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FOR REAL JOB SECURITY
-GET |.C.S. TRAINING

“You can stop worrying, Jane.
My job’s secure now! And here’s
the insurance policy to prove it—
my I.C.S. diploma!”

This feeling of security is
probably typical of every I.C.S.
graduate. Because —as the job
situation gets tighter, the man
with 1.C.S. training has the
advantage.

Why? Your I.C.S. diploma tells
your present employer three im-
portant things: (1) You want to
make the most of your present job.

For Real Job Security — Get I.

INTERNATIONAL

BOX 6011-E, SCRANTON 9, PENNA

(2) You have the training you
need for advancement. (3) You
look for better ways of doing things
on your own.

W hat you do about your fu-
ture is up to you. Do nothing
and stay at your present job at
the same old pay. Or earn an
1.C.S. diploma in your spare
time for security, promotions,
more payl Your first step is to
mark the course that interests
you in the coupon below, and
mail it to us.

Free books

We’ll send you two interesting
books. The first, “How to Suc-
ceed,” is a gold mine of helpful
tips. Points out many small things
in your personality and behavior
that can make the difference be-
tween success and failure. The
second book tells you about the
opportunities in the field of your
choice.

S. Training!

Costs pennies a day

Many an I.C.S. student has made
up the cost of his course in one
month with the salary increase his
I1.C.S. training earned for him. By
studying at home in your spare
time, you pay yourself many times
an hour more than you’re now
making. (One student reports —
“My 1.C.S. course was worth $95
an hour to me.”)

The security of your pres-
ent job—or the success in find-
ing the new job you’ve always
wanted—is in your hands. Move
ahead with 1. C.S. training
while others stay behind on the
routine, small-pay jobs. Re-
member, your first step to se-
curity and success is to mail
this coupon. Take a few min-

utes and do it now. If you put
it off, it can cost you your
future.

1.C.S., Scranton 9, Penna.
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CAR BURNING OIL??
Engineer’s Discovery Stops it Quic
Withowt A Certt For Mechenical Repairs!

If your car is using too much oil—if it is sluggish, hard
to start, slow on pickup, lacks pep and power—you are
paying good money for oil that’s burning up tn your
engine instead of providing lubrication. Why? Because
your engine is leaking. Friction has worn a gap between
pistons and cylinder wall. Oil is pumping up into the
combustion chamber, fouling your motor with carbon.
Gas is exploding down through this gap, going to waste,

SAVE $SO TO SISO REPAIR 81U

Before you spend $50.00 to $150.00 for
an engine overhaul, read how you can fin
that leaky engine yourself, in just a few
minutes, without buying a single new
part, without even taking your engine
down. It's almost as easy as squeezing
toothpaste ot shaving cream out of e
tube, thanks to the discovery of a new
miracle substance called Power Seal. This
revolutionary, new compound combines
the lubricating qualities of Moly, the "greasy" wonder
(netal, with the leak-sealing properties of Vermiculite. the
mineral product whose particles expand under heat. (Up
to 30 times original size.)
Just squeeze Power-Sea! out of the tube into your motor’s
cylinders through the spark plug openings. It will spread
over pistons, piston rings and cylinder walls as your engine
funs and it will PLATE every surface with a smooth, shiny,
metallic film that won't come oflt No amount of pressure
Can scrape it off. No amount of heat can break it down.
It fills the cracks, scratches and scorings caused by engine
wear. It closes the gap between worn piston rings and
cylinders with an automatic self-expanding seal that stops
QOil pumping, stops gas blow-by and restores compression.
No more piston slapping; no more engine knocks. You
get more power, speed, mileage.
This genuine plating is seif-lubricating too for Moly, the
greasy metal lubricant, reduces friction as nothing else can!
T* is the only lubricant indestructible enough to be used
fat U. S. atomic energy plants and jet engines. It never
drains down, never leaves your engine dry. Even after your
tar has been standing lot weeks, even in coldest weather,
you can start it in a flash, because the lubrication is in the
metal itself. That's why you'll need amazingly little oil;
you’ll get hundreds.even thousands of more miles per quart.

TRY IT TREE)

You don’t risk a penny. Prove to yourself that
Power-Seal will make your car run like new. Put it f

POWER SEAL MAKES WORN OUT TAXI ENGINE RL'N LIKE HEW

Hern are the Test Engineer's notarized figures showing tfi*
Sensational increase in compression obtained in a 1950 De Soto
«a« that had tun for 93,086 miles. Just one POWER SEAL
Injection increased pep and power, reduced gas consumption,
tut oil burning nearly 50%.

ol1 ofz Cyll Cy4 th $ Ol6
REfoge ton* «au*. tesibt. wit* * tooa*
m mm, usibs. HI'I*. 115 Iks. 115 Iks. 115 Iks.

RUT INVESTMENT WE EVER MADE, SAYS DRIVER-OWNER

"We simply inserted the POWEIf SEAL per instructions and
made no other repairs or adjustments. Compression readings
were taken before and after and showed a big improvement ta
both cars. As a result the engine gained » lot more pick-up
and power which was especially noticeable on hills. Whar
Impressed us most was the sharp seduction in oil consumption,
la one cab, we've actually been saving a quart a day and figure
w» have saved tlIl.ZO on oil alone since the POWER SEAL,
was applied a mopdi ago. In the othef cab, oil consumption
was cut practically in half. We have also been getting better
gas mileage. All tn all, POWER SEAL turned out to be iust
about the best investment wc ever made. It paid for itself In
two weeks and has been taving money for us ever since, tn
bay nothing of postponing the cost of major overhauls that
would have run into real money." Town Taxi, Douglanon, N. Y.

SEND NO MONEYI

Simply send the coupon and your Power-Seal injection will be

nt to you at once C.O.D. plus postage and handling charges,

to save the postage ana handling charges, simply enclose

RIl payment with the coupon. For 6-cylinder cars order the

Regular Size, eely M.95. For 8 cylinder cars order the Jumbo

Sue, $7.95. Power-Seal is now available only by mail from us.
Send the coupon at once.

Y
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RUDSON AUTOMOTIVE INDUSTRIES Wdf%S
Dept. DA-5, 400 Madison Ave.
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Department of Special

RANGE

E LAST of the important cat-
I tle wars wes the somewhat fa-
which nmous “rustler V\ar;’m%felgz, rlg
ich a cagFJalgn Ves t
cattlemen Wyoming against the
rustlers of Johnson County, \Wyoming.
This “war” wes not without its opera-
bouffe aspects, though it wes venti-
lated for each day for over three weeks
in the daily press, and heralded to the
corners of the world. It wes very much
an affair of going after rustlers with
a brass band, and it did not result so

W AR

Features
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by Harold Gluck

successfully as wes hoped by the lead-
ers of the project.

Only two nen were killed in this
“war,” yet the matter attracted far
nore attention than similar clash
that ever occurred in the cattle coun-
try. This wes sinply because of the
newspaper notoriety it had An old
comren covered the case grfectly
when he said: “There might
ty-five men killed each day down in
Lincoln County in the old times, and

[Turn To Page 83]
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Movies/ Plays, Nature,

NOW!

GET CLOSE-UP
VIEWS ALL DAY

WITHOUT
FATIGUE!

IMPORTED FROM

GERMANY

Here for (he first time— Germany's famous SPEKTOSCOPES—o revolutionary concept in'binoculars. Wear them
tike ordinary eye glasses— hour after hour— without fatigue. Feather weight—only 1 ox. You'll hardly FEEt,
them! Yet here is a new, truly powerful optical design that gives you greater range than many expensive opera
or field glasses and a far greater field of view than some selling for many times more! Has INDIVIDUAL eye
focusing for clear, sharp viewing, whether you're looking at a play in the first row or a seashore scene mile*
away! SPEKTOSCOPES are ideal for indoors, outdoors or distant scenes or dose-by viewing. Special low price
— 1.98 a saving of $6.00 or more!

TRY AT OUR RISK— NO OBLIGATION!

Enjoy at our risk for 5 days. You must fa* d.light.dl Olh.rwis* your 1.98 will fa* refunded with no question*
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.The riders poured lead into the Opera House as they plunged down the street.
The return fire was effective; two dropped.
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First, it had been old Doe Guthrie, Then, the dry-gulcher
had tried to kill Raiken, and others. What did he ex-
pect to prove by these killings? Charles asked himself.

BUSHWHACKER™S
REVENGE

a long building fronting Tuc-
son’s main street, and in the of-
fice of the proprietor and manager,
Roger Fenton, at that noment sat
Doctor Charles Bowman.

"We're glad to have you here, Doc,”

F ENTON'S Mansion House wses

By J. J. Mathews

Fenton wes saying. “This toan has
need of a leech Y’see, we lost our
only doctor three days ago, o you just
core at the right time. You look rather
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young, but | suppose you know your
business.”

“l hope so, sir,” said Charles. “I
spent a year and a half working in New
York hospitals. | came out here to find
a practice for myself.” )

“I' reckon you've foud it, Doc,”
said the middleaged Fenton. “This
town is gromn’ fast and thar will be

. Also, thar’s a
you can have. Doc
Dan Guthrie’s dld place is right on the
corner of this building.”

“What happened to Doctor Guth-
rie?”

Fenton glanced at Charles dubious-
ly, and stroked his chin. “Wal,” he said
slowly, “you m('%m say that he died of
gnd Ieaidnationd t\l/(\opoi heavyooa“rizll

. He drank purty A
he wes found one momin’ in the street
with a forty-five slug in his back.”
" “Gosh!” said Charles. “Who shot

im?”’

“No ore rightly knows. But the toan
thinks that the Doc ran foul o’ John
Raiker.”

“John Raiker? Who is he?”

“Wal, he sorta runs the
thinks he does. He owrs the
the largest saloon in Toos’n; he also
owns the Op'ry House and sore other
peoperty. He likes to run things his
own way, and he’s got plenty gunmen
in his pay. It ain't safe to go aginst his
wishes. You use a gun?”

“I"ve never handled ore in life.”

“Ummm,” said Fenton. “It’s a use-
ful tool in a fightin’ place like this.”

“l can fight—with my fists,” said
Charles. “lI wes the middleneight
chanmpion of Transylvania School, but
I've never had any occasion to use a
gun. Per I could learmn, although a
doctor’s job is to cure the injured, not
cause Injuries.”

“He to protect himself,” said
Fenton. “You'll ke needin’ a nurse as-
sistant, 1 reckon?”’

“I don't think so,” said Charles. “I
don't expect to le very busy for some

time.”
Fenton looked at Charles’ hand-

someness. “You don't know—you just

don't know;” he said sagely. “Wal, |
%gt a nurse for you and | guess she’'d
right handy. She’s workin’ for ne at
the nmoment—doin’ My books—ut
that don’t matter. You see, she wes the
nurse for the last doc—she’s Guthrie’s
darter, Caroline. SO she knows her
work”
“You mean that Dr. Guthrie had a
daughter?”’
“Yep, though his wife died years
g?o. Carrie’s a nice girl, nineteen-year-
d and she understands the last
leech’s tools. Come with e and I’ll
show you the fixin's. | told Carrie to
straighten things up, so | suppose she’s
there, Ir’]II only charge you forty dollars
a month.”

'"'T’HEY WENT out through the wick,
front door, on to the veranda and
along to the roons at the cormer. There
were two of them neither very lar
a V\altlngl}consutmltlng room : a
surgery. In surgery a girl wes
donn on her knees scrubbing the bare
boards of the floor. She | w in
embarrassment as they entered, and
Charles saw a very pretty and well-
formed girl, with dark hair, and
ing eyelashes over intelligent eyes.

“Carrie,” said Fenton, “this is the

new doc—Doctor Bowman. He’s hirin’
as nurse if it’s all right with you—
at fifty dollars per month.”

Charles opered his mouth to protest.
He could not afford to hire an assist-
ant, even at that price, but one look at
the girl’s eager face made him change
his mind He would get the nmoney
somehow, even if he had to meke Fen-
gge “V\gg[ for the frgrmtal_qymim Fenton

anyhowy, ng matters so
much in his oan hands.

“How do you do?”’ he said to the
girl. “It looks as though you'e started
work already.”

The girl blew a wisp of hair out of
her eyes. “The dust accumulates so
fast,” she said “I’ll be glad to work
for you, Dr. Bowman, although | have
]rcmﬁrbeentrainedbyanyombutn”y
ather.”

“And that’s plenty,” said Fenton.



BUSHWHACKER’S REVENGE n

“Doc Guthrie wes ore fire leech, and
you wouldn't find a better. Wal, Do,
you better get your shingle out. Thar’s
on’y ore signwriter in Toos’n, and I'll
serd him in to see you. Wal, | better
go back to my chores.”

He went out, and Charles felt rather
shy. He wandered around the rooms,
looking at the late doctor’s old vol-
umes, examining the fittings and Im
plemrents. At last he went back to the
girl as she wes carrying out a bucket
of dirty water to throw in the street.

“Your father left quite a deal of val-
uable _n”gglerial here,” rF told marffor(lj
guess it belongs to you. | cannot
to buy it from you just yet, but later,
if | meke any nmoney—"

“I think it must belong to Mr. Fen-
ton,” she replied “We oned him quite
a lot of rent. He has been very kind”

“He struck me that way,” said
d‘l‘a‘tq%" | enptied the bucket, put i

e girl empti , put it
takch/\n, ar\dI wiped her handsm_ . It v_\oﬁt

e e to get things straight-
ened,” sheosrﬂ}gd.

A shadow darkened the sunny door-
way, and Charles saw a young nan
standing there, handsone In a sone-
what reckless way, and he looked at
Charles with curiosity and a slight ani-
nosity.

Carrie hastened to nmeke the intro-
ductions. “Ch, Doctor, this is Wl
Fitch—the new doctor, Dr. Bowman.”

The men shook hands.

“Gad to know you, Doc,” said WlI.
“It’s nice to know thar’s a doctor in
the town. Not that Carrie weren't plen
ty, but—wal, a man—"

aughed. “Don’t get embar-

rassed, WAll,” she said. “l know what

S

St asice. “I'll go get ny
things,” he said. “Pardon me.”

He went back to Fenton’s office,
where he had left his cases of surgical
instruments, although he hed a
room upstairs. <

“How do you like it, Doc?” asked
Fenton.

“Quite good,” said Charles. “Miss

Guthrie tells me you oan all the stuff,
for back rent.”
SR T L
said. “It belongs to her. rent
they oned wes wiped out with his
death. But dont let that give you
similar ideas, young feller. Don’t you
be oM’ rent when sonmeore puts a
slug into you.”
Charles smiled whyly. “Youre a
very cheerful man, Fenton. By the

| just met a fellow naned
Wl Fiteh o9

“S you met WAll, eh? Wal, you
might as wal get used to it—he’s been
chasin’t after Carrie for years. Her fa-
ther didn't like him so his road hasn't
been too easy.”

“And what do you think of him?”

Fenton shrugged. “Will’s all right,
| guess. He lives with his family on a
farm a few miles outta town. Just an
ordinary lad.”
be“II see,” said Charlkejseﬁ‘)‘rThen I rln'ght

sl nurse e ve :
in this town at night?”

“You can gamble, can drink in
the saloors, you cany[():uhase WOEN—
but 1 guess nost 0’ the towwn will be
at the Opry House tonight to see
Wolffe’s Wild West Troupe.”

TTIE MAIN act on the bill wes
A Rosie Fletcher, and she wes greet-
ed with cheers. A netal plate wes
erected as a back-stop for her bullets,
and after a demonstration of r
twisting, cutting cheroots in two with a
bull-whip and such like feats, she got
tc_)ﬂvvork with a sixgun and a Sharps
rifle.

She wes attractively dressed in a
wdte Mexican sombrero, a fringed
hpleldglrdacket, high leather riding
booats, her very handsome upper
legs were covered pink tights. In
fact, her appearance wes so attractive
as to take the men’s minds off her ex-
pertness. Around her waist wes slung
a double cartridge belt, supporting two
sixguns in holsters.

She began with the rifle, the
metal plate, an ace of Wes
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pinned She tumed her back on it
faced the audience, placed the rifle
over her shoulder, glanced in a srall
hand mirror, and fired Wblffe, in top
hat and long coat, took the ace to the
front of the stage and showed the hole
in the center, amid great applause.

In the meantime, a slab of heavy
timber had t(ien heere]E:Ited angt qe?%e%lob
Rosie put aside the rifle St to
the center-board.

“Ladies and gents,” she said, “l now
iSsLe a crﬁe{lenge toh your gunsslicks to
come re on-the stage. men
who caLﬁ shoot straighter wAmée
warded with a kiss. Now, what about
it, gents?”

A roar of talking took place as men
urged their champions forwerd. But the
champions were not eager, in spite of
the promised reward.

A tall man in a top hat stood
the front seat. Charles gathered from
the cries of the crond that this wes
John Raiker, the owner of the Opera
House. He wes in his early thirties,
wore his fair hair long, and he had a
fair noustache. He held up his hand
for silence.

Silence came quickly, showing the
power of the man.

“I"d like to nominate Red Cotter for
that kiss,” said Raiker.

“Trot him up,” said Rosie, with a
grin, her hands on her hips.

“Red stood up. He wes a sirell men,
about twenty-five, with flaming red
hair similar to Rosie’s onn. He carried
two guns, and his hard-bitten face
wes, at the monment, as red as his hair.
Urged by his boss, he clambered on to

he stage. The crond cheered and
ﬁlled out instructions. Rosie held up

r hand for silence.

Red,” she said. “This is
how the contest will be conducted. On
that board a card will be placed, after

we have turned our backs to it. You
and e will face the other way with
our ams above our heads. At the count
of three, we will swing round, draw
arr]]d ;ire, trying to hit the card. You get
that?”

“One-two-three!” said Wolffe, and
the two went into action.

Red Cotter wes a noted gunman,
and he wes alnost lightning quick He
swung round, sighted the card as he
drew; and brought up his gun. A gun
fired at his left, and he saw the card
flick His oan shat, a half-second later,
missed the card altogether. He wes not
in the sare class as Rosie. There wes
a roar of cheering.

Raiker, still on the , held up
his hand. “Folks,” he said, *“I backed
the wrong bass, but the little lady has
the advantage here. She is doing this
every day. and is in constant practice;
she Is used to the stage and is not nerv-
ous; this set-up is old stuff to her—but
not to Red. | would like to set a little
contest if she don't mind”

“Co right ahead,” said Rosie.

“Wal,” said Raiker, “on the back
wvall o' the hall, thar is bangin’ a pic-
ture 0’ Shakespeare. 1'd say that wes
forty feet anay. It is hangin’ by fire
wires, It is ten feet over everyore's
head. Do you think you can cut that
wire with a slug?”

“l know | can,” said Rosie, “but
you better not meke this sharpshoot
Ing Red mightn’t get his gun up fast
enough, and put a slug into somebody.”

There wes a roar of laughter, and
Red went redder than ever.

“You need not turn your backs,”
sald Raiker. “Just put up your hands
urtil the word three. Can you see the
wire?

“Just,” said Rosie, “but that’s
w What about the danmege to the

“Don't worry about that,” said
Raiker. “l oan this place. Can you see
the wire, Red?”

“Shore!”

“Good Now, hands up. One, two,
three!” ]

The audience half-ducked, keeping
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their eg{es on the contestants. Down
ed’s right hand, doan canme
both Rosie’s hands. Se moved much
quicker than Red, and she drew both
guns, bringing them up with lightning
Speed. The right fired and, like
gh ﬂftlcker of hght, she d(go;[hemborir
i —changl agun for the other
by dn rI‘(gue right hand gun and
catchlng the left hand gun in her I’I?
hand, and the other gun in her left
hand. The new gun fired at the sane
time as Red's, she getting in two shots
'g)uthl_s meovelt?josslﬁevxes all_n%t t?oIOb' it,
it pr wes sinply playing
with Red in the earlier contest.
Rosie’s first shot had cut the wire,
and the picture had fallen. Her second
shot had smeshed the frane of the fall-
ing picture, the bullet passing close
over the heads of those standing along
the back
The cond wert med with en
thusiasm  Rosie holstered her
smartly, bowned to the crond, turmed to
the abashed Red, seized his red hair,
kissed him on the brow; bowed again,
waved a hand, and went off.

HARLES BOW-
MAN started work
the folloning day.
Caroline Guthrie
shoned him her fa-
ther’s books, and he
fourd many unfin
ished cases, includ-
ing some confine-
ments quite close to
fulfilliment He de
cided to meke his rounds of these pa-
tients to introduce hineelf, and see
what he could do for them For this

g:(n}nse he packed a little, black
borra/\egag horse from Roger I%ﬁ

ton
His shingle wes hung out during the
day while he wes out of town touring

the outlying farmrs, and it wes nearly
sundown when he retumed, rather
weary and very dusty, to Tucson. He

stabled the horse in the shed back of
the Mansion House. He wes coming
from the shed in the half-light, when
he bmped into a man.
“Sorry,” said Charles.

Thennnmesahgagfellwv as big as
Charles hinrself, and he wes drunk He
glared at Charles. Alnt no use bein’
sorry,” he snarled. “You ain't pushin’
Sam Hamilton about like that for noth-
in.

“I've said I’'m sorry,” said Charles,
and went tolpass on od
But Hamilton wes a nasty-tempert
person when drunk He grabbed the
you doctor’s arm and h|m
ch , then aimed a punch at

in

Charles saw the blow coming with
plenty of time to spare. He ducked the
swing, and then stepped in and jolted
a short, right hand punch to Sam'’s jaw.
S, TR
st away—to be jolt rther

a left and right which sent him flat on
h|s backd

“You di Sam gettlng
on to one eba/vvxhle he tore out
gun. “I’ll fill ya with lead.”

Charles wes unarmed. He debated
Jjumping in and trying to get the gun,
but he would not have time. Sam wes
dranming back the hammer—.

A gun roared and Sam’s gun went
flying. Sam glared down at his bloody
hand smeshed by a heavy bullet

“Never draw on an unamed nan,
pardner,” said a fermale woice, and
Charles looked up.

At ore of the back upstairs win
dons wes Rosie Fletcher, a six-gun in
her hand

“That wes a very neat bit of punch
|ng you did there, stranger,” she said,
mtﬁstsaremtrrwhgoodagamsta
coyote er%g n V\hyNDStdrgnen in Afr;zo
ne.carry a 't you?

“I'ma doctoergfrom the East,” said
Charles. “Thank you very much for
savlr‘g my life.”

“Think nothing of it,” said Rosie.
“You must have saved a lot of lives in
your time.”

Sam had staggered off into the twi-
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light, whimpering, and nursing his in-
jured hand. He wes murmuring some-
thing about a “leech.”

les called after himt “Here, let
me look at that hand!” But Sam hed

gore.

“Let him go, Doc,” called Rosie,
“and take ne into supper.”

“I’d be glad to,” saild Charles.

“I’ll see you at the dining room en
trance in two minutes,” said Rosie, and
vanished from view

It wes three minutes later when
Rosie joined Charles, but pel_‘rafs she
had the extra minute wisely. Se
waes certainly a colorful personality, as
well as being pretty. Charles felt rath-
er bashful as he escorted her to a ta-
ble, with all eyes upon them He felt
slightly proud, too, because nwost of
the men’s eyes were erviols. The eyes
of the womenfolk were scomful—and
Jealous.

“You certainly create a sensation,”
he remarked to Rosie as they sat down,

Rosie sh . “All part of the
act,” she said “I to advertise.
We show folks are al , you know.”

“Not all fake,” said Charles. “l saw
your show last night, and you can't
tell ne your act wes fake.”

“Not exactly fake,” said Rosie, “but
I make it look a lot harder than it is.
You seg, it all comes from practifore—
doing the same thing over and over, so
that the job becoes easy. But Raiker
put a stiff one up to e in that picture-
shooting bit. That wes not pre-ar-
ranged, although Wblffe says he will
arrange sonmething like that in future,
it is such a good stunt.”

Charles laughed “Have you ever
played in New York?”

f “SLIJre. That’s where | come féalorln I
irst learned shoating in a gallery
cmnedbyrryn%lher. Then | went on
the stage—I wes only a kid then—six

in the chorus of “The Chil-
dren of the Wood' at Niblo's Garden
Theatre.”

“l know it—on Broadway!” said
Charles enthusiastically.

The two of them were so busy swep-

%ng storgersﬁggl New r\g%hat tmyy
got t e arou as tl
ate. The nmeal ended, and they still sat
there talking.

In the middle of a sentence, Charles
pau?ed to find Carolire at his ellbow

“I’'m sorry to Interrupt your Supper,
Doctor,” sa%l the girl, her eyes upon
him and seemingly not seeing Rosie.
“There is a patient waiting for you.”

“And an audience will be soon wait-
ing for me,”” put in Rosie. “How about
tomorrow norning, when 1I’ll show you
soe i tricks with a sixgun?”’
~ “I'd e delighted,” said Charles, ris-
g

Caroline had turned, and wes walk-
ing back toward the door of the dinirg
room Rosie’s folloned her. “
very pretty girl,” she said, and added,
in her direct way: “Yours?”

et e
only arri yesterday. IS my
nurse, and she has a young man.”

Rosie watched the girl walk from
the room and then her eyes came back
to Charles questioningly.

“So she has a young man,” she said
“Then, why don't she like me? Maybe
§he§drm satisfied. \r/\éell, Doc, I’gblqall
in you in the noming. Going
to the sig“g{/vtonight?”

“I might as well.”

“Then | might see you after the
show;” sald Rosie. “So long” They
had reached the door. Sre turmed for
a final word. “And don't flirt with your
little nurse. She’s too serious—she
plays only for keeps.”

Charles | “What gives you
the idea | would flirt with anyone?”

“You,” said Rosie, and made for the
stairs.

/CHARLES tumed in at the door of
A his surgery. A men wes standing
in his waiting room_nursing a right
hand in a dirty, stained ban-
dama. It wes the drunk he had hit, and
the marks of his punches were plain
on the man’s face. Sam wes almost so-
loer nrlwv the pain having achieved that
miracle.
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When he saw Charles, he stopped
nursing his right hand, and his left
hand flew toward a gun

Charles stopped just |rs|de the door-
way. “Don’t be a fool!” he said sharp-
ly. “If you shoot me, who will attend
to your hand?”

Sam paused. “Are you the leech?”
he asked

“I am the new doctor, yes. | amnalso
unarmed. Cone in here and show ne
your hand.”

He V\fglr1t into his surgery. Sagf1
paused a moment, a spasm
pain in his hand, andogtobdtodefer
shooting the doctor. He folloned
Charles. Caroline had a dish of water
readly.

“You could hae weshed this,
nurse,” said Charles.

“l didnt like to touch it,” said
Carolire. “I expected you any nomert,
then | went searching for you.”

“l see” saild Charles, and got to
work on the wound

Sam refused a whiff of ether, and
stood white-faced while the doctor and
Caroline worked over his injured hand
Al last they were finished, and Charles
offered Sam a stiff shot of corn whisky.
Sam swalloned it at a gulp, and soe
color returned to his cheeks as the fiery
flud went to work

“How much | owe you, Doc?” he
asked.

Charles looked at him “How nuch
do you think?” he said.

“l reckon | owne you a hot slug,”
said Sam ““because you got e this.
But | been thinkin’ V\hlle you worked,
and | guess it weren't all r fault.”

“We'll blane it on the booze,” said

Charles.

“Except them punches you handed
me,” said Sam “I’m gonna pay them
back when my hand gets right. You
never shot ne, but 1 know who did.”

Charles grinned. ““You are not going
to try and outdraw Rosie, are you?” he

said Ddyouseetheshwvlast

night?”
“No, but | d she wes greased
Iightnin’—and I she’s accurate.

Stll, we'll see. Thar’s two dollars. That

settles with you,” Sam said, thromng
the on the table.

“Now go horre to bed,” said Charles.
“You don't want that hand to tumn
septic—and you have too much alcohol
in your blood as it is.”

H Sam went out. Charles similed after
im

“So that women shot him” said
Carolire.

“Rosie? Yes. He attacked ne and |
knocked him doann She nmust have
been watching from her window He
devvagnardshesknthlmlnthe

hand—saving my life, 1 guess
“l seg,” said Carollne and turmed to
clean up.

Charles weshed his hands in a dish
“You are very efficient,” he obsenved.
“Thank you,” she replied
They both looked up as someore en-
tered the waiting room crossed it, and
Is:t_ in the dooray. It was Wl
itch.
“Howdy,” he said curtly. “I t
you would ke through afore this, Car-
rie. 1 got tickets for the Op'ry House,
and we gotta be early to get a seat.”
“I’'m not particular going,”
said Carolire.
“You should,” observed Charles. *
IS qEJ;te a frend mosie. |
“ your fri ie,
pec garollne tartly.
Yes espeually my friend Rosie,”
said Charles gravely.
“Thar you are, then,” said W,
“You can spare her, can't you, Doc?”
“Certainly,” said Charles. “l have
no cases tonight, and | will leave word
wdth Fenton that we can both be found
at the Opera House.”
“You are g@oing again tonight?”
asked Caroline.
Charles shrugged. “Might as well,”
he said. ““I have no taste for saloons or
dance halls or gambling.”
“I’ll ﬂol said Caroline to WML
C

“Wait ti hange.”

