. Two-
three of your ex-partners got you
danged well covered.” He smirked.
“Figured shaving the mustache would
fool us?”

It hit Val Gordon then. Just as that
townsman back in Trigger Hill had
taken the dead Trumbo for him, so
this hairpin—who had evidently been
in on some;—job with the lonewolf gun-
slinger— mistook him for Trumbo. A
kind of panic gripped Gordon. He
blurted it before he realized. “You're
locoed, mister. I'm Val Gordon, deputy
from Tolcross. 1—"
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The tow-headed one guffawed
through the jangle of the brassy piano
from the ell where the dancing was.
eQuite a wit, ain't you, Trumbo?
Gordon was Killed in a gun ruckus
over at Trigger Hill earlier today. You
want to walk along quietlike, or—"”
His eyes shifted.

Gordon followed then and saw the
saturnine man leaning against a post,
arms folded across his narrow chest.
The ex-lawman realized beneath one
of those arms was a drawn gun. There
would be others, he sensed. And he
made his play, a desperate one.

He snapped his right arm around
with his glass of whisky. It caught
the tow-headed one flush in the eyes,
blinding him as he started to reach
for Gordon’s hip gun on that side.
Then Val lunged sideward along the
bar to get out of the line of fire,
yanking gun steel with his right hand.
A chunk of lead gouged the bar where
he had been standing. Another gun
roared in the confines of the low-ceiled
place. A gunfight was building.

But the proprietor behind the bar
was a quick-witted one. He half
ducked, came up with a big Colts
himself. He rammed it between
Gordon’s shoulder blades just as the

latter came up with his gun. And
housemen closed from three sides.
“Hold it, everybody!” the owner

yelled through the echoes of the gun
thunder. “This is a law-abiding place.
Shorty, run for the marshal! Fust man
who shoots another slug—"

A pot-bellied man, gray at the tem-
ples, stepped forward from beside the
man at the post. The latter stood with
smoking weapon half lowered. The
pot-bellied one pushed back a calfskin
vest to flash a lawman’s star.

“I'm Speller, peace officer from Las
Cruces. This here gent is Joe Manly
of the same place.” He thumbed at
Gordon. Val was trying to place the
gent; he recalled him vaguely as being
associated with a rustling gang he had

smoked it out with once. The ex-dep-
uty knew the badge was a fraud.

“We want to ask him some ques-
tions ’'bout a Kkilling back there. |
aim to take him home,” Speller con-
tinued authoritatively. “If he's in-
nocent, why’s he resisting arrest?”

“That's so,” said the barroom pro-
prietor. He jabbed the gun deeper into
Gordon’s back. “Keep them hands
elevated, Manly!”

Val Gordon sucked in his breath as
it came to him. Trumbo was dead and
buried as him, Gordon. He himself
officially existed no more. But he had
stepped into Trumbo’s boots, and they
were the boots of another man accused
of the double-cross—the boots of a
man wanted by his coyote partners....

T-HE TWO-HEADED one, at a sig-

nal from the bogus John Law, Spell-
er, moved in to relieve the captured
Gordon of his guns.

Two tall tough-bitten gents had
stepped in front of the double doors
of the now hushed place. One of them
was the ex-marshal of Loretto City.
They had their hands hooked over
their guns meanfully as he spoke.

“Reckon we'll just wait for the
marshal to git here, boys, afore we
go off half-cocked.” He squirted to-
bacco juice. “Ever’body just stay calm
and quiet.” It was a dictum.

But it was no help to Gordon. If
he tried to identify himself, to {orove
who he really was, the marshal would
doubtless hold him to check. And when
word got back to Tolcross that Val
Gordon, the double-crossing deputy—
No. there was no hope in that.

Curious customers, cowhands and
card players and dance-hall girls, were
edging forward, hedging the quartet
of prisoner and captors in. They got
between them and the two guarding
the door. And the stud dealer with the
thread of scar splitting his chin sidled
down the bar with a “Pstt!” to Speller.
Then he pointed to a door midway
down the side of the place. A house
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guard held it ajar from the other side.

It all happened quickly as the big,
soft-looking gambler, apparently by
accident, upset a bottle and sent it
rolling along the bar until it crashed
to the floor. The proprietor grabbed
for it and somebody yelled and the
helpless Gordon was whisked away by
the trio. Before anybody quite real-
ized it, they were through the door,
into a dark room. Speller had coiled
an arm about the ex-deputy’s throat
and had a gun spiking his back. There
was no chance for a play.

“Right this way,” called the stud
dealer from ahead. “Gus'll take care
of you.”

They went down a narrow dark
corridor, bumping the walls as the
cardman turned the key in the lock
of the door behind them. A door
ahead opened onto the star-studded
night. They stepped into the back-
yard of the place to the right of the
dance-hall ell. The house guard turned
around to take the tow-headed one. in
the lead, by the arm, saying something
about a step here. The next instant, the
house guard had twisted that arm and
Towhead screamed with pain as his
gun bounced off a tin can on the
ground.

Two more men materialized from the
shadow of the withered pepper tree
beside the back exit. There was a
muffled groan from the rear, and Spell-
er's arm was gone-from Gordon’s neck.
The latter turned as Speller went
plunging by. Val saw the mild-faced
gambler’s gun continue the downward
arc after having tapped Speller’'s skull.

The saturnine one who had snapped
the first shot at Gordon in the bar-
room tried to make a play for it. He
levered up a gun in a holster hooked
to his belt on a swivel. Flame flash
jumped from the holster tip and the
slug nicked the pepper trees. Then
he was flung back against the wall of
the building, drilled through the shoul-
der by one of those shadowy figures
working with the gambler.

Gordon himself was already drawn

the saddle of the other pony. He had
as he stumbled out over the flattened
Speller's boots. Strong arms encircled
him from the rear, locking his arms to
his sides. One of the gambler's men
ran over and hooked Gordon’'s Colts
from the scabbards.

“Hey, I'm not one of them—" he
began.
“Horses,” snorted the hulking one

who had led them out of the barroom
by way of the corridor. He calmly
stepped at Towhead who cringed
against the rear wall, struck with an
arm like a club. Towhead squealed
and got a Bowie blade halfway from
his boot. The huge saloon tough
battered his face several times more.
Towhead doubled. Raising a fist like
half a sack of flour, he brought it
down hammer-fashion on Towhead’s
sombrero. The latter flattened like
a pancake and Towhead was just a

.soggy heap on the ground.

Somebody told Gordon to come
along even as the rear door closed
behind them. They trotted across
several back yards, around the neat
little fence beside a house, halted at
the end of an alley. The pair with
Gordon had their guns in their hands,
one slightly to his rear. He was un-
armed.

“Where're we headed for?”
deputy asked.

“You'll see. Saved your hide, ain’t
we?” grunted the giant, scratching
his almost non-existent forehead with
one of his gunsights.

The third one came down the alley
with two saddled cayuses. “Bor-
rowed 'em from in front of Brooks’
place; don’'t forgit to send 'em back,”

the ex-

he said. “The marshal just went
into the place.”
One of the men swung into a

saddle and told Val to climb on be-
hind. There was no time to argue.
Either as Trumbo or Gordon, his life
was at stake. “l1 got a pony over in
the hotel stable,” he said. “We can
swing over there—"”

The huge man stared at him from
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41 way of looking out of his muddy
eyes as if he didn't see you, speak-
ing as if to himself. “1 think that'd
be plumb foolish,” he said heavily,
wiping a gun barrel on the sleeve of
his coat. “Come on, Bart!” And he
let the other horse with its double
burden swing ahead so that he rode
at Gordon’s back.

'T'HEY DIDN'T go far. Moving be-
hind one of the sprawling town’s
sidestreets, they dropped into a little
dry wash, turned westward along it.
They emerged from it among the low
hills beyond the town, crossed the
bed of an almost dried-up creek. Then
they were turning in past the broken-
down ranchyard fence of a little place
that had been abandoned as a cow out-
fit when the outskirts of the prosper-
ous range town had crept toward it.

The first man crossed a sagging
porch and worked a key in the padlock
of the door. Striking a match, he
moved inside and lighted the lantern
on a dusty table. Gordon saw that the
windows were boarded up with tat-
tered blankets hung over the interior
to guarantee against the escape of
light. He started to speak again.

“1 reckon | owe you gents a heap for
snaking me out of that tight. But now
I'll be—"

“Going inside,” said the huge
hombre. He took Gordon by the shoul-
der from behind; it was like being
gripped by a giant vice. He sent him
lurching inside and slammed the door
behind them with a thrust of his heel.
In the lamplight he towered more than
ever, simply dwarfing the furniture in
the fair-sized front room.

He plucked Val's Colts from the
waistband of his jeans, tumbed out
the shells and tossed them in a corner,
then dropped the guns on the table.
The ex-deputy was steadily watched by
the first one who stood with dangling
gun ready.

“Sit down— there,” ordered the gi-
ant, pointing at an aged sofa, uphol-

stery bursting through, that stood next
to the rusted pot-belly stove against
the rear wall.

Gordon’s eyes narrowed. “Listen, if
I'm a prisoner why—"

“Boss’s orders. Don’'t know noth-
ing,” said the other one. “He’ll be here
soon. Better make yourself comfort-
able, Trumbo.”

“I'm not Trumbo. I'm—" He broke
off himself that time. He realized he
was a pawn in some game he didn’t
savvy. He had thought his days as a
wanted man were over when Trumbo
had been buried as him. But for some
unknown reason, Trumbo was valuable
enough to some men to make them
take long-shot chances. Val’s eyes were
bitter as he dropped onto the couch
and built a quirly. It looked as if des-
tiny had chosen him as its whipping
boy.

The low-browed giant sat at the
table, a gun at his left, as he tortu-
ously played at a game of solitaire with
dog-eared cards. The other sat with
his back to the front door, facing
Gordon. Occasionally he took his eyes
from the prisoner to show the big man
an obvious play. The other finally
swept the paste-boards to the floor,
scowling.

“Danged if I can see what fun the
Colonel gits outa that. Cards are cra-
zy.” He split a splinter with a thumb-
nail and began to pick at his teeth.

It was about an hour later that the
stud dealer, the Colonel, came. A low
quavering whistle was repeated on the
night wind. The smaller guard went
out back through the kitchen and left
the house. The giant w;aited, after
turning the lamp Ilow, both guns
drawn. Val thought of flinging himself
on him. But when he inched a boot out
from his sitting position, the giant
came around like a cat. The other man
called from the outside that it was the
boss.

The giant unbarred the door. A mo-
ment after, a buxom dance-hall girl
with eyes like a hungry buzzard’s and
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high-heaped brassy hair stalked in
followed by the Colonel, the baby-
faced cardman.

“Howdy, Trumbo,” said the Colo-
nel, pulling off his sombrero. “Nice
night. You oughta feel right good to-
ward me— pulling your hide out like |
did.”

Gordon only shrugged.
Trumbo if you want.”

The Colonel smiled as he fingered
his chin scar. “And who might you
be?”