She went past Wll, and they heard
her footsteps clicking ‘along the veran-
da. Will glanced at the pile of blood-
stained rags in the weste receptacle.

“Had a patient?” he asked.
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“A man hed a slight accident with
a gun,” said Charles.

“Nasty work for a gal,” said WlI.
“The sooner Carrie marries e the bet-
ter. I'll take her anay from this.”

“l fancy she likes the work,” said
Charles. “Has she promised to marry
you? When is it to be?”

“I dunno,” said WIl. “She won't
say, and she ain’'t promised yet.”

“It might be a good idea not to men-
tion taking her anay from this work
She might like it so nuch she nay pre-
fer it to marriage. Is that what she
says?”’

“No. She says she won't marry e
until she finds out who put a slug into
her father. 1 been tlyin’ to find out, but
what chance have you without 3 clue?
He wes drinkin’ in Raiker’s (3IG 7 |
till about three in the morin—ithen
he staggered out, and o ore hears a
shot, and he’s found dead at sunup.
How can | find out who did it?”
“Haven't you any suspicion?”’

“I it wes oe of Raiker’s
crond, but how can | pin it on then? |
reckon she should drop the idea and get
married while she’s young. | ain't gon-
na wait till she’s old.”

h“l thought you were very fod of
er?”’

“l am Doc, | am . 1’d do any-
thin for Carrie. Bu\tAﬂyv\al, blymage
how it is. It seens impossible, don't
it?”

Charles nodded. “It certainly doesn't
look very promising,” he remarked.

HE OPERA House
wes packed again.
This tine the crond
WeS a ra.ﬁher oe,
and sewveral of the
front seaters were
drunk They nede
no bones that their
reason for coming
wes Rosie. The oth-
er acts got a bed

time.

The drunks kept chanting “Bring on
Rosie—we want Rosie!”

Bernard Wolffe came to the center
of the and held up his hand
“Hold , gents.” he said, when he
could be heard “I’m mighty pleased
that you like Rosie’s act—"

‘Tier legs!” roared a drunk

WnenIffe the laughter hed ht()]l/iedladcbl\n
Wolffe went on “I’m mighty glad you
like—er—Rosie. But we have a full
house tonight, and these other people
are entitled to see the rest of the [
You wouldn't like Rosie to do dl the
sow, would you?”

“Yes,” roared many VOICeS.

Wolffe shook his head in remon-
strance. “I thought you liked Rosie—
and yet you want to work her to death.
Besides, her act would not last all
night So I’'m afraid, gents, you will
just have to wait. Now; if you will
lﬂ—_”

. “WWe want Rosie—tring on Rosie!”

the chant began again.

“I'll go ad her!” yelled a bi
m_airll named T “If you won't—
W .11

He nmede for the stage, but Raiker,
Who wes again sitting in a front seet,
grabbed him as he was clambering up,
and pulled him back.

The man tumed and bleared at
Raiker. “You outa this, Raiker!”
he yelled, and his pels started to rise.

“This is my Qpry House” said
Raiker, “and while your’e in it, you'll
behave yourself.”

Jake pushed him back, and started
to clambor on to the stage again. Raik-
erixl d the seat of his pants and
hauled him back Jake turmed and hit
Raiker a glancing blow in the face—
and then ium broke loose.

Raiker struck back at Jake, and
ore of Jake’s drunken friends hit Raik-
er. Red Cotter, who wes standing er%
hit the friend. There were nore fri s
on both sides. Loose chairs were over-
turned, and worren screamed and mede
for the exits.

John Raiker and sone of his friends
reached the stage and stood to defend
it against all comers. Charles, without
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hinking twice, decided to join them
He pg?ﬂed his way through the mill-
ng throng, and started to attack the
drunks from bjt/heh_rear, having gf%uciéded
advantﬁe IS surprise ive.
Three of them went down before they
becarme aware of him Then the others
turned on this new . and Raik-
er and his friends found thenmselves
without . Charles stood in
the center of a nob, hitting out right
and left.

The crush wes so thick that there
wes no chance for anyore to swing a
chair, or even use a gun; it wes simply
short-arm punches at the nmost menac-
ing face.

With a yell of triumph, Raiker and
his men took flying dives uoon the
drunks surrounding Charles, and more
of the intoxicated ers went down
anong the tranpling feet. In a few
minutes it wes ower.

The sober ones had naturall
Odd fights in the cormers of hall
ggeeg C%trl n’opptert]je rrsgli_n I'ma:fg

. es a split lip
looked for his hat. Raiker picked it
up and handed it to him “You turmed
the tide in our favor, stranger,” said
the tonwn boss. “They outnumicered s
}V\oofor three dt% ortrg but kth'z%'/[b/rear sal-
y of yours di tric name’s
John Raiker. Shake.”

“I'm Dr. Charles Bownan,” said
Charles, shaking hands.

Raiker’s rons vwent up. His gun-
men were clearing the drunks out of
the hall, using their boots freely.

“A doctor?” said Raiker. “Wal, you
shore swing a wicked rignt and left
for a medico. What made you join the
fight?”

Charles grinred. “I’'m not quite
sure,” he said. “I suppose | just sort of

Won

like a fight. Maybe it waes because I'm
a friend of Rosie’s.”

“You are! She’s a nice gal. Congrat-
ulations.”

"I'm not that much of a friend.”
sald Charles. “We've met, that’s all.”

“You're not with the show?”’

Charles spoke carelessly, but he wes
V\atching Raiker. “Heaven’s, no!” he
said. “I’'mthe new doctor in the town;
I"e taken Dr. Guthrie’s place.”

Raiker’s face dd not change. He
nodded and smiled “That’s ” he
said “We reed a leech in this town
Care to cone over to lace for a
drink? The show seens to be busted.”

It was not “busted,” for at that mo-
ment Wolffe poked a cautious head
round the wings, scanned the hall, saw
that the drunks had been emptied out.
“Ladies and gents,” he yelled, “if you
will all resune your seats—if you can
find 'em—the show will go on where
it left off.”

‘;Ilt will,” %ly('js Rairléer, definitely.
“I’ll post my at the doors in case
any of them honores come back.”

MHARLES had a split lip and a
N blackening eye. There were sever-
al other casualties, but hone of them
wes_hurt sufficiently to need his pro-
fessional attention.

When Rosie came on the stage to do
her act, there was much peaceful ap-
plause. She ran her eyes along the
front seats and they fell on Charles,
noting especially his eye and lip. She
gﬁve Im a personal smile, went
through her paces.

“Have an for her to-
night?” les whispered to Raiker.

“No—thar’s no ore in toan could
hold a candle to her. What about you?
If you can use a gun like you can use
your fists—"

“l can't lsee a gun at all.”

“Then we'll just have to let Rosie be
the champ.”

After the show, Raiker and Charles
left together. They were standing out-
sice on the porch when Will Fitch and
Caroline came out.
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“CGood night,” said Charles.

“’Night,” said Will, but Caroline
didnotarwer.
““She o't speak to you while you're

vuth me,” said Raiker, with a chuckle.
“She’s a nice gal, is Carrie, but she
thinks I’'m a bad man. In fact, she
thinks | tomistoned her father.”
ualIAnd did you?” asked Charles, cas-
Y.
“Nope.” said Raiker. “But | know
who did!”

Charles wes startled. “How could
you know?” he asked.

“l wes told by someore who wit-
nessed the killing.”

“Why hasn't that someore told other
people?”

“This guy would talk to me—but
not to other people.”

“And who did the killing?” asked
Charles.

Raiker gave him a sharp glance.
“John Rei er never tells tales outta
school,” he saild “He minds his oan
business, and expects other people to
mind theirs.”

Charles smiled “Is that meant for
me?lf o ot hat W\al, all

“ want it t . ,
the dmyr?llé seem to have \!\be%yn absorbed
by the saloors. |1 guess the;;_are well
under the table by hey’re a
rondy bunch, and alvxays a nuisance
in toan. 1've had to have two of em
shot, and they are barred from my
saloon, They come from a few miles
out of tonn—the Lazy X ranch. |
guess | better tell Jim Jones, the ranrod
of the outfit, tokeephlsboysatMre
or they’II get hurt’

“You seem to give a lot of orders.”

“Someore hes to give ‘em” said
Raiker. “Art Wilson ows the ranch,
but he seldom comes to town He's
gettin’ old and he leaves things to
Jones. The boys are all right when
they're sober, but they must have got
rid of a lot of forty-rod while waitin’
for the show to start. And when they
gﬁfeslllder in, the sense goes out and
th y bfegm a ruckus. Wal, Red, how's
things?”’

The last wes to the small gunman,

V\mmdjust loored out of the dark-

Q K, boss. The X boys is

either out cold or has i home. |

quess there’ll be no nore trouble from
tonight.”

“Good Meet the new leech, Red.
Dr. Bowman—Red Cotter.”

Redpusfedouthismnd “Glad to

know . he said. “l al
e ko the - Sanboreb-— s
know when Ll one. You comin’
over to the boss?”’

Raiker looked at Charles. “How
about a drink, Doc?”

“Thanks,” said Charles “But |
thought I'd wait for Rosie.”
“In that case,” said Red, “I'll wait
with you.’
iker laughed “YQU get along to

I’ll comre along later.”

Aw Boss—she’s some gal! Wal,
beseelnyou Doc, but not too soon, |

Redvxas swalloned up by the night

n
agﬂ few noments later Rosie cane
from the Opera House.

“Ah” she said, “l see | have some
stage-door johnnies—but | can't see
theﬂa/\ersandthecandyorthehan
som cab.”

“l could a buckboard,” said
Ralker S\Aeggr)éogﬁ his hat.

“I dont vart my teeth shaken out

just yet,” said Rosie. “Ad V\hat |s
the next |on’> Supper, |

iker.1'd gl you rS"’h%% ta
Raiker. I’ er you t |ty
of the but | dont—" o

“Let’s meke it a threesome,” said
Charles. “That is, if it is all rlght with
the lady.”

6157 said Rosie. “Where is this

The three set off along the board-
walk ore each side of the girl, who
chatted gaily as they went.

HTHE ORIENTAL SALOON wes
quite a large place, built of frame
and garishly painted.
Raiker led the way across the dance
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floor. “I have a nice roomat the back
m‘%d good,” said Rosie, looki

| sai ie, ng
round her brightly, and quite uncon-
scious of all the eyes upon her. ““1 want
to see what is going on. What about
ore of alcoves on the gallery?”

“Just as you wish,” said Raiker, and
signalled a waiter. ]

They climbed the stairs. The place
wes fairly full, but it wes a big place
and could hald a lot of people without
Eing cra/\ded.rgg;\ikerl did thir% ig\rél

i . He a staff,
thgreV\a\y/\ere plenty Oz?rge dance girls.
Charles also noticed several hard-eved
men leaning casually against the walls,
V\hokstral ened a little Fartal;sllgm of
Raiker. Were presul gun
men-bouncers, and they were the rea-
son the place wes so peaceful at this
hour, although there wes plenty of
noise.

“Quite a place,” said Rosie, as they
entered an Ié\)loove “You do things in
style for the West. Sawdust on the
floor, too, instead of sand.”

“It’s better for dancing,” said Raik-
er, pulling out a chair for her, “and
costs very little.”

“This place must have cost you
sorething,” observed Charles.

“All | when | cae here,” said
Raiker. “But it has made me a lot
since. | guess it is the most lar
place in town. With the money I"ve got
from it, 1 built the Opry House, a
livery stage, a gereral store, and a few
other places. What are you eating?”’

When the waiter had left, Rosie
hung over the rail and looked down at
the scene below—and it looked back at
her. Charles saw Raiker regarding her
with undisguised admiration, and he
smiled dryly to hinrself. Raiker wes evi-
cently a men who liked to
things—and Rosie wes ore of those
things. But she was ore thing he could
never ., Charles told hinrself, from
what he seen of Rosie.

“Yep,” said Raiker, “I’ve made my-
self quite a power in this town.”

Rosie %glmed at him over her shoul-
der. “Is that good?” she asked

Raiker jurped a trifle. “I think so,”
he said

“To meke norey you have to be—
well—ruthless, | gather,” the girl said

“Wal,” said Raiker slomy, “I
wouldn't say that. It is a hard gane,
gettiln’ mhien the world, aanJI ylou’\hlgr
to play the gamre just a little r
than ?ge other man. You gotta be self-
ish in this world, othenmse you've got
nothing.”

“l don't know;” said Rosie thought-
fully. “I've battled, too—and | sup-
pose the Doctor hes battled to get
'ﬁ]r Ih hi?ees exans and permrgbpsa_y

is college Yet I’'mquite

I’'m satisfied with what 1’ve got, and
my work hurts . SOmetines it
gives a lat of pleasure, and makes peo-
ple forget the troubles they have been
given by somre selfish man with noney.
Ad the Doctor here. His work is not
selfish. He never thinks of the money
when he finds soe person in agony—
he just does his job and is happy to do
it. Most doctors are happy, but | nev-
er yet saw a country doctor with much
nmoney. You see what | mean?”

“l see what you mean,” said Raik-
er sloMy. “We're all entitled to our
oAN point o’ view.”

They ate their while Charles,
who really preferred to listen, talked
about New York. He felt sure Raik-
er never heard him for Raiker wes
watching Rosie. If ever Charles had
seen a men smitten hard, it wes Raik-
er. It wes nat as if the girl had tried to
ennmesh the saloon-keeper; she seenmed
to be trying to discourage him Per-
haps that W6 a new experience to
Raiker, and therefore much nmore nov-
el. She did slight encouragement to
Charles, but it wes so slight it could
hardly ke called encouragenment. Ros-
ie wes always sure of herself, and as
direct as her aim with a gun

After r the two men saw her
to the door of her room in the Man-
sion House. It wes very late then, and
Charles walked down to the front ver-
anda with Raiker. The Mansion House
wes asleep. The two men simoked their
cheroots for a moment in silence.
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“Rosie’s a great gal!” Raiker said
at last, “Wal, 1 better get some shut-
eye. Good night.”

“Good night,” said Charles, and
watched Raiker step out into the dim
street. _ _

Then something caught his eye
acrolss the road, and he yelled: “Look
out!”

S 4 r

OHN RAIKER dd
not stop to argue. He
had llaegrn bred in Aa

school of dangger.
the Il of waming
ropped flat—as
ﬁ”mﬁ-i‘aé?d- e
slug whi its way
%/er his head. Then
V&S Up, a gun in

his hand.

“Whar did it come from?” he called.
Charles wes already running. “This
way,” he said, meking for a maze of
stock oorrals which lired the other side

of the road. “l saw something move—it
na/e eye—then | saw a gleam of
Ilght strike steel. Looks like someone

wants to drygulch you.”
“I'm used to it,” grunted Raiker,
as they reached the rails of a corral.
They stood there, looking and lis-
tenlg There wes no nmoverrent, no

Ralker sniffed the snell of gun-
ponder. The shot must have come
from about here, but the shooter had
sllq%ed away into the darkness. To try
him in that meze of yards,
where he could slip under rails, would
be impossible, and extremely danger-
Ous. Ralker put avay | h|s oun
“Wal,” he said, “l guess | owne
sore thanks. That hombre had me
ined on his sights all right, but your
yeII Upset his aim 1 wonder who i

Charles wes relaxing from the sud-
den straln He found ease in facetious-
Ness. Perhaps it wes the same men
who shot Dr. Guthrie,” he said, with
a laugh.

Raiker tumed and stared through

the darkness. “Mebbe it was,” he said,
and his woice V\BS deadly serious.
“Thanks again, Doc. Now, you watch
out he don't get you. He won't be
friendly to you after this.”

Charles | and they crossed
the road Rai er st off
soon the darkness swall |m Lp
Charles went imside. A lowsturmed
lamp wes buming in the main hall at
thefootofrtlehestalrsfard hlsr:e\a/es
junped as he saw a figure in white
standing on the steps.

It wes Caroline, and she wes wear-
ing a wrap over a nlghtgw\n

“Is that you, Doctor?” she said, “I
—1I thought | heard a shot.”

“So you did” said Charles. “Sone
onetookapotshotat Raiker. But
they didn't hit him”

“Thats a pity!” the girl said bitter-
ly. “I hate that man. 1 meant to wam
you against him Doctor. It is not good
for your position in the town to be
seen with him and—"" She paused.

“And you think he nmekes a habit
of killing doctors?”

“Him—or his gunmen, under his

orders.”
should he want to kK'H

“But
your father? Are you sure he did it?”
if 1

“I'msure.”

“Perhaps | can be sure, too,
make a friend of him | rmybeableto
learn something for you.”

The girl wes silent for a moment,
tuning this over in her mind “How
can you e a friend to him?” she said
at last. “You'll be the next. How can
&be a friend to him when you are

after the ore girl?”

Then she tumed and fled up the
stairs, and he heard her door slam He
smiled a little to himself, and followed
sloMy after her.

THHE NEXT noming he fomd Rosie
A S|tt|ng in his V\altlng room “Morm-
in, > she said ““l thought you
{nght have some time for sone prac-
ice
Certalnly, said Charles.

They went through the Mansion

House, to where.there wes a large
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space of vacant land behind the back-

yards. It had an occasional tree in it

and upon ore of these Rosie pinned a

target. She then unbuckled ore of her

oun belts and showed Charles how to

F:t it on, adjusting it for his greater
ight, width and reach.

“l can show you only the beasic
tricks,” she sald “After that, it is con-
stant practice to becone perfect. That
won't come in a week or a nonth. You
will just have to keep at it until the
various drans become second nature.
In time you will not funble; the butt

C]the?énV\illsortofl into r
palm the gun will come free Wi

touching, and as you bring it Up to a
lire with your eye will quite un-
consciously thumb back the hanmer

Sﬁe that the gun i’fhe cocked. Ttrkl%n, when
t gets on the target, the merest
toucggf the trigger senc%e the bullet the
right way.”

For three solid hours they practised
grlge, }/énlt\ilw an aLdierI%eihoffsrrall

a gronnups. The fingers of a

sum are naturally supple and in
pe co-ordination with his brain, so
that Charles wes a quick learmer. Ros-
ie wes surprised at his aptitude, and
accused him of having had lessors be-
fore. He wes clunsy at first, and his
efforts mede her laugh, but after an
hour his novements were becoming
smoother; in two hours he had ac-
quired a little speed and confidence,
but he wes still missing the tree; by
the end of the third hour he could oc-
casionally hit the tree and his move-
ments had becone remerkably fluid

“It must be nearing lunch” said
Rosie. “I think that will be all for to-
da¥. You have come along remarkably
wvell. Now you keep that gun and belt,
and practise whenever you get a
chance.”

“You mean, to wear it all the time?”

“Why not? You're a man as well as
a doctor, and you never know when
you'll reed it. What if you mreet a rat-
tler out on the trail sometime?”

Charles nodded dubiously. “It seens
a strange thing for a doctor to wear,”

o Sarig' |“St“||’ it'lreelhsjyverrysery If rgo
on Wi a Colt
and a be?’? this afternoon.”

“What's wong with that gun?”

asked Rosie.
It's perfect. But

“Nothing.
yours.”

“Not now;” said Rosie. “l have a
dozen That ore is a bit heavy for e,
s0 | picked it out for you. Take it, as
a gift from teacher. And tonorrow
moming We'll have our second lesson.”

“It is very good of you to give e
this gun, but—"

“Forget it. All 1 can hope is that
you don't have to use it to protect
yourself. Not for a while, anyhow.”

“I could have done with it last ni
when Raiker and | left you,” Charles
remerked.

They were on the
house. Rosie
“You nean that Raiker—”’

Charles laughed “Oh, no, Raiker
did nothing. But, just as he wes going,
I saw a light gleam on a barrel In
the corrals opposite. | yelled a warn-
ing, and he ducked and missed the bul-
let that wes meant for him”

“How did you guess it wesn't meant
for you?”

“l never t ht of that” said
Chq)rles. “Who would want to drygulch

“You never know. Did the
bushwhacker?” you et

“No. He hed slipped through the
corrals.”

“It must be terrible to live a life
like Raiker,” observed Rosie. “He
tr_ruzsthaverna\dealotofenerrias in his
Ime.”

Charles chuckled. “You talked to
him like a Dutch uncle last night. And
| thought he wes going to propose to
you.”

Rosie smiled dryly. “Raiker isn't
type of man,” she said. “Having |

it's

back into the
looked at him

“I;d better drop in at the surgery
first. Then, I've got to neke ny
rounds.”

“Good. I'll borrow a horse and come
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with you. | would like to see the coun-
try, and | won't be here very long. Onh,
by the way, does nursie go on your
rounds, too?”

“NO_”

“Better still. You don’'t mind?”’

“Not at all,” said Charles, “but—"

He paused

“You are afraid it might ro-
mise me? Don't worry, we show folks
haven't reputations amyway. Or
are aid it might compromise
you?”’

Charles grinred  “l don't mind
that,” he said

AN HOUR later Rosie and Charles

rode anay to the west. Charles
had a wick area to cower, al h
there were not a great calls,
houses being scattered. Rosle rode be-
side him and they laughed and chat-
ted gaily. She wes a great companion,
Charles t ht. She did not try to im
press himwith her sex.

They reached the furthest farm:
house, drank a julep each from the
farmer’s stock, and prepared to re-
tumn. The sun wes sliding doan the
heavens, but they had only a straight
rice back, with no calls.

Trle%/ mounted their horses and
started back After a mile they came
to a copse of trees which grew close be-
side the road for some distance.

“I think I’ll stop here and get e a
switch,” said Rosie. “I didn't bring a
quirt, and | lost the switch | had.”

“I’ll get you one,” said Charles.

They stopped in the trees, ad
Charles dismounted and hunted around
for a nice, green, pliant switch. He
found ore at last, and when he reached
the horses again he found Rosie hed
dismounted. He handed her the switch,
and prepared to help her on to her

He didnt know quite how it hap-
but it did Rosie’s arms went

round his neck, her red hair brushed
his face, and then her soft lips were
pressing on his mouth. His arms went
round her, and he pressed her close,
and for a moment he forgot everything

but the feel of her lips and her warm
body pressed against his own Sudden
h/ea(rje woke up, and pulled back his

“That—that Wbs sudden!” wes all
he could say.

Sre laughed softly. “It wes nice,”
ihesaid. “But | m‘c‘:jr%mm

ou are a baby, es. Per
that’s why | like you so much. But |
shouldn’t have taken advantage of your
innocence. Let’s forget it.”

Se tumned and clinbed into her
saddle, a little smile round her li
Se krew that Charles would not for-
get it. And she also krew that she wes
now one jump ahead of his nurse.

Charles mounted his horse, his brain
a little confused. They rode on in si-
lence, Rosie giving him plenty of tine
to think He needed tine to think He
had regarded hinself that way. There
hed been quite a few girls in his life,
but they had been conmonplace af-
fairs. As a doctor he came in contact
with the physical sides of sex, but that
wes not like this. This red-head wes
sex incarnate. He could see that now
He realized why the drunks had yelled
o loudly for her the night before. She
used sex quite calmly as a lure; it wes

of her stock-intrade. And his
ood still tingled from that kiss.

It wes dark when they reached town.
They stabled the horses.

“I’l have to get back to the sur-
gery,” he said hurriedly.
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Se plaoed her gloved hand on his
am “I’'m sorry, Charles,” she said,
but there wes a laugh in her woice
which belied her worcs.

“What is there to be sorry for?” he
asked. “l wes glad of your company
and—er—everything

“So wes . ItV\esanlceJourney
But I’'mafraid | spoiled it. Are you go-
ing to the show tonight?”

“l donm't know.”

“But 1 will See you in the Nnoming—
for practlce7
“OF course ] ]
He hurried to his office, ad

she looked after him wondering if she
had acted too quickly. But there wes
that little nurse, and it wes a game of
tactics. Perhaps she had used the
wrong tactics.

As Charles entered the waiting
room he found Caroline standing there,
with her hat and cloak on A farmer
wes with her.

“This is Mr. Campbell, Doctor.”
said Caroline, without prearrble. “He
has ridden in to say his wife is ex-
gﬂr\g their child at any moment. He

been waiting sone time.”

“I’ll pack a bag,” said Charles, for-
getting his sex troubles, and becom
ing the doctor once nore.

1 have everything ready,” said
Carolire. “Including t\/\o fresh horses

“Splendid,” said Charles. “We will
0o at once’

“l have also packed something for
you to eat on the way,” said Caroline.

“You are a treasure,” said Charles.

“Let’s go.”

It wes a fast ride through the black
ioning, and Charles ingirg p e
folloning, €S bringing Uo

rear. Both the farmer and Caroline
were better riders than Charles, who
wes a little saddle-weary from his long
ride that afternoon. But the urgency
of the case kept him going, and he wes
the wide-aneke, confident doctor when
he arrived at the house.

XJE DID not relax urtil the seven-

pound wes delivered
safe and : z?r%/ resting in its

gen mother’s arms. Caroline had
as sure as hinrself, and very effi-
cient. She wes experlenced in these
country confinemrents, and she wes
pleased that they had arrived in time,
and there had been no lications.
Soon they were riding back toward
the tovm, sice by side, and taking it

strike any trouble this af-
ternoon;/ou Caroline asked, after they

had been cantering for some tine in
silence.

“Yes—er—no, nothing to speak of.”
sad Charles. “The Johnsons’ child
seens to be sickening for something—
messles, | think but 1 couldn’t e sure.
I will rice out again in a couple of
days.”

“With her? IOEglurted Carol(;neo e
“l—er—I your on
asked defersively. P

“That show woman!”” said Caroline.
Se had committed herself, so she
might as well go on “She uses her red
hair and her (Iqlarmur like cheese in a
rat-trap. Surely you can see that? |

suppose she does it in every town she
playS.1’

“l don't think that’s fair, and |
don't see what business—"

Shesnotihe of woman for

?fou mﬁht li and sa-
oons and dance
ofawfemmldshermkeanymam”

“What is all this talk of Miss Fletch-
e and wWives aml—er—thlngs’7” said
Charles irritably. “What's got into
you? | don't think it is part of your
duty—

“It |spartofrrydutytobeanurse
to you as Wwell as the patients,” said
Caroline. “At least, that's how it seens
to e, if you can’t look after yourself.
Anyone can see she’s thromng herself

t you—anyone What
pened this afternoon7’you Pee>

IoftIl?eally I\/tihss IEauthrle” said Charlﬁg
i H in overstep t
S/ R

He | because Caroline had
maecke a little sound in her throat which
sounded like a sob. He fell silent.
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“I—I'm sorry!” said Caroline, af-
ter a noment. “I’'m a fool.”

There wes a catch in her voice, and
she had her head tumed away from
him although he could not see her
face in the darkness. He reached out
and grasped the bridle of her horse and
pulled them baoth to a standstill.

“Are you crying?” he asked.
She(:arollre\gI couldn't holfl it any longer.
startea to ¢

‘V\hatever fo%’pgsl?e% Charles

“Donft take any notice,” said Car-
oHne. “It's—it’s just terrper—that’s
a .1’

‘r‘l)ButV\IryslmIdyw be in a tem

e .71
P “Well—I'm ashamed. |I—I—
shouldn’t have said those things.”

He handed her a handkerchief and

by while she cried. He felt
assed. After a minute or

sat silentl

rather e

so she sniffed #nd handed him back

the handkerchlef “Thank you,’ she

sald ‘Il e all nght now 1’m sor
“But | still can’t understand

you were crying about; in fact, | can’t
understand the outburst.”

Se laughed a little. “\ou great
boobie!”” she said

That shook him “Thank you,” he
said, with dignity.

Se leaned closer and touched his
hand. *“You might know whet mekes us
tick, butyou don't know much about
emptions.”

They roce on

“\Woren are the strangest things.”
obsenved Charles.

“Especially jealous wormen,”  said
Caroline, and once nore he wes jolted.

He dd not get over the shock for
half a mile. Then he out his hand
and once nore pulled the horses to a
standstill.

“What did you mean by that last
remark?”

“What remark?” Caroline asked

“About jealous women.”

F'ﬁ" g did Did

“ yes, you di you nmean
that you were jealous of my attentions
to Miss Fletcher?”

“What else could I mean?”

“But why should you be jealous?”
“Please don't meke e cry again.”
“Heavens, nol But answer my ques-
tlon.hYou are sort of g? Wil
Fitch, yet are jealous nme.
W y7,,ye you J

She wes silent for a moment. “l am
not or betrothed, or anything
else, to Will Fitch. He is a nice boy, but
that’s all | thw;l;lof h:)r]p Ad |f"I tell
you I’m jealous you will you

Vt\‘z;P/kmg7 about it and forget the
V\hole thing?”’
s0.”

‘V\bl 'l tell you I've fallen in
love with you, fool that | am.”

s~ 5 s

OR THE nrext three
days Charles adopt-
ed a pose of auster-
ity with Rosie and
Carolire. He wes
strictly formal to
both. Caroline ac-
(I:epted it, raiitl(lﬁr] rS“E:id-
y; Rosie t it
wes funny, but she
did not laugh open-
IKeEaCh nmoming she and Charles did
their draning and target practice, but
she did not go riding with him again.
Se dd not ask Sre felt, Charles’
present attitude, that she over-
the mark. Now she must go
carefully. Se did not know that her
rival had also overstepped the mark; in
a different way. Yet time wes flying,
and she would soon be noving on Se
spent most of her spare time with
Raiker, much to his pleasure.

Her corrpanlorshlp with Raiker had
an effect on the man’s personality. He
lost some of his hardness, and al-

he would not admit it openly,
he must have admitted to hinself that
his life had been very selfish. He sur-
prised Charles ore afternoon. They
et in the street.

“Cood day, Mr. Raiker,” said the
doctor. “lI don't know whether you
know this or nat, but 1 think | should
wamn you. | have heard that the Lazy
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X boys are raising a crond to run you
out of town.”

Raiker shrugged. “I know;” he said,
with a slight smile. “I’m not worried.
\Nelleglve them all they want. But |

to see you about something
else. It seenrs to e that this town is
gromng purtv fast, and it should have
a hospital. As you are our nedical
rmn | thought 1’d see you about it

Now, it will cost to build equip
and run 1\ gotn%r%sard ecrl

Iyin’ gjflergg a start, and | WII]Ic pay
some of the runnin’ expenses. If you
codid get sone others in—"

“That’s a splendid ure,” said
Charles, knowing full well that it must
have been Rosie’s idea, “and I'll take
yoii up on it We will want a fair sum
to begin with, so | will ask on ny
rounds of those who might be able to
afford it. Such generosity as yours
cannot ke ignored, and | am sure oth-
ers will follow suit.”

“I hope so,” said Raiker. “I’ve heard
tell of a kid who lives in a shack doan
the rive—a kid nanmed Bob Stace,
He’s purty sick, huh?”

“Pretty sick,” said Charles. “Anae-
mia through lack of proper food His
Poom& of blood Is affecting his
ungs.”

“CGood food and livin' conditions
might meke a mighty difference?”’

“That is all he needs, really. But his
father is a loafer who spends what lit-
tle noney he nmekes in your saloon.”

“Not now he don’t. Stace is barred
from my saloon. | want that kid to
have a fair spin in life. Here’s a hun

dred dollars, and | want you to fix
him uo—and also tell ne of similar
cases Where noney can help.”

Charles took the hundred dollar bill,
and wes so dunbfounded that before
he could thank Raiker the townboss
had gore.

The next noming—the fourth after
his loe embarrassments—e men
tioned the occurrence to Rosie during
target practice.

Eﬁle I?]ughed ;Rr%ker oILS beoompe hag
a philanthropist,” said. “Per
he hes a conscop lence after all.”

“I shouldn’t think so,” said Charles.
“He is tryliggto please you, but it may
becone a habit just the sane. You sug-

g&ted the hospltal and Bobbie Stace?”
“Perhaps. Now, see if you can hit

the targetTyou’re doing very well to-

“Don’t change the subject. It is real-
ly you who are the philanthropist. Do
you do this in every town you visit?”

“Do what?”

“Work on the rich men of the town,
arr]ld lecture them into being phllan
11 rop

Occasmnally | have managed to do
a bit of good, but | have never worked
0 hard before. You see, | never
thought of it until 1 fell for a very in-
nocent, good-looking young doctor. So
you are really the ore that is respon-
sible. By the way, | didn't like to men-
tiﬁn it before, butf)has nursie mede
that.pass at yet?”

Charles c&m not answer. He took
careful aim at the target, and drilled a
hole in its center.

“Now you are trying to change the
subject,” said Rosie. “l think | am a

kind person—"
“You arc,” said Charles.
“Stop shooting and listen to me.”

said Rosie. “I like my work, | like
travel, | like adulation and the bright
lights. It would nean a definite sac-
rifice for e to give all those things up
and becone the wife of a country doc-
tor. But I'd do it, and not count it
as a sacrifice at all. 1've been thinki

it all out, and al | wart in this worl

is to marry you. It is the first tine in
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my life | have ever really been in love.”

Charles looked down at his boots,
and said never a word

“Oh, say something!”” said Rosie. “I
ocould shake you. Are you in love with
nursie?”’

Charles shook his head.

“Are you in loe with me?” Rosie
asked.

Again Charles shook his head

Rosie signed  “You'll drive e
crazy. How can ore attack an entirely

rsonality; how can ore at-

tack a less man? Do realise
that our extended run here ends in four
days, and I will go away?”

“I realise it,” said Charles.
sorry, too.”

Rosie looked at him narroy. “OF
course, | could marry Raiker,” she

said
He nodded, and she ground her
teeth
“l could then stay in town—and
still meke love to you!”

He looked at her with shocked eyes.
“That wouldn't ke right,” he said

“Pshawt All's fair in love and war—
especially love. Come on, let’s get on
with the lesson.”

They went on with the lesson
Charles wes now very fast on the
draw;, and quite accurate enough to
serdasnapsmt into a man at twenty
paces. He could have held his oan
with most of the gunsslicks in the town,
and Rosie was proud of her teaching.

XV/HEN HE got back to his surgery,

"7 he found Carolire alone. Sre had
attended to what patients had called,
and she wes always a little sulky after
his sessions with Rosie. He did not feel

happy hinself.
ry ve you had luch yet?” he
asked

She shook her head
“Do you ever have lunch?” he asked.
ge looked at him “Cf course,” she
sal
“l don't knovvvxhen you eat it,” he
rermrked “Come and hawe luch

‘v‘ﬂh Miss Fletcher?” she asked

“I 1m

No. | don't eat lunch with Miss
Fletcher. She lunches with John
Raiker.”

“And that annoys you, so want
to rmke her jealous gflu‘d}um

Itobesmtanmyrreatall and |
have no desire to neke her jealous,”
said Charles patiently. “Forget I
asked you. I'll eat | alore.”

“Wait till | take off my uniform”
said Caroline, and went into the sur-
gery todoit.

“Damm sex!” sad Charles. “Why
e e P
pe they are! mar-
riefd before 1 came here—a nman isn't
safe.”

Charles and Carolire lunched in the
Mansion House. Fenton passed their
table, and ps a moment.

“How's things?” he asked Charles.

“Just the same,” sald Charles, and
Fenton grinned and went on

The conwersation of doctor and
nurse wes on purely business lines.
They talked of cases past and to come.
They were just finishing the meal when
WII' Fitch came into the dining room
tl;lg spotted them and crossed to their

WIll wes trying to hide his jealous

annoyance.

“l een lookin’ for you,” he said to
Carolire, ignoring the doctor.

“I left a note on the door saying we
were lunching,” said Caroline.

“lI saw it,” said Will. ““You coulda
waited for me—I’d take you to lunch.”

“Sit down and order, Will,” said
Charles. “l asked Miss Guthrie to
luch. | dldn’t know she had a prior

engagement
"1 didn't,” said Caroline, curtly.
Wll looked at hervuthhoteyesfor
a second. Charles felt embarrassed.
This wes likely to develop into a lov-
ers uarrel.
look here, Carrie,” said Wl
“ don't wanta start no trou-
“You'd better not!”

said Caroline
definitely.
That took the wind out of WAll’s

at last,
ble—"
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sails. He dropped in a vacant chair and
stared at her. Charles thought it time
to cmnge the subject.

“I've learmed somsthmg about Dr.
Guthrie’s death,” he said

That interested WIL. “You have!”
he said

“Yes. John Raiker told ne ore night
that he knewwho killed Miss Guthrie’s
father. Someore had V\jtnessed the kill-
ing, and he told Raiker.”

‘Who witnessed the shootin’P’

“Raiker wouldn't tell me—neither
wvould ke tell me who did the shoating.
He said he minds his own business. But
I mghtgetltwtofhmmeoflmae
days—or may find out who the wit-
ness was

Wl relaxed “That don't put ws
rruch farther ahead,” he said

“No, but it does mean that w
ple know who the murderer s,
truth Mey COITe to light.”

“l doudt it” said Caroline. “CF
course Raiker would not tell you The
witness wes ore of his who
i repertie bock G Raker et
ply reporting to Raiker that his
orders had loeen carried out.”

“That may be so—and it may not,”
sald Charles. “Raiker is a strange man,
but he does nat strike ne as a man
who would shoot another men in the
back—or give orders that way.”

Charles smiled “He offered nme ore
thousand dollars yesterday as the first
payment on a new hosptial, and he

ve me a hundred Iarstobnng

le Stace back to health.”

That shocked them For a moment
there was silence.

“His conscience must be hurting
hlm, %hgg(k:ltam"m prrr?o;entl et e

tl you inferred that
didn’t have a conscience,” said Charles.

Caroline changed the subject. “What
puzzles me,” she said, “Is

should want to kill father. He didn’t
have an enenmy in the town.”
“I've thought about that,” said

Charles. “Here may be ore reason, al-
though it Is a thin ore. A doctor is
often given confidences as grt] of his
work: Someore might have afraid

that your father wes going to dlvulge
something he wes toldgo confldence

“Father would never do that.”

“Perhaps nat, but someone might
have been afraid—and fear is a nasty
driving force,” saild Charles.

“Wal, Doc,” said Wll, “I hope you
find out somethin—it means a lot to
me you know But I'm afraid you
V\Dr},til, ,mep i id Charles, and

“I’ trying,” sai €s,
noticed Caroline had averted her head

A few minutes later the doctor rose.

“I’m going back to the surgery,” he
said. ““You two will have private things

to talk about.”
said Carolire. “I'll

“We haven't,”
comre with you.”
“Now, Carrie—" protested Wl
But Caroline had mede up her mind
Se and the doctor went back to the
;urgery, leaving Wll to eat his luch
ore.

F.HARLES wes walking along the

veranda of the Mansion House en
route to the surgery. The night wes
quite dark, but | hung along the
porch, so that the or wes in plain
view. The other side of the road wes
in conplete darkness, the cattle yards
stretching away into the darkness.

Suddenly a shot roared on the still
air, and Charles felt the wind of a bul-
let pess his nose—also its deatmkgi/
whire before it thudded into the wall
of the house. His medical training hed
fitted him for quick action, but for a
rmrrerrtwhredv\gs stunnﬁd Then m
swung 1 raMng his gun as
did so, and falling into a crouch. He
felt sure that the shot had come from
the corrals—from the same
that someone had fired on Raiker. FHe
threw a shot in that direction, ad
commenced a zigzag run, firing as he
Wert.

A hubbub broke out in the Mansion
House, as |tvmearl?/even|ng and the
dlnlng room wes ful

Charles reached the first corral and
paused, gun in hand, peering into the
darkness. Nothing noved, but there
wes the sound of a rail slipping a little

ition
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sore distance anay. The yards were

mpty of cattle, so the doctor threw a
shot In that direction, expecting a re-
ply. None carre.

The mysterious dry-gulcher hed
again mede good his escape.

Charles found people close behind
him and he turmed and saw there wes
also a crond on the veranda. Fenton
touched his elbow

“What’s all the shootin’?” Fenton
asked.

“Someore fired a shot at ne as |
wes walking along the veranda.” said
Charles. “I think he wes hidden here.
I fired back but I don't think I hit
him 1 couldn’t see anything to fire at.”

“Why should he fire at you?” asked
Fenton.

Charles shrugged. “Heaven knows!”
he said. “He might have mistaken ne
for sonmeore else.”

y ‘r‘Eut you would be plain in the
19

Perhaps he is a slug-scattering Iu-
natic.”

Caroline pushed through the crond.
From another direction Charles saw
Rosie coming. He groaned a little.

“Are you hurt?” Caroline asked

anxiously.
said Charles. “He missed

“NO b2
rm.”
“Are you sure?” asked Rosie, ad
Carolire tumed and glared at her.
Fenton stepped back, grinning.
Oflcoursle|e | mlsurﬁ'edsald Cha_T_Iﬁ:
snappily. on red once.
slug hltlthev\alrlI Y trouh the
pushed his way through t
(i;]roml the girls falling in each side of
im
“Ore of Raiker’s nen. | suppose,”

said Caroline meaningly. “He must be
jealous.” ]
“It m be sone other jealous

suitor,” said Rosie, not to be outdone,
“You shouldn't e mixed up with so
many woiren, Charles.”

Caroline stiffened at Rosie calling
the doctor “Charles,” and Charles felt
nore an than ewer.

“l wish to heavens | wasn't,” he

said “Now I'm going to my room
Good night.”

He ran up the stairs. Caroline looked
at Rosie coldly. Rosie replied with a
sneering smile.

The womren, who really had ore
thing in conmon, parted and went their

Ways.
S 6S

T WAS  Saturda

ht when hell
br loose in Tuc-
son. The tonn had
been U|eter than

many Ot‘iople felt

that something
in the air. John
Raiker had many en-
emies in the town, and these moved
around g?ht-llpped. Some hated him
his success; some hated him
because he barred them from his es-
tablishments; some hated him because
of real or fancied wongs. Every sin
gle ore of these, it would seem hed
Joined the secret force of self-styled
Vigilantes, who purposed driving Raik-
er out of tonn—or burying him
The usual honest e of the tonn
were worried. They took no sides, but
they knew that during trouble, inno-
cent rs were often hurt, fires
were lit, and the property of the in-
nocent and lawsabiding suffered. So
these people were off the streets early.
Trgey went to their homes—and stayed
there

For this reason Wolffe’s Wild West

Troupe had a poor houszeI and there

S0 cold-eyed nen
in tmo'&e%z Oe or two of
the Lazy X boys had been seen in tonwn

durlng the day, but they had vanished

About half-past _eignt Charles and
Caroline were sitting in his surgery
talking about the matter.

“It’s all because of that woman,”
said Carolire. “If she had never come
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to Toos’n, nore of this would have hap-
pe“That’s not fair,” said Charles, with
a smile. “This trouble is of long-stand-

ing. The Lazy X and Raiker have been
at draan for nonths, they tell
nme. trouble wes sure to flare up

sore day. | wish it wes over. I'm
afraid we are likely to have a lot of
work this night, and very little sleep.”
“I’'m ready,” said Carolire. “I have
laid eve(%)rr\ing out and—"
The opened suddenly and Sam
Hamilton stood there. His right hard

wes still in bandages—rather dirty—
and he wes drunk
on, Doc?” he

“What side are
said, without pr le.

“A doctor never takes sides,” said
Charles. “He helps the injured, no mat-
ter which sice they are on.”

“You're wearin’ a gun,” pointed out
Sam

“I may need it,” said Charles. “Last
night someore took a pot shot at e
from the dark It wasn't you, wes it?”

Sam shook his head. “l can aly
fire properly with the right hand,” he
said, “and that ain't workin’. And |
ain’t no dry-gulcher. I might be a soak
and a lotta other things, but | ain't no
dry-guicher. \e/\éal, be seein’ ya, Doc.”

He staggered away.

“l don't like that man,” said Caro-
lire. “He’s dangerous.”

Charles smiled ““I don’t think so,”
he said. “He is just a fool for alcohol—
and that mekes him a fool for nost
things;, But | think he is all right deep

y ““You are too trusting,” said Caro-
ine.
~ “As a doctor | should not trust my
instincts, but 1 do. | find them wery
helpful.”

Caroline sniffed, and wondered how
things were going up at the Opera

The show lacked sparkle, which wes
to be expected. No ore seened to have
mjgl heart infgis V\orkhz_ard all seeed
to be waiting for something to happen.
Raiker wes in his usual place in a
front seat, flanked and surrounded by

about a dozen of his gunmen. At the
front door, the side exit doors, and the
rear stage door, other gunnen were
posted. Also, to prevent a surprise at-
tack, scouts had leen placed at the out-
skirts of the toan

It wes about nine o'clock when ore
of these scouts rode furiously into
town. He pulled up in a cloud of dust
Olétai%ea the rr% I—buseh. Red Cotter
st out of the porch.

“They’re comin,” gasped the scout.

“They’re comin’.
“How many?” asked Cotter.
“About a hundred—wearing mesks

like a lynchin’ party. Better get Raik-

er under cover.”
“He won't go into hidin’,” groMed

t(ﬁgtﬁl “Rigg on and wamn the at
The scout

put spurs to his horse,
and Cotter sent word irsice to his
boss. Rosie had just come on the stage,
and she saw the messenger whispering
in Raiker’s ear.

Raiker nodded and stood up. He
clambered on to the stage. “Folks,” he
said “The Mgilantes are just enterin’
town. You people who don't wanta be
in the fight had better meke for hone,
pronto—also @u show folk This place
ain't gonna. e healthy. Put out the
lights, boys.”

people left the hall; also many
of the show troupe mede for the Man-
sion House, not even troubling to take
off their meke-up. Rosie wes not one
of them

“I’ll stay—and fight!” she said

“This ain’t no game for a worman—
especially a lowely one. There won't e
any sense in these Vigilantes—they are
out to kill and bun and pillage—in
the narre of law and order. r, ain't
it? Unfortunate, too, because many

d men are likely to die tonight,”

ker said

“Including you,” said Rosie, from
the groMng darkness, as light after
light wes blonn out.

“Including me,” said Raiker quietly.
He turmed to his generalship. “Cowver
the doors and windows, lads, also bar



30 WESTERN ACTION

the doors in case they make a rush.
Everybody ready.”

A chorus came back to him and
then silence fell. The defenders waited
in the darkness.

SUDDENLY a whisper ran through
**the hall. A crond of horserren hed
been seen in the moonlight approach-
ing from each end of the street, an-
r bunch had been seen coming
along the street which started
the Opera House, and presunmebly a
fourth wes coming up from the
rear. handful of nen In the hall
tightened their chins and cocked their

ours.

Bernard Wblffe, the proprietor of
the troupe, had stayed to protect his
E;operties in case of fire or pillage, and

wes amed with a shotgun. Crack-
ers, the dramling comedian, hed stayed
for “the hell of It.”

“There will be a lot_o" publicity
about this ni in Toosn,” he
dranded. “I might as well be in it—1'd
hate to miss out on any publicity.”

“Don’t fire until they fire,” Raiker
told his men

Silence fell again. It wes a Si-
lence. Al saagalrd in the twidgep hed
stopped; the saloons had closed their
doors and boarded up their windows.
All other business had also
closed, and lights had been put out
The toan wes as dark and silent as
the hour before dawn. It seered to be
waiting with bated breath. There wes a
full noon shining over the unlit town,
and very little breeze, so that when a
voice spoke it wes heard clearly for a

orqumtance )

ly one light shore in the whole
town, and that wes so snell as to be
hardly noticeable. It wes in the surgery
of Dr. Charles Bowman.

Charles and Caroline had gone out
on to the veranda of the Mansion
House. Others were there also. They
could see along the long street to where
the Opera House crouched in the dark-
ness. They ocould see further: to EE
more ornate structure of the
They could also see horsenen riding

carefully, and men on foat slipping into
positions round the Opera House.

Ad they heard clearly some shouted
words from a nen outside. He wes
somewhere I across the street, out of
sig

“Whar’'s John Raiker?” were the
WOrck.

“That’s Jake, of the Lazy X,”
marked Fenton.

Before another voice could speak, a
figure on a horse came out of the wice
doors of the dark livery stable, and
rode up the street before the Opera
House.

“Who in hell is that?”
“Fie shore is plunb crazy! He is likely
to get down by either side.”

The horseman stopped in the center
of the road outside the Opera House.

“Boys,” shouted the rider, “this is
Sherl Ralph Parsons talkin’. You all

n—Lp to a
plnch And the pe?csg

“Wal, what you know” ejaculated
Ffeicnton “I’d forgot all about the sher-
iffl”

“I represent law and order in this
town.” went on the sheriff, “and |
mean to keep it to the best 0’ my abil-
ity. In fact, I’'mwillin’ to kill any man
who breaks it. You fools who come
rdin’ into toan in masks—I know
every gol-darmed ore of you, so the
mesks ain't a bitta use. | been busy
these last few days, and so has my
depitties. If a shot is fired here to-
night; if anythin’ happens which is

said Fenton.
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agin the law, | will have everY] man-
jack of tLlearg:](];hty eight o' you throwed
into jail I mean it. Somre of you
might even swing, if someone dies. |
might mention somethin’ else. 1've sent
to the fort as Casa Grande for a troop
of cavalry, and they must be nearly
here. SO you see what you're up
against. You thought you had the num:
lers in your favor, but you won't have.
This won't ke any picnic of nmurder
and pillage. You are likely to die So
go home while you got life in your
bodies, and give the whole thing up
That's al | gotta say.”

A breath stirred through the listen-
Ing town; a breath which had been held
the better to hear his worck.

“CGood old Parsons!” said Fenton
softly to the others on his veranda.
“He’s a good nmen. | wondered why
he had been so quiet lately. He wes
layin’ his plans, too—and they shore
musta throned a shock into Jake and
his friends.”

“Do you think they will go home?”
asked Carolire.

“That’s hard to tell,” said Fenton.
“Those guys wes set on sore fun
thouigh most of ‘em is lawabidin' as
a rule.”

The sheriff wes still sitting his horse,
plain in the noonlight.

“You p out o this, sheriff,”
yelled a wvoice. “If 'd dore your
dooty, Raiker woulda bin run outta
town long since. We ain't gonna hurt
anyone, but we's gettin’ rid o’ Raiker.”

“You talk rot, Jake,” said the sher-
iff. “You knowas wal as | do that you
can’'t rid o’ Raiker without blood-
shed If Raiker had broke the law o’
this town, 1 woulda dealt with himy but
he aint—and thar’s no law to say a
men shouldn’t defend hinself.”

“You're on his side!” yelled another
woice. “How much does he pay you?”

The sheriff disdained to answer that.
He slomy turmmed his horse. He hed
had his say. He conmenced to slomly
rice along the deserted street.

Suddenly the silence wes shattered
by a gu . The sheriff reeled in his

peddle, then slomy slipped to the

ground. His horse stopyped, turned, and
nuzzled his _still figure.

“Whar did that shot come from?”
said Fenton.

“It seemed to come from the cor-
rals,” said Caroline, and then started
off after Charles, who was running as
fast as he could toward the sherift.

The shot and the fall &f the sheriff
had shocked both sides into silent in-
action. Now all eyes were on the run-
ning doctor, with the girl some distance
behind him

Charles mece a noving target,
but he never thought of that. He wes
intent on reaching the sheriff and sav-
ing his life if possible.

Jake, crouched in the darkness of a
corral near a bam opposite the Opera
House, whispered to a man near him
“Who'’s that runnin’?”

“Looks like the young Doc.”

“The young Doc!” said Jake. “He’s
a friend 0’ Raiker’s. He fought for him
that night. Blast him!”

He raised his gun, but his friend

it up. “Don’'t be a fool!” he
said. “He’s a doctor, and we're like to
% a leech afore this night is fin-
I

TN SILENCE Charles reached the

sice of the sheriff and bent over him
The man wes still breathing, but un-
conscious. The bullet had entered his
chest, and he wes bleedlr%freely The
doctor took off the sheri
andrmdeapackforthevm\d work-
ing quickly. By the time he had slight-
ly a\s&-:-jsted the flow of blood, Caroline
arri

“Help ne get him on to the horse,”

said Charles, not wondering at the no-
ment about the girl’s presence. “You
hold the bridle—I can lift him”

The girl obeyed wthout comment;
her white uniform standing out clearly
in the noonlight. Charles gathered the
sheriff up carefully in his anms, and
placed him in the saddle.

“Lead the horse to the surgery,” he
said. “I’ll hold him on.”

The little party set off slomly along
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the street. The town wes silent again—
trying to make Up its mind, or awaiting
events

They reached the surgery without
incident, and there Charles ripped open
the lawman's shirt. The surger?fellght
wes still the onI?/ ore in town; the sur-

gery wes the only plaoevxherea ‘Busi-
ness as usual” sign could have been
hung out.

Jake started to yell again.

“Whar is Raiker?” he shouted.

“I'm here!” called back Raiker’s
woice from the Opera House.

“Ore of your boys shot the sheriff,
Raiker,” accused Jake.

“That’s a lie!” said Raiker. “My
boys have orders not to fire till | say
so. And my boys are trained to obey
orders!

“Wal, someore shot the sheriff,”

lled Jake, “and you see what can

if you don't listen to reason.

You cone out here with your hands up

and you won't be hurt. You'll be taken

le of miles outta town and told

ton not come back That’s all

we want. You can sawve a loita trouble
by doin’ that.”

“That’s only blackmeil,” said Raik-
er, “and | couldnt trust men who
\ég,_lléj%srml the sheriff from t}]rje dark

ides, r in this town
and I'm ag?taV\Eag?(;?\y citizen. Why
should | go just because a few no-good
hombores don't like me? Take your
coyotes honme and tell them to yelp af-
ter some other prey.”

“All right,” said Jake, with finality.
“If you won't conme out, we'll come and

from all sides. | ain't believ-
I’ the sheriff’s bluff about the cavaIrK,
and you needn't, either. Ready, Raik-
er? 'Cos, here we come!”

He raised a sixgun into the air and
fired three shots, the signal for all
four ies to close in

Red Cotter, in the ra House, hed
been trying to place Jake’s position by
his wice, and then the flare of the
three shots showed that position up
clearly. Red took aim and fired—and
Jake fell with a bullet through his

brain, and died without striking a blow
in the war he had instigated.

S 7 S

FUSILADE of
shots came from op-

ite the Opera

and slugs

thmlded into the
timber walls and
sent windows smash-
ing Raiker's nen
fired back at the
flashes — carefull?;

and coolly. Althou?

Raiker’s was outnumiered,
had the better fighters. On his side
were men who lived by the gun; on
the other sice were farmers and cattle-
men, who seldom used a gun

Down the street from the left swept
about r%\enty horserren. They carae(j-.lrlled

the Opera House, pouring bullets

Iior?tst;[itastheywent Three dn
from their saddles and hit the :
Oe of these craMed weakly across
}he srtoﬁd and out of sight; the others
ay dti

The riders turned at the end of town
and came riding back. An attack had
begun on the back of the Opera House
from the bams situated there, but
Raiker had six good nen placed at the
rear of the hall, and they were keeping
their end up.

Down swept the riders again, pour-
ing out lead as they passed the hall.
Four nore saddles were enptied by
the marksen irsice.

Rosie wes firing through a broken
front window “That makes two,” she

said “Oe comi andonegomg, |
shot ore in the Ider and ore in
the leg.”

“Shooat to kill,” rasped Cotter.

“No need,” said Rosie. “l can shoot
better than that.”

Down in the surgery Charles had ex-
tracted the slug from the sheriff’s
chest. It had struck him a glancing
blow; broken a rib, and torn soe flesh,
but dore no serious damege. The nost
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serious thing about it wes that the an-
gle shoned there could be no doubt
that it wes fired from the corrals.

When the firing broke out, Charles
Vas working He finished the
mein task, and then handed over to
Caroline. “You take owver,” he said
“There must e some nore now | nust

g ad get them”

“Dont ke loco,” said a deputy-sher-
iffd“You can’t go out in that rain o
eal

“Someone hes to if lives have to be
saved” said Charles. “No ore will
He ran out into the road. The ni

wes stabbed with gunpowder fi
from the corrals and the Opera House.
Lead wes whining across the noonlit
road. Several nen lay in the dust
Charles started uptthe road in a
crouching run. The ain and the shoot-
ing stopped for a noment, while the
combatants wondered what fool wes
nmoving about in that screen of death.

“It’s the Doc!”” roared a woice in the
corrals. “Hold your fire.”

Shooting stopped on both sides, and
Charles reached the figures in the dust.
The firing at the back of the hall
continued unabated.

Charles bent over one man wWho wes
noving.

“I've got it in the leg,” said the nan.
“l ain't hurt bad but | can’t nowe
Try some o’ the others—they might be
worse.”

“I’ll carry you to the surgery first,”
said Charles, lifting the nman up and
thronming him across his shoulder.

_ “What's he doin'?” said Red Cotter
insice the hall. “Helping the enemy? |
should serd a slulq into him”

“You do and I'll send two slugs into
you.” said Rosie definitely.

“Huh?” exclaimed

“Lay off. Red,” said Raiker’s voice.

“Bowmen is doing a humane job—
he is not taking si He would do as
much for you. | never thought he hed
the sp&r;ﬁto run into rtehathr&alé ﬁf lead.”

't t about
the %le remarked. “He
thlan about nothing but his doctoring
—worseduck!”

Raiker laughed softly.

Charles wes half-way to the surgery,
and the shootlh les still S|I<Ient the gg
S|egers iving him plenty of leeway,

%ey recoganed wes helping
one of themselves, although he wes
supposed to be a friend of Raiker.

Sharp on the night air sounded ore
shot. Charles d taking the
wounded men with him An uproar of
sound broke out, but it wes not shoot-
rg It wes a roar of indignation.