Val stood up. “Suppose | told you
I was Val Gordon, deputy of Tolcross.
The man they’re hunting, as a matter
of fact.” He had decided to be blunt,
sensing he was in a tight. He had no
intention of paying for any of Trum-
bo’s gun sins.

The Colonel chuckled. “No go,
Trumbo. | know that tough Gordon by
sight. And he wears a mustache. Get
out a drink, boys.”

A redeye bottle was brought in from
the kitchen. Everybody had a drink
but the giant who sat sizing up Gor-
don sullenly. A trifle impatiently too.

“Let’'s get down to business, Colo-
nel,” the girl said, hard-voiced.

The cardman shined his nails on the
lapel of his gray coat. “All right,
Trumbo. Where is it cached?”

Val didn’'t waste time arguing any
more. “What?”

The Colonel dropped astride a chair,
smiling blandly. “The payroll you stole
from the stage outside Tolcross and
cached.”

“Call me

/"ORDON came to his feet with sur-
prise. It burst on him. Trumbo had
been the mustached one identified as
him by the school-marm. He had nev-
er guessed it, even over in Trigger Hill,
because he had never thought of
Trumbo with the mustache that he had
recently grown. But it was plain now
as the cardman went on.
“News gets around fast in our cir-
cle, Trumbo. You held up the stage.
Then you pulled a smart one on the

bunch working with you and cached
the dinero and up and disappeared. |
recognized you the moment the ruckus
broke out in the barroom, Trumbo.”

What hit Gordon, as a lawman, for
the moment was the grapevine of the
owlhoot gentry that spread news
around the country so fast. News the
arm of the Law knew nothing about.
Then he realized his own predicament.

“1I'm not Trumbo. | never held up
the stage. | don't know where any
dinero is cached.” It was all he could
say. And it sounded flat and hollow.

The Colonel said softly, “Little
Dan,” with a nod to the giant, then
refilled his glass unhurriedly. He took
a long slow drink. “Trumbo, get it
straight. I'm declaring myself in on a
piece of that pot you collected when
you grabbed the mine payroll. Tell me
where you got it cached—and we can
do business. | didn’t pull you outa that
tight before for nothin’. Don’t talk—"
He nodded toward the giant, Little
Dan.

Little Dan had risen to shed his
coat. He was rolling up his sleeves
now to reveal forearms like a man’s
thigh. The impatient look was gone
from his dull eyes as he measured
Gordon like a future piece of business
to be taken care of.

“Little Dan is a great persuader,
Trumbo.”

4 -

AL GORDON had
no choice about
what followed. He
wasn't Trumbo but
couldn’'t convince
them otherwise. And
he couldn’'t tell the

Colonel where any
dinero was cached
because he didn’t

know. Just one thing
he did understand. Speller and Tow-
head and the other who had jumped
him in the Loretto bar were members
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of Trumbo’s road-agent bunch that
had jumped that stage.

“Stop wasting time, Dan!” the hard
faced girl spat as she refilled her glass.
The giant cast a look her way, smiled
childishly, then advanced.

Gordon spread his legs to meet the
attack, ducked an awkward blow, and
then flailed madly. He drove in both
hands with all he had and he was an
expert at rough and tumble fighting.
But it was like assailing a stone wall.
The blows seemed to bounce off Little
Dan as he ploughed ahead.

Then Val was against the wall.
Little Dan took the heel of his cal-
loused hand and mashed it into Gor-
don’s face. Val reached up and grabbed
the giant’s lank hair, gouged the thumb
of his other hand at an eye. He might
as well have been working on a bull.

The breath went from Gordon’s
body as the giant leaned all his weight
against him. A trickle of blood ran
down Little Dan’s face from the eye
socket. But his only response to that
was to bang clumsily with an elbow at
the side of Val's head. The one-time
lawman felt as if he had been clipped
by a swinging Winchester stock. He
sagged limply. Little Dan forced him
lower.

But Gordon had the fighting in-
stincts of a wildcat. He twisted, gouged
at Dan'’s calf with a spurred heel, then
flung himself flat. The shambling
giant ripped and fell across the sofa.
Val was up, swaying but dead game.
He had a fleeting glimpse of the Col-
onel smiling over his glass. Then the
ex-deputy had grabbed up a flimsy
chair with one leg missing. He crashed
it down over Little Dan as the latter
shuffled in once more.

There was a lot of flying wood,
pieces of the chair rolling off the
giant’'s shoulders. And he came on,
advanced unslowed for a single mo-
ment. With a torn oath, Gordon leaped
in and lashed knuckles at the mouth.
Great arms twined around him, lifted
him from his feet. Val beat at Dan’s

face, saw him spit pieces of broken
teeth. Little Dan raised him higher,

higher. Then he flung him. Val's
back hit the side wall. He vaguely
remembered the floor coming up.

When he came around, the Colonel
himself was pouring whisky through
his lips. Gordon was propped in a
chair. The other guard stepped up and
dashed a bucket of rancid water into
his face.

“Now, about where you have the
dinero cached, Trumbo,” the Colonel
said.

Val tried to shrug, o
don’t know—I1—"

The Colonel raised a pinkish finger
to Little Dan. And it started all over
again. Gordon couldn’t strike anymore
with his left; the wounded shoulder
had caved in. He remembered going to
the floor once with the impervious
giant, of being half smothered under
his massive hulk. Then he was being
lifted in those animal-like arms. Dan’s
chin pressed against his ches't. Val
swung weakly. And his chest was be-
ing forced back and back. It seemed
as if his spine would snap. And blessed
unconsciousness took him out of the
agony.

When he came to that time, they
had him stretched on the sofa.
Through a fog he heard the Colonel
say he was bleeding from inside.

don't—d—

“Tough critter. | always knew
Trumbo had nerve, but—"

“His eyes are opening,” the girl
said eagerly. “Dan—"

“Wait,” said the Colonel. *Wc«
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don't want to Kkill him while there’s
still a chance he might talk.”

“Here! Dan!” The woman, avari-
ciousness glinting from her eyes, took
command. “Hold him by the hair!”

Val felt his hair seized and yanked
back hard. Then the dance-hall girl,
bosom working, was hanging over him.
And her cigaret was moving slowly

but surely right at his right eye.
“Blind men can still talk,” she men-
tioned.

There was no use, Gordon under-
stood. The Colonel's last words had
as much as told him so. They
wouldn’t kill him while they thought
he might talk. If he didn't, even-

tually—

TJE GOT out a croaking sound. “All

right,” he added.
They got him propped before the

table, the Colonel smiling and shin-
ing his nails enthusiastically. The
girl held the glass brimming with

whisky to the ex-deputy’s face. “Yes—
well?” the Colonel prodded. “Yes?

Where is the dinero?”
It was time for Gordon to run his

bluff. “1 can’'t tell you where, but
I'll take you to it... If | do, how
much do you want?”

The Colonel chuckled. “I'm not a
greedy man, Trumbo. Let's be fair.
Fifty-fifty. You cheated your own
bunch anyway. And that pard of

yours, Jay, he can go chase the devil
for his share.” =

“Jay?” Gordon said thickly,
swaying on his shoulders.

“Give him more redeye, Tess,” the
Colonel said. “Sure. Jay. | don't know
who he is. All | heard is he was the
one who worked with you from the in-
side. What the hell does he matter,
anyway? Is it a deal?”

The battered Gordon nodded feebly;
there was nothing else for him to do.
But when the call came on his bluff,
when he had to produce the cache—
well, he only hoped he had a hunk of
shooting iron in his hand when it
happened.

head

WESTERN ACTION

5 -
T WAS STILL a
couple of hours be-
fore dawn when they
climbed into the sad-
dle and headed west-
ward toward Tol-
cross. The borrowed
ponies had been re-
turned to the main
street. Gordon'’s
cayuse had been
brought over from the hotel barn. It
was he, the captive, the Colonel, and
the hulking Little Dan, who slipped
furtively away from the old ranch-
house. They worked up through the
timbered hills, then swung in a half-
circle until they came to the trail some
distance beyond Loretto City. The
cardman, the Colonel, was plainly wor-
ried about being followed by Speller
and his partners.

The battered Val Gordon could bare-
ly sit the saddle, his tortured body
buckling again and again. Little Dan
watched him with animal amusement
in his stupid face. The Colonel kept
feeding the ex-deputy shots from a
bottle of redeye. The slow progress
irked the Colonel.

It was akin to a long-drawn night-
mare to Val himself. He hadn't lost
his nerve, but it was morale-shattering
to realize that, in his present state, he
was just about unable to make a single
gesture in self-defense. His skull felt
as if it had been cracked and his
senses swam with every jolt of the
pony beneath him. His whole body
was one big aching mass of pain. The
festered wound in his left shoulder
had been reopened. They had bound it
up again but it throbbed with living
fire. And at his hips hung his emptied
guns. The shells from his cartridge belt
had been removed, too. Returning him
his weapons was an empty gesture; in
case they met up with anybody on the
trail, Gordon did not look like a
prisoner.
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It was not only his physical con-
dition that had the one-time lawman
on the verge of cracking. He couldn’t
see any way out. No longer did he
have to worry about the posse from
Tolcross; now, he almost wished they
would overtake him. But it was a
vain hope. The posse would have
come into Trigger Hill and learn that
Val Gordon had been slain in a bitter-
end gun duel and been identified as
the deputy by two men before he was
buried. The posse would go no fur-
ther.

There was a chance Speller and
Towhead and the other might pick up
the trail. They evidently wanted Trum-
bo badly. But for Jim Gordon that
would be simply like leaping from the
skillet into the fire. They believed,
taking him for the late Trumbo, that
he had doublecrossed them after the
hold up of the stage. They, too, would
take means to find out where the loot
was cached, just as the Colonel had.

There was the final alternative;
that Speller would not catch up. That
he, Gordon, with the Colonel and Little
Dan would come to Tolcross unappre-
hended. And that would be the final
showdown with a bullet in the back as
the probable payoff for Gordon, be-
cause he did not know where the di-
nero was hidden. His bluff would be
called then.

TTIS PAIN-GUTTED face twisted in
a silent curse as they paused at
the ford of a wide but shallow stream.
A man can face death when he knows
he is going to have some chance to
fight back, even though he will lose.
But this kind of an end was different.
He thought of that “Jay” the Colo-
nel had mentioned, tried to place him
in the picture. But he couldn’t figure
out who the man was.

The Colonel himself spoke up as
they watered their ponies. “You see,
Trumbo, | figure | got a right to de-
mand a piece of this dinero you got in
the stage holdup.”

“Yeah?” said Val without interest.

“Sure. I've been the gent who’s been
engineering the holdup of those stages
for quite a while. That guard with the
mule-skinner has the gamblin’ fever
in his veins. A lunkhead. Beating him
is hardly any fun. And he owes me a
heap. It ain’t never been no trouble,
when the stage stops off at Loretto,
on the way to Tolcross, to pour a few
snorts of redeye into him and find out
anything I like. And to warn him, also,
at what spot on the way, to keep his
guns penned.”

“Oh,” said the ex-deputy as they
moved on.

“Sure,” said the Colonel. “Now, you
see, | guess. You sorta crowded in on
my range, Trumbo. Though how you
knew—when | didn't—that that mine
payroll was going in a couple days
ahead of time— well, you must uh been
a heap smart.”

“Reckon so0,” said Gordon as he
realized what the information meant.
Were he still a lawman it would have
been mighty important to him.

“Of course, you had that Jay fella
working on the inside for you.”

“Uh-huh,” said Val. Again he won-
dered who this “Jay” was, but every-
thing was dreamy in his mind. Dimly
he was aware that he was slumping
over the saddle horn.

A quirt was laid across his back,
Again. Then again. It brought him
back to consciousness. And he 'saw
that it was the Colonel who was lash-
ing him to keep him awake. Gordon
swore and twisted around in the sad-
dle as he yanked at one of his shell-
less weapons. Then he propped his
eyelids wider and saw Little Dan
smirking at him over a drawn gun with
hammer eared back. And Val remem-
bered where he was and the position
he was in. He ground his teeth and
straightened and looked around. The
sun was in the western half of the sky
and he realized it was afternoon.

“1 got a hunch we’'re being trailed,”
the baby-faced Colonel said once. “I
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got a hunch.” He led the way up a
weed-grown barely perceptible fork
that branched off from the main trail.
An hour later they came to a rundown
ranch, its bunkhouse caved in at one
corner. When the seedy-looking little
wisp of a gray-headed man appeared
from around in the rear, the ex-deputy
recalled the place. In trying to
backtrail the road agents in one of the
stage holdups, he had come here, al-
most certain the fugitives had been
that way. But the meek-seeming own-
er, Adams, professed complete ignor-
ance in his whining voice. The man’s
very mildness had convinced Gordon
then he was too scared to ever get
mixed up with outlaws.

Now he saw that he had been wrong.
The Colonel and Adams greeted each
other like old friends. They conferred
off from Val a few moments. Then
Gordon was heaved down from the
saddle. Little Dan and the gambler
took him in the back of the ramshack-
le places Meanwhile, Adams mounted
one of the trio’s horses and, leading
the other two, went on up the wooded
valley. It was about a half hour later
when he came in the back door himself
and said their trail simply petered out
further up the way. The ponies were
now back in a thicket in the rear.

The Colonel let out a,sigh of relief
and told Adams to set up some drinks.
“Wouldn’t want your old pards catch-
ing up to us, Trumbo,” he said. “You

know, they might handle you real
rough—not like us.”
“Uh-huh. Not like us,” Little Dan

said with a guffaw, perched on a stool
against the wall of the Kkitchen as he
guarded the captive.

Adams rustled up some greasy grub,
pulling shades of sacking across the
kitchen windows as dusk came. They
had some more drinks after coffee. Val
Gordon felt some strength begin to
creep back into his frame. He feigned
drowsiness as the Colonel talked. But
there never was a chance to make a
play; Little Dan was an efficient

ACTION

watchdog whose alertness never re-
laxed.

“Trumbo,” the Colonel said with
that soft smile that was actually so
cold-blooded, “we’ll be getting to Tol-
cross late tomorrow sometime. |
wouldn’t want you to make the mis-
take of trying to double-cross me. Me,
I want to be fair. You'll get your half
of that cached dinero when you lead
me to it; but if you try any tricks—"
He indicated Little Dan with a nod.
“You'd hate to be around when he got
really rough, amigo.”

Gordon shrugged. “When we find
the dinero, you'll get yours, Colonel.”

“And it would be an awful mistake
for you to pretend you couldn’t find
it, Trumbo.”

\7AL MERELY shrugged again as

" he struck the fresh-rolled quirlv
between his swollen lips and hunted
for a match. He went into a side pock-
et, pulled out a couple. With them
came a handful of bills including a
couple of twenties. Gordon saw wispy
Adams’ eyes rivet on them hungrily.
A spark of hope leaped in the ex-depu-
ty. The Colonel had his face in a tin
cup; Little Dan was behind him. Val
flattened out the bills slowly then shot
Adams a glance with lifted eyebrows,
qguestioning mutely. Adams caught it.
He tongued his bloodless lips, put his
eyes on the money again, then winked
quickly.

The Colonel yawned and said they =
would be turning in. And Val's newly
roused hopes fell. The Kkitchen table
was shoved aside and Adams dragged
away the piece of matting. Gordon saw
then why he had been unable to find
trace of anybody when he stopped
there before. There was an unsus-
pected dirt cellar beneath the place.
A trap door was lifted open.

“Take Mr. Trumbo downstairs,
Dan,” the Colonel ordered.

Little Dan beckoned as Adams stood
close with a lantern. Then Dan led the
the way down the narrow stairs, half
holding the still shaky Gordon. Half-
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way down, guffawing, the giant let him
go. And the weakened Val plunged to
the hard-packed dirt floor below. He
lay there, half unconscious again,
vaguely aware he was in a small under-
ground room. And the only way out of
it was up through the trap door. He
heard it slam over him and the table
being dragged back.

“A nice hole for our smart fox,” the
Colonel said above. “He ain't a-going
to double-cross me.”

The next thing Gordon remembered
was to find himself shivering on the
damp earth. Outside the wind soughed
and it was very still in the house. He
sat up, realizing he had fallen asleep.
After a moment he caught snoring
from above. Grimly he reared himself
erect. Instinct told him this was his
last chance. His chance to escape from
a dead man’s boots, to get out of the
role of being a gunman’s ghost. When
he started to move he discovered he
was a lot stronger.

He crept up the rickety set of stairs,
pushed tentatively against the trap
door. It didn’t budge. He tongued his
lips and tapped softly on the under
side. Again. The moments seemed to
stretch into timelessness. Then there
was the faint scrape of a bolt being
shoved back. Gordon plucked out one
of his empty guns. He wouldn’t have
much chance in that position. Still less
if it turned out to be Little Dan atop
the trap. With his other hand he drew
the wad of money from his pocket.

THE DOOR in the floor above was

inched open cautiously. Peering up
Val looked into the avid face of the
crouched Adams. Adams had a Bowie
knife half lifted in his hand. “Yes?”
he said. The Colonel’'s snore came
from a bunk in the front room of the
place.

Gordon worked fast. Reholstering
his useless Colts, he struck a match to
reveal the money he clutched. Adams
nodded quickly and snatched it. Then
he tilted the door back against the
Val Gordon would have no scruples

table leg and motioned the prisoner
out,

“1'll need a horse,” Val said, still
wary of a trap. He didn't see how
Adams was going to explain his dis-
appearance to the Colonel come morn-
ing. Adams nodded. And Gordon crept
out and straightened in the kitchen.

Then he took control in the dim-
ness. He shot forward an arm and
snatched the gun from Adams’ waist-
band. It felt good to have a loaded
weapon. Adams snorted and clutched
at his shirt front as he jerked back.
He stuffed it back in hurriedly as a
few bills fell half out, his fingers grab-
bing at them greedily. It puzzled Val
but he wasted no time on that then.

“The horse?” he demanded, earing
back the gun hammer.

“In the shed straight back up the
slope,” Adam's husked.

It seemed almost too good to be true.
Then he realized he had the jump on
the pair who had held him captive. He
could go into that front room and
jump them and—

The Colonel's voice came from the
front. “That you back there, Adams?”

Adams darted over and closed the
trap door quickly and pulled the table
back over it. “Yep. Just moseying
‘round.”

“All right. Dan’s upstairs?”

“I'm up here, boss,” Little Dan
called down. “You want something?”

“Nope. Adams, bring me in a drink.
I can’'t sleep none,” the Colonel an-
swered.

Val realized his chance of jumping
them was gone, especially with the pair
split, and the Colonel sitting up.
Adams motioned him frantically. Gor-
don slipped out the door into the
wan moonlight. The door closed behind
him and the house was as blank as
ever. He tried to run across the clear-
ing but wobbled with stiffness. His
game now was to get clear, get in touch
with the Law, and round up the pair.
If they could be made to talk—and
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about the methods he employed on
them—he might be cleared of the
charge of having a hand in that hold-
up. The Colonel knew the dead Trum-
bo had staged the job. Then—

He was hustling toward the fringe
of trees on the slope, Adams’ gun
gripped in his hand. And he saw the
first figure stir in the shadows. He half
whirled and a twig snapped on his left
and he saw another hombre taking
form out of the night.

“Don’t make a play, Trumbo,”
Speller called in the darkness of the
trees. “You're a dead buzzard.”

Gordon was ready to go down in
gunsmoke sooner than be captured as
the dead Trumbo again. He cursed
hoarsely and levelled his gun at Spell-
er's form. A third one, Towhead,
closed in slightly from the right and
rear. Half crouched, Val slammed that
trigger. There was only the hollow
click of the hammer on an empty shell.
He heard Speller's sly chuckle.

“Don’t try, Trumbo,” Speller ad-
vised as he walked right at him, own
gun dangling from his hand. “Adams
sold you out good; he's a heap smart
shake.”

In a blind rage, Val Gordon rode
that trigger twice more. And it was in
vain. The snaky Adams had seen to
it the gun was emptied. He had staged
his triple-cross to perfection. Leaping,
Gordon tried to slash out and batter
his way free.' But Towhead leaped
from behind like a cat, struck him
once on his wound-bloated shoulder
with a gun barrel, then cftught him a
glancing blow over the back of the
head. It was enough, though, to send
Val to his knees. Speller completed the
job by stepping in and striking him
hard alongside the jaw. Gordon’s
senses swirled.

It was all done in comparative si-
lence, no shot fired. Val was dimly
aware of being lifted under the shoul-
ders. Of being half carried as they made
their way up the slope to where the
ponies of the outlaws were ground-

anchored. There were four horses too.

“That Adams demanded a fat price
—but he worked it perfectly,” Spell-
er said. “Soon we’'ll have a little parley
with our old pard, Trumbo, here. And
he takes us to that cached dinero— or
draws a one-way ticket to Boothilll”

HAT parley was
held in the back-
room of a little
crossroads bar a
couple of hours
later. They dumped
a few slugs of red-
eye into the hollow-
eyed Val Gordon
and Speller laid the
cards on the table.

Gordon made one last effort to con-
vince them he was not Trumbo. But
they laughed in his face. They knew
Val Gordon was dead and buried back
in Trigger Hill; that was all there was
to it.

“Stop trying to run a busted bluff,
Trumbo. You had the smart plan so’s
we all could get clear after that hold-
up. We was to split up and every man
fog it out on his own. Then we was to
meet afterward and you would lead us
to the dinero you had taken back in
the hills to your pard, Jay.”

“Jay?” said Gordon, baffled again
by that name.