“Who fired that shot?” yelled one of
the Lazy X hands. “What rotten coy-
ote fired that shot?”

“It came from the corrals near me,”
yelled another voice. “Wait till 1 find
the skunk. I’'m nat fightin’ on the side
of such a rattlesnake.”

There wes a bustle of sound in the
corrals. In the center of the road lay
Charles and the wounded man. Some-
ore in white was runtning along the
road from the surgery.

“He’s gone!” yelled a voice from the
corrals. "l saw the flash, and it came
from here. But he’s slipped away into
the dark | wish I had him lined up in
my sights.”

The white figure of Caroline reached
the two nen in the road.

Se wes vastly surprised when
Charles snapped: “Keep down You
should not have cone here.”

“Where are you hit?” Caroline
asked, tears in her voice.
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“Nowhere!” said Charles. “l heard
the shot and guessed it wes nmeant for
e, sol dr | didn't even hear the
bullet. That fellow can’t shoot for

es. But this might cause the bat-
tle to end, don't you see!”

“l see” said Caroline, feellng re-
lieved, and slightly foolish “But_men
are coming out to get you. We had bet-
ter hurry anay. Lean on e as though
you are hit.”

[""HARLES climbed up with her as-
7~ sistance, the wounded man still
on his shoulder. They set off down
the road; he staggering a little to give
the impression he was wounded.

A cheer went up from both sides of
the road. Charles grinned. “You see”
he whispered to Caroline, “they have
one thing In conmon Now.”

‘They might have,” she ,

e a terrible scare. |
WBs jUSt nishing up the sheriff when
they told nme you had been shot |
thought YOU viere dead. | wonder what
idiot fired”

“It seens to be narroning down,”
panted Charles. “I have had all sorts of
suspiciors, but it is narrowing down.”

“You nmean Sam Hamilton? But he
sald he couldn't shoot with his left

“S he said Ad that drygulcher
isn't the best shot in the world Why,
Ieven I could hit a man travelling slow
y ten paces ana

“But they tellyme you are a good
shot,” said Carolire.

Charles let that 0o, not wishing to
start an argument which might bring
|n Rosie. They reached the Mansion

meny hands helped them

|nto the sur There Charles |
vumbc?e rrryan on the table a%
stral ened up.
dd they hit you, Doc?”
asked Fenton.

“Never touched me,” said Charles.
“He did his onn cause nore harm than
me. Listen, there hasn't been a shot
since. 1'd better go out and get those
others.”

“But you're supposed to be wound-
ed,” said Fenton.

wrap a_bendage round my
head—qumkly seld Charles.
“But sormeore is waiting to get you
—out there!”” she protested.

“l don't think he will dare to fire
again,” saild Charles, “and it hes to
ke dore. 1I’'m safe enough.”

Much argument wes 90| on in the

Vigilantes’ canp.
ed to give up trgh\%ole affalr and

%dhome The action of the drygulcher
disgusted them Other stouter

gures wanted to go on with the fight
Lﬂtll they had won the battle. In t
meantime. Charles wes working over
the wounded men and getting him
ready for Caroline to continue the job.

Messages were sent to the other
Vigilante parties, and the leaders were
called to a powwow This might have
ended the war had it not been for
Raiker.

“Jake!" he yelled out.

“Jake is dead!” a woice yelled back

“Who is in charge?” yelled Raiker.
“Did Jake get shat In the backg?/
of your own crond? What sort of nmen
are you who shoot sheriffs and doc-
tors?”

“We'll show you what sorta ITEn we

are!” yelled the v0|ce |n r. “Carry
on ctlhe fight, boys! We ift Raiker
or die.”

The shooting broke out again just
as Charles care loping up the center of
the road, his white clear.

“Hold it!” yelled voices on both
wvoices, and the shots dribbled off.

The horserren at each end had given
up the sallies. They were too costly.
Charles ended to be a little weak
on his as he ran. He reached a
men. The man wes dead. He went on
to ancother. That nan wes also dead.
The third man wes alive, and a bullet
had broken his collarbone. Charles
lifted him carefully. It would be dan-
gerous to put the man over his shoul-
der, 0 he carried him in his arns like
ababy, a far harder way to carry such
a heavy weight.

He had to set the nman down several
times on the journey, but no shot wes
fired this time. It struck Charles that
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his jour were holdi the bat-
tle gomir(ljee%'sably and, if Eghetfheriff hed
been speaking the truth, he might be
able to stall off the fighting until the
cavalry arrived. He did not then
that the Vigilantes were neking good
use of this lull. They were getting
ready a new plan.

Charles had almost reached the sur-

Y B e e
then, like a n-
dians, men ran from the corrarlg and
barns, down the street and at the back,
in a concerted charge on foot

They met a lot of lead and several
fell, but there were too many of them
About fifteen reached the back, while
others were trying to batter in the sice
windows and exit doors.

The crond irside poured out shots
and the besiegers eoar%e%rthem in, do-
ing some damege inging down
S(r)rgre of Raiker’s few wmrgﬂrg doors
were barricaded with piled chairs, but
they could not hold for_long,.

Then out from the Qiatd Sam
poured the rest of Raiker's gang,
shooting along the street and rmvwg
donn those crouched against the buil
ing. The besiegers broke and fled, and
IRaiker’s, mer} egérr_led int%rhm sice al-

, ri into it receivi
Iggd %uretr!ljm. The nen at the bacnlgJ
drew oOff.

The attackers fled atker’s men
ran back toward the some of
them falling on the way.

The sortie had been a brisk and
deadly one, and nmen were scattered all
over the road, upon the porch of the
hall, along the side of it and at the
back, as well as inside.

Charles came running up the road

again.

“Stand back, Doc,” yelled a wvoice.
“We just started somethin’ and we aim
to finish it.”

“I won't stand back,” yelled Charles.
“I"ve got a job to do, too—and I'll do
it”

AT THAT noment he realised why
the besiegers did not want him to
hold up proceedings. The back of the

Opera House wes on fire! The attack-
ers had lit it during the foray. And for
the crond In the hall to fight the
flames they would have to show themt
selves—and be shot.

“You fools!” yelled Charles. I
thought {gu were humen. Wounded
men will e roasted—your nmen as well
as the other side. Let ne havwe an
armistice while 1 get men to help ne
rescue them”

“Not much, Doc!” yelled a Migi-
lante. “We got 'em now!”

Charles ran around the sice of the
building, stepping owver bodies of
spraMed nmen. He reached the back
The flames were licking hungrily up
the timber, and he wes plain in the
glare. A gun roared, and a bullet
chipped the wall beside him

“Hold it!” roared a woice. “It’s the
leech!

Charles ran along the back of the
building. Five nen were scattered over
the%reound, two of them on the ste
of the stage door. He nede quic
examinations of all five, his work being
mecke easier by the light Two of the
men were dead, the other three were
wounded, ore very seriously. Charles
dragged the wounded ren clear of the
flames, and began to plug their
wounds. All firing had st here,
and he knew the cowtl insice would
be saturating the timber from the
interior, for the tanks had pipes run-
ning into the dressing roos. And nore
of the Vigilantes had yet thought to
send a few shots into the tanks, be-
cause the ground wes dry around
them If the defenders could get the
timber well soaked from irmside they
would slow up the fire. But they were
in a nasty position

Charles stood up from his work and
looked toward the barms. He could see

~and gun barrels gleaming in the
relight.

“You are trying to burn a wonmen
alive in there,” he said

“What wonman?” a woice called.

“Rosie Fletcher.”

“The flames will go with her red
hair,” said a man, and there wes a
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Iaugh “l bet she’s usin’ her guns on

us.’
“I'N Weger it's not to kill,” yelled
Charles, “and she is one who could kil
|f she wished All rlght her murder
your heads.”
started to drag the wounded nen
tonard the barms.

“Don’t cone too close, Doc,” warmed
a Vigilante. “And don't try no tricks.”

“I’mnot trying any tricks,” grunted
Charles. “l want to oet these men
into your charge. | can't carry them
to the surgery, and there’s no hospital.
Raiker wes going to build one—but he
can’t do it if he’s dead. Here. I'll leave
this one behind this bam. You can at-
tend him there.”

“What's that about Raiker building
a hospital?” asked a man

“He intended to put a thousand to-
ward it. He gave ne a hundred yester-
da)( to meke little Bobbie Stace well.
Stll, some ore doesn't like him so
you hed better kill him”

He could hear the men whispering as
he dragged the second man into shel-
ter. Ore approached him

“Is that true about Raiker and
young Bobbie?” he asked

“Why not un down to Stace’s and
verify 1t?” panted the doctor. “I took
him down good food, and 1’'m sending
him anay to a better climate. Now
I'm ngtoﬁfghtthat fire—and you
can shoot ne if you wish”

“l ain't gonna shoot you, dra\Med
ore man. “I’m gonna. help you.”

Charles wes d ing in the third
man. He rose he wes in
plain view and hearlng of the defenders
insice.

“Don’t shoot!” he yelled “We are
going to put out the ire.” He tumed
round to the Vigilantes. “Arny nmanwho
is going to help e, come on—butt come
unarmed. Right”

He dashed for a bucket which stood
under ore of the tanks. He started to
fill it, .then found two nen beside him

“Too slow;” said the men “Here,
let me show you.”

The flames had got a good grip a few
feet fromthe tank The man turmed the

tap on full, placed his hand beneath
it and expertly squirted a stream of
water right into the seat of the fire.

There were two tanks, but the other
one could not be used for squirting pur-
pases. so Charles took his bucket there.
He retumed to dash the water on the
fire, then wes replaced by ancther man
who had found a large dish

“I set this fire,” said the men who
Wes squirting. “1 never knoo I'd be
trvin’ to put It out.”

It wes desperate work for fifteen
minutes, and then the flanes flickered
out, Ieavlrl%the darkness. IQ; qgmﬂk;
ing wes a great
saturating tgdtlrrber had got from
within  The Vigilantes ran back into
cover, but they did not recommence

ing

CharflggI V\er;]t into tire sice algle'ey and
began Ing NIS way anong the nmen
Iying there. The shooting which had
been going on intermittently in the
front of the building had stopped, and
Charles wondered at that, not knoming
the whisper had gore round of Raiker’s
hospital offer and his kindness to Bob-
bie Stace.

Ad as Charles worked in the dark
he heard his nane called.

“Charles! Charles!”

It wes Caroline’s woice, and it wes
agonised. She had never called him by
his Christian name before, and some-
how it thrilled him

“Ch, Charles—where are you?”

He ran along the alley to the front
and saw her tuming over the bodies

of the men and looking into their faces.
The noon had over, but this
sice wes still fairly bright, and her
white uniform her ICLIOUS.
He thought this wes the reason for
the cessation of shooting.
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"l am here!” he said

Sre straightened up, saw him and
ran to him She threw her ams roud
him sobbing in her relief. He felt
rather errbarrﬂ assed ng—t;Jtrd hehre concern
wes very flatteri r young
body wes very soft, too.

At that moment the notes of a bugle
sounding the “Charge!” pierced
night, backed by the clatter of many

aorsemen.
8T

HE BATTUE of
Tucson wes over!
The  Vigilantes
heard the -cavalry
coming, ad they
mede  themselves
sr%t_rce, rmnllng for
their horses,
into the wddleea:%d_rrg
spurring anay
ly for their homes.
Sore did not wait to find their oan
horses, grabbing any saddle aninl,
but there were plenty to go round, for
many men would never rice again.
Charles held Caroline in his arms,
while she cried on the front of his
shirt. He thought it better that she
should relieve the late strain by giving
vent to her enotion. In the meantine
he simply held her close. He hed also
relaxed. There wes o need for him
t be the doctor at the moment, dis-
regarding self for service to others.
He could think of hineelf, and he wes,
he wes savouring this smell bundle of
fermale in his anrs, and ﬁrdirqg ite
comforting. It did not have tl ill
of Rosie’s embrace—it dd nat even
have the sex—but there wes a warm
ness, a comfort in it
He looked down at the dark hair as
the cavalry thundered past. Caroline
hed stopped crying. Suddenly she
looked up, stood on tip-toe and pressed
her lips to his. It was a warm kiss
salted with her tears; again he wes
not thrilled, but he thoroughly en
joyed the comfort it gave him
A cheer came from inside the Opera

House and brought him to himself.
They would be streaming out soon
andtherevxes?/et much to be dore.

“We hawve a lot of work to do,” he
said to Caroline softly. “So many nen
require our aid. Let us to it”

She nodded and sniffed.  Cautious
Iir%htlsmerespri ing _a[lmgge\p;
the lanps were being lit in t ra
House. The doctor and the nurse
stepped out on the road and began
their work again.
|ed-|TlZ‘§/ cavalry czlarre canterir_% tiack

a young lieutenant with large
sideburmns.  Most  luxuriant  whiskers
they were, black and curly. As he
reached Charles the last barrier fell
from the Opera House door and peo-
ple came forth, led by Rosie.

The lieutenant pulled up his horse
near Charles. “lI am Lieutenant Gres-
ham US. Cavalry,” he said, saluting
smartly. “Can you direct me to Ralph
Parsons, marshal of this town?”

Charles stood up. “You will find
him in my surgery—l am Dr. Bow
man, Lieutenant. Along there at the
Mansion House.”

Gresham looked round at the scat-
tered bodies. “It seens we arrived a
little late,” he said. “Thank you, Doc-
tor.”

He rode on, leading his troop, who

looked very dusty and weary.
Charles%u‘d Rosie beside him She
V\megdstaring at the bandage round his

“Ch, Charles!”” she said “They
wounced you.”

Charles rememibered the bandage,
ahgd tpdre i'gmoff. “A ere subterfuge!”

said, with a grin. “Have you many
casualties in there?”

“Four. Two dead and two wounded
You'\e sure made a hero of yourself
this night. Charles. You'll be the most
popular men in_toan—with all par-
ties. And your little nurse! Se Is a
heroire if ever |1 saw ore. | wouldn't

have been gane to disregard those fly-
:jrg” bullets—1  know they can

Caroline wes working over a
wounded man. Sr%%/id not Irc%k up at
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the words of praise. Raiker came up.

“Thar seens to have been a lotta dam-
aged\/\b had better organise things,” he
sai

“Could we use the Qatd as a hos-
pital?” asked Cherles.

“Shore. I'll get some beds da/\n from
upstalrs and put ’emin the bar.”
czﬁeg/ the wounded nmen up
there?” Rasie. “Why not bring
mattresses  doan here ad use the
Opera House as a hospital—clear out
the chairs if you haven't enough room
on the stage.” )

“That’s the best suggestion so far.”
said Charles.

“I’ll see to it,” said Raiker, and set
about marshalling his men as mattress
carriers.

The darkened houses and business

places of the toan sloMy grew into

?ht and the inhabitants gradually
ered out into the open road Rosie
took on the task of putting them to
work Se knew nothing albbout nurs-
ing, but she could get things dore.
Se found the people who could ke
useful, and she gave them tasks best
suited to their abilities.

Lieutenant Gresham also detailed a
couple of files of nmen to assist the
wounded. The Opera House wes bril-
liantly lit, the mattresses laid out, and
the twenty-one wounded nen laid

them Eleven nmen hed died that
night outright, and four or five of the
wvounced were not expected to live. It
had been a very hot little war while
it lasted.

Sheriff Parsons wes fit enough to
sit up and talk to the lieutenant, al-
though the sheriff did not know a great

deal about the affair. The deputies
and other e filled in with the de-
talls. Charles wes far too busy to talk
to them He and Caroline worked at
top speed attending to the wwounded
The entertainment theatre had becone
an operating theatre.

Dawn came, and found them till
working at top pressure trying to save
the lives of the dangerously wounded
nmen.

Bernard Wolffe stood in the center

of the sltage ad IOdﬁtd|r8Lm at the
scere. “l_never thoug ever stage
a show like this,” he said. “You never
put on a nore realistic one,” remerked
Crackers. “And think of the publicity.
All over the country they’ll be talking
about the war in Toos’n and the part
Wolffe’s Wild West Troupe played in
It 7

\olffe grunted ‘| prefer my W\est
a little less wild™ he said “VWe'll lose
morey now with no shwvtonlght

“Lose nmorey, you skinflint!” said

Crackers. “We've nece a pile already
Eand you'll meke a bigger pile from

IS

Rosie turmed herself into a nurse
and worked as hard as the doctor and
Caroline, if not so effectively. Occa-
sionally she had to come into contact
with Caroline, but they did not say
any nore words then were absolutely

clock Rosie went along
tom and retumed with a
couple of waiters and breakfast for
Charles and Caroline. Then she want
et Ree thon stiomgih o Chancs
nmust their strength up, es
mede Caroline eat, and also sat doan
for a moment_ hirself;

'T’HEY WERE seated at the back of
A the hall near the door. Occasionally
a groan cane to them from a patient,
but most of their assistants had also
to breakfast. A figure shoned in
doorway, and Charles looked up.
Sam Hamilton wes standing there.
He looked nore un than usual
his battered hat wes crushed, there
wes straw in his hair, and his eyes were
bleary. He wes not drunk; but he hed
to cling to the door frame to keep
eady He looked about the place.
“Looks like thar wes a battle after
all,” he said thickly. “And | missed it.”
Charles looked” at him his Spire
prlckllng a little. He forced his voice

to keep calm
“Where were you?” he asked.
“Asleep, | guess,” sald Sam

“Asleep!” said Charles incredulous-
I}r/l. “How could you slegp through
that?”
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“l did” said Sam “I drank a quart
of forty-rod—and when | woke up |
wes lyin’ in a hay-barn.”

“Where?” ]

“In a hay bamn in the cattle yards.
I usually sleep in the corrals. No ore

disturls thar, and the is soft
and \/\arrnyou ar | Raiker’?r’]aly
“At the | think Why?”

“I wanta drink—bad! Who won the
b?ttle? Raiker must have if he’s till
alive.”

“Whose side are you on?” asked
Charles.

Sam stared at him “Raiker’s, o’
course,” he said “Who else? ANt

John Raiker pard? | used to work
for him but 1 hit the likker too hard,
0 he—sorta persioned ne off. He

owves ne al the grog | watit and
a few dollars.”

“Ad what do you do in return?”’
asked Charles.

“Nothir’,” said Sam “Wal, | bet-
]'Eer iﬁlera[(j:l Raik%rnlj need somrethin’
or my . My IS painin’, too.”

“Let me have a look at it,” said
Charles. )

“Forgit it,” sald Sam and went out
again

For a moment the doctor and nurse
were silent.

“I’lll tell you what Hamilton does
for Raiker,” said Caroline presently.
“He lies in those corrals at night all

right, but he is not asleep. He lies there
to shoot people that Ratker wants shot
—such as ny father and you. Raiker
isn't the type of man to give anay li+
uor and nmoney for nothing.”

“I’mnot so sure,” said les. “He
mentioned to e once that he keeps
a lot of buns. He is a peculiar man,
and | think he has a lot of good mixed
with the bed in his make-up.”

She snorted in most unladylike man-
ner. “It hurts me when you take his
side,” she said

“I’'m not taking his side, but | like
to be fair. Sam may have been telling
the truth. Raiker may have really
given him a quart of forty-rod, know
ing he could not forbear drinking it,'
and therefore would becore i e
of getting mixed up in the fight Be-
sides, the drygulcher once tried to shoot
Raiker.”

Caroline sniffed. “But he didn't hit
him!”

“I warmed him”

“It might have been all carefully

; for your berefit, to throw sus-
picion from Raiker. Raiker has told
you hinmself that he knonws who the
_(ljhr%gulm Idso_esor he thinkshhe knows.

n, n't he—or his gunnen
—db sorething about 1t?”

Charles nodded slowly. “That is
strange,” he said “Well, | must get
back to work You take a little longer
rest.”

“l don't need rest,” said Carolire.

“You do,” said Charles. “You are
not as strong as | am”

“Who said so? Wonen can last long-
er than men when it comes to sus-
tained effort.” )

“And then collapse harder,” he said
dryly, as he went to waesh his hands.

T ATER ON in the moming, the sher-
" iff wes helped in by two of his
deputies, Who were alnost carrying
him His face wes pale, but his eyes
\r/]\_ere brignt. The doctor hurried to
im

“You should not have come here,”
said Charles. ““You should be resting.
We don't want any conplications with
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that wound, and you nmust give that
broken rib a chance to knit.”

“Wal, you ain’t got time to comre to
me, o |t ht 1’'d come to you,”
said the sheriff. “lI wanted to thank
you fr bringin’ ne in last night. That
wes shore a plucked thing to do.”

N’?nrsgl?%' I&alldy Charles. . “It
wasn as plucky as r riding
out there to stop the ﬁg%t(.)u
thought of being shat, sol\/\esmt
plucky at all. 1| if 1 had
stopped to think of it, 1 would have
left you there.”

“Not you,” said Parsons. “l one
Carrie Guthrie a heap o’ thanks, too.
But what's the use—what can a nmen

say in for his life?”
They been meking the sheriff
comfortable upon a mettress.

“You know;” said Charles, as he ad-
{‘aveed a pillony “I think would
prevented that fight if it had not
been for the man who shot you. Their
blood wes hat, but you cooled it. That
did not suit someone;, soneore Who
desperately wanted Raiker to be
killed or run out of toan That is why
you were shat, | think”

“I reasoned it out thataways, too.
said Parsons. “And that guy don't love
you, reither. | hear he took a shot
at you when you wes bringin’ in one
o’ the Vigilantes.”

“It may not have been the sane
man,” said Charles, “though | think
it wes, Whoever he is, he is a conard
who skulks in the dark. | saw Jake’s

anong the dead, s0 |
there will be no nore trouble.”

The sheriff looked at Charles
thoughtfull Jy “Why not?” he asked

“Well, Jake wes the instigator.
mean, he stirred up the farmers and
ranchers and led the whole thing.”

“He led them shore,” said the sher-
iff, “but 1 ain't so shore that he wes
the one who stirred 'em up. No |
reckon someone did that from the
background; someore started a whis-
perin’ campaign. Jake wes a hot-head,
avxhlsm'tohlmvxesas as a

liked trouble, he didn’'t
like Raiker, He might have dore the
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open organizin—but Jake had no
brains, and this wes a well-planned at-
tack. |1 guess he got his Instructions
from someone else—someone with nore
brains than hinsel—someore wWho
hated Raiker and saw a chance when
that brawd happened the other night
—S0meone Who might have been pres-
ent at the braw, mt\/\mmdalready
been workin' in the shadows.”

Charles looked at him “VWho do you
suspect?” he asked.

The sheriff’s eyes slomMy went round
the hall, and stopped on the figure of
Caroling, working over a nen
sore distance anay. They stayed there,
and Charles folloned the look
_ﬁ“l ain't savin—vet!” said the sher-
iff.

Charles wes shocked. “Ch, no!” he
said “She couldm’t—it isn’'t her na-
ture. Besides, she couldn’t have fired
those shots!”

_“No,” said Parsons, without expres-
sion

“I know you have far nore experi-
ence in these metters than | hawe
Sheriff,” said the doctor. “You are an
old hand at the gare, but | will stake
my life—in any case, she wes in the
surgery when you were shot, and when
the next shot wes fired at e, she wes
attending to you.”

“That’s so,” said the sheriff. “But
I never said anythin’ about who fired
the shots. In fact, | ain't named any-
BT Facple ks plas ard tey
times e pl tl
gets out of hand—or goes wong. |
might be ore o’ those persons.”

What are ;/ou to do about
the Vigilantes: asked les.

“Thar aint much | can do,” said
the sheriff. “I’ve got the name of every
last one of ‘em because | had someone
workin' for e anmongst ’em | mighta
missed a coupla rames, but | don't
think so.’

“Was Sam Hamilton ore of those
names?” Charles asked.

The shenff looked mildly sur-
prised “Hamilton?” he said. “No.
Why should he be? He wes a 'Raiker
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man. | expected him to kg,one of the
defendersofthew
dHe wasn't,” said Charles. “He was

out mtheopen He told e he drank
a quart of forty-rod and slept through
everything—in a bam in the corrals.”
“That so?” said the sheriff. “Meb-
be he did—nebbe he did WA, | think
I’ll do nothin’ about the Vigies. Several
lost their lives and others got bedly
hurt. 1 think they realise now they

wes led up the wrong trail.”
“But you'll the cavalry here
for a few days until things cool 7’

“I don't think so. They can go honme
today. You see, the battle wes over
afore {l arrived. | been talkin’ to
sore o Vigilantes. It seens they
hed already cecided to give up when
the sojers arrived. The majority o 'em
had nede that decision, although
some of the young hot- heads wanted to

in. But they wes out-voted.

Vo e Vot B - popod

told 'em t er

mjldin’ a hospital, and that he wes
doin’ other good turns, like givin® mon
%to Bobbie Stace. Ihey realised that
ker wes worth havin’ in the toan
That’s what stopped the fightin’, and
they wes glad wien the cavalry ar-
rived and stopped further argyment.
They just hit it out for home. They’ll

rbge(%d now, and the cavalry ain't

Charles nodded, and was then called
awnay to attend to a badly wounded
men wWho wes in delinum and had

shifted his bandages.

79/

T WAS lafe after-
noon before Charles
and Caroline could
slacken up.

They were rest-
ing on oe of the
back seats of the
hall when Rosie en+
tered the Opera
House, folloned by
a waiter with a tray

of drinks.

“I've brought you some refresh-
ment,” she said. “The next thing, we
will be sending to the next town for a
doctor and nurse to come owver here
to attend to our doctor and nurse. You
had no sleep last night; how about tak-
|ng a nap Now?”

: ‘\Necant said Charles. “At least,
can't.”

Rosie stood in the aisle and looked
at Caroline. “And what about nursie?”
she said

“'ll manage, thank you,” said
Carolire, wth dig nltly

Rosie right,” she said

“Don't bamerre if you two keel over.
| don't there will be another
show of Wolffe’s Wild West Troupe in
Toos'n, so | might as well get my gear
from my dressing room and pack it
You know; Charles, you missed your
gun practice this nomi last
night you had alf\/\mderfu opyportuni-

ot rself out.’
tyCharrl%nfsy(s)runIed. “I doubot if 1 will
ever dravva an with the idea of kill-

|ng

you never have to,” said
Rosua “Well. 1 guess | had better
spr&ad a little sunshire among the
sicl

Se wandered off, and wes soon
chatting with the less seriously injured,
much to their pleasure.

Caroline  wetched her. Charles
glanced at his nurse, expecting to see
hate br:eaﬁng fromlerdter eyes, but those
eyes a puzzled expression.

“What's puzzling you?” he asked.

Se started, and glanced at him
‘Wno said | wes puzzled?” she said

“l did What puzzles you about
Rosie?”

“She is not exactly what | expected
her to be You(%eeml had formed a
mental picture r ways—and it
does not fit in with what | have seen
vxhenlcamm contact with her. |
mean, to ne she is show folk | hawe
neverhad much to do with show folk
and | had my anh gpinion of them
Yet, she seens just like an ordinary
glrI—V\eII almost.”

Charles laughed, and looked up as
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soimeore care through the door. It wes
Wl Fitch. He saw them and came to

them
[13 4 Dx” I,E %Id [13
Carrie. ar musta bin some fun in
town last night.”
asked

“Weren't you
Charles.

“Nope. | wes at home. Town didn't
seemasafeplaoetobe Now I’'msorry
I didn't cone in’

“They buried eleven men up on the
hill this moming,” said Caroline. “If
you had COe in, you might have Tbeen
ore of them

“Mebbe,” said Wll. “I woulda bin
with the farmers and ranchers, o
course. But it was no quarrel of mine,
and | ain't no hothead Who wss
killed?”

Caroline told him the rames.

“Excuse me,” said Charles,
and left them to it

He went to the sheriff's side. The
sheriff had been asleep, but he wes
anake at the moment.

“Sheriff,” said Charles. “I'd like to
ask a question.”

“Shoot,” said the sheriff. “Mebbe
I’ll answer it.”

“Was Will Fltch oe Of the eighty-

elcﬁi%e

sheri shod< his head “No.
Wl wes not ore of 'em and so far as
I know, he wes not in town last night.
O oourse, he coulda been—thar musta
blnnarresldlm’tmandrmbbe
I had names that were not really here.
I can rard%efarrrhsaard ranchesl—
everyone would say that everyone else
wes at home; nothers would protect
sons, and ranchers would protect their
men. Why, what’s on your mind?”’

“I' wes just wondering” said
Charles. “He said he waesn't in tonn
—and | wes just checking up.”

“He’s sorta engaged to young Car-
rie, ain't he?” said the sheriff.

“Something of the sort,” said Charles
dryly, ard noved on to the next
mattress.

The wise, old eyes of the sheriff
wetched him for a_monent, and then
swung anay to where Caroline wes

in town?”’

Iose,

giving Will a description of the battle.
1ﬁ*5|1e sheriff's eyes were very thought-

UST AFTER sundown, Rosie ar-
J rived with trays of food Neither
the doctor nor the nurse hed left the
Opera House for nmore than a few
minutes all day. This time Rosie found
them in an argument.

“The waitress brings your supper,”
said Rosie.

‘We won't need two meals” said
Charles. “l am just sending Caroline
back to the Mansion House. She can
@ée”her nmeal there and then go to

“I'm not tired,” said Caroline, al-
though every muscle ached and there
were lines of weariness around her

eyes.

“All right,” said Charles,” “we'll sa
you are not tired. Then look at it this
way Ore of us will have to be here
all night. We both cannot keep aweke
much longer, so you can go homre and
sleep from now till midnight. 1 will
veke you up then, and you can take
over until dawn, when | will come back
That’s comnon sense, isn't it?”

“No,” said Carolire. “You nreed
sleep nore than | do. You home
and sleep until midnight, then |

will sleep.”

Charles took a deep breath. “CGo
home and get some sleep. | Wt you
on duty from midnight to dawn.”

Caroline hesitated for another sec-
ond. “Very well,” she said, and went
out the door.

Rosie had been watching them with
amdsemm “Lovers quarrel, eh?” she
sal

“Nonsense!” Charles.

“Maybe,” said ie. “Well, it is
a pity to waste her supper, which | or-
dered with my oan ruby lips, so |
will eat it If. If you have no ob-
Jection, Charles?”

“Not at all,” said Charles.

He dropped on a seat and leaned
back with closed eyes. He sat like
that for a moment while Rosie laid
the things out on a table, then he
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opered his eyes, shook his head, and
prepared for another few hours.

“Tired?” asked Rosie.

“Not a bit.” .

“There is no need to lie to ne. You
won't keep ne out of bed; | like my
sleep, and I'm no nurse. You must
be tired” .
m;}‘lg)(es,_l’mfgrred,” hersslud, “but Iv\clgn

going many hours yet. Wait
until 1 wash my hands and throw sonme
cold weter over my face.”

Raiker strolled in later. Charles had
asked him to stay away before, be-
cause most of the wounded men hed
been his enemies the previous night,
and Charles wes afraid of the effect on
them of seeing Raiker still hale and
hearty. But since Charles had talked
to the sheriff that nmoming, he hed
been round the wounced farm-
ers and cattle-hands, gently leaming
their frames of mind tonard Raiker.
They seemed to have had a change of
front. So Charles let Raiker wander
anmong the wounded.

“ ., Raiker,” said ore men
“You shore are too late in buildin’ that
hospital; you shoulda built it last
week, and we coulda give it a house-

warmin’.”

Raiker smiled “WHI” he said
“when | got it built, we can have an-
other little battle, en?”

“Shore!” said the man. “And you
can be the first patient.”

The words were spoken jocularly,
and the patients laughed ]

Rosie and Charles were standing
near the crlr]Jor ol licht

“Everything is sweetness ight,”
said Rosie in a whisper.

“Not ewverything,” said Charles
softly. “Somewhere a brain is plan-
ning something elss—a  murderous
brain which hes failed often, and wiill
try not to fail next time.”

“You nean the mysterious dry-
gulcher?”

Charles nodded

After Raiker had leen the
men, he drifted around till eleven
o'clock, doing an odd job here and
there, and the tasks for the wounded

men that they did not care to ask
Rosie to do. At eleven o'clock he took
Rosie home to the Mansion ,
and then he went back to the

At midnight Charles looked at his
watch, with eyes clouded with weari-
ness. He wes unsteady on his feet. He
had meant to allow Caroline to sleep
right through until the noming, but
now he saw that he could not keep
on. It would not be fair to the wound-
ed men if one of them reached a crisis,
for Charles doubted his ability to
cope with a tricky situation.

He went out of the Opera House
and stood in the cool night air for a
moment, letting it play on his fevered
brow. The town wes quiet. Most of the
townsfolk had been awneke owverlate
the night before, and all had gore early
to this night. About the only lights
ﬁig*'lﬂ e _those blazing from the

() and the dinmrer lights
of the Vansion House.

Charles set off doan the board-
walk, staggering a little with weari-
ness.

NPHE MOON wes not so bright to-
A night, and it had sunk a little in
the west. The barns and corrals were
on that side, however, and they did
not throw many long shadows, so the
road wes fairly clear. Charles could
see a figure walking sloMy ahead of
hiny a figure which noved as unsteadi-
ly as hinmself. He kept his eyes on it
because it wes the only thing to look
at, and he wes trying to make out if it
was someore he knew

_ The figure drew level with the Man-
sion House.

The night air wes ?Iit by the roar
of a sixgun, and the e half-lifted
its ams and then fell forward into
the dust.

The drygulcher had struck again!

Charles had not seen the flash of
the gun, but he was nat interested in
that for the noment. Someore hed
been shot, and his almost instinctive
Job wes to rush to their assistance. He
threw off his weariness like a cloak
and started to run. He did not stop to
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think that the drygulcher might be
lining his sigts on him—a frail
chance, even so. as the drygulcher
found it safer to fire one shot before
vanishing into the night.

Charles could see the dark shadow
on the dust of the road ahead of him
A light wes buming on the porch of
the Mansion House, but its beans did
not penetrate the dark for very far.

Charles reached the prostrate man.
and tumed him ower.

It was Sam Hamilton. Charles put
his arm on the man’s heart and en
countered a thick gush of blood—a
gush it wes hardly worttwhile to dam
as it wes plain it care from a vital
spot in the region of the heart.
| “That you, Doc:la sald Sam sudden-

. “He me—that coyote me. |
&,ugm%%t might—one o’ tl“gg days.
Wal, | ain't dead yet—and | can
talk—and 1 will.”

“You know who it was?’ asked
Charles.
“'Course | know—and Raiker

knows, too—l told him though neble
he didn't believe an old drunk like
me.” Sam coughed and spat out some
blood “Listen, Doc—and listen hard.
| ain't got much tine to talk...”

Charles listened, and everything be-
came clear before Sam suddenly re-
laxed in his arms, and went into his
last and heaviest slumber. He had not
talked for more than a minute, and
when the doctor, laid him down in the
dust and stood Up with grim purpose-
fulness, Caroline came flying out of the
Mansion House in her wrap.

“Charles—Charles!” she cried. “I
heard a shot! Are you—"" )

“I'm al right"” said Charles, in a
deadly voice. “The drygulcher struck
again—and killed Sam ilton.”

“Then it couldn't have been Sam
Hamilton.”

“No, but I know who it waes,” said
Charles, in the samre gtim tone, “and
I’m going to get him—for good!”

“Charles!” cried Caroline, but
Charles took no notice. He had set
off up the road, walkiug steadily, re-

nmorselessly. He wes no longer the
healer; at the moment he wes a killer.

For a moment Caroline wrung her
hands in anguish. Then she turmed and
fled imside, up the stairs and along
to the end room She battered franti-
cally on the parels.

“Who's there?” asked Rosie, after
a nonent. ) )

“It's me—Carrie! Qpen up—quick
—quickl

The mere fact of the caller being
Caroline wes to bring Rosie
into wide wakefulness. She slipped out
of bed and opered the door.

Carolire care in with a rush of
words “Charles has found out who the

drygulcher is—e hes to fight it
out with him—he’s tired—he is no gun-
slick You are the only one who can
stop hi can kill the drygulcher

e he kills Charles. Ch ]E)elease
please! If save Charles’ life you
can have him—I’ll go away—leave

tonn—anything—but save his life—
please save him”

Rosie kept calm She started to
dress hurriedly. “Get your clothes on.”
she said “We can’t go around town in
our nig . 'l save him if |
can—but 1'll save him for you, kid
You love him nore than | do. | never
loved a men so much that 1°'d give him
to my rival—even to save his life. Get
into your clothes. And hurry.”

/’\Ha%RLES rr]:;;\d valked up the street.
now to the, swinging
doors ofhethe 8%9% r% al—rg
pushed them open with his

St insice, his right hand hanging
rﬁd hi

s mind set on one act, and one
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act only. Just insice the door he al-
most ran into Raiker.

“Why,” said Raiker, “l thought
you—" 'Ir'ihen he wv@;arréesr;eface, the
stare in his weary eyes, stopped
su%jen‘%rly. “Yo L know?”’ )

es | his Sweeping
the room “The drygulgfvg got Sam
Hamilton,” he said steadily. “Sam told
e evgrything before he died You

“I wesn't shore,” said Raiker, “but
I am now He just care in Leave this
to me, Doc. You ain't no gunslick,
and you're wore out. Leave it to ne.”

He tumed and started across the
long dance floor. There were few pa-
trons in the place, because the events
of the night before had sent them to
bed early. A few stood against the bar
at the other end of the room ad
anong them wes WIll Fitch. He wes
leaning with his back to the bar, his
ams folded

He wetched the two men walking
qg;\zlgy toward him and his eyes nar-
(

Raiker and Charles came on, Charles
trying to get before Raiker, but the
saloon-keeper held his forward posi-
tion by adroit moverrents. Neither man
had drann a gun though each wore
ore in plain view,

They came to within five paces of
Fitch, then Will’s arms suddenly un-
folded and a gun wes in his right
hand. There wes the stark terror of
comered rat in his eyes. He did not
bring the gun into lire with his eyes,
but blazed anay.

Raiker spun round and lurched
against Charles. He had drawn too
late. Fitch had not hed to draw; he
hed leen prepared for trouble. Charles
grabbed at Raiker with his left hand,
while his right shot for his in the
best traditions taught him Rosie.
His gun carme up to his eye and roared
its message at the same nmoment that
two other guns spoke in different quar-
ters of the room

Fitch had had tine to fire only ore
shot before three slugs t into
his body—ore from the doctor and

ore each from gunmen of Raiker’s who
had gore into instant action. Will’s
body crumbled into the sawdust, his
head on the brass rail, his staring eyes
%!gringl_at the tawdry decorations on
the celli

ng

Charles holstered his gun and bent
over Raiker as he lay him doan

“Only a clip” said Raiker. “I
should have been ready for that trick
when | saw his folded arms. But he
wes yella—he fired wild | guess he’s
gllpped a bitta bore outta my shoul-

er.”

“I'll soon see,” said Charles, and
went to work

“You get him Doc?” asked Raiker.

“l got him—I don't know where
but | aimed for his heart. Your boys
shot him too.”

“He wes a fool to cone in here,

though | ﬁfpose he thought it wes
cunnin’, we are the only place
open. He knoo | knoo, too, but he wes
brazenin’ it out. Wal, you got him
Doc, just as you seem to get everythin’
in this ton—even Rosie.”

“I don't want Rosie, and never did,”
said Charles.

The doors flew open, and Rosie and
Caroline care rushing in Rosie had a
naked gun in her hand. Two of Raik-
er’s gunslicks were leaning over Wl
Fitch’s body. e cifl ten

For a moment the gifls, paused;
came on Rosie dr on her knee
beside Raiker. “Ch John—John,” she
said. “What have they dore to you?”

Raiker smiled at her. “I just got a
clip”” he said

“But it wasn't you—I know it wesn't
you!” said Rosie.

“No,” said Charles, “it wasn't Raik-
er. It was Will Fitch. His body is up
there.”

“WIll Fitch!” exclaimed Carolire,
who had been getting her breath.

“Will Pitch wes the drygulcher,”
said Charles. “Help ne get Raiker on
to a bed and I'll tell you about it.”

“Is he hurt bad, Doc?” said Rosie.
“I wouldn't want him to be hurt bad.”

“Why?” asked Charles.
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ROSBecause | like the coyote!” said
ie.

“Wal, that ain’t so bad,” said Raik-
er, as men lifted him

“I’ll meke it better,” said Rosie. “I
guess | love the dunb skunk; and I'll
marry him if he’ll have me.”

“That’s worth a slug in the shoul-
der any day,” said Raiker with a grin.
“Doc you been jilted!”

'T'THEY CARRIED Raiker to his

bedroom and laid him on the bed
while the doctor dressed the wound
Caroline standing by and helping where
she could While Charles he
told them about Wl Fitch.

W wes the lggiet, planning sort,”
said the doctor. “He was also a coward,
and he knew it. His personality craved
self-praise, s0 he fell back on his plans.
But the nain reason for all the trouble
wes his loe of Caroline. It wes the
obsession of his life. Caroline’s father
evidently felt the same about him as
Caroline did, and he showed that while
he lived, Fitch would never marry his
daughter.”

y “Those were his words,” said Caro-
ire.

“Dangerous words,” said Charles.
“They gave Wil an idea. So ore night
he rode into town, hid in the corrals
opposite the Mansion House, and shot
Dr. Guthrie down Then he went back
through the yards, got his horse, and
rode hore. He thought he hed got
awnay with that very nicely, not know
ing m _Sa£“Ha_m'lton, sleeping off
oe is daily jags, wes in an open
bam just behir‘dl him Wil wsed the
darkness of the barm as his cover, and
lhe shot wes s0 close it woke Sam
who wes not as drunk as usual. OF
course. Sam could no nore see Wl
than Wl could see him but Sam got
up from his straw bed and folloned
Wl a little way, seeing him plain
enough in the noonlight to identify
him The next day Hamilton wert to
his friend—his only friend—John
Raiker, and told him what he hed
seen, connecting it with the finding of
Dr. Guthrie’s body.”

“I gave hima hearing,” said Raiker.
“But | could not take too much stock
of what he said. | wouldn't hang any
man on the evidence of a guy like
Sam Hamilton. | told him to keep
his discovery to hinself. The reason |
told him that wes | thought he might
get talking, and his words get car-
ried back to Wll Fitch. If Fitch hap-
pered to ke the guilty one, then Sam
mi find hinself dry-gulched ore
nlg .”

“He took your advice—almost,”
went on Charles. “Sam got very drunk
ore night, and when he wes very drunk
he wes badH red. He ran against
Wll, and he told Wil he wes a dry-

Iching skunk—and he also told Wl
that he had seen him shoot Dr. Guth-
rie. Sam added that he had told Raiker
the whole story. "Will now saw that his
guilty secret waes not a bit safe. Two
persons knew it. So ore night he lay
In wait for Raiker outside the Man-
sion House—hbut he missed!”

“Thanks to you,” said Raiker.

“But he fired at you,” said Rosie.
“You didn't know he killed Dr. Guth-
rie”

“No. He wanted to kill ne for the
same reason he killed Guthrie—be-
cause | stood between him and his am+
bition to marry Caroline. He wes jeal-
ous—he thought Caroline might fall in
loe with ne—”’

‘Se had” said Rosie with a
chuckle.

“Se and another,” added Caroline.

“S he tried to kill me. He missed
again. His enemies were increased, so
he really did some thinking, and he de-

el a plan which might wipe them
al out in one go. He the idea
from the fight In the ra House.

The next day he went to Jake and did
sore whispering,  for days he whis-
pered round the district, riding far and
wice, but never pushing hinself too
much into the open. He left all the main
talking and leadership to Jake—and
Jake loved it. Will’s plan wes this. He
would get the Migilantes to attack
Raiker, and he would make sure by
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whispers that Raiker—and also Hamil-
ton, Who wes a Raiker man—would be
1¥:enrr:1hed If, during the battle men fell
l—as the doctor—might conre for-
ward to pick up the wounded, so Wll
placed hlmself in ambush to wait for
that moment. This night wes to Ip a
grand cleanrup of his enemies. The
sheriff almost spoilt his plans, so, to
start C;[]rgru]gble rr]\e shot the Vs\rkg:fi He
wes I IS position ran
up the road, he got his chance later
V\henlv\esbrlrglnglnarmn One
more he missed The Migilantes then
mecke it so hot for him searching all
along the corrals, that he made hinrself
scarce and went home. He could wait
another day.
am"rodayhthemcomas Sgarﬁk Cl)rnlteo toan,
tonig gets eneny
wes obr\ehe Hgadlea\ﬁmtmdar&orrglrsld
crosses the r tl
into  the d(ﬁe’ld—the only
place in toan still gJen going
on what | had heard from Sam and
not doubting it like Raiker, | came
on here. So WAll died, with two of his

eremies still alive—and with his am+
bition unsatisified.”

Rosie looked at Caroline. “It wes
a laudable ambition,” she said. “Car-
rie is all a man could wish. She even
lored a man 0 nmuch that—but let
that pass. Thank | saw the
light in time. 1 could never ke a doc-
tor's wife; 1 never could leave the
bright lights. No, | am nore suited to
be a saloon-keeper's wife—and I'll
make John here one of the greatest and
best loved citizens this tonn has ever
knov\n—yw see if | dont Good lord,

to sleep.

?onemd dropped on to a chair
and gore to sleep while she talked
Rasie shook him

“Hi, Charles,” she said, “wake up
and welll ﬁndyouabed We're to be
T Ceries el his

€es IS S

'\Nere not,” he said. Wee?ne%r\?\yer%e
gﬁlng to marry Caroline.”
at's what | meant, you fool,”

sald Rosie. “It will e a double wed-

ding”
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Demeree objected to the rabbit-faced juryman, “He's a moron," the defense
lawyer said to Judge Steele.

“Our ancestors, jour honor, were not good spellers.
They frequently— misspelled names in their indictments,
so judges hit onto this rule of idem sonans. Under this
rule, it is not required that the defendant’s name be
correctly spelled in the indictment if, when pronounced,
it sounds like his true name.” Well, figured Judge
Steele, this covered the fact that everyone seemed to
have a slightly different version of Cephas Waggin’s
name But he hadn’t counted on the foreman of the
jury bringing in a verdict that no one could understand!

UDEM SONANS

Judge Steele Story by Lo Williams

UDGE WARDLOW STEELE en  their ud% they'd scraped b,>tom Rut
tered Flat Creek's jammed court- udge wa by thunder, and o
room in a surly, fighting nood long as he rermeined ore life for mur-
In his opinion, this clunsy attempt tgierlng varmints wesn't going to be

Flat Creek citizens to sulstitute legal

justice for vigilante methods wes any- He sat down heavily anti gave his

thing but progress. That mistake wes sandy head a jerk “Sherff, call
bad enough. When they selected an court.”

ignoramus  gold-digger like him for Sheriff Jerd Buckalew, tall, raw
48
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bored and poker-faced, rose and
an inverted barrel with his
forty-five. “Court’s now in session If
don't believe it, let him go
home while he can.”

Heavily amed deputies here and
there hitched up their gunbelts and
nodded  subconsciously.  Well-posted
Vigies stood rock still but cast grim
watchful eyes toward potential dis-
t“%éé Steele tugged at his st

eele S straw
colored mustache, gave his head an-
other jerk. *“Skiffy, call fust case.”

Clerk James Skiffington, long, thin
and gloomy, scarecromed up. His voice
oo Peolo VIS Coptes Wegei

e in
alias V\ﬁ%ggln Charge, first de-
gree murder.”

Steele looked doan at a puncheon
bench resernved for varmints in their
t\MIlght hours. There sat as mean look-

canire as he’'d observed in years,

. shifty, snarling, and undoubted-

Iy as creepy as a felire. “Murder, eh?

Well, you core to a bed lace to

commit murder when you hit Flat
Creek; you got a lawyer?”

A beanpole in black suit, white vest
and black four-inhand necktie got lég_
He hed a sharp face, dark hair,
breviated burmsides and a self-confi-
dent demeanor. “I am his lawyer, your
honor. French Denreree.”

In this clever practitioner Steele saw
personification of all his judicial diffi-
culties. His face writhed with distaste.
@ Dermreree fgldn Tennessee. \k}lée
a penny, you always tumn up
you ain't wanted. Don't knowv that
murderers ought to be Be-con-
samed if | canseev\hytharsgotto
be such a fight over 'em” He swung
left. “Whar’s our man?”

A stocky redhead with noble brow
and beni countenance got “Wade
Claybroo f Prosecutlng
attorney.”

Steele sunveyed his man Claybrook
with mixed feeli Claybrook looked

nacious em;g but his nobility
ways of adulterating his good

Serse, ially when good sense and
hard, cold justice were needed nost.
S_te_ele gave his mustache a couple of
vicious Jerks and looked down at de-

fendant \\aggin.
“All right, you weasel, what’s your
plea?’

Demeree arose. “If your honor
please, defendant nmowes that this in-
dictment ke quashed and that he be
discharged.”

Here wes trouble, as Steele had ex-
pected. “Consamn you, Demeree,” he
demenced veherently, “what in tar-
nation do you mean?”

Demeree’s poise continued unshak-
en “May it please this honorable
court, in plain language defendant
noves that this indictment be throawn
out and that he be set free.” )

Steele’s urge to sarcasm wes irre-
sistible. “Now ain't that a Pu[ty how
dy-do! That's what 1'd call gittin’ off
easy.’

To Demreree it waes no occasion for
e&% He elevated his sharp chin
“Defendant is not being facetious, your
honor. There is a well-settled rule of
criminal law that a nman may not be
brought to trial for murder, unless
and until he has been indicted. This
indictment charges one Cephas Wag-
gin, aliass Wig Waggin, with havlng
committed murder. My client here is

not Cephas Waggin. Nor yet is he Wig
In”

“Who in thunder is he then?” Steele
gronMed impatiently.
Dermreree announced quietly, “He is
Cepmlus Wiggin, your honor.”
“Hunph!  Ain't he got no alias?”
Demeree nodded complacently,
“Yes, your honor. He is sometines
called Wag Wiggin, but not Wig Wag-
gin.”
Steele’s wrath burmed slowly. “Demt
eree, do you nean to stand thar and

say that two-l polecat has got to
be tumed loose his name ain't
spelled right?”

Demeree remained cool. “l certain-
ly do, your honor. It is not permissible
to indict one man and try another,;
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nor is it permissible to indict a nan
by one name and try him by another
name. Nothing is better settled in our
law than that such variance is fatal
to an indictment.”

LAYBROOK got up with an air of
stancPanem and conciliatory under-
ing. “Now; if your honor please,
I am quite aware of what Mr.” Demt
eree is driving at. He alludes to a
principle that certainly has centuries
of precedent and tradition behind it
But there is no merit to his contention
in this instance. Mr. Demreree knows,
as wall as | kmvv,ltgtnurderour
conmon law rule of as—
“ldem what?” denmanded Steele an-
grlly
erC|sed “marked self-

control
e
nmeree |s
right—"
Steele with his fist “See

hyar, Claybrook. Don't ever admit that

Deneree is right, you can stomp him

if éd;yﬂrvxartkto Mmdobn;]deferd him”

ook ard IS eyebrows.

“Let me put it this way then if |

may. Our ancestors were not good
spellers, if your honor P

“Are they good spellers now, Clay-
brook?”

Claybrook peered through his eye-
brows. “If 1 may continue, sir, our
ancestors were not good spellers. They
f;demently misspelled nahnm in thielr
indict it onto this
rule gf‘%’nmﬁ%}?hder this rule,
it is not required that defendant’s name
be correctly spelled in his indictment
if, when pronounced it sounds li hIS

For exarrple N
knl-f are though spelled
differently. So,

if defendant’s name
had been Nit, but spelled Knit in his
indictment, that variance would have
been ,cured by our rule of D

“That is a xample,” Derreree
said qumkly ‘It shows perfectly that

in Celphalus W
are not %‘B’S That is true,

of Wg and Wag. Wig Weggin does
|rmg|nat|ve acrobatics,

sound "kEY\J{’a%OhO n”’

Claybrook said
with mil |nS|stence

“it is not re-
quired that they alike;
it is i ent in Iavv if theysomd
alike, so log
espedally ndant, is msled or
Demerees menner grew belligerent.
“If your honor please, defendant dis-
agrees. Wyords nmust sound alike, oth-
ennise SIS will not cure this
critical variance. There is SFI@ simi-
larity between Wig and Wag. There
is also Smﬂésmlanty betvween Leviti:
CLsardEchesmstes but as for SAG

t nore alike than
SR ey e 10

“Enough is enough, by thunder.
Consam you lawyers, | wonder how
long youd keep this up if nobody
called a halt. Trouble is, youve got
nore lamin’ than you've got sense
What we're interested in hyar is
whether we've got our hooks In a man
charged with rru\r/(\jﬁer. Gl hirdn Wig
Waggin or Wag In, accordin’ to
your taste, but we'll him if he’s
dc%ilty, no matter if he's Christopher

Before Steele could say nore, Dem
eree tried again. “Your honor, de-
fendant noves to quesh this indict-
ment on still another ground.”

Steele tensed. “Now see hyar, Dem+
eree, one ground is enough. That hyena
is charged with murder; what's vour
plea?”

Deneree also tensed, but a lavwer
wes di in controversy | with
a judge. He yielded to necessity. “De-
ferdant pleads not guilt}, your hon-

“Its about time. Bucky, parel a
jury’

Buckalew nodded toward Skiffing-
ton. “Call namres, Skiffy.”

YVEMEREE found numerous objec-

N tios to prospective jurors who
scrouged forlov(/apglct extjlaLsted his
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peremptory challenges, relied once
nmore on chall for cause. “De-
fendant objects to Mr. Fun
your honor.” He indicated, “
called Rabbit Hembrie.”

A tall, rabbit-faced juror arose. His

Face,
at one

nose and nouth twitched. “He jeckie
to me?”

Steele sharply, “You set
doan thar. ther he’s objecting to

@1 or not is no consarn of IS.
meree, what's your objection?”’

“He’s a noron, your honor.”

Henbrie half-rose. “Wetty ‘e say?”

Steele glared at Hembrie. “He said
you Wes a noron. Set down and shut
up before you prove his point; Dem-
eree, you're overruled” Steele gave
his audience a sweeping glance. “Wit-
nesses come and ke swomn.”

Several came forward, held #) their
right hands before Clerk Skiffington,
were then herded to a back room

Steele glared at Claybrook. “Call
fust witness, and git this trial started.
We ought to been through it already.”

Claybrook nodded toward a deputy
sheriff. “Call Lew Deckard.”

A lean gold-digger with a squinted
eye wes brought In and seated as a
Witness. He Iookegl (r:amggr V\jlzh dead-
pan expression unti 00k got up.

“Your name?” Claybrook asked.

“Lew Deckard.”

“Where do you live?”

Deneree got LP “Now, your hor
or, defendant will stipulate that Lew
Deckard, otherwise known as Stacked
Deck, Squint-eye Deckard and Lulu,
is a Flat Creek gold-di%ges a
shack in Sarlay Guich, de-
fendant, and hes ore good eye.”

“If your honor please,” said Clay-
brook indignantly, “I object to el
interrupted by Mr. Demreree. His of-
fer to stipulate is uncalled for and un-
wanted. If he wishes to plead his clienf
guilty, he may do so; otherwise,
shell prove him_guilty.”

Steele filled with pride. “Claybrook,
that’s getting him told, you go right
ahead In your onn way.”

Claybrook lowered his face and

glared through his eyebrons at Wit-

ness Deckard. “Were you acquainted
with William Brumley, owner of a
store on Sarlay Street?”

“You mean him that wes killed by
Wag Wiggin?”

“I do.”

“l knoned him but his name wes
InotV\,iIIiam Brumley. It wes Gl Burn-
ey.11

Deneree wes instantly. “Nowy,
your honor, defe hes a right here
that calls for assertion.”

Steelg[zaklleaned fmm/\gddf “Demeree,
you're taking up a time.”

Demreree tightened with determina-
ti%lr “Your m this igijictrrvl\eﬁnt
charges ore Cg Waggin, alias Wig

in, with havn_'lug?1 murdered ore
William Brumley. IS Witness hes
just testified that one Wig in,
or Wag Wiggin, killed not one William
Brumley, but one Gll Burnley. Your
honor hes just owverruled defendant’s
notion besed upon misnoner, to which
ruling defendant would except were it
not but an idle ﬁesture in this court
to except to anything. Here, nowy is a
much clearer case for defendant’s mo-
tion to quash and discharge. This in-
dictrent, prepared by Mr. Claybrook
or by his grand jury, charges that one
Wig In murdered one William
Brumley. This defendant did not kill
William Brumley. If he killed any-
body, which he denies, deceased wes
Gll Burnley. It is not permissible to
charge a with murder of one
person, then try him for allegedly hav-
ing killed another person. Defendant
should be discharged, your honor, and
for nothing held.

Claybrook wes waiting confidently.

%lour honor, there’s no point to
"

“I\U[\/,

going through all that again. It is an-

other instance of Icgfn%
“Why, of course,” snapped Steele.

“Demeree, you're overruled;, proceed,
Mr. Claybrook.”

Deneree sat down, frustrated and
vexed.

ITLAYBROOK eyed his witness.
“Mr. Deckard, where were you
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last Saturday night between eleven
and twelve o'’clock?”

“I wes in Gll Burnley’s store.”

“What were you doing there?”

“I wes helping Glll Enos Hunter
waetch for a thief.”

“Relate what happened.”

Deckard reflected a moment; a fur-

row intruded upon his deadpan ex-
prr]essiclJnéI V\ﬁ{l beforexple_l C(:E‘(_?I,ﬂdld)
that, 1'd ought to ain 's lay-
out, and where each of s wes hid-
in'.

Denmeree rose quickly. “If your hon-
or please, this witness wes asked to
relate what , not to draw
word pictures of what something
looked like.”

Steele tugged slomy at his nus-
tache, but savagery had begn to stir
in him “Demeree; set doan.”