Speller lifted an arm as if to strike
him. “Don’t try to play the jughead,
Trumbo. You know Jay, all right. The
gent who was working with you from
the inside; the one who knew the din-
ero was going to come through early.
You never would tell us much about
him, Trumbo. But we know. He
knows where the dinero is too—was
in with you on the double-cross. So—"

It came to Gordon then. The only
ones who knew the mine pay roll was
going through early were the Tolcross
sheriff, Barles, and his staff. The staff
meant he himself and the other depu-

JRth
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ty, J. T. Stephens. J. T.—Jay. That
last was the way his brother deputy’s
initial would be pronounced.

Val sucked in his breath. Though he
had no evidence, it was plain enough.
J. T. Stephens was the double-crosser;
Stephens, who had accused him of
being it! It was Stephens who had
worked with Trumbo, who had met
him up in the hills when he was sup-
posed to be trying to hunt down those
rustlers. By pointing the finger of sus-
picion at him, Gordon, Stephens had
removed himself from the picture. It
had been clever of him to say he had
seen Val returning to the fork of the
draws from the direction of the spot
where the holdup had taken place.

Then Gordon recalled something
else. That friend who had come to him
in the night to warn him a mob was
coming for him had mentioned another
point. He said some of the cooler heads
were sloping out to the Burro Hills to
see if Stephens’ charge could be cor-
roborated. They had ridden out to see
if they could find Val's tracks as he re-
turned, as charged, from the holdup.

Gordon quickly put two and two to-
gether. If they had not found such
tracks, Stephens’ story would have
been proven a lie. The posse would
have been so informed and the man-
hunt would have been over. But it had
not happened that way. They had found
tracks. And now, Jim Gordon could
figure out whose tracks they had been.
Trumbo’s. He had met Stephens at the
fork of the draws in the Burro Hills.
Had had the pay roll from the stage
when he did meet him.

“Well, Trumbo?” Speller prodded,
shining his ready Colts with his shirt
sleeve.

“Guess you got me,” Val said slow-
ly, nodding sadly. But he had already
seen his one chance. He knew that
country through the Burro Hills like a
man would his own backyard; he had
scoured it many times when he was a
younker. And he had not forgotten
that little cave tucked away some feet

up in the thickets at the entrance to
the left draw. It was on its side wall.

It was a thousand-to-one shot, but
there was a chance that Trumbo and
Stephens had secreted the mine payroll
dinero in it. It was a logical place.
Stephens knew that country like the
palm of his hand, too. It was a long
chance, but it was the only one Gordon
had.

Speller rapped the table so the emp-
ty glasses rattled. “You pay us off—
lead us to that dinero, Trumbo— or

we're paying you off in lead! Pronto
too!”
Val Gordon nodded. “All right. It

never was my idea, anyways, the dou-
ble-cross. Maybe Jay could answer
some questions about that.”

“Who is Jay?” Towhead demanded.

“J. T. Stephens, deputy sheriff at
Tolcross. I'll lead you to the cache, but
I want him there, too; | got a score to
settle with him.”

“That's your deal?” Speller said.

Val nodded grimly. “One of you can
slip into Tolcross and pass him the
word. Tell him to be at the cache to-
morrow night—after midnight. We
should get there some time about then.”

Speller stood up. “All right. Let’s
cover more ground. But if you try a
trick, Trumbo, and don’t show us that
dinero—” He waved his gun. “All the
dinero in the land, Trumbo, ain’t worth
hot lead in the guts!”

TT WAS the next night. All four of

them were saddle-weary, their garb
sweat-stained. They had pushed hard.
Speller and his mates were lobos, want-
ed men; they had had to avoid the
main trails and go around settlements.
On top of that had been the delay while
Towhead slipped into Tolcross and got
the word to J. T. Stephens. Now they
moved steadily upward through the
broken country of the Burro Hills.
Speller seldom had his hand away from
a gun butt as he rode behind Gordon
watchfully.

Towhead got an idea. “Say, Trum-
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bo, maybe you tried to outslick us
again,” he called angrily as they fol-
lowed a faint winding trail. “Sending
me in to pass the word to Stephens. ..
Yeah. Maybe he knows a shorter way
in here. He could hustle up and git the
cached dinero and duck out and—"

Speller cursed hotly and bawled at
Gordon to spur on faster. Speller plied
the quirt to his own tired horse. “If
you've tried that Trumbo—well, don’t
say | didn't warn you!”

Val Gordon was calm as he pushed
along faster. The shouting was exactly
what he wanted. And his hopes rose as
he glanced back once from a bald
knoll. He was almost certain he had
glimpsed a couple of riders further
back down the trail. He wanted every
last one of those coyotes in on this
showdown. Of course, if the payroll
money wasn't in that cave—

They went down a short slope,
rounded a huge chunk of outcropping
rock. And they faced the two draws
that forked off deeper into the hills.
“This is it,” he said quietly, dropping
to the ground.

They bunched close around him.
“Remember, your hoglegs are empty.
Trumbo,” Towhead said. His voice was
hot and eager at the thought of getting
his share of that dinero at last. “Where
is it?”

“You come with me,” Gordon told
him. “Ain’t room for a whole pack to
go swarming in."”

“Sing out if anything happens,”
Speller told the light-haired man. “And
he won't ride out here alive. Keep him
coveted!”

Val walked into the entrance to the
little draw on the left, veered over to-
ward the brush-grown wall. The little
path he remembered as a boy was al-
most obliterated. But he found it and
began to climb at a tangent up the wall
of the draw, Towhead panting behind
him. Briars clutched and tore at them.
They had to push through matted un-
derbrush. When they armed aside foli-

age splotches of moonlight flooded
through.

“1 got the trigger cocked, Trumbo,”
Towhead warned.

“Hope you don’t trip,” Gordon said
laconically.

THHERE was a sharp whistle below.
A Speller drifted over toward a tree
trunk. And the rider emerged from the
timber, two guns spiking from his
hands. It was J. T. Stephens, Gordon'’s
former fellow deputy.

“It's me—Jay,” Stephens called.

“All right,” Speller said. “Come on
but don't try no tricks. Trumbo’s go-
ing for the dinero now!”

Val Gordon’s heart leaped. The ap-
pearance of Stephens here was almost
conclusive proof the dinero was cached
at this spot. But there was a chance it
might not be in the cave.

“Keep moving,” Towhead said,
prodding Gordon’s back wihh the gun
muzzle.

The flat-bodied ex-deputy jerked
his sombrero lower quickly so Stephens
wouldn’t recognize him at once. He
summoned every last source of strength
in his body. This was the showdown.

A few more strides and he emerged
on the earth shelf that passed unno-
ticed from below. Pressing through
scrub growth, he bent aside a small
sapling, kicked aside grass, and re-
vealed the mouth of a little cave. He
had to stoop to enter.

“I'll be waiting right here,”
head said.

Gordon’s breath caught in his throat
as he pushed further in, dropped to
hands and knees as the cave grew
smaller. Then one of his probing
hands rang against metal. The next
moment he tugged out a compact met-
al box in the very rear of the cave.
He backed until he could turn, moved
toward the cave mouth again.

He saw Towhead’s spread legs out
there in the moonlight. And in the
glow that seeped into the cave he
noted that the lock of the box had

Tow-
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been forced. He pried it open. Rows
of greenbacks were neatly stacked
inside. Val smiled grimly and moved
toward the ledge.

“Here!” he said sharply to Tow-
head, pushing the open box at him.
Towhead’s eyes bugged from his head.
His avarice betrayed him as he lunged
and grabbed at it.

“You got it?”
below.

And Val Gordon struck at the mo-
mentarily off-guard Towhead. He
slammed him back against the earth
wall beside the cave entrance. And
the next second, Val had wrenched
the gun from Towhead’s hand and had
yanked the other one from his car-
tridge belt.

Speller yelled from

YJ771TH A scream, Towhead dropped

** the box into the undergrowth.
But the desperate Gordon faced with
a chance to turn the tables at last,
was too quick for him. He Kkicked
him savagely in the left shin, then
ripped open his face with a blow of one
gun barrel. A push finished it and
Towhead toppled backward to go
plunging down the side of the draw
through the undergrowth. Two slugs
tore into the foliage just to the right of
Gordon’s head.

He knew he was a perfect target
up there in the moonlight; and if he
retreated into that cave, he would be
trapped. But he had his last ace ready.
With a crazy scream, he grabbed a
handful of those bound-up bills and
threw them forward. They went flutter-
ing down into the draw, shiny and
green and lush in the moonlight.

Stephens shouted and waved at
Gordon up there on the ledge. But
that double-crosser's greed was too
much for him to resist too. He saw
the other man with Speller rush out
and grab up a bunch of bills. Then
Stephens was out of the saddle and
scrambling for a big wad of the money
that had fallen in one chunk. Speller
took another shot at Go.non, then

started forward toward the downpour
of currency himself.

Another gun crashed on the night.
Hot lead seared Val's left arm, but
flung himself sideward as he saw the
Colonel come leaping down from the
trees of the slope. Right at his heels
galloped big Little Dan.

“Git away there!” the Colonel
screamed at the others. “I’'ll salivate
you all if you—" Speller whirled and
triggered at him.

And up on the ledge, Val Gordon

loosed another big batch of the dinero.
Followed it quickly with a fresh hand-
ful of tens.

They went crazy below, shrieking
and darting about as each man tried
to get his share, slamming lead hur-
riedly at Gordon and then scooting
over toward another handful of the
down-drifting dinero. Little Dan ran
up on Stephens and dropped him stiff
with a single hammerlike blow. Then
he bent to scoop up the money Ste-
phens had collected.

Gordon heaved the whole box high
so that it upended and a fresh rain
of green currency drifted down. Then
he dropped behind the scant protec-
tion of a clump of bush and answered
the lead from below. He sent Speller’'s
partner down with a slug that smashed
his thigh. Just missed Speller himself
by inches.

TT WAS the cold-blooded cool-headed

Colonel who got his senses first. He
wadded bills into a pocket of his gray
frock coat and dived for a log to an-
swer Val Gordon’'s fire. But Val's
right gun spoke with a wink of orange-
slashed flame a split second too soon.
The Colonel went down, rolling over
and over, clutching at the right side
of his chest. Gordon swung his gun to
cover Speller who was behind a tree
again.

Too late the ex-lawman saw Little
Dan, drawing a gun, dash in close to
the draw wall, diving into the under-
growth and out of sight. One of Spel-
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ier's slugs ripped through ViPi hat
crown. Acting on a split-second deci-
sion, he sank to his knees, howling as
if mortally hit. The ruse worked. SpeT
ler darted from behind the tree to get
in closer. Gordon’s gun splashed flame
color on the night again. And Speller
went to his knees, screaming like an
animal, gun gone, blood running over
his hand, his forearm shattered by
Gordon’s crack shot.

The former deputy rose to his feet.
And he saw Little Dan loo-m like a
human mountain at the end of the
ledge. The brute laughed mirthlessly
and raced toward him, triggering as he
came.

Val spread his legs to draw bead
and let go the thumbed-back hammer.
Again he was caught with an empty
gun, having spent his final shell. It
looked as if he were trapped. One of
Little Dan’s slugs nicked his cheek.
“Trumbo!” he barked as he closed.