Claybrook’s noblllty wes touched.
“Mr. Demeree has in mind an im
portant rule of evidence, your honor;
I, therefore withdraw that uestlon

“No, thunder, Clyou
gro\Med Steele “Wade aybrook,
consarned if you ain't about as dIS-
appointi’ as a man could git. One
minute we'd think you wes goin’ to
show real fight, then by next minute
you've become a nouse. Squint-eye,
you go on ar‘d tell what hapypened,
layout and all.”

Claybrook sat down and stuck out
his loner lip
“l wes going to say, Judge,” said

Deckard, “that there wes three of ws.
Gill’s store has a front door, a back
door, and a sice window, | wes hid-
ing up front, Gl at back, and Encs
Hunter behind a counter ite bd;gtn
one window Somrebody
breaking into stores lately, and Gll
figured it wes about tine for some-
body to burg?ear him so he hired me
andEnosto Ip watch. But there wes
ore thing he hadn’t figured on—that
wes his cellar. Well, sir, along about
midnight we hear a noise. But It don't
come from no quarter were watch-
in’; it comes from that cellar. First,
a squeak Then noises like
creepin’ up steps. Then a floor-door

is pushed up slow and careful. Up
comes a snmall lanterm and an arm

Then up comes a man's head. That’s
folloned by a long craMin’ body
that'd remind you of a snake, if ever
you saw it cramin’. I’'m so scared |
can’'t move, but Gll Burnley yells out,
‘Grab hlrn boys; there’s our sneakir’
burglar.”

Denmeree eased up cautiously. “De-
fendant objects to his telling what
somebody said.”

Claybrook got up hurriedly. “That’s

ﬂhtv\kygurmmr I—le(\j/\a?\reftaskedké[g

somebody sai &S &g
to tell what happened.”

“You lavwers set down,” dermanded
Steele. “If we didn't have to be both-
ered with lawyers, 1 reckon a court
of Iawogfjld getalolngvmﬂtbsorre
measure respectability. This wit-
ness wes asked to tell what

W\ell, by thunder, what said
in a pirch like that is part of what
Now see hyar, Squlnteye

happened
you go on and tell what happened, and
excited and said some-

thlng you tell that too.”
Squint-eye’s  dead-pan exiaressmn
“Wel
, this crawdin’

continued unperturbed
grabbed He

Wes going to say, Ju
snake didn't wait to
h’isted a sixshooter and blazed away.
Never heard so much shootin® all at
once in my life. Gll screamred, ‘I’'m
shot, boys;, I'm shot’ Enos Hunter
had been booming anay with his six-
gun, but he must\ve leen nost as
scared as | wes, because all he hit wes
dishes mashelfardafa/vmtsard
pans. WWhen Hunter's gun wes
this crandin’ snake went after
mﬂ;e apllﬁggd | %ﬂd I_Illke a
i into ing. Hunter
screamed, ‘I’m stobbed; 1’'m stobbed’
Then there wes groans and gurgles,
and then that snake cramed out
I could see himé\fgal B?/ then 1I'd
sort of got hold rryse When he
started to stand up | cut drive with
my shotgun, figuring 1I'd cut him in
two, but he wes getting on his feet
pretty fast and | missed him clean.
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Still, there’s sonething about a shot-
gun, Judge, that puts fear into bed
hearts where a sixgun wouldn't faze
'em Well, when that shotgun boored
out, he dived for that cellar hole
Didn't even bother to pick up his
lantern. Thats about it, Judge.”

Claytr up. “Your honor.”
he sﬂd | rtantl “that lacks a
great deal of being about it.”

In spite of Clavbrooks gloating
spirit, Steele adimired his persistence.

All right, Claybrook, squeeze it out
of hlmg

[""LAYBROOK lowered his head and
glared up at Deckard. “So you saw
a man’s head come up through a cellar
hole, did you?”
“l did,” replied Deckard. ‘“When

thattrapdoorvxespsl‘edeard back,
ml;grterncarremfolb/\edbyarmns

“And did you recognize this creep-
ing, craning creature that came W
out of that cellar?”

“I did sir.”

“Who wes it?”

“It wes that town sneak and loafer
called Wag Wiggin.”

“Do you see Wag Wiggin in this
courtroom?”

“Certainly. That’'s him over there
by Mr. Demeree.”

“And is he that cregping, crawli
creature you saw come up out of G
Burnley’s cellar hole?”

“He is.”

“That’s all,” said Claybrook He sat
doen

Once nore Steele wes proud of his
man Claybrook. But he turmed a sour
face tonard French Demreree. “Want
to cross-examine?”

Deneree rose, said, “No, your hon
or,” ad sat donn

“Next witness, Claybrook.”

Claybrook nodded at a deputy.
“Lum Trotter.”

Trotter V\Ssaogr%%ﬂlt in angd ?egtséjd
He wes a ing middle-
rrhﬁ_\n in jeans, boots and checkered
shirt.

“Your name is Lum Trotter?” said
Claybrlool_c
“It 1s.”

“Somretimes called Horse Trotter?”

“Sometines.” )

“Last Saturday night, between
eleven oclock and midnight, did you
hearoa comnotion at Gll Burnley’s
store?

Object said Denreree, rising cau-
tlously “That is a Ieadlng uestion;

Claybrook should know he can't
ask leading questions.”

‘_‘CIHV\,ithdravv it,” said Claybrook

uickly.
k Steele sconled. “You don't have to
take that off of him Claybrook Why
don't you stand your ground?”

Claybrook stared up at his witness.
“Where were you last Saturday night
between eleven and twelve o'clock?”

Witness Trotter twisted slightly,

lanced at Deneree, then at Clay-

ook “l reckon you want to know
if 1 wes at Gll Burnley’s store. WL
I wes. | wes there al of several
otmr:earlgn, and we V\Eﬂ% IEe re bewmlm
e a cormotion, like guns
in" and ren screaming. When we bust-
ed in—"

“Just answer my questions, please,”
said Claybrook curtly.

“All right, sir,” said Trotter.
teII e I you want to know.”

“I merely went you to answer my
uestions.” Claybrook fronned. “What

id you see you entered Burn-
ley’s store?”

“l saw a lantern beside an oFen
trapdoor; that store sure snelled like
bumt r, t00.”

Idn't ask you what you srelled
Just relate what saw.’
up that lantern,

and we Iookedplaround Heard groans,
and back of a barrel we found Gl
Bumley, on his back and all bloody
and dying Ibentoverhlmgothold
of his hand and said—"

“I\b/vmyour tell \/\Olrtgteas%rd‘re%(e)g}y
eree can't
said. Defendant objects.”

VT Bk v o

“Just
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tell what else said.”
“That’s correct,” agreed Demreree.
;\I;r ”‘,I'S%ajd Clgyyggloo(lglaybrook
tness Trotter
with a touch of scomn. “Proceed
where?”
Claybrook snapped back, “Tell
whet you said to Gl Burnley.”
Trotter corsidered a noment, eyed
Claybrook sharply, but decided to
speak further. “Well, as | was about
to tell you, | said to Burnley, ‘Who
dore it, Gill? Gll stared up at e,
saw by lantern light who | wes, and

T"\EMEREE arcse. “Now; your hon
A or, Mr. Claybrook has just conced-
ed that this witness is not permitted to
tell what ody else said.”

Steele’s nostrils dilated wwrathfully.
“Demeree, you're overruled. Claybrook
can his head off, if he’'s a
mind to; this court ain't concedin’
nothin’. Deneree, you know by now
that a witness can relate dying decla-
rations. That’s an exception to r
consarned hearsay evidence rule.”

“But, your , It must first be
shown to have a dying declara-
tion.”

\eirns swelled in Steele’s forehead
“Demreree, have you lbeen asleep?
:—brse Trgltlteg Ihas Jugtrd &alc?yithat Burn-
e3{‘But that doesn't meke ir[\ga dying
declaration, your honor.”

Claybrook intervened  heroically.
“Your honor, | can explain. What Mr.
Demreree has in mind is this: To meke
a dying laration, Burnley hinmself

“Thep you find out i rmley
kroned ke was dying, by thunder.”

Claybrook faced his witness. “Mr.
Trotter, did Gll Burnley know he wes
dying?” _

Denmeree wes still up. «~ owt, YOUr
honor, that is asking for a conclusion;
Witnesses are not permitted to draw
conclusions.”

“l withdraw that question,” said
Claybrook rmagnaninously.

“No you don't,” Steele gromled

“Trotter, you' answer that question.”
oo 11l Tl you it ey sid
“ . I’ll tell you mley sai
when he looked up and recognized
rm.”

“Tell it.”

“He said to ne, ‘Horse” he said,
‘I’'m hit for keeps. 1 ain't got but a
minute or two. You go take care of
Enos and don't waste time with me.’
Ad | said, ‘Gill,; | said, ‘who shot
you?" Gill sort of gurgled and choked,
then he stared up at me and said,
‘It wes that sneakin’ bum Ceph Wag-
ner. 1 saw him—plain—saw him plain.
I-Ileedhad a Iag:gnl'l_b_m r’]en'l'hen he gur-
gled agair), rgnt t up
and died.”

Steele swiped his mustache and
g_Iare(%I at Claybrook. “Any nore ques-
tions?”’

Claybrook had sat down He wes
pouting. “No questions,” he muttered.

“Demeree?”

“No, but | have a nption, your
honor.”

Steele got up, pressed his fists down
on his desk “Demreree, you connivin’
stinker, i&lon’t % start that a\%ain.
iy Ofm i b.?ton . rmut%
ner out of Waggin, get your
full of blood and try to say ‘\Naﬁ
gin’. You probably wouldn't get notl
IN" but red blubers. Set down thar,
Demeree”” Demeree eased down
Steele, also, sat donn “Claybrook; call
next watness.”

Claybrook sulkily. *“Call
Tollii/a}ékr)r Dew.’90t P Y

A TALL, friendly man with a big
Adam's apple came in and sat

Claybrook him a mean look
“Is y())/ubrr narrega‘\rlglliver Dew?”

Dew nodded and smiled. “Yes, sir,
that's my name, though I'm mostly
called Tol Dew. Peoiale are that way,
you know, alweys lookin’ for short

Claybrook snapped, “Never mind
philosophizing, just answer my ques-
tions. Tolliver Dew, where were you
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last Saturday night betvieen eleven and
twelve o’clock?”

To! Dew smiled “Part of that time
| wes in Gl Burnley’s store, where
there’d been some shootin’. You know,

Gll Burnley wes killed there that
night, killed by a man named—"
“Will you just answer ques-

tions!” stormed Claybrook. “Did you
see Enos Hunter in Burnley’s store?”

“Yes, sir, | did”

“What wes his condition when you
saw him?”

Tol looked sad. “He wes dying, sir.”

“How do you know he wes dying?”

“Because it warn't long before he

Claybrook grunted and studied a
moment. “Before he died, did he say
anything to indicate he knew he wes
cying?”

“Object,” shouted Derreree. “That’s
not only a leading question; it also
calls for a conclusion. Mr. Claybrook

“l withdraw that question” said

Claybrook.

Steele leaned forward “Tol Dew
answer that question.”

Dew twisted round. “Judge, I'll tell

you what Enos said and can de-
cide for yourself. 1 wes lin' be-
side Enos, talking to him as best |
could, trying to get him to say some-
thing. Finalty he his eyes and
stared at ne. ‘Is it you, Tolliver? he
says. ‘It’s me, Enos,” | answers. ‘Gad
to see you, Tolliver! Enos says. ‘I
v;o_n’t be s_eelrSI%r anyrmh re at our
clainms in ay, there’s going to
be a dilf‘Erent sortyof di in’sgo for:g e
pretty soon.’” Enos sort of smiles then
and says, ‘I’m hoping to hit pay dirt.
Tolliver—I'm hoping” Of course,
Judge, | don't know what Enos knew,
but from his talk 1'd say he knowed
his diggin’s in Sarlay Guich wes over.”

Steele felt hinself torn by a strange
kind of fury. “Tol, did Encs nanme any
names?”

“Yes, sir, Judge, he did,” said Dew:
“When | asked him who knifed him
he said, ‘It was— Enos gasped and
struggled a bit, then he tried again.

‘It wes that no-good Josephus WA
gam,’ he said. Encs tried to explal%
i y #Ianterrr]\ and" hol blcgtee
ing up through a cellar hole,

went off his mind along there and in
a few seconds wes

Steele sconded at Claybrook. “Any
nmore questions?”

“No, your honor.”

“Demeree?”

Steele’s voice wes so full of menace
that Demeree eased donn from a half-
risen position.

“No questions, your honor.”

_Tol Dew wert out and Steele jerked
his head. *“You jurors go out fetch
in a verdict.”

They filed out and stayed two or
three minutes longer than juries usual-
ly stayed out. When they returned,
t%ey walked sloMy and solermly. Rab-
bit Hembrie came last. He alore re-
mained standing.

Steele glared at Hemrbrie, at his
fellowsjurors, then back at Herrbrie.
Consarn them jurors! “Well!”

Hembrie jumped, startled.

Steele snarled at him “Don't just
stand thar. What’s your verdict?”’

Rabbit Hembrie swalloned His
nose and nouth twitched. Finally he
assumed a brave stance and said,
“Gitty up fit diggity muddy.”

Steele tensed and stared. “What in
tamgion did dsay?”

13 'tty t i%ity |'TI Iclct '.’1

Steele relaxed. “Cn | git 1t now;
but that’s a consarmed sorry way to
5?2/ anything.” He swung towerd Sher-
iff Buckalew;, but his eyes met Dem:
eree’s slender, resolute erectness. “All
right, Demeree, start talkin’.”

TPVEMEREE looked at Steele with a
question in his eye. ““Your honor,
if it were not that | ‘might be invited
to let them speak; | should say that
here is a situation where facts speak
for thenselves. This trial has come
to a pass where it can go no further.
Due respect for revered traditions and
precedents of our law demands that
this defendant be discharged.”
“Hold on thar, Demeree, you can
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leave off your oratory. What's eatin’
on you?”

meree said tightly, '“Your honor,
a verdict hes leen reached, but it
must remein forever locked in each
juror’s bosom they have selected as
I Secis prapiroct DUt 1o e 0 Koop

eele perspin tried to
that concealed.  “Dem+

eree, they can go out and select a new
foreman.” ]
“No, your honor,” said Deneree.

“Once they have arrived at a verdict,
tl are not permitted to withdraw

recorsicer. If they did that, they
might change their \erdict, or ore
juror might change his views and cause
a hung jury. As said of Median and
Persian laws, a verdict once reached
altereth not. In this case, it is destined
to remain ore of time’s undiscovered
secrets.”

Claybrook rese  manfully.  “Your
honor, I'm afraid Mr. Demeree is
rlght This verdict—"

Claybrook, set doan thar.” Judge
Steele half-rose; anger gleamed sav-
agely. ““Be-consarmed, you'll git on
Deneree’s sice or bust. If you ain't

got nothin’ to say for our side, you
Just shut up don't say nothin’.
Strikes. had a good idear once.

That STHD busiress, it wes.
Why in tarnation didn't you mng onto
it?”

“Sir,” Claybrook said angrily, defi-
antly, “even a legal principle as elastic
as that won't stretch over a noun-
tain.”

Steele controlled his temper. Ac-
cording to his lights, Claybrook should
have been fired for contempt of court
“Wade,” Steele said calmly, “if you'd
show ﬁght like that when fi is
needed, and whar it's needed Flat

Creek Id be mighty proud of you.
That SJH!(SJ ﬁprlncl ple you've
beer?eétt(IJssmg about fits this situation
el y. A er% ought to

V\hﬁt bit He said wes.
gns . Sounding sag,
by thunder!”

Derreree had calmed. “Your honor,
without intending any disrespect for
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this honorable court, 1 wish to com-

mand Mr. Claybrook for his upright
gentlemanly prirciples. His sense

of falmess teIIs him it tell

I| dwjhg‘tgﬁ eve&gr_gémteg

Steele grew tight D%er
if it don't Ilkggﬂl H
what in tarnatlon obes
it sound Iike7
“Your honor,” said Demeree, “I

fearlmmtfastenwgwmrryfeet
to give a suitable answer to th

A e

[""LAYBROOK had sat down He
sulked and enjoyed His Honor’s
%ISery and darkly indicated discom
ture
But Steele wes thinking, he V\esmrg
wvays near to giving CoNsar
if that ITUI’CEF?I’I poIeLg\t Wag Wiggin
wes going to escape on some fool
technicality. Steele stared at Clay-
brook, then at his jurors; they were
all as sole as pal ers. Oe whis-
kered gold-digger had orne cheek stuck
out, but just to show he wesn't stifling
a grin with his tongue he started chews
mg, Maybe they regarded themrselves
clever in selectlng a tongue-tied
rodent for a foreman, but they didn't
strike him as clever.
CICIaybrOOkpaIQS grcl)\Mhetald ot
a slightly, got
¥or your honor9
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“Do you know any law by which
we can hang these jurors?”

Twehve nmen tensed and  looked
scared.

Claybrook shook his head “No,
your | surmise that you dlsap

prove of their having selected Rabbit
Hembrie as foreman, but in contem-
plation of law. ore juror is equally
qualified with ever%/a%her to e fore-
man. No law hes violated.”

“Demeree!

Deneree had not sat doam ““Yes.
your honor.”

“Do you know of any law by which
these jurors can be hung7”

Deneree shook his head. “If your
honor please, 1 should say they are
hopelessly hung already.”

Steele swiped a hand across his
mouth. In his opinion, these jurors
oughttobehng but he had no pres-

ent plans for hanging them What he
mostly did in this CI’ISIS wes stall for
timg; he needed an idea He wes

S7

stumped, but he’d be-consamed if he
meant to give up

He looked steadily at Rabbit Hem-
brie, who had eased down and mede
himself as smell as p053|ble “Stand
up thar, you nose-twatchin’ rabbit. |
want to ask you a question.”

Rabbit

Steele qly. “How would
you say ‘

“Nit qgitty,” led Rabbit prompt*

'y “I—bvv vould vou say Quly?”’

el i = Quly o
“Gltty up fit diggity muddy.”
“Set down!”

Rabbit sat doan

Steele Rabbit’s fellowsjurors g
look they’d remember. He turned then
to Sheritf Jerd Buckalew. “All right,

hlmky Wiggin is your meat. Hang

They were safe under the bub-

ble, but the outside world was
cut off completely. But what
bothered Rosie was the mystery
of where Tessie had gotten a
new dress, when everyone else

was in rags.

Here's a sly and sardonic

novelet,

ROSIE LIVED IN
A BUBBLE

by Monroe Schere

Veteran science-fictionists will
remember M. Schere as author
of such irreverent tales as "Let
Cymbals Ring" and "Anachro-
But old and new
readers will welcome his return.

nistic Optics".

Watch for the August
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GOME IN, KILLER!

by Jay Tyler

Everything about the Killing of this Englishman seemed to be mis-
leading. But Asa Lyons and Jonathan Gaunt felt that there was some-

thing
ONATHAN GAUNT

his
bows on.the window sill of the
Tty At G offcn, and
wvatched a horsefly perched on the
hitching rail outside. He sucked in his
cheeks, ready to let a stream of tobac-
co juice fly at the unoffending insect,
then sighed and spat out the quid in-
stead. “Filthy habit,” he muttered. “It’s
time 1 started to mend my ways; think
I’ll shift to cigars.”
“Emulating our President, eh?” Jim
rs applied a rag industriously to
the plate of the foot-pedal press that
ran off the toan paper each week, as
well as taking on job printing between
issues. “Hear tell that General Grant’s
having a worse time with the grafters
in Washington than he ever had with
the rebels.in the Wildermess.”

Gaunt nodded as he stretched his
lean frame. “The General’s an honest
men, but I’'m afraid he’s one of these
folks who can’'t conceive—since they're
i,_lﬁggm themselves—that any nan t
i

can possibly ke crooked”-
Rodgers “I sell an editori-
al coming on Maybe you could give it
to e to set up today, instead of wait-
ing until deadlire tormorrow;, huh?”
“We'll see,” said Gaunt. “Town mat-
ters take precedence. Folks are begin
ning to suspect that Gus Hanley’s con-
nected with the robberies that have
leen taking place around the saloon.
I think a words of caution about
J(;anlng to conclusions would be in or-
er.”

“Oh,” said Rodgers. “My nose
mixed up; it’'s a confererl\(cey with
sheriff 1 snmelled coming up.”

Gaunt reached for his hat. “Wrong
again. I’'m having an interview with

58

asically wrong — which could lead to the right answer . . .

that Englishmen owver at Hanley's.
What rgoodvxants dealto f(;llrr)Jrlere coulgll mean_]c
a ve essamy Flats, i
he dr0y$ it in the right way.” Without
waiting for a reply the editor started
out the door and across the street.

Stll, he thought, he should say a
few words about the national situation,
as_nmore and nore citizens were openly
woicing disgust with the administra-
tion. Re-electing General Grant might
or might not have beon wise, none-
theless, the man who had saved the
Union deserved better treatment than
he wes getting.

The ranboned editor his way
through Hanley’s bat\Mprgmddoors ad
blinked for a noment in the relative
dinmess, after the glare of the street.
He waved to Hanley, behind the bar,
and a couple of men who were nursing
drinks. “Has Golightly arrived?”

A broad grin crossed Gus Hanley’s
wick face, and the others at the bar
snickered. “Plis Lordship’s secretary,”
announced Hanley, “reserved a room
for His Highness for lunch and for re-
oeivir’ghvisnors. Mr. Golightly entered
through the side door, in order to avoid
undue contact with the rabble.”

Pete Micheels hitched up his belt.

pitality to this here ig
we ever see him \Why, rrebbe%_vl\e
make a good inpression an him he'll
invite s all out to his estate some
weekend fer gopher-hunting.”

There were a few chuckles at this,
but Gaunt got the feeling that quite
a bit of bitterness lay behind it. Rumor
hed it that Golightly had a great deal of
nmoney, and wes considering the pur-
chase of several small ranches up for



sale, to consolidate them into one
&ag?e enterprise. The editor knew as

| as the others that ugtI%/ situations
could essily devolve from this. Eastern
syndicates had operated thus, in other
conmrunities, hiring efficient and ruth-
less men to manage the conbines. Even
where activities had been legal, hatred
and violence often folloned in the wake.

“If he wants to be a rancher, why
dont he go to Australia?” Hanley
said. “Hear tell there’s plenty of op-
portunity there.”

“Yeah,” another men. “W\e
ought to stop trouble before it starts.
Letdginm know rigﬁ ofl;fng;e bat tarﬁj
we don't cotton to his ways,
he’d better leam what it’s all about be-
fore he starts riding over us.”

Steve Nichols, recently narried,
put it on the line. “Quite a few Brit-
1shers have come over, and sore have
become good citizens. If Golightly
wants to do the sane, he’s welcome.”

TTHE EDITOR ordered a short beer,
and said, “Well, I'm internviening
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him for the GEEIE and I'llsound
himout in the process. I he’s willing to
take good advice, | think I can r
some.”

The door to the side room opened,
and a little man in a black coat came
out. He stood there for a noment,
then asked, “Has Mr. Gaunt arrived?”
. J_grngéharr]] %ﬂt mified himsgeéz,I

ni IS r, acconpani
the little man through the door and
doan the short hall to the private
room As he entered, he noticed a tall
man sittir‘ghin a large wicker chair by
the table, his back to the door. Onl
the back of his head and his X
wvere visible' but they were both ewvi-
dence of the aristocrat.

The little man coughed. “Mr. Jona-
than Gaunt, sir,” he said

“Mery good, Lister,” came a cul-
tured-sounding woice. The hands ges-
tured gracefully. “Pr%/aurml«a ?/our-
self comfortable, Mr. nt. WAll you
join e in sore refreshment? Brandy,
perhaps?”

Gaunt accepted the offer; he seated
himself and studied the Englishimen
as Colightly instructed his secretary
to order two brandies, and silently in-
dicated a box of cigars on the table.
The editor saw a well-built man of
medium height, tastefully but not ap-
propriately dressed for this country.
‘That will ke all until I ring, Lister.”
the man added. Gaunt noticed a sl
kell lying face-down on the table. The
secretary withdrew,

“I have found, Mr. Gaunt, that the
press here is somewhat different from
what | have been accustomed to; but
| want to leam your ways, so | alm
happy to give an interview, In
fact, theregare %wmm of metters
I wish to discuss with you, as | assune
that you are well-informed on county
affairs.”

The editor smiled “It’s my business
to keep in touch with things.”

The door opered, and Qlie, G
Hanley'’s assistant, came in with a tray.
Golightly, glanced slightly in the bar-
tender’s direction, without raising his
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head He nodded and waved his hand
in a gesture of dismissal.

_ “Quite,” he said, smiling faintly. “If
it is possible, 1 should prefer to settle
in Jessamy Flats, inesmuch as the
climate is nore desirable for ny
health. So | shall not be an absentee
landlord, and shell ke living anong
strangers and custons largely
strange to me.” He lit a cigar.

“I need, therefore, honest and cap-
able managers;, my oan knowledge of
the cattle-business is slight. 1 want nen
who not only know how to put a large
ranch on a paying besis, but can also
maintain good relations and good will
with other rancheg, arL\qu with the corlrl}
munity in general. necessary ill-
feeling can often be awided if one
takes care in the very beginning.” He
raised his glass. “Your health, sir.”

Jonathan Gaunt returned the toast
heartily.

IM RODGERS read a proof-sheet
Jwth a satisfied smile on his face.
“Now;, that's what | call good clean
copy,” he said admiringly. “Yep, you
can see that a first class printer set
this type.”

Jonathan Gaunt took the sheet
“An, lean.
need )i/?accuracy.” He indicated )ﬁ%
well-wom dictionary on the bench
“Let me reconmend to you, sir, M.
Webster—whose  nations of  spelling
may be somewhat less progressive than
yours, but are at least in accord with
those of our readers.” He started to
mark up the sheet, and Rodgers’ face

Iermd.
‘ Jawn,” Rodgers protested,
“you didn't spell “financially’ that way

in your cop?/.”_ ]

“Ch but | did Next time, try clean
ing your glasses before you start set-
ting type. There’s no aid to a printer
like good eyesight” He glanced out
the window “Hum here comes the
sheriff. Wonder what's up.”

Rodgers shrugged. “Doesn’t have to
be anything stirring every tine Asa
walks down the street, does there?”

“Nope,” Gaunt reed. “There
doesn't have to le— when Asa
walks along muttering to hinsfelf, there
usually is. Think I’ll head him off be-
fore runs into something” He
reached for his hat.

~“Nowy, Jawn,” conplained the asso-
ciate editor and printer, “you wes just
%ng to do your editorial; | can

the paper all ready to put to bed
tonight, and...”

Jonathan Gaunt picked up the dic-
tionary and ande(fit to Hom “Take
sore time off and leam a few com
non words.” He st out onto the
boardwalk before the other could re-
ply. Jessamy Flats’ laven ap-
proached.

“Whoa there, Asa,” Gaunt called out.
“Settle down to a canter before you

, fellow”” The smile on the
editor’s face vanished as Lyons came
to a , lifted his head, and Gaunt
saw the sheriff’s expression.

Asa Lyons’ usually face wes
almost ashen gray, and his brons were
drawn into a tight knot. “Dang it,”
he muttered, “why didn't | sit back and
let Ben Torley have this job last fall
when he wanted to run against me?”’

Jonathan Gaunt grasped the old-
er man's am  “Where Iyou headed
for?” he asked gently. “Is it as bad
as you look, oldtimer?”

The sheriff nodded, and rubbed a
knuckle against the end of his gr%/
mustache. “Mean you haven't heard,
Jonathan? Guess you're about the only
ore in toan who hasn’'t, then. That

lish fellov—what's his name—
f he,ucalightly W&, it don't look as
if he’ going arywheres except into
a pire box. Fle’s been murdered! Some-
body shoved a knife into him over at
Hanley’s.”

Gaunt felt the breath
lungs with a whoosh. Lord!”
He shook his head “Why. .. | wes
talking to him just an hour ago. When

did it happen?”

“Somewheres between then and five
or ten minutes ago, unless you figured
you Were desperate for a news story,
Jonathan.” A wry smile crossed Lyons’

out of his
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face. “Hell of a joker, ain't 17...
Well, G Hanley found him dead
and came over to my office in a tizzy.
I calmed Gus down, then sent him

back to keep an on things ad
meke sure ?i/gtumed anything.
.. .Torley e out of toan when
this had to , ad leave ne
short-handed. Ch well, who could
know, huh?... As if | didnt hawe

enough trouble with these robleries.”

/""US HANLEY’S shirt was winging

wet, he nopped his brow with his
sodoen sleeve, looked around the room
wildly, and repeated again in a hoarse
woice, “l don't know a thing about it,
Sheriff.”