/"ORDON had but one chance. He

lunged forward right at that
frothing gun. And he beat frantically
with his own bulletless weapon. Seven,
eight times he brought that gun barrel
chopping down. Dan’s weapon sagged
from his fingers. Blood showering
down over his face, the human hulk
brought his hands around to Val's
throat. Breath locked in his battered
body, Gordon struck once more with
that gun.

And Little Dan’s hands loosened.
His eyes turned upward in his head.
He fell back half a step, turned and
staggered forward off the ledge. Gor-
don dropped to his knees. And Ste-
phens, who had recovered from Little

Dan’s punch, sang out from below:
“Don’t move, Vail | got you covered
dead to rights!”

He stood with his gun arm steadied
over a sapling limb. He couldn’t miss,
was a dead shot anyway. “Only one
man is walking outa here alive to-
night—one who won’t do no talking,”
he said. “So long, Val. I'll—"

“Freeze in your tracks!” It was
the white-headed Barles, aged Tolcross
sheriff. He had emerged from the
woods of the slope, two men flanking
him. All had levelled guns.

Stephens looked back over his
shoulder, swore hoarsely, then let his
own gun fall to the grass as he stepped
back, hands climbing.

“1 been suspecting Stephens ever
since he accused you, Val,” Barles
called. “Been tailin’ him right close.
So we followed him tonight when he
slipped outa town. And we heard and
seen enough to know you just proved
your own innocence, Val. Take it
easy. One of the boys’ll be right up to
help you down.”

Val Gordon sleeved his powder-
smirched face, grinning weakly as he
gazed down at the bills strewn along
the draw.

“But you was supposed to be shot
and killed over at Trigger Hill, Val?”
the sheriff added puzzledly as he ad-
vanced.

“Maybe | been walking in a dead
man’s boots, Barles—but I'll gunwhip
the next gent who tries to convince me
I'm a ghost,” Gordon yelled back
wearily.
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OHN AUGUSTUS
SUTTER was a re-
markable man with a
dream; he was going
to build a little em-
pire for himself in
California. The dis-
covery by James W.
Marshall of some
metallic flakes that
turned out to be gold

79

California or Bust!
by Harold Gluck

wrecked that dream, but it created
dreams in the hearts of people all over
the world. For California was the new
Utopia. Gold, gold, gold, just for the
asking and taking; it seemed as simple
as that.

The problem was to get to Califor-
nia. There were many overland routes,
and variations on these routes, but the
one followed by the largest number of
gold seekers was the famous Oregon-
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California Road. And so they started
by wagons to reach their destiny on the
Pacific coast.

One of the commonest mistakes made
by the emigrants was that of over-
burdening themselves with equipment
and provisions. This wore down their
oxen or horses, slowed their passage,
and sooner or later ended in abandon-
ment along the way.

We know a lot about that westward
march, because there were people who
kept records. Some, years later, wrote
stories— subject to all the tricks that
memory can play. We are going to
listen to part of a record written by
Reuben Cole Shaw. He joined in the
gold rush to California in the hope of
bettering his fortune. He remained
there two years and then returned east
to his family. You get the feeling of
realism from what he has to say, be-
cause he was there in person. So pull
up your chair and turn the television
off as Reuben takes you back to Young
America on its westward march. The
wagon train is now en route.

His voice is a bit feeble, but here he
goes:

OENJAMIN SNOW, an excellent

shot and a persistent hunter, was
off for the hills long before daylight
on.a still-hunt for buffalo. Before our
train was ready for the road, he re-
turned and reported the capture of a
fine cow only a short distance away.
My mess was detailed to go with Snow
and secure the meat. There were seven
of us in the party; and, in addition to
our riding-animals, we took along four
pack-mules with game pouches, having
had orders to take the meat to our noon
halting place.

A mile up the road and a short dis-
tance into the hills brought us to the
game. We were but a short time divest-
ing our prize of its jacket and packing
everything eatable on the mules, being
anxious to overtake our train as soon
as possible, for fear of being cut off
from the company by the hostile Sioux.

Turner, one of our party, was de-
tailed to hold the horses and keep a
sharp lookout, as we always had done
when in detached parties. When we
were ready to leave, Turner, who was
posted on a small hillock, called our
attention to a number of moving ob-
jects some distance back in the sand-
hills. He had noticed them for some
time, but, thinking they might be buf-
faloes, had the good judgment to say
nothing about the matter until the
mules were securely packed. A hasty
observation convinced us that an army
of mounted Indians were coming to-
wards us as fast as their ponies could
bring them. They were, perhaps, a half-
mile away; being enveloped in a cloud
of dust, it was hard to estimate their
number, but we thought there were at
least three hundred of them.

We mounted our horses at once and
forced the pack-mules to their best
pace, being anxious to get from the
hills into the river bottom before being
overtaken by the three hundred Sioux
warriors. The main road up the river
at this point lay along the bluffs, and
we thought our train would not be far
in advance of the point where we should
strike it. Before we were quite out of
the hills, the Indians announced their
presence by yelling like a pack of dev-
ils, which frightened the horses and
was the means of increasing their
speed. The pack-mules did not seem
to be at all impressed with the impor-
tance of the occasion; but, by the vig-
orous use of the ramrods from our
guns, we held them to time, kept them
in the lead and saved the beef.

After such observations in the rear
as we were able to make, we became
satisfied that the whole three hundred
Indians were coming down on us like
a whirlwind. They were but a short dis-
tance in our rear when we reached the
valley, but here we had the good for-
tune to find ourselves within forty rods
of six of our men, who had been de-
tained by re-packing their mules.

Being in the near vicinity of six well-
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armed comrades and having a good
view of our train slowly moving up
the valley but a short distance away,
gave us much courage; but what put
courage in us took it out of the In-
dians.

Having recovered from our fright
and seeing the Indians hesitating, we
wheeled around and brought our guns
to bear for fight, but they took the back
track in good earnest. Whether they
would have harmed us had they gotten
hold of us they knew best, of course,
but we had no disposition to test the
matter.

When we became the pursuers and
the Indians the pursued, their numbers
seemed to have diminished amazingly,
for we could count only about fifteen
Indians. Whatever became of the other
two hundred and eighty-five | never
knew. The General said he would wa-
ger a beaver tail that there had not
been over a dozen Indians within ten
miles of us; but, of course, we knew
better.

/"\ N JULY 8th I had an opportunity
of gratifying my desire to capture

at least one buffalo, for | was then one
of the hunters. Exchanging my Spanish
saddle-mule for a horse said to be a
leader in the chase, we were off before
sunrise, and in a short time sighted a
large herd of buffaloes quietly grazing
on the river bottom. They were esti-
mated to be four miles away, but in the
clear atmosphere of that locality they
seemed much nearer. We managed to
keep out of their sight until within a
mile of them, when they threw up their
heads and were soon in rapid motion for
the hills. We thought to cut them off
by taking advantage of the ground, but
they beat us to the bluffs and for a
short time were out of sight in a per-
fect labyrinth of low sandhills, among
which they scattered in all directions.
It would have been useless to attempt
to estimate the number of animals in
the herd, for they occupied three or
four miles of the river bottom, yet it
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seemed but a few minutes from the time
those nearest us became aware of our
presence until every buffalo had gained
the bluffs and was lost to view. Our
horses became excited and did their
best to overtake the fleeing herd. Each
hunter selected his route and we were
soon out of sight of one another.

An immense cloud of dust hung over
the landscape and a buffalo could hard-
ly be distinguished thirty yards away,
while numerous washouts, or gullies,
made rapid riding both difficult and
dangerous.

Back in the hills a mile or two I
found myself within twenty yards of
the game, and, raising my gun, | fired
at the nearest buffalo. The animal
didn’'t fall, but I did. At the report of
the gun my horse (not being accus-
tomed to firearms) became terribly
frightened and changed his course very
suddenly, leaving me in a heap on the
hard, gravelly earth.

The fall resulted in my being con-
siderably bruised and shaken up, but
not otherwise injured. My clothing
received some gaping rents, while my
canteen was crushed into a shapeless
mass and completely ruined. | was
pleased, however, to find that my gun
had passed through the ordeal without
material injury.

The frightened horse took the back
track at once, carrying with him my
ammunition and small arms, and
leaving me with a empty gun to get out
of the hills as best | could. Slowly and
sorrowfully 1 walked back to the valley,
where | found my horse and joined the
other hunters; and thus ended my first
and last buffalo hunt.

Here | learned that not a buffalo
had been taken from that vast herd,
and that two other hunters, as well as
myself, had been unhorsed in the grand
chase. This ended buffalo hunting on
horseback by our party, and we under-
stood what the General meant when he
told us at starting out, that without
limited experience and want of trained
horses we would be more likely to re-

turn from the chase with broken heads
than a dead buffalo.

The outcome of this exploit was very
disappointing; but as the prospect of
adventure was a great incentive to our
crossing the plains, we had no right to
complain when finding some things
quite disagreeable.

CARLY in the morning of July 20th

we bade a final adieu to the Platte,
and, after a long day’s march across a
dry region, struck the Sweetwater river
an hour or two after dark at a point
about one thousand miles from the
frontier and seven thousand feet above
the level of the sea.

The Sweetwater is a tributary of the
Platte, taking its rise in the neighbor-
ing mountains where it is fed by melt-
ing snow. Its clear, cool water—which
was highly appreciated by our party
after having so long used the turbid
waters of the Platte—and the broad
valley which afforded splendid grazing
for our animals, with large quantities
of driftwood which furnished fuel for
cooking, and the grand view of distant
mountains, besides other interesting
objects near by, combined to make it
a camping place at which we would
have liked to remain for a week.

The country traversed for the pre-
ceding two weeks was rough and
rugged. After crossing the north fork
of the Platte, we had long stretches of
dry, barren plains, vast fields of wild
sage, scraggy hills, deep and rocky
ravines, and miles of volcanic rocks
and ashes. The dust from the ashes was
very annoying to both man and beast.
Nearly all of the men had their lips
covered with courtplaster, while their
inflamed noses and eyes showed the
effects of the vicious alkaline dust.

We lost two mules in crossing the
north fork of the Platte, besides three
which became exhausted and were left
in the barren hills. It seemed that we
were out of the range of the buffalo,
and, though a number of deer taken
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Needed— You Pay Nothing

BURNING OIL?

Performance In a Few Minutes.
Gadgets or Mechanical Repairs.