Lyons knuckled his moustache. “No
one’s accused you, Gus. Now just calm
doan and tell me how you happened
to find him”

; Th(reﬂnbarmstnGau sank into a chala'erﬁ
onat nt's Swept
the room It\/\esn{ejcyﬁﬁthesarmasit
had been an hour before. @Ii%rglly
wes still sitting in_the wicker chair,
his r}ead sll_,rklon krl:g ch?stgae hand
Ing limply—tne only Inaication,
&Iallsrﬁde ofrtrr% haft of the knife that
ojected from his back that the man
't simply dozed off. A folded sheet
of paper lay on the floor directly be-
neath his hand, mute testimony that
he had been reading when the fatal
thrust came. An open envelope on the
table suggested that the Englishman-
had been reading a letter that had ar-
rived on the noonday stage; this wes
reinforced by another unopened en
velope besice it

“Well,” said Hanley. “Gaunt here ar-
rived here around twelvefifteen. ..
Colightly wes expecting him and had
just lunch. A little while later, Lis-
ter here comes out and orders a cou-
ple of brandies.”

The private secretary, looking still
nmore shrunken than before, coughed
discreetly, and said, “That is correct,
Sheriff.

“So,” Hanley went on, “l brought
them in myselt. Allie, my relief man.
hadn't arrived yet. Then after anhile
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Mr. Gaunt came out. | that wes
about ore o'clock ... T wes busy at

the bar for quite a spell; then when
things eased up a bit, 1 remenbered
that 1 hadn't cleared away the tray
I'd brought in when Jonathan hed
been here. | knocked on the door, so’s
I wouldn't be walking in on him un-
expectedHike. 1t wesn't closed tight;
it open, and | saw him Start-
ed to call out, when | saw that knife.”

“Did you take the tray out then?”
asked Gaunt.

“I. . 1 don't remember, but | guess
I must have; sort of automatic, | guess.
It wes like a bad dream, Jonathan. |
can’t swear to just what | did between
then and the time that | went over to
Asa’s office, but | didn't lose any time
getting there.” ] o

“Did you see Lister bringing the
mail?”

“l came in the side door, sir,” said
the secretary. “l usually came and
went that way unless there wes soe
reason to go to the bar.” His manner
indicated that he preferred not to
into the saloon unless it wes directly
in his lire of duty.

Lyons stooped, and picked the sheet
of paper from the floor, glanced at it
“Hrm seerrs to be from some lawyer
in New York. ...Nope; nothing of
any use to ws here.” He picked up the
unopened envelope on the table. “This
0ne‘|§h from E\Irllglandbr Prertrttyh'm’? .
.. .This wes ought hin?”’

“These were aﬁ%ir,” said Lister.

“And you didn't see else go
from the saloon into the hallway,
huh?” asked Lyons.

Hanley s his head. “No reason
for anyore to...so 1’d have noticed
it if anyone had Golightly wes prac-
tlcall%erentlng this room for hinself,
and next to it for Lister.”

'TTIE SECRETARY spoke up nen-
A owsly. “l wes in the other room
after 1 brought Mr. Golightly’s mail in
| heard someone go down the hall,
but | assumed that it wes Mr. Han-
ley.”

¥‘Wou|d you have known if any-
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cheu had cone in the side door?”” asked
nt.

Lister nodded “I V\(U|éj have heard
footsteps comi ovwerd my room
sir; they vwld%e had to pess it in
order to get to Mr. Gohghtl;/s room
Besides, | usually kept my door some-
what ajar, so | would be sure to hear
the bell if Mr. Golightly rang for me.”

He looked at the stlll form
of the Engllshrran then gasped. “
heavens! How could 1 have mnso
stupid?”’

“What is it?”” asked the sheriff.

“Mr. Golightly’s dianond ring; it’s
gone!”

Lyons sguinted. “Robbed, huh?
Pernaps we'd better see if anything
else is missing. Do you mind searching
him Lister?”

The little man trembled a little, but
nodded his Iheatcllqenm appromttrlegf the
body gingerly, began a brief ex-
amnagon of the cadaver. Gaunt
walked slondy around the body, bit-
ing his lips. The knife that projected
from the dead man’s back wes an or-
dinary bowie knife; no distinguishing
marks on the handle that he could see.
Someore had merely come up close and
thrust swiftly. There wes not nmuch
blood

Lister said in a low woice, “He’s
been robbed, sir. His wallet is miss-
ing and his watch chain has been cut;
the watch is gone, too. Whoever did it.
put the chain back so that you couldn’t
see right anay what hed happened

Jonathan Gaunt said, “How long
Iha\r/]elyou been working for Mr. Go-
ightly?”

quite a few years, sir. He em
ployed nme when he wes living in Liver-
pool; 1 have been with him ever since
...that would be around six and a
half years.”

“And... let me see, you have been
in Jessamv Flats about three months?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Mr. Golightly employed you as his
secretary?”

Lister confirmed this, adding that
he had served Sir Gregory Stanton.
Bart., up to the time of the latter’s re-

tirement. He had a sister in Liverpool.
Mr. Golightly had spent a year or so
in New York before coming V\est

Lyons nodded ““Yeah, noticed
that the letter from England wes for-
warded from New York.”

Jonathan Gaunt said, “It seens
rather clear-cut, doesn't it, Sheriff?”

“Well, there wasn't any struggle S0
it looks as if Golightly wes expecting
whoever it was who carre in and killed
him Anyway, it must have been some-
oe he wes familiar with; he didn’t
even turn around when the party canme
in.”

He cleared his throat. “I’m sorry,
%nts, but 1I’'m 1grr))ring to have to hold
h questioning” He
waved a hand as Lister started to
protest. “Don’t worry. If you're in
nocent, you won't e booked for any-
thing at all. . .1 mean, if we don’'t find
enough to bring a formal charge.”
The little man sputtered. “This...
this is outrageous. 1—I dermand to see
a lawwer at once. You can't hold
“Not very long, perhaps. Matter of
fact, Mr. Gaunt here can get lawyer
Breadloweforyou But | can hold
mC/%rnlng{tmst Irlelast and I'm go-
iIngto do it W come
fﬁl}ﬁ” you peace-

J DR the sheee o pper ey feom

paper anay from
him It wes f00|ISh grhaps to im
agine that anytl wrote about
the national S|tuat|on could have any
weight or meaning in shaping events.
Yet, his duty wes to speak the truth
as he saw it, whether anyone believed
him or not.

He reached out a hand and crum:
pled up the r, threw it aside. “I
missed the nail,” he nmunmured, and
signed as his mind returmed to the
events of the day. No, the present

business right here in J Flats
must be cleared up first. “I’ll be back
later,” he saild to Rodgers. “And if

| haven't dore the editorial by mom-
ing, you cansetbpsomethl by Walt
Whitman to fill the space.’
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“Coing to give Asa a hand, huh?”

“l have an idea—but maylbe he’s
thought of it, too.” He fronned “And
there’s something else about this busi-
ness that doesn’t fit right.”

Rodgers scratched his chin. “Doesn't
look for Hanley,” he said “Af-
ter all, this here Golightly fellow
wouldn't pay any attention to a sa-
loon-keeper If he came into the room
with a tray, would he? These fancy
lords don't figure it’s cricket to notice
servants and serving folks.”

Jonathan Gaunt nodded. ““I’m afraid
g%”e right, Jim; that’s why it looks

for Hanley” He looked up as
the sheriff came in “Hello, Asa; |

wes just going to drop Oover on you.
Thought of a pass |b|||t?/

Lyons grunted. “Wel if you have
any notions, better trot them out
Gaunt. We've searched a few rooms
and we found Golightly’s diamond ring
and watch. Know where?”

“Hanley’s?” asked Rodgers.

“Nope. We found them in QAlie’s
room And not only that, we've fourd
enough to pin those other robberies
on Ollie, too.”

Jonathan Gaunt his fin-
gers. “Olliel What a , What a
blind fool I've been It wes right
under my nose and | didn't see it. OF
course.”

Lyons shook his head. “I don't
know | don't know, Jonathan. Rob-
bery | can believe; the victins were
all drunk and it wasn't any great job
to rall them But Alie never stuck ne
as being the kind of man who'd go in
for cold-blooded murder. And | don't
think rllle’d use a knife, either...”

“Well,” put in Rodgers, “‘sometines
you can't tell what a man’s really like
until the hes been dore.” He
looked at the editor. “Guess this sort
of throns a nonkey wrench into your
notion, huh?”

Gaunt shook his head. “No—not
necessarily. In fact, it’s ancother link
in the chain” He tumed to Lyons
“Asa, you remermber that row of
V\hefrfg) Hanley hangs extra aprons and
stu
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“Yeah.1’

“It’s right near the hall. A person
could slip in there and take an apron
when no one wes looking, don't you
think?”

The sherlff fingers the end of his
moustache. “Reckon they could, Jona-
than. What does that add up to?”

“There’s usually a spare apron
hanging there,” Gaunt went on “I
rememoer now. \When | left this noon,
arf]teer seeing Colightly, 1 noticed t?%
there was no apron ing on
hooks there; Gus ardrgl% were bath
behind the bar. When | cane back
with you, Qlie wes behind the bar;
Gus was Wearing his apron during the
inquiry—and there wes a third apron
hanging on the hook.”

“You mean someore borrowed the
apron, then put it back?”

Jonathan Gaunt nodded “That’s
the idea. .. .Asa, let’s have a little chat
with Dan Caldwell over at the Post
Office. Then | think maybe we can
bring this whole business to a head.”
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/mVLLIE wes saying dejectedly, “All
Amséim \?\a?gwmeh%yit' I drunk
t t Were

..put some knockout drops into their

liquor. But | never killed ,and
I never took that lishman’s ring
and watch. What would | do with a
ring and a wetch ry them

somewhere and dig them up now and
then to look at when no one wes
around? would know who
they belonged to. | just stole folding
nmoney, that wes all.”

The three suspects were sitting de-
jectedly around the table in the sher-
Iff’s office. Ben Torley leaned against
the wall, his gurs n for an instant
draw. There Wes no way of the
three could make a break or free-
dom both Gaunt and the sheriff were
far enough from the table so that it
vould do no ore any good to try to
turn it over. There wes nothing handy
that could be used as a weapon

Torley said, “Gus here admits that
you stepped out a couple of tinmes since
noon, Ollie Either time wes long
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enough—the first to do the killing,
and the second to slip back to your
room and stash away the loot. You
didn't figure that anyone would sus-
pect you and search your room SO

soon.

Ollie repeated doggedly, “i never
left the bar, and | didn't do it. If |
had, | wouldn't have admitted nothing
at all. I'd have said it wes all a frame-
(li% I know what | did and what |
idn

't do. You me for robbery; |
knockout W into those cow
' drink and rolled them later, like

| admitted.”
“Well, Ollie” said Lyons, “if

you're innocent of murder, then you
wont mind taking a little test—nor
will Gus or Mr. Lister. It’s a sinple
thing.” He over to his desk
opered the drawer and took out three
percils and a piece of paper which he
tore into three pieces. ““l just want
the three of you to wite down the
sentence I’'m going to dictate to you.
The sentence nothing to do with
this murder.” He a pecil ad
a piece of paper to each man. “Ready?
...Okay, here’s the sentence. ‘There
are no roaches or bats in the jailhouse

at Jessamy Flats? ”

The three suspects looked at him
in bewilderment.

“G ahead” uwrged the sheriff.
“Write it down It mey help clear you
o SLLﬁ]pICIﬂqd;:/cb Il hes’?

1] . wj % ‘rmc ’.”
asl|<_e_d c]Iie'led he applied hi

ister smiled as i S
cil to the paper. “l doubt that mf?%
a spellingbee” he said The other
two folloned suit, with somewhat less
ease

The sheriff waited until were
finished then took the three pieces of
paper labelled each as he took it, and

shoned them to Gaunt. The editor
nodded. ““Yes,” he said. “That is what
| thought.”

A SA LYONS sriled grimly. “Wéll.
gents, the way the law works is
slow and sometines roundabout, but

we keep on asking questions in hopes

that sonmebody in a case like this will
make a slip.” He the three
pieces of paper. “These here wouldn't
mean anything if one person hadn’t
made sone slips before.”

He cleared his throat. “The thi
which struck Jonathan and ne right
t(r;gl_bﬁ;[l V\egrrtglat whoever ld"egehMr:i

ig simply stepped Up i
his cha1>r/ and stuck a knife in him
without his ever suspecting anything
wes about to happen to him Now, the
first thing we thought of, of course,
wes the man who had the easiest ac-
cess to CGolightly—Mr. Lister.

“But there were a lot of thi
against that. First of all, how could
Lister have concealed a bownie knife
on his person? Second, why would he
do it in the first place? It didn't seem
likely that anyone who'd been a man’s
private secretary so long would sud-
denly commit murder—and | couldn't
see a BEnglish private secretary wsing
a knife, anyway.”

Lister said, “Really, Sheriff, such
things are not done.”

“Gus Hanley wes never a very good
suspect,” Lyons continued. “The only
thing that linked him in at all wes the
fact that he might have had the chance
to do it. He said he discovered Golight-
gldead; wvell, he might have nede the

iscovery right after stabbing him The
thing against Hanley as our killer
wes sinply the ion of what he
hed to gain. Gollgi1 ly wes a first-class
ng guest, worth much nore to Han-

ey alive than dead. And the dead man’s
watch and ring were so individual that
the thief couldnt wear them and
they’d have been too much trouble to

et rid of.” ]

Hanley said, “Ive been doing all
right, riff. 1 never needed noney
that bad.”

Lyons tumed to the little assistant.
“Qllie, here, just didn't strike e as
right for the murderer, either. But
then, something Jonathan nentioned to
me—and sonething Jim Rodgers said
as | wes stepping into the r
office—made e think along a differ-
ent trail. Ollie wes perfect for the
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frame-up victim Whether the killer
krew that Cllie had leen robbi
drunks isn’t too important; the geneg%
setup wes such that once we fourd the
loot—Golighty’s ring and watch—in
Ollie’s room we were supposed to con-
cluce he was behind the whole works,
and that Golightlv wes killed for his
ring and gold watch.”

He tumed to Lister. “If | recollect
right, you said that you and Mr. Go-

lightly were in New York for a few
months, and inplied that you'd
core there from England. Is that
right?”

The secretary nodded. “That is cor-
red}&r%he i d been

“ you said you've a private
secretary in England just about all
your working life—is that right?”

The other nodded again.

Lyons signed “You know; Lister,
that's very interesting. Because VL.
Gaunt here tells e that they don't
have private secretaries in England.
That is, they aren’t called private
secretaries; they're called confidential
clerks.”

Lister flushed “Well...er, vyes,
you're right, Sheriff. 1 am a confiden-
tial clerk But Mr. Golightly and | hed
been in New York a little while; we
found out that the Arerican term for
my position wes ‘private secretary’
Mr. Colightly wanted to acclimate
hinself as soon as possible, so he
charged me with dropping the term
‘confidential clerk’. It waesn't easy, |
assure you.”

“And | suppose you've becore pret-
ty familiar with Anerican jails, dur-
ing your travels.” )

‘Really,” Lister protested. “I object
to that remark; | do, indeed This is
my first visit to a jail.”

“l see,” said Gaunt. “But then you've
written about them quite a bit.”

“Certainly notI” The little men
seeed indignant at the thought.

“You know” said the editor, “I
think you're going to have trouble con-
vincing a jury of quite a few things.
You say youe lived in England all
your life, until recently; you've had no
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experience In visiting or wwiting about
/?rmrclj%an jails. Yet,” he"vxav?d the
sli paper, “you ‘Jailhouse’
heFr)e J-ai-1 house’; \Arsll?g anJ English-
man gpells it ‘gao-1 house’.”

HPHE LITTLE man’s nouth worked
A frantically, but no words came out.
The sheriff cocked his head, and point-
ed a finger.

“You and Qllie here are about the
sae size, sae build and height. Now
if a man wes sitting in a chair when
you camre into a room just turmed
around and took a quick glance, with-
out looking Up at your face. . .the
Jonathan tells me Golightly did when =
SOMEOe  came #1 ..he m%h'tﬂlmlnk

were Olie. [T'YOUVEE ga
Y 1(6)!

“It wes a sinple job for you. You
knew that Golightly paid no attention
to servants; you'd seen the way he
just C]%I_amd around quickly when Gus
or Ollie came In He saw their apron
and that was just about all; he probably
never knew what either ore really
looked like. So, when you cane in,
wearing the apron you'd taken from
the hook, Golightly never realized it
was at all. It wes easy for you to
slip Up behind his chair and stab him
with the bowie knife you'd concealed
beneath your borr apron. Taking
his watch and ring, and planting them
in Allie’s room wes no jab, either.”

g Lister nla/v bore hg.t look of affrb(a)lnted
ignity. “l say that you are balmy,
sheriit}f/—or |CX)3/O, as | hawe head it

out here. should | want to
ill Mr. Colightly after all these
years?”’

Jonathan Gaunt took an envelope
out of his insice pocket. “A good ques-
tion. That stumped ws until the sher-
iff and | thought of a possible answer; -
and when we thought of it, it wesn't
too hard to find evidence.

“First of all, you haven't been with
Golightly for many years; he engaged

In New York. Second, you're not
g?élish. Third, you were afraid that
he had discovered, or wes about to ,
discover, that you are well-knoan in
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the New York underworld as a thief.”
He waved the envel(g)e ‘V\Ae have here
the one letter you did

abstract from old (hldvxell at 1he Post
Office, Mrr. Abe Ellister.”

ONATHAN GAUNT stretched ard
mndedasheetofpape;jto_f_lrr]'ge%od-

rs. “Here It 1 Itor-
|aiJe for today’s &%@'

Sheriff Asa Lyons smiled slowly.

“All about this case huh?”

The editor shook his head.
that’s covered in a short news—story
which gives al the credit, Asa
The editorial’s about the President. A
lot of folks are beginning to blame
Cereral Grant for the ness in Wash-
ington, and that isn't right. We're not
living under a king or an emperor who
mekes all the laws, and decides what
the policies will be, with the people
having nothing to say about it

“The e run this country, Asa
They elect the congress, and they can
clean things tuming out offi-
cials who aren't interested In the
lic welfare. When a crook’s been elect-
ed to office, it’s up to the voters to get
rid of him to exercise their poner and
accept resporsibility for their share
of mistakes—not to try to blare the
President for ewverything that goes
wong. We all know that Gereral
Grant’s as honest a man as we've ever
had in the White House; it’s up to us
to see to it that he gets the right kind
of support from the right kind of rep-
resentatives in Congress.”

Luke Torley nodded. ““Yeah, | guess
you're right there, Jonathan. \When we
citizens the power, it’'s up to s
to use it right. .. .But how dd you
figure out this business about Lister?”
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nmore than a hunch at first, and |
couldn't see any way to work it out
But | got to talking with Caldwell,
and he told ne that Lister wes al
Johnny-on-the-spat, when the nmils
came in— Lister wes real helpful, as
a matter of fact. Caldy don't see o
wvell, so he was to get a little
help. As a result, Lister went through
the mail before Caldwell saw it
“But strangely enough, Lister nev-
er seerred to get any mail hinself, nev-
er asked about %ker That sound-
ed as if he either he wouldn't get
any, or meil under a different
nane. It wes just a bad break that this
icular letter fell doan behind
Caldy’s desk, and Lister didn't know
anything about it. It was plurb good
luck for us that his gal back East wes
writing him and saying a lot of indis-

creet things.”
The sheriff lit a cigaret. “Well, it’s
all out now, he’s | He decid-

ed to break away from the ad
get hinmself in a position. He
care across this fellow  Golightly
through his connections, heard that
the Engllshman wanted a private secre-
S0 passed hinself off as a Brit-
|sher hineelf. Elad first class references
forged and studied up on how to be-
few IIt and Go?mhti“gegg}] :
slips, ightly to sus-
pect somrething wasn't right.

“And how could he know that Allie
had never been away from the bar that
whole afternoon, because Gus didn't
V\anttotakeachancemhlsrmkl
a bad impression on Golightly. Go%
thing we talked Gus into not glvtlg
the show away when we said he
admitted that Allie had stepped
couple of times that afternoon.”

“Well,” said Gaunt, “it wasn't much K
Coming Next Issue
SIXGUN STRANGER

by Mat Rand



On a hot day such as this one was,
Sheriff Garrett would have pre-
ferred to sit at his chessboard. But
a man had been reported missing' by
his brother, and a dead man had
been seen on the outskirts of town ..,

THE
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by Lauran Paine

AM GARRETT had been ap-

S pointed to fill the unexpired year
q of t&eﬁl&e Sheriff %ﬂ’s terrpP

arence W\ES a stul N
shod man, and it had only been aOlr%t-
ter of time before he got it. The amaz-
:%r\g thing wes that heF’((J)I been arouﬁ

SO Mmany years. seven
them to be exact, butr%nally he'd
crossed a half-drunk gunmen and t
wert to hell together; the n
with a .44 slug squarely between the
eyes and with a .45 missile di-
rectly through the heart.

Sam Garrett hadn't wanted the sher-
iff's job, in particular, but he did have
an inherent desire to eat regularly, and
the m¥evxasn_ 't bad—although some-
times the job wes. Sam wes medium
sized, good natured, shrend and af-
fable. He rr?\_sd sla/\.lylardhgalked the
same \ay. wes only thirty years
old, but alr his .face wes incelibly
starmped with the little lires that come
early to faces in the hot, arid desert
country.

Sam straightened up the sheriff’s of-
fice under the disapproving but silent
watchfulness of Deputy Peters, a mid-
dle-aged, weshed-out-looking nen who
had learmed his trade under Ogden,
and didn't approve of any approach to
any subject that wesn't blunt, hard
and tactless.

The two nmen were sitting at a time-
consuming game of chess, when the
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first complaint under the new regine
came in Augustin Santos, whose actual
first name wes Epifanio, and whose
nick-name, by the wav, wes Pifas—
why Pifas instead of Fanny, only a
Mexican could tell—came in

“Senor Sheriff?” Sam nodded self
consciously. “It is my brother. She
don't has home for couple days.”

Sam cleared his throat, | at

Peters, but saw no encourage-

el aibly, VI, meyoe bl e
Si ibly. ¢ , 'S un-
cer some h somewhere sleep-
ing off an overload of tequila.”

Santos’ face looked horrified. “But
no, Senor Shereef. Mi brother, she ees
a meenestair of th’ Holy Tumblers of
Eesreal. No Senor Shereef, he don't
dreenk for nothing” Up went two
leather colored hands as Augustin
warred to his subject, “No, por Dios,
hijo mano, m—"
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Sam's face wes pained as he inter-
rupted. “Pifas, look, either stick to
Senor or to Sheriff, but dammit, don't
call me both of ’em at the sane tine.
It’s silly, an’ besides, they don’t mix.”

Santos wes caught in midsstride. He
let the breath he had stored up conme
out in a long, sibilant hiss. Senor Sher-
iff, Sheriff Senor, what’s g;ll difaf%
ence? He shrugged resi
looked a little crestfallen th%t heyhadn’t
had a chance to really unlimioer.

“But my brother, Senor, what of
heen?”’

Sam nodded and rubbed a calloused
hand along his jaw. “Yeah, what of
hin? That’s a fair question. What the
hell of hin? Does he have a girl hid
out somewhere? Did he skip Arizona
and beat it back to Mexico? Does he
one a lot of noney? Gve e some-

thing to sgﬁ on, Augustin”

Pi rugoed again, but with elo-
quent bewildermrent this tine. “I do not
know, Senor. All | can told you ees
that he leaves on hees horse a few or
three ago, Senor, an’ don't come
back when he was supposed to. My
wife has the dineer ready for him but
he don’t come on.”

) S;;\mfra/\ned. “Where wes he go-
Ing.”
Again the shrug. “Thees | dont
Sar’ntggg’;aﬁe b ed. “J
0 get exasperated. “Just
whet in hell ( eg/ou know?”’ )

Santos smiled innocently and  his
words cut like a knife. “That you are
suppased to be the Sheriff, Senor.”

Sam reddened and looked closely to
see if Augustin meant it the way it
sounded, and wes conscious of
Peters’ smug smile. “A]!I rigrlllt, Augus-
tin, go on hore. If anything pops
up, ?{?Iulet you know.”

CANTOS left with a lopsided smile
N that showed a conplete lack of con-
fidence in the rews sheriff, and Sam
turmed back to the pinochle garre.
“Just what do you do with the likes
of that?”
Peters grunted

offhandedly and let
his teeth slip off the ragge(i/

chened

ends of his long, grey mustache just
long to amswer. “Pay it no
attention. m Mexs is always disap-
pearin’ or somethir’, then the first
thing you know; they’re back” He
%amlowlymrmde ?E nMove, b%tealae;/pt his

tight on the pawn, eyes
prooing f%r danger to his man. “Any-
way, nore of ’emll ever tell you the
truth, so askin’ around won't get you
nowhere.” For a long time there wes
silence as the game progressed slowly,
laboriously, then the front door flew
open and two men entered. Sam and
his deputy swiweled around, irritated
at the interruption.

“Are you the sheriff hereabouts?”’
The speaker wes florid, loud and over-
ly dressed. He wes speaking to Peters.
Without answering, the deputy jerked
a thunb tonard Sam The important
looking stranger looked his surprise.
“Hell, vou ain't old enough to ke a
sheriff.”

Sam wes nrettled. “Mister, if you
came in here to discuss age, coe back
when we're not in the middle of a

of chess.” He turmed back to the

d and Peters’ od face wes

wreathed in a grimace of approval that

might have been termed a smile by a

very loose application of the descrip-
tion

The stranger apparently wasn't used
to being to in that fashion. His
face reddered, his eyes widerned and

he glowered at the indifferent lavuman.
“Damm you, sir! 1I’'m Colonel Fawcett,
owrer of the 87 Ranch north of Gue-
delupe, here, and this is my foreman,
Mister Elliot. 1 do not pro‘pose to be
insulted by any young whelp—"
Peters wes on his long, lean legs
and his gyes were ugly. “Listen, you
windy ol , One nore out of
you an’ I’ll pistol whip you so’s your
oan nother won't know you!  Nowy,
dam your lignts, if you've business
here, say so; If nat, get to hell out!”
Fawcett and his foreman were furi-
ous, but no sarne man ocould mistake
the murder latent in the old deputy’s
eyes. Colornel Fawcett looked as h
he was on the verge of a stroke; his
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eyes bulged, his assorted chins quiv-
vered and his fists were cl .
Peters stared them both down, how
ever, and the Colorel finally let his air
out and began again, in a tone that
wes alnost civil; quite a concession
for him at that.

“Mister Elliot, here, found a dead
Mexican out on our range. 'Been shat,
near as e can tell,” he smiled wryly,
apologetically. ently he’s been
there, under the hot sun for two or
three days, so we didn’t get too close
to him”

Peters’ eyes were cold “Then just
how in hell do you know he’s shot?”

The Colorel frowned testily, looked
at Peters’ face, swalloned forced a
poor imitation of a smile. “ ’Couldn’t,
exactly. As a matter of fact, we just
guessed at it. You see—"

Peters arose as he interrupted.
“We'll go out an’ look him over. \We
can do our own guessin’. Whereabouts
is the corpse?”

The Colorel described the spot by
landmarks where the body wes. Depu-
ty Peters wote them down in a large,
ungrammatical script, nodded toward
the door with obvious intent, and
spoke: “We'll get out there as soon as
the sheriff sees his way clear.”

The Colorel and his shadowlike
foreman left with red faces, but con-
trite bearing, as Sam looked at his

in amezed admiration. He had
been fascinated throughout the drama
at Peters’ ability to puncture the Colo-
nel’s balloon, something he wouldn't
have thought of doing.

“Well. T’ll be damred Say, Peters,
you hadn't ought to've talked to that
Colorel like that”” His woice didn't
sound very emphatic.

“Danmed dd stuffed shirt,” Peters
goned “In my day, I've seen 'em
al, an’ | know his as far as |
can see 'em” He | squarely at
Sam “Are we goin’ out an’ | at
that dead Mex?”

Sam | “What else can we
do? You said we'd be out.”

-Peters colored a trifle and his back
stiffened. In silence, the two nen put

an old newspaper over the chess board,
not without a touch of reverence,
closed up the office and went out back
to the corral, where they saddled up.

HE TRIP to the 87 Ranch wes

singularly ureventful. Usually a
frantic lizard, a startled rabbit or
something of that nature will break the
monotony of a long ride; occasionally
a rattlesnake will direct attention his
way—and perhaps a bullet—by buzz-
ing his flat, sinister waming. But
Peters and Garrett roce the long, hot
miles with nothing nore to interest
them than one another’s company.

Finally they arrived where Peters
thought they should strike out across
the close cropped range. The sheriff
%unted sorething  unintelligable and

loned his de across the rolling
ar(;rees of cz_i;cjtqle ) owse. Peters went tlo
tl with only one pause to consult
his gﬁgctions, which he had ore helluva
time figuring out, even though he hed
written them hinrself.