Car
For

SAVE UP TO $150

Now, if this Is the situation you are in for an over-
haul job costing somewhere between $50 and $150 UN-
LESS— Yes, there is an alternative. You can fix that
leaky engine in a fow minutes, without buying a single
part” or gadget, and at a cost so_low you'll hardly no-
tice it. You Just squeeze a little PEPGO Ring Seal into
each cylinder t_hrourr;]h the _spark plug openings, replace
the plugs and idle the engine and you are finished.
PEPGO coats the cylinder walls” and pistons with a

unique mineral suspension which hterl]s this truly amaz-
e

ing "power. When subjected to
high geat oftth%oentgme thtlss ml_neral
i Regularly se4s ONly 2.9 8 Regular size volume g Till “those ggsg betweers the
rings and cylinder walls with a pli-
able resilient and lubricating seal that
holds compression, stops oil, ?umpmg,
and gas blowing. Gone is piston_ slap-
png, engine khocks. Compression is
restored and with it comes more pep
and er. easier starting, better
mileage and lower oil consumption.
-
tlioa g
Enane 1oy aredieIB . @idD * omap AR fa
TEST .moo# * «l!l, w
S S S ® "
83
Comopress f Cylinder Cylind.r
- Aind®|
) Coe &Cﬁhiir ¢ In4 ' 85 e
Cylindsr 3 60 Ib- 12 lb**  ii8\bs
75 Ibs. o5 e 105 Ibs. 1,0
TSIS 115 lbv 2 , 9 8
100 lbs-
This IS the testi-
mony of the experts. Now G E T U P TO 5 0 %
read what just one of the
many, many satisfied users have said.

-mPEPGO RING SEAL* WORTH MANY TIMES THE PRICE.**

*1 cannot tell you how pleased I am with the results Pepgo Ring
Beal given in my 1947 Cadillac. Previous to treatment my
car used one quart of oi'l every 259 miles. Now the car uses less
than a quart of oil every thousand miles. 1 have also noticed a
real increase In power and gas mileage since the treatment. | have
now driven over 3000 miles since the Pepgo Ring Seal application
and continue to get the same good results. Apart from the savings
in_oil and gas I found Pepgo Ring Seal worth many times the
price because It restored the original power of my ‘car. Please
send me two new tubes of Pepgo Ring Seal for Use in my 1950 .
OkUmotoUe/* C.S.R., Chestnut Hill, Pa.

30 DAY FREE TRIAL— SEND NO MONEY

You risk nothlm. Ju«t fill In the coupon below tnd wo will ru<h
your PEPGO RING SEAL kit together with full Instructions any-
one oan easily follow by return mail, lust a few easy, pleasurable
minutes later your car will begin to operate In a manner that will
truly amaze you. Run your car after the PEPGO treatment for a
full 30 days. If you are not completely delighted with the results.
If your car doesn't run quieter, smoother, with more pep and
pickup, less oil and gas consumption then Just return the empty
tubes for prompt refund of the full purchase price. We stand be-
hind the product. We guarantee—fully satisfactory result*, or
your money back. 6 cylinder cars require one tube—only $2.98,
t cylinder cars 2 tubes—only $4.98. This is a special offer. PEP-
00 »»ld before for $4.45 per tube. So rush coupon today.

MORE POWER

No labor cost—nothing else to buy
YOU RISK NOTHING

Just prove It for yourself at our risk. PEPGO RInp Seal Is guar-
anteed. It cannot” harm the finest car in any way. It can only
improve and protect your motor. (Of course It will not correct
mechanically defective " parts.) Try PEPGO Ring Seal in your en-
gine for a full 30 days. If you are not satisfied that everything
we have led you to expect is absolutely true—lust return the
empty tube and wa will refund the full purchase price.

MODERN MART, Dept. P-754
35 Wilbur St., Lynbrook, N. Y.
Rush ....... tubes of Pepgo Ring Seal together with kit and easy

instructions.

O 6 Cylinder oars (1 tube) $2.98 O 8 Cylinder ear <2 tubes) $4.98

Q Send C.O.I>. 1 will pay postman on delivery plus a fow cents
postage. If 1 do not see immediate improvement, if after even
30 days' use | am not completely satisfied that | have gotten
improved Pep. pickup, performance and economy for my car, 1
may return the empty tubes for prompt refund of the full pur-
chase price. .

O 1 enclose payment- Modem Mart will pay postage.
Back Guarantee.

Name

Address
City

Same Money




THIS NEW EASY WAY!

Amasiag new medicated lotion developed

by a doctor works wonders by clearing

up skin blemishes in one week or less!
Doesn't Show On Your Foe*

T\ON'T lat a bad complexion ruin romance, spoil your fun.
~ cause you to be embarrassed, shy or ashamed. If you suffer
from aone,” the common external cause of pimples among young
people, tr)() this wonderfully effective medicated lotion that was
developed by a practicing physician to clear up his own teen ager's
complexion ~after other ‘methods had failed. It has produced " as-
tonishing results for many thousand* of others. It is GUARAN-
TEED to help you or it won t cost you a single cent!

Keraplex Is a skin-colored lotion (NOT a greasy salve or oint-
ment!) that Is Quickly absorbed by the skin “and” gets right down
in the pore# where its healing and antiseptic Ingredients can ﬁo
to work. After you have applied it, tliere is no trace left on the
surface. In fact, it makes a perfect powder base,. actually Im-
roves the tone of the skin! It Is pleasant and easy to use—
eaving your skin soft, clean and fragrant.

BEFORE
Note more than a dozen biem-
Isl«* on Ju*t one *idO of this

Same boy had used KERA-
PLEX twiea a day ter only 5

x
boy* face before KERAPLEX  Jay* when %ﬁg"earfahz?}% wes
waa applied. provement.

NO COST Unless I* ACTUALLY

Does Cloar Up Your Skint

An analysis of results, taken from the ‘'case history* records, in-
dicates that Keraplex Is successful in clearing tip six out of seven
cases of externally caused pimple* and blemis%ed.

What User* Say: Glrle often suffer from acne, too.
1 waa *ufffrino from a So if you have a sister or friend
eaver* ca*« of acne . . . who needs help, show her this ad-
and with only 4 da?/“ vertisement. She’ll be g-aieful to you
treatment with Keraplex later for the kindness you have
lieved \','va» con/rsw pletely re- shown.

Mali the convenient coupon below

:;tigf?gg v??[ehn y%%m,plgﬁﬁ,'% now, for a bottle of Keraplex. Then
to help clear up the pim- use it as directed for a full week.
plee on my ECE-;K W If you don't PEE results that delight
. you within that time, simply return

"I have been using Kera- empty bottle and your money will be
sc'%mf;" g cevere Cﬁ;dgf refunded at once. ‘Don't delay a tin-
elbows. Now ﬁlle minute. Clip and mail the coupon

¥ OW. Underwood Laboratories, Inc..

*Kl 1 letel
cider.m A, ﬁ/l cgrmpietely Dept. 17. Stratiord. Conn.
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE"
UNDERWOOD LABORATORIES, Joe., Dept 17
STRATFORD. CONN.

Toe! | want to try Keraplex ON APPROVAL. Send siae ®
checked below In plain wrapper marked “personal.” When It |
is delivered | will deposit with postman amount indicated be- I
low. plus postage. If not delighted with the RESULTS. | will
return empty bottle within seven day» for a full refund of
the purchase price.
Q Regular 8iae, $1.98 |
|

O Double Quantity (Two Bottles), $3.50
Name
Address

City Zone State

O SAVE POSTAGE. Check here if you ENCLOSE payment,
in which caee we pay postage. Same money-book Guam*

tee applies!
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along the water-courses added some-
thing to our bill of fare, we drew large-
ly on our regular supplies.

Wild sage (artemisia) is a small
shrub from one to six feet high. It is
found from the British possessions on
the north to Mexico on the south. It
delights in dry, sandy plains and gravel-
ly hillsides, but is shy of river bottoms
and rich soils. In color it resembles the
common garden sage, and exhales an
agreeable odor. It furnished travelers
with the means of cooking when no
other fuel could be had; it also relieved
the desert country of much of its
monotony.

On striking the steep and rocky hills,
nearly all wagon companies found their
wagons overloaded, and, in order to
lighten them, such property as they
could best spare was left along the road.
On our march through the foothills we
passed many abandoned wagons, also
chains, ropes, saddles, shovels, spades,
picks, gold-washers, crow-bars, and a
complete outfit for a saw-mill.

Our pack-mules were losing flesh
and showing signs of failure; in order
to relieve them, our tents were thrown
aside as surplus plunder, and we slept
in the open air. Many other useless
articles were left at different points. A
large auger, with a very elaborate ex-
tension stem—with which we had in-
tended to prospect the lower regions to
any desired depth for the yellow metal
—was left in the foothills, and a lot of
sheet-iron gold-washers— made for the
purpose of separating large quantities
of gold from the shining sands— found
a resting place on the Platte River,
Either of the above would have been
about as useful in a gold mine as a
Texas steer in a china shop.

OOCK INDEPENDENCE was near

our camp. The granite pile, being
isolated and arising from a level plain,
is a landmark of enormous proportions

and quite worthy to stand as a sentinel
[Turn To Page 86]
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TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT!

Don't Stay FAT—You Can LOSE
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY WWEZEJIT"

Take pounds off— keep *lim
and trim with Spot Reducer!
Remarkable now invention
which witt on* of the most
effective reducing methods
employed by masseur* onrf
Turkish baths— MASSAGE!

TRY THE SPOT

IKE a magic wand, the “Spot
m* Reducer” obeys your every
wish. Most any pari of your
body where it is loose and flabby,
wherever you hove extra weight and
inches, the "Spot Reducer" can aid
you in acquiring a youthful, slender
and graceful figure. The beauty of
this scientifically designed Reducer
is that the method is so simple and
easy, the results quick, sure ond
harmless. No exercises or strict diets.
No steambaths, drugs or laxatives.

REDUCER 10 DAYS

With th. SPOT REDUCE* you con now anjoy tS* banafit, of RELAXING,
SOOTHING mouagi in tha privacy ol your own hamw| Simpla lo vn—ijutl
plug .n, giovp handU ond apply o*mr moil any port ot the body—stomach,
hip*. che*r, nock, thighs. omi, buttocks, »lc. Tha relaxing, soothing ma*-
wgt biroki down FATTY TISSUES. ion*i th# mgtclH ond tloih, and the lo-
oeoved o*ok»n«d blood circulation corriat away won* tot—K*Ipt you
regain ond keep o firmer ond tnor# GRACEFUL FIGUREI

YOUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME

WK« you “> the Spe* Reducer, «'s almost Mo hoving your own private
masseur ot Noma. It* Fun raducing thu woyt It not only Help* you rodwc*
ond keep slim—but oho oids in tha relief ol those types ©f oches and poir*
—and lired nerves thot con ba helped by maiaogei Tho Spot Reducer lu
handsomely moda of light waighl aluminum mrxf rubber ond trvly a fcseouti-
<ul invention you wWN ba thankful you own. AC 110 volts. Underwriters
laboratory approved.

FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME!

Moil this coupon with only $1 for your Spot Reducer on opptovol. Roy poitmon
$8.95 plus dalivary—or »*nd $9.95 (full price) ond w* ship postoge prepaid. U»a

Hfor tan doys in your own horn*. Then if not delighted return Spot Reducer for full
purchase price refund. Oon't delay! You hove nothing lo lose—-except ugly, embar-

rassing, undesirable pounds of FAT. MAIL COUPON now!

ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS

LOSE WEIGHT
OR NO CHARGE

BODY MASSAGER CO., D»pt.
311 Market St.. Newark, N. J.

rtacM send m, rh. Spot Redircar for 10 dey* trial parted
I ertctese SI. Up*" arrival | will pay pattmaft eafy $|.fi
pla* peitags ond handling. If not delighted | aoy rafora
jrOT REDUCE* within 10 day, tar prawyt refand at foe

B-702

CAN T SLEEP:

Relax with electric Spot Re-
ducer. See how soothing its
gentle massage con be
Helps you sleep when mas-
sage con be of beneff*.

MUSCULAR ACHES:

A handy helper for transient
relied of discomforts that
con be aided by gentle,
relaxing message.

USED BY EXPERTS

Thousands have lost weight
this way — in hips, abdo-
men, legs, arms, necks, but-
tocks, etc. The same method
used by stage, screen and
radio personalities and
(coding reducing solons.
The Spot Reducer can be
used in your spare time, in
the privocy of your own
room.

ORDER IT TODAY!

purcket* price

*12.9eJ. Send UalLuxe Model.

O | encloee

O SAVi ROSTAGIi—hMVA hrc* .
po*. Wa pay oH poiioge and t
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dice * t>m *i
Perfect Dloe.
Magic Dice. Mar-
ie Card*—READ
THE BACKS —
Inks. Daubs. Po-
ker Chips. Gam-
ing Layouts. Dice
Boses.” Counter
Games. Punch-
boards. WRITE
FOR CATALOG TODAY.

K. C CARD CO, SSZS Wafewfc Av., Chicago, IlI.

Men afflicted with Bladder
|Trouble, Getting Up Nights.
Pains in Bade. Hips, Legs.
|Nervousness, Dizziness.
Physical Inability and Gen-
leral Impotencv send for our
amazing FREE BO O K that
tells how you may correct'these condi-
tions and have new health and Zest in
Life, Write today. N&fbligation.

(xseMor Institute Met. » Escohior Springs. Mo.

MIRACLES

MAY BE YOURS..NOW

If Wi fed LET DOWN
HEMMED IN by BAD LUCK that
sticks _you.. THINK that eoPIe

are BEDEVILING you...feel
need of a HELPING HAND
againat the FORCES OF EVIL...
then you NEED our GENUINE
RHODIUM PLATED HOLY MIR-
ACLE CROSS, FULL OF FIRST
QUALITY SIMULATED DIA-
“m MONDS, on a BEAUTI-
FUL CHAIN; to WEAR
CLOSE to T%;ou at_ all
TIMES... e LORD'S
PRAYER is in the center
of our CROSS which comes to you
in a STUNNING BLUE VELVET
BOX. Wonderful for a GIFT to
| sour DEAR__ONES. DON'T BE
m AFRAID TO BELIEVE IN_ IT
il and YOU WILL BLESS THE
AT YOU BOUGHT IT.
Onlg/ O with order (or C.O.D.
0). 100% guaranteed or money
back tn T days. STACO, 125 Bread

St. N.Y. 4. Dejrt. OD.

with every CROSS a copy of one of the small-
eK BIBLES in the WORLD, to fit your purse or pocket.

$300

z30 |

WHY BE FATS

try pleasant
CHEWING
aweek...

and ju$t can't,

If you want to reduce
tested KELPIDINE

tasting, scientifically
GUM for just 7 days... Lose up to 5 tbs.
safely, quickly, easily... Amazing new Kelpidine
Chewing Gum formula curbs your appetite. You re-
duce and lose ugly fat without drugs, exercise or
feeling hungry. Sold on money back guarantee. For
full 12 days supply send your name, address and $1
cash, d eck, or money order or send 52 for a V* day
supply to
AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS CO.

D«p+. CH-481, 318 Mark** St., Newark, N. J.

Buy SAVINGS Bonds!

WESTERN ACTION

over the mountain peaks which are to
be seen from its summit. It is nineteen
hundred and fifty feet long and one
hundred and twenty feet high, oc-
cupying twenty-one acres of ground;
yet it is only one of the wonders, and
quite in keeping with the immensity of
objects to be found in that locality. Al-
though having been surfeited with rocks
for several days, we spent considerable
time and enthusiasm in viewing the
monster, which looked like it might
be a mammoth egg half buried in the
earth.

Two or three miles from our camp
was the Devil's Gate, where the Sweet-
water cut through a granite ridge. The
length of the canyon is about twelve
hundred feet and the width eighty feet,
while the walls of solid rock were over
four hundred feet high and appeared
to be vertical; but this illusion was dis-
pelled when, after climbing to the sum-
mit of the ridge, none of our party of
four persons succeeded in throwing a
stone across the yawning chasm.

Our camp was near the entrance of
the famous South Pass through the
Rocky Mountains, the road to which
led in a southwest direction for about
one hundred and forty miles to the sum-
mit, and then about the same distance
in a northwest course to a point about
due west.

On July 21st we remained in camp
and were occupied in washing, mending
our clothing and repairing our packs
and saddles. While sitting around' a
bright campfire at the close of the day,
the General informed us that he in-
tended to leave the traveled road and
take us through the Wind River Moun-
tains, and strike the road on the other
side of the main range, where it enters
the Great Basin. We were not only
surprised and delighted, but heartily en-
dorsed the arrangement, as we felt as-
sured that while on the short cut we
would find an abundance of water,

grass, fuel and game. We were to make
[Turn To Page 8SJ



CRASH THROUGH THE TIME BARRIER

WITH THE "MADE SIMPLE" METHOD!

You Can Master Years of Vital Study in a Period of WEEKS i
SIMPLE! PRACTICAL! COMPLETE!

ARE THERE Mriom gap* or "blank spot*” in your education at the right. Eadl ft pour covered completely in a single, inex-
that are keeping you from getting ahead in your buailiee* or pensive, easy-to-follow ' book. Through = amaxinf new short-cut
advancing to a better job? Doe* “thi* tack of'a COMPLETE method# and miracle* of condensation, you can now leam all you
g make you a eelf-conicious, timid pereco at aociai want to know about them QUICKLY—in week* instead of years*
Fiftaco minute* mt your spar* time each day is all you "need!

No previous study of th* subject is required.

Years of Study Condensed Into a Few W eeks!
The** "Made Simple” books ara NOT 'pocket-su#* digcits.
They are all generously BIO HOOKS, of a uniform and con-
venient sise— a_1Q'W —printed in Urge easy-to-read type and

Whllher you miated certain batic aubject# in achool or have no**,

forgotten “all you learned about them, and want to "brush-up**

aotf bnn%youradf tl)Jp -to-date on them, you'll find everything you
in the*« new

Tho * Mead® Simplo” Book* clearly |Ilustrated with™ pictures, diagrams, drawings, charts, etc-
Make Self-Taaching A “Cinch” And the pric* has been kept to an absolute minimum. Think of
You don't hav* to go back to *choot or enroll for expensive

being able to matter a whole aubject—usually a full one or two*
1.

oounae# to matter any or all of the five important aublecta listed rear court*—In a matter of weeks, for only

mathematics
Made Simple

MATHEMATICS
Made Simple
oy WIS Rk ¥

Whether you need a better work-
ing understanding of Mathe-
matics for business, profession,
or ahopwork—to quallfy for e
better job, or to pas* a Civil
Service or any other job teat—
MATHEMATICS MADS
SIMPLE i* ideal, time-
saving, complete aelf-instruction
manual for YOU. Aasurea a
uick, easy, yet aura graap of
the subjecl without any outside
aveistanca or previous atudy. It
ahowa you how to solve actual
on-the-job problems and ex
plains ‘everything. at*p-by-*t*|

Ctvea you self-tests to check
your pro ress and your accu-

rac%/ ude*:
IAt cAalnlec tUNi okmctiy

Cont.rvoio*.
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ENGLISH
Made Simple

A

(w*

This practical, complete
book wiJl not only teach you
the basic principle* of Eng-
lish as written and spoken,
but will also thow you how
to overcome and avoid em-
barrassing errors. You will
learn how to write letter*;
how to spell; how to in-
crease your command of
English to express yourself
more clearly and effectively;
bow to build a better vocab-
ulary. etc. Prepare* you for
college entrance a* well as
military or Civil Service ex-
ams. The** are just a few ol
the many subjects covered:

Ore<mi>, * W
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PHYSICS
Made Simple

This new book of short-cut
methods makes Physics
easy, understandable, and
enjoyable for everyone!
Stresses the essentials and
explains them in simple lan-
guage anyone can under-
stand. 178 illustration* and
$7 basic experiments you'll
bav* fun doing are included.
Many formulas and tables
are given for qukk refer-
ence. Explains principle* of
machine*. levers, pulleys,
wedges, cams. And gears,
heat. gas. steam, and Diesel
i rocket propulsion,
;- atomic bombs
and energy; electronics.

X-rays, radio. TV. radar,
photography. J-D. etc. mm-
Covers:
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The Art of SPEAKING
M Simple
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This is undoubtedly the
most complete, most practi-
cal. and down-to-earth self-
instruction book on the sub-
ject ever presented in a *In-
gle volume. With it you
can pukkly and easily mas-
ter the arts of Conversation.
Public Speaking, and all the
other forms of speech with
only a few minutes of study
and practice each day. You
learn all about interviewing,
talking on the phone, selling,
parliamentary procedure,
how to conduct meetings,
etc. You also learn how to
cultivate and improve your
speaking voice— practically
a complete course in itself!
Just a few of the important

subject* covered_are:
Afthvtatio*

EVERYDAY LAW
Made Simple

Written *o the average prrsou
ean read and understand it with-
out any difficulty. It explain®
in non-legal language, not only
what th* law ii but WHY.
Written for YOU—to help you
In your butinea* or profeaiion
and in managing your personal
affair*, ft help* yotj recognie*
legal problema and tell* you
what to do about them. Her*
are some of th* important sub-
ject* covered:
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Money-Back GUARAHTEE, Too! |
Because this offer sounds almost too good to be J
true, the publishers make this positive money-
back GUARANTEE: If you are not 100 %
satisfied with any of these “Made Simple”
books after reading and examining them for a
week, you may return them and your money
will be refunded IN FULL, with no questions |
asked. You must be delighted with them and ]J
with the speed with which you are able to

Sind Mi Meaty! MQNtY-BACK GUARANTY Ceupoa

MADE SIMPLE BOOKS. INC.. Depl. M-Il 7
220 Fifth Avenus. New York 1. N. Y
Pies** W5A la plain wrapper, book* checked below.
am mot entirely satisfied with them,
kf a lull refund.
O  MATHEMATICS Mode Swept*. SI 00 Q PHYSICS Med. Simple, SI M
O KNOIISH Mad* Simple, S* 00 Q IVWYDAY LAW Mad* Simple. St.00
[j THE AKT Of IPEAKINO Made Simple, SI 00

It is «nd-rood that
I may retura them within on* week
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master the subjects or they won't cost you a J Name
single red cent! You have everything to gain | Addr
and nothing to lose by mailing the coupon | iy

NOW.



To People

who want to write
but can’t get started

Do you have that constant urge to write but
fear that a beginner hasn’'t a chance? Then
listen to what a famous editor said on this

subject:

“Tb*r« It more room for ntvoomera la tha writing field today
than ever before. Seme of the greatest of writing men and women
have patted from tht aeene. Who will take their piecest Fame,
riches and tha hnpphreit of achievement await tha new me« and

womea of power/*
N. I. A. GETS YOUNG
WRITER STARTED
EARNING MONEY

“1 sold two short stories which
paid for my N.I.LA. Course and a
typewriter. But nothing can pay
for the help N.I.LA. training has
given me in overcoming the inertia
which site down with me at my
typewriter. Those regular align-
ments have produced results.”
—Samuel K. Ward. 364 W. 26th

St.. New York, N.Y.

Writing Aptitude Test — FREE!
THE Newg{)_aper Institute of America offers a
FREE Writing Aptitude Test. Its object la to dis-
cover new recruits for the army of men and
women who add_to their income by fiction and
article writing. The Writing Aptitude Test is a
simple but expert analysis of your latent ability,
your powers of Imagination. "logic, etc. Not all
applicants pass this test. Those who do are qual-
ified to take the famous N. 1L A course based on
the practical training given by big metropolitan
dailies S,
This la the New York Copy Desk Method which
teaches you to write by ‘writing. You develop
your individual style Instead of trying to copy
that of others. Although you work at home, on
your own time, you are constantly guided by ex-
perienced writers. You _“cover"” actual assign-
ments such as metropolitan reporters get. It is
really fascinating work. Each week you see new
progress. In a matter of months you can acquire
the coveted “professional’* touch. Then you are
ready for market with greatly improved chances
of making sales.

Mail the Coupon NOW

But_ the first step is to take the FREE Woritin
Aptitude Test. It requires but a few minutes an
costs nothing. So mail the coupon now. Make the
first move towards the most enjoyable and
rofitable occuP_atlon — writing for publication!
ewspaper Institute of America. One Park Ave,
New York N.Y. (Founded 1D25)
(Licensed by State of New York)

Institute Of America
New York 16, N.Y,

Newspaper
One Park Are.,

Bend me without cost or obligation,
™ yaur free Writing Aptitude Test and further
information about writing for profit.

Ms \
Mr. \
Miss |

Address

on you.)
31-0-665

(All correspondence confidentlsL No salesman will os
O Check here if Veteran.

Copyright 1655 Newspaper Institute of America.

88

WESTERN ACTION

the trip by easy marches, with the view
of recruiting our animals and adding
something to our stock of provision.

Our hunter, Benjamin Snow, had
spent the greater part of twenty years
of his life in hunting and trapping in
the White mountains and forests of
Maine. Loaded down with a rifle, two
vicious-looking pistols, and a large
knife, he could cover more ground in
a given time than any mule in our out-
fit. He never hunted on horseback,
claiming that he could secure more
game by still-hunting than any ten
mounted men, and no one could gain-
say the fact.

Uncle Ben was about forty years of
age, nearly six feet high, weighed one
hundred and eighty pounds and built
for heavy service from the ground up.
He could neither read nor write, yet
he possessed a lot of real practical com-
mon sense. Dressed in a gray suit, with
unshaven face, long hair, and wide-
visored, close fitting cap, he was an
odd looking character. He was of a
kind and amiable disposition, very
companionable, and the narratives of
his hunting exploits rendered him a
welcome guest around our campfires.
Some of his adventures when buffalo
hunting on the plains are worthy of
mention.

VY/HILE we were among the hills on
” the upper waters of the Platte,
one morning about daylight, Uncle Ben
mounted his mule and started West
along the traveled road. Our train,
having made about fifteen miles, halted
for dinner on a small water-course,
where, along the narrow, deep bottoms,
were growing isolated patches of shrubs
and dwarfed trees. Near the crossing,
picketed in a grass plat, we found
Uncle Ben’s mule, and nearby, hanging
from the branch of a small tree, was
the carcass of a fine deer, from which
steaks had been cut, while a smoldered
campfire told where our hunter had
[Turn To Page 90]
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cooked his dinner. A stake about four
feet long was noticed in a conspicuous
place, and in the split top, at right
angles with the upright, had been placed
a small stick, with the sharpened end
pointing west.

After cooking and eating the venison
for dinner, we took in Uncle Ben’s
mule and pushed on, encamping about
dusk in a small valley, which afforded
but little grass and a meager supply of
water. Here we found Uncle Ben. He
had killed a large buffalo, about four
miles away, and was waiting for help
to bring in the meat. There was not
time to lose, for it was already a ques-
tion as to who should secure the game,
ourselves or the wolves. Hastily water-
ing our horses, filling our canteens and
snatching the game-pouches and beef-
saw, ten of us, all mounted, were soon
following Uncle Ben’'s lead over the
hills. Darkness was coming on apace,
a cold wind had sprung up from the
west, angry-looking clouds were float-
ing over mountain tops, and there was
every indication of a cold and cheer-
less night.

Owing to the darkness and sameness
of everything around us, there was
some difficulty in locating the game;
but we found it, picketed the animals
in the best grass, dressed the beef, and
from it cooked and ate our supper,
after which we packed up and were
off for the camp. It was very dark,
and the wind, which increased in vio-
lence, was accompanied with dashes of
rain. A sudden fall in temperature also
added much, to our discomfort. Shaping
our course by the wind, which we still
thought to be coming from the west, we
plodded on; but, after traveling four
or five hours and finding no camp, the
conviction forced itself upon us that on
a very dark and gloomy night we were
lost in a wilderness. Finding ourselves
in a valley, at the base of a high and
rocky ridge which was too steep for
horses to climb, we ascended it on foot,

[Turn To Page 92]
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but could see nothing of the fire which
the boys in camp had promised to keep
burning. We then discharged six guns
in a volley, but could hear no respon-
sive sound. It being past midnight, we
returned to the valley, picketed the
animals, selected a guard by drawing
lots, posted the victim, and resigned
ourselves to fate.

The wind was sweeping down the
valley at a furious rate, and, as we
could find no shelter from its force,
we decided to build a windbreak from
the mass of loose rocks at the foot of
the hill; but the task had hardly been
commenced when some one suggested
that it was a good place for rattle-
snakes, and moving the rocks might
disturb them. We abandoned the
scheme at once. Having no fuel with
which to make a fire, and being fre-
quently treated to squalls of snow and
hail, together with the mournful howl-
ing of wolves which had scented our
meat, we passed a miserable night.

At the dawn of day we again as-
cended the hill, which proved to be one
of the highest in the vicinity, but we
could not recognize any landmarks. The
storm had spent its fury and through
rifts in the clouds could be seen clear
sky, and we were then able to locate
the cardinal points, by which it was dis-
covered that the wind was blowing
from the north, and our ignorance of
the change was the cause of all our
misery. Instead of traveling south, as
we should have done, we had taken a
due westerly course, keeping parallel
with the road and finally finding our-
selves about eight miles nearer Cali-
fornia than we cared to be that morn-
ing.

An hour’s travel in a southerly direc-
tion brought us to the road, where,
knowing that the company would not
break camp until we were heard from,
one of our party was selected by lot
to go and inform the company of our
safety. But a few minutes elapsed be-
fore the one chosen set out on his mis-
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stock of bread being nearly exhausted,
we were restricted to a purely animal
diet and lived on the flesh of the dee*,
antelope, elk, bighorn, beaver and jack-
rabbit.

Beavers along Little Sandy were
quite numerous, and wherever there
were trees near the banks we found
traces of their work. We saw trees one
foot through which had been cut down
with their teeth.

We were crossing the highest moun-
tains in the Wind River range, and the
most of us enjoyed the immensity of
that elevated region. We met no In-
dians after leaving the Sweetwater, but
while traversing the territory of the
Blackfeet (a jealous and warlike
people) the nightwatch was doubled.
Twelve men were assigned their sta-
tions at sunset and relieved at mid-
night by twelve others, who remained
on their beats until sunrise the next
morning. As we were never troubled
with insomnia, this extra guard duty
was a little trying. As an additional
precaution, we placed a sentinel on a
high point during our noon halts to
give warning of the approach of In-
dians and watch for game. Volunteers
were never lacking for that service,
for when armed with the Doctor’s
field-glass (as was usually the case)
they had opportunities which few could
hope to enjoy.

The General was anxious to meet
some of the Blackfeet, for in former
years he had been well acquainted with
many of their hunters, and felt con-
fident that a renewal of the old ac-
guaintance would be a sure guarantee
of good treatment by the hunters of
the tribe as long as we remained in their
territory.

Our men at this time, notwithstand-
ing the animal diet, were all enjoying
excellent health, and, although we slept
in the open air with no covering but
our blankets to protect us from the

frosty atmosphere, not a cold had been
[Turn To Page 96]
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contracted and no complaints were
heard from any one.

On July 30th the advance guard was
off early looking for a passage through
the next range, for we seemed to be in
a deep hole and surrounded by rugged
mountains and conical peaks. We
traveled up the Little Sandy in a north-
west course for five or six miles, where
we struck a tributary of the river, and
up this stream, in a westerly course by
a difficult and dangerous trail we toiled
until about 2 p. m., when we were re-
garded by striking a fine mountain
park in which to halt for dinner.

In the little valley of fifteen or
twenty acres, nestling between moun-
tain peaks, we found everything needed
for our comfort. Even the deer, which

[Turn To Page 98
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furnished the meat for our dinner, was
captured on the spot by the hunters
who were in advance of our train. The
valley was pronounced the most pic-
turesque mountain park yet seen, and
_many of our party would have liked to
camp there for a day. There was no
timber within view except small ever-
greens and thickets of service-berry
bushes.

The brooklet along which we rested
was coursing through a modest little
canyon, twenty feet deep in some
places, and at one point not more than
four or five feet across the top. A small
field of snow on the north side of a
mountain peak furnished water for a
beautiful little cascade, which was leap-
ing from a shelf of solid rock, with a
perpendicular fall of twenty-five or
thirty feet, which, with its crystal
waters shimmering in the sunlight,
formed a scene of rare beauty.

About two hours were spent in. that
mountain retreat, which proved to be a
fine field for students in geology, while

The response to
of this

oor

first
pocket-sized magazine has

in these little valleys, with rare plants
in brilliant bloom, the botanist loves to
linger.

While at our halt, two bears were
sighted by the lookout among the berry
bushes, in a gorge not far from camp.
Twenty armed men, with their dinners
half eaten, followed them for more than
an hour, but the bears got away with-
out a scratch; not so the men, for
they returned with rent clothing and
many small wounds, resulting from
forcing their way through the brush.

We worked our .way down the west
side of the ridge, and some time after
dark formed a camp on the west side
of the Big Sandy River, where, being
well supplied with grass, fuel and ven-
ison, the fatigues of the day were
forgotten in refreshing sleep, of which
he who has never led a pair of stub-
born mules across the Rocky Moun-
tains, with wild game as his only food,
knows nothing.
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