Suddenly they came onto the .
There V\el%/ hor'sehey tracks and the Eggt{
liar little disjointed marks of high
heeled boots all around the corpse,
however, nore seemed to approach
lay on i 206 20 trough ek, Potars
ay on his as asleep. Peters
d%/rmunted, gritted his teetlewep resolute-
ly, and went to make a close in
spection.  Sheriff Garrett came on
more reluctantly, inesmuch as the
corpse did not have a body odor re-
sebling ambrosia by any stretch of
the imegination. The deputy eased one
boot toe under the dead man’s stiff
arm and lifted the body, which moved
all in ore solid piece, and flipped the
Mexican over onto his back

The deputy grunted and his mouth
pulled down into a saturnine expres-
sion. “Yeah, he wes shot alright. a
horse.”

S'heggf hi Garrettaltm\/\entlgh o g!gse [
squinted his eyes, that didn't
help much, and looked. There were
two clearly defined inmprints of a
horse’s shoes on his chest.

Deputy Peters backed off with ap-
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preciable finality, “Kicked to death.
It happens every now and then.”

Sam Garrett said nothing until he
wes back on his long legged grulla
ridging, then his observatlon WBS COn-
ﬁlgﬁd Wfo a simple but expressive:

e

#

The ride back to the office in Gua-
dalupe was as uninteresting as the ride
out. They were unsaddling behind the
office Garrett tumed to Peters.
“Where do you reckon we could find
that feller Santos? That dead Mex
might be his missing brother.”

I(Djeters sr;ll;lded Irilet:lls d|S|rI]Iu5|oned
aci on his
ooffee\/\s%l/ned \/\%Ijrus mustac ey

MS] %crﬂar]d _|Let S

keep going in an’ outofthe I\/Iexsa—
loons until we locate him”

Sam thought it wes a fire idea, es-
pecially since it wes as hot as the huts
of hell outside. And there never wes a
Mexican saloon where the drinks
V\erlen’t murderous, but the interior
cool.

In silent sobriety, the sheriff and

start at

his started out. Neither spoke
a word of Spanish, although their lives
had been spent in the Southwest, They

krnew, howewver, that a badge and a
colld eye were a language all to them+
selves, any people, anywhere,
and mmtmr W\ere drlnklng men,
they naturally had to e the vir-
tue of Mexican beer or |nJure
mternatlonal relations.

theygottoi?% }/}

ad sentlnental Here too, thy;
Augustin Santos, although nelther s
particularly anxious to see him

“Ah, m compadres, Senor Shereef
an’ Senor Depooty, que dice, comi-
tas?”

Sam laid a restraining hand on San
tos’ fleshy shoulder. “Remember;
either ore or the other, but, dammit,
not both. Sheriff or Senor, but not
Senor Sheriff.”

“S| Senor Shereef, eet ess as

you
say.” AUgLstin shrugged and smiled
unctlﬁusly “Thees theeng ees as you

Sam smiled a little lopsidedly. “Say,
Pifas, this brother of yours. What kind
of a horse did he ride?”

Pifas sh apologetically. “No
Mexican would ke seen on heeg/
Senor Shereef. Eet wes a bondle of
bones held together weeth a moth-eat-
en old skeen of bay color.” He

shri | “Bot mi hermano, hee wes
no rider either, so eet mekes no differ-
ence to ”

“Was his dld horse plumb gentle?”
“Who knows, Senors, what caballo

ees plonp gentle? Maybe today, may-
ge yg)ormrrcw, but of the next
a

Sam nodded as his earthen nmug wes
poured full of cool beer. That wes
right. The gentlest of horses can fire
under circumstances that make him
lose his self control. He drank the
beer and Augustin Santos watched him
with interest.

“Why do ask of brother’s
caballo’>” o v

faced in and smiled
%reasﬂy “Tell Pifas, wes your
rother dark—darker than you are—
about this high,” he put his hand up
to his nose, “ad with a knife scar
from his left ear to his cheekbone?”
Santos stiffened. “Si, mi jefe, he wes
as you describe heem Then have
found heem!” Hs liquid dark eyes
assunmed a forlorn expression. “Then |

most prepare myself.”

AMS WATERY eye wes lazily

watching the Mexican. “Yep, we
found him” His woice wes clear and
brutal. *“ 'Ever smell a dead man after
he’s been under the broiling sun for a
couple or three days, Pifas?”

The Mexican looked a little lighter
than wes his nomal color. “No, Senor,
Thees is my brother you talk of?”

“Yeah.” Sam turmed to his deputy,
who thought the entire conversation
wes foolish “Deputy Peters, take this



THE BOLTER 71

man owver to the office.
errand to run, then I'll beoveran V\e
can talk” )

Peters looked undecidedly at his em-
ployer, hesitated the briefest part of a
minute before he ducked his head in
begrudging agreement, “Alright. I'll be
along in a few minutes.”

Samis eye wes coldly conmmending.
‘r;l;Nb/v Deputy Peters, right danmed

Peters’ face flamed red and his eyes
were unpleasant. He regarded Sam's
unswerving glance for a nmoment,
gritted his teeth and again.
“Comre on, Santos, let’s go over to the
C?Ifabooee an’ wait around for the sher-
iff.”

Sam went to the blacksmith’s shop,
wes there not over ten minutes, then
hurried owver to his office. De
Peters wes sitting in sulky silence
propped against a wall reading, or at-
tempting t&jr}eiad, a local mrdedbill. San-
tos wes studying some wented posters
stuck on the wall, ore over the other
because there was no other place to
put them

Sheriff Garrett came in,  ignored
Peters, sat down at his desk SWV-
veled around. “Have a chair, Augus-
tin.” Santos sat. “Now tell me sonme-
thing, just why in hell did you kill
your brother?”

Both Santos and Peters looked at
him wi | The deputy's chair
cameI Offpethe wall and des(tjoppedsarr{'arring-
y as Peters regar open
nouthed

) ;‘Come on, Santos. Why'd you do
it?’

There were sudden beads of perspi-
ration on the Mexican’s upper lip ad
between the creases of his forehead.
Plis large eyes were startled and fran-
tic.

“No, Senor Sheriff, thees you can-
not believe. Madre de Dics. A man
does not kill hees onn hermano.” The
horror and deep righteousness in the
man’s voice almost shook Sam's con-
victiors.

“Dammit, Pifas. 1 know how you
did it, but 1 want to know why. Now

Qj either open up or it'll be doggore
d for you’
There wes an edge of desperation
in the sheriff’s voice that neither his
startled deputy nor the accused man
understood. Sheriff Garmett wes on his
first case and if he miffed it, it would
undoubtedly be his last chance to prac-
g(c:)ej being the sheriff of Guadalupe
nty.
Augustin Santos looked desperately
at the Deput%; but Peters wasn't even
conscious of his existence. The deputy
wes certain that his new superior had
somehow or other lost his mental equi-
librium and wes fascinated by seelng

his first msene gger
“Ah, eef my brother’s
horse rrust have bolted V\eerh heem

Thees can happen, you
self.”” There was fear and perp?(/e?(u
in the Mexican’s woice. “‘S, perhaps
wes even dragged to death, or ma
thees horse threw heem an’
heem as he fell. Thees too can hap-
as know.”
perlSam \Aygsu sure now “Santos,” his
voice wes calmly menacing now, “Ill
give you one minute to gpen up, then
you're goin’ into a cell an’ 1 won't help
you if a necktie party comes.”
Santos turmed even paler. He knew
the termper of the Guadalu . His
face wes covered with perspiration and
his hands were clenched together. “Si,
Senor Shereef, | deed theese theeng.”
He swore in the vernacular jargon, col-
orful and blisteringly descriptive, of
his ancestors. “That danmmed meenees-
tair, he was makeen’ for my wife. She
wes goeen’ to leave ne for heem Thaose
puerco, he wes preecheen’ all the time
an’ steelee’ m nmujer on the sides.”

(Fj’etersey& aﬁa:gd?\l:mh
rqi)pedqjenanotc arther. Sam
smled

Y and breathed a great
blg sigh of relief.

“I folloned my brother until he wes
way out een the country, then I
treecked heem into geteen off hees
horse an’ I heet heem with a theeng |
rmde that was made to look like two

si‘oei.l.ﬂﬁﬁsolFéeegﬁo everyone




OWLHOOT LEGEND
by Gen Moroe

There was this fabulous outlaw, Little Joe, who apparently
couldn’t be killed — and the almost- equaIIy fabulous Willie-
the-Wolf Vanning, who was deadly poison. Now the pair
were about to join up. But there was also a third legendary

figure in the offing,

a lawman named Yucca Harker, who

had sworn he’d get Little Joe, and all the lawless coyotes
holed up with him.

HEN SAM COTTERELL
W drifted into the ramshackle

bar in Skeleton, he had a
orimy bandage knotted about his left
wrist. What he told in explaining it
mightn't have without  suspi-
cion if Cotterell wasn't well-known in
the ghost town by the alsandoned mire
workings. But he was ore of them
wanted himself on a horse-thief charge
across the state line. Some of them
remermrbered when he went under the

happened Up In Hogarty’s

Guich,” he told them “There | wes
&mndmg my own business, and theee
deputies coe a-busting into the Q/ace
and jumped this V\,illlethe\/\blf
ning. And ore of the stray sl nlcked
me—e, an innercent

‘\MllletheV\oIfVannlng’> thechrk
wrangler said. “Who is he?”

Cotterell looked superior. “W\ElI, |t
seens lie's one slicker-nhell tri
t Got a real rep Oe 1he
(‘ﬁa there wes telling me afterwerds
t he wes in Bi Lodethenl
Willie busted the single-

handedly. They say he’s plurb rervy
and a leadkslammin’ fool in the bar-

@ “Did the deputies get him?”

“Get V\Mllethevmlf?’ Cotterell
snorted. “Are you locoed? He’s a big
potato.” Cotterell wes a nen wlh
news and very tﬁerlor about it.
smoked it out Wi to a
flight of stairs and Up it \Nnen they
finally rushed it, he wes gore.
ju to the roof of the nextcbor
place and made his getanay. And on

72

v et 1 e
friends!

The bar boss cocked an eyebrow
“Nou talk like you wes a bosom pard
of the fella 1 bet you never heard of
h|m till—"
“Minute 1 saw him | remembered
having run into him over at Sojo a
coupla back! Sure | know
Willie-the-Wolf1”
“Srtéree;dgsald one rgfpe%ﬁ barr%%m
i over y as Cot-
terell threvv donn a hill for another
drink “Sam’s right. He's been around
and knows. | heard of this Willie-the-
Wolf nore'n once. Why, isn't he the
one who simoked it out with Clay Alli-
son of the Washita once?”
“Seens to e | remenber hearing
about that.” Cotterell said .
“Well, the name—Vanning—it IS
sorta familiar.” the barmen finally ad-
mitted. He dlid his eyes toward the
tall man with the sun-seared
hawkish face stretching in the back
of the room but got no Sig-
nal. “Yeah, Cotterell. . .Unh-huh.”
Cotterell drained his drink and bit
off a corner of a chewing tobacco plug.
“T;Q%t Yucca Harker shoned yet?” he
as
Heads shook negatively. That wes
the real big news in leton, the
thing they were waiting for. Yucca
Harker wes a special State officer, ap-
pointed by the rmor. He wes sup-
posed to e one of the fastest men
clearing holster leather of gun-steel
ever sen in the state, and a hard-
case relentless hellion on lawbreak-



ers. He had already shot it out with
the Bloody Basin bunch and sent the
living remmants of it fleeing south of
the Line. He hed killed the notorious
Blackie Bottomley, the train robloer,

ing Bottomley when he wes flanked

two of his bunch. And he had taken
in Al Custer, the killer. Custer hed
advertised for that he would
never e taken alive; but when he saw
that this walking hound of Hell, Yucca
Harker, had him dead to rights, and it
would ke an even draw;, Custer had
surrendered.
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That wes the payoff, when Custer
refused to simoke It out with Harker,
face-to-face. Men krmew how tough
Harker wes then

Now word had drifted down the
state that Yucca Harker had served
notice he wes going to clean out Skele-
ton, a lobo's nest. More particularl
that meant he would have it out Wi
Little Joe, the king killer of Skeleton,
and the man reputed to e a gun ghost.
_ BEven nmost of the scum and ragtail
in Skeleton didn't know exactly who
Little Joe wes. When he wes called
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out for a shondown he appeared with
a crinson bandana covering the loner
half of his face. When challenged by a
lanmen, he never failed to anPear he
seemed to delignt in being called out

The strangest thing wes the story
that he couldn't ke killed He wore a
long gray coat that extended to below
his knees when he faced a man, wore
it buttoned tightly across his chest.

Ad that coat wes to ke
bullet-proof;, an oldtirmer seen him
struck dead-center, and doan be-
forehev\astotedoffby IS men But

that night he had walked into the lore
kIJar o SkeletonI r&ari:ng Ajnégken
apparently It puty

om Jacob's Hill swore he had put lead
in both Little Joe’s legs before Little
Joe fled into a hoeman’s house, whence
Chy T Litle 1o Il cont Snecplr.

y this Little Joe gone Swagger-
ing doan  Skeleton’s dismel  street
flanked by old caved-in houses, legs
as soud as any man’s.

“He ain't human,” they said. “No-

can kill him Not with that coat
n. .. They tell he got sonmething from
an old Injun nmedicine man. . .”

It wes locoed, but hard to disprove.
Three John Laws"had come to Skel-
eton with the avowed intention of end-
ing the days of the killer, whose depre-
dations Lpandcb/\ntr‘e lire were a
state scandal. Two of them hed
marched down the road to meet him
and died The third had fled, wounded,
but claiming he had put at least two
slugs into Little Joe—fatal wounds,
too, he swore. Two nights later, Little
Joe had walked into that officer's
office and shot him as he lay on his
cot.

“THAT WAS the man they said

Yucca Harker wes coming to settle
with. Harker, who rode without a posse
himeelf.

I\/Iaybe he ain't a-coming,”
body said.

The drink wrangler shook his head

“That Harker, he ain't never failed
to show yet once he’s given natice he’s

after a man! That’s part of his gae,
sore folks claim He announces he’s
going to hang the deadwood on a cer-

tain party and figures to fird the
nernve broken he does
He’lll come.”

Ancther day and there wes

no word of Harker around the coun-
try. “Maybe he led with that
Willie-the-Wolf.” said
“You mean that Vanning?”’ said a
newcomer who had st off, pass-
ing through. He hed t gumllnger
stamp plain on him had already In-
quired If any packers had been
Snooping around of late
“You know him p|| rlrrr?' said the
cadaverous hawk- man, shifting
his chair where he had been drownsing
in a cormer. He signalled for a drink
and the bar boss blew out his store
ng “Sure, Janson, sure.
nght away!
“Heard of him” the stranger ad-
mitted. He drew a sack of makin’s
from the pocket of his crinson shirt.
“Friend of mine, Dooty Hare, knew
Vanning when he operated up in the
Yellow Horse Hills. Coupla days back
I heard Vanning—Willie-the-\Wolf—
held up a on the Rincon Trail.
Right smeack on the edge of the town,
too. They were dumfounded because
(r:a had stolegrg hoss mﬁleonhterg
beythat close. He's a hunk of poison
for fair” He spat. “He’s nervy all
right. Proud, sorta. Wears a silk
neckerchief at his throat—and won't
take it off even though it’ll give him
away.”
The lank Janson rose and stretched,
dus% hat rubbing against the rafters
|0N-C€h |Ie|c]1 plzgie “Sorretby INes a
gent gets hinself a big runnin’
off at the nmouth a heap rep
Red Shirt shook his head ‘Couldn’t
be that way with Willie-the-Wolf. He
got wounced in the throat once and
can’'t talk much above a loud whisper,
so0 he don't weste much tine in brag-
ging. Gne a stogie 'fore | go, mis-
ter.”
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TT WAS LATE that night when Ore-
Eye Gorty, who ran a little horse
ranch up at the crossing to the north,
rode in He ha;d mble%rﬂgg
news. A couple ies
at his place, wanted to know if he
had seen hide or hair of Willie-the-
WoIf. They claimed Vaming wes
wounded, and in trouble, and alone—
he couldn’t go much further.

He also had chatted with a passing
ent nmedicine drummer.  Yucca
ker wes getting close en route to
Skeleton, this man told—keeping his
presence a secret. But the drummer
had recognized him in the Travellers
House over at Fesson City.

“What did he look like?” Janson
asked, glancing up from a dog-eared
solitaire layout at a sice table.

“He didn't say. And 1—well, | for-
got to ask,” Gorty admitted weakly.

Janson spat out hIS oold stub of
cigaret disgustedly. “A chunkhead’s
bom every minute,” he said to nobbody
in particular. “By grab, Gorty, how
would you like him to clean out Skele-
ton? What would you do? You never
i[r?dled in honest ponies in your whole
I e 7

“To clean out Skeleton he’d have
to get Little Joe fust,” said Lowery,
the pot-bellied, slope-shouldered man
who ran the two-bit feed lot and bam
outfit in the tonn For an hombre
who often didn't do a whole piece of
business in a week, Lowery always
:(Iad a Cl:IJnll((Of dlorgrrgem hImI‘\O;.—IJgf'IIS

ucca Harker’s rous, t
he’s slick as slobbers, they tell. Gm
me another bottle, Gus, I'm going

He wes still anake in his bed in the
office of his livery stable, the bottle
half e on the chair beside him
when he d hard-drumming hoofs
on the nlght He hauled a Colts from
under his yelloned pillow as he sat
up, trai ear attuned. That pony
wes foundered and linping in the bar-
%ln he wouldn't be able to go much

Tnen the animal wes driving along

Skeleton's  single  wandering  street.
There wes a break in the hoofbeats,
and Lowery heard them coming down
thezlrﬁltohlsbam He wes out of
r?owﬁta"s in tr}e darkmbarg_
ring thr a knothole as the ri
greed 0{% The latter hammered
desperately on the barmn door.

“Let ne in, for the lowa Gawd!”
the rider husked on the night. The des-
ert wind parted the tree tops overhead
and nmoonlight seeped through.  Low-

ery saw a sllght ﬁ?ure pw\dered with

dust, besice the bog%d-
wes hat-

doan dun cayuse. The rmn
less, his sandy halr rlnged with a dirty
strip of bandage. direro! Let
me in!” He began to kick the door.

Lowery lighted a lantern and stood
it just irside the small door before
he unbarred it. Then he called for the
rider to enter and faded back into the
dinmess, gun cocked. The man
over the threshold and into the
blinking, swaying on his boot-heels.

“Hell, where are you?” he cried in

a hoarse whisper, ng at the red
silk neckerchief at his throat as if he
were choking.

Ad Lowery knew he wes looki
at this Willie-the-Wolf Vanning he
heard so much about.

“What do you want?”” Lowery
called.

“You gotta hide me! 1’'m Willie-the-
WoIf. .. A damn is hard on my
tail. 1—" His whispering voice died
as he slumped against a post.

“What did you come here for?”

“Hell! 1 heard there were gents in
this hole who'd give a hand to a hair-
pin like ne. | can always retun a
favor in—in a real way.” He seemed
completely exhausted.

A GUN SPAT on the night in the
distance outside the cemetery-like
stillness of the ghost town Lowe
came out of the dimmess. The Wolf
had thuned a couple of shells from
his belt and wes trying to insert them
fumblingly into his weapon. The hoi-



76

ster of the second gun wes empty; he
seered conpletely helpless.
“All right Get your boss InSIde

said Lowe
the big . Wlle oIf half

dragoed the glassy-eyed horse; it hed
a linp in its left foreleg.

Through the opening of the door,
Lowery saw two riders appear on a
hunmp beyond the ghost town. “That's
them” croaked the WoIf.

“Two?” Lowery spat iIn dl%
“Hell, 1 thought you were a

Vanning! A posse of two—"
da;]/eammg pointed atgolglg head 'ban-
‘I can’t see s0 ht now
can't see nore than a fwvyards By
tomorra I'll e all right, thoug
Il cut doawn somre of them darm
badge-packers, by grab!”

Lowery only a noment,
thinking, after he closed the dloor.
Then he led the pony to the rear of
the bam. The two unsaddled the an-
imal quickly. Lowery sent it hobbli
out into the feed lot behind He tol

ing he could hide himeelf out in
the lot.

“But if they sashay in here and finrd
you, Idon’tkntwnothln I wes blind

dnhg%ypu sl in and hid your-
salf. ! pped Yo

Willie-the-WbIf Vanning spat drily
before he dragged hinself up the lad-
der ‘If they catch ne, IﬂV\ont tC:l)e g

questions afterwart
cause theanY | never take ne allve” he
husked in that whispering voice. “Soon
as they chucked e in a cuartel, that
Yucca Harker would cone around and
cut out my heart—the slow way.”

“You know him?”’

“I killed his brother,” Vanning said
Then he mounted unsteadiily, finally
pitching from sight in the loft. “They
might not come around,” he called
down faintly despite the  stillness.
“There wes a rider sloping off south
as | cut inta here. Mebbe-so they're
trailing him now.”

Lowery waited a while Then he

climoed to the loft and heard the
Wolf’s heavy, slow breathing, saw him
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where he lay like ore dead, half un-
der the hay, gun clutched in his bony
hand, large and powerful for a slight-
built man. Lowery went donn and
slipped out the back and nmowved off
anong the sage clumps in the sand
hills at the eage of the toawn He fi
ured he had been pretty smart. Little
Joe could always use a gent like Willie-
the-Wolf in his camp. . .

It was chill and heavily overcast
the next afternoon when Lowery and
the dfaced Vamning nowed
donn to Skeleton’s lone barroom Spas-
nodic sprays of rain rode before the
wind w%gemgmogdybargmd

e rnks. No asked any
QLCEOSltJIPOI‘B. The inhabitants of Skele-
ton didn't. Janson rose from a corner,
stretching, and gave some kind of a
signal to the bar boss before he am-
bled out the back

The Iatter filled L&thelr
When they m Willie-the-
Wolf slapped a b||| on the bar. The
bar man shook his head. “Mr. Janson
mwta lj%/ou over to his place to have

him” he said

Lovxery and Vaming left and
walked down the road a stretch. They
tumed into a side path that elboned
around a Iar(I:;e ragged pit where the
earth had fallen in Finally they came
to a little shack out among the dunes.
Neither horse-tracks nor footprints
marked the sand around it But when
they entered, Janson lounged behind
ore end of a rude table and four oth-
ers sat around it

“This is Willie-the-WoIf Vanning,”
Lowery said “Like | told you.”
Janson nodded and the others just
stared. Forbes brushed sand and npis-
ture from the red silk neckerchief at
his throat. Ginned m}/n\nmlwr\:s gﬁgk
running over S 4
%amangfeel asifthe\/\%lfvx%
looking at something behind them
“Hell, you chunkheads! Wake up.
I always expect nothin’ less than a
brass band! 1’'m Willie-the-Wolf, and
eve S heard 0’ ne & plenty Ad
S need irrigating
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WITHOUT saying anything, Jan-
** gon picked up a jug from beneath
the table and it wes passed doan It
wes tequilla, Janson’s favorite drink
Vanning slu%t over an arm and put
his mouth to the top and drank deeply.
He gurgled and gurgled for sonme sec-
onds, Adam's e walking up and
doan his neck lonered 1t without
gesping or sputtering.

“You owver there by the stove,” he
said in that dry whisper, “you can
plant your hogleg back in the holster.

I’'m among friends—I hope. Yeah, |
know your aholding it behind the

lpe agent%tsacertagn look In
|seyesvxhen ’s got a trigger eared
back under his thumb.”

The man blushed sheepishly and
Janson stopped yavmlng genuine ad-
miration on his face. “What mede you
head in here, Vanning?”

“Aslug that cli my head. Don't
see 0 right now, also the fact
that 1 Skeleton don't have to
curry the John Laws outa its whiskers
more’n once a year.”

“We got a way of handling ’em
when thgycI d)egtick their noses in.”
Janson admitted. “But maybe
heard that Yucca Harker is r‘eadedygjor
these parts...”

Vanmning pulled out a tailor-made
cigaret. “Well, 1 heard stories about
a gent called Little Joe, who cools off
Harker and his breed dang pronto.
I'd like to meet up with that Little
Joe fella sometime.”

“We'll see,” said Janson sleepily.

“Squat yourself;, they’s a box there.”

Ore of the others said, “Figger to
hang around long?”’

Vanning nodded. “Been  thinking.
Might be a right good idee just to
let these John Laws cool off. | been
doing all right of late, anyways.” He

brought a hand from his pocket and
tossed a roll of gold-backed bills on
the table, “Ad about gettin’ a

few nore jugs of redeye and starting
a little card ? Meble-so you gents
and me could swing somre business in
these parts together, too.” He laughed

in that same dry whisper. “Meg, | nev-
er like to let my guns get rusty.”
Janson laughed without mirth, but
nodced his approval. “Lowery, you
PICk the boys to go for the red-
it’s all right with you.” Janson
never seeed to give any orders.

Agane of under

the men cane back with tr\lle)ay .
The day died and one of the nen
mede some chow of jerked beef and
greasy beans. Somre left, and another
men drifted in The continued
without break as thu in the north
ushered in the night The Jugs k
going around and Vanning put out t
dinero for another one later in the
evening. He lost nore than three hun-
dred dollars, and drew another chunk
of dinero from his money-belt as if it

were nothlr?
id half off his chair and

snored Ioudly Two of the others stag-

red out into the night, homeward
%md Ancther staggered over to a
bunk in the corner and dropped off.
Willie-the-Wolf and Janson faced each
other across the table. Vanning st
riffling the deck and threw It against
the bottle that held the candle that
lighted the room

“When that Yucca Harker hits here,
I’ll admit, | got sense enough to meke
tracks.”

Janson messaged the jaw of his
Preda.tory face with big-boned knuck-
es. “That so?”

“Yep. Because this Little Joe isn't

ing to bum doan Harker like he's

ed other snooping badge packers.
Too bad But—well, this Little Joe [S
going to go to Hell on a shutter.”

Janson’s face hardened impercep-
tlbly “You think so?”

“I know it. | saw Harker shoot once.
He’s plain double-barrelled poison—a
valkin' lead-spitting devil. Have an-
other drink?”

They talked of other things. The
WoIf told about the time he raided a
bank in a Border tonn and hid out in
the sheriffs onn privy. They drank
steadily. Janson told about the tine
Seely, the U. S marshal, came in look-
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ing for Little Joe; how the marshal
wes taken out, looped across his sad-
dle, dead

“Ch that Little Joe must’'ve been
good all right. But his luck has run
out now | know Yucca Harker.” He

yawned.

ANSON'S leathery skin drew drum
tight over his face bones. He smote
the table a heavy blow

know Joe! He can't be killed! 1—

Willie-the-WoIf nodded  knowingly.
“Sure. 1 heard that one. About the
heap big medicine of that gray coat.
:m He’s ﬁatobably fast %al slpittin’
[ Ing, SO t nobody’s
a channge to hit him yet. Buty t%(i’s[
Harker is faster 'n anything human,
and a dead-center shot.”

Janson rose to his gaunt height to
put some wood in the stove. “Little
Joe is the best gol-danged son of Hell
with a hogleg in his—" But Vanning
waved him silent wearily, shoved over
the deck of cards. “I’ll cut you—best
two outa three—for fifty, Janson; and
let's have another drink”

Janson won the cut and chuckling-
pgoiaocketed the fifty smackers. They

several nore slugs of the redeye.
\k/eiannir;gsﬁgrsirg his garrbrléng luck He
pt sloshing redeye in their tin cups.
“I hear this Little Joe can’t carry much
whiskey,” he said suddenly after drain-
ing another shot.

Janson spat into a corner, face dark-
ening. He picked up the jug that tine,
filling the mugs to the brim “Never
saw a man he couldn’t toss ‘em down
with!... You with me on this one?”’
They drank

Sore fifteen minutes later, Janson’s
long chin was on his chest and he
dozed Silently Vamning rose and
slipped out the door to glide off anmong
the dunes...

It wes broad daylight when Willie-
the-WoIf came out of the sage and
walked unconcernedly to the shack
The only tracks about it were his oan
left in leaving it. Yet, when he pushed

“Ye dont

the door and foud it empty in-
g&nmsmm no surprise. He looked
in the door of the
nobody, and went back and had a
drink from one of the jugs. Then he
ﬂ_ropped ian:%a Ichf_;lir, aheer urtxrnléling
IS gurs placing them on the ta-
ble, and napped.

He wes the picture of an hombre
among friends, and with nothing to
fear, when Janson hinself inched gpen
the door from the shed. Janson stood
studying him for a long tine, a cocked
gun held flat against his leg Ore of
Willie-the-WolIf Vanning's eyelids flut-
tered open. He grinned

“Where the hell were you?” Jan-
son grated.

The Wolf seerred surprised he should
be asked Shrugged. “Holy snakes,
Janson, I’'m smart; e, | don't aimh'go

snapped in trap when this
Iqetiarker wvalks inaglyﬁ };agj never can
tell when he’ll hit here. 1 went out
and caught my shut-eye in the brush.”
He made no mowe to protect hinself.

Janson scrutinized him then hol-
stered his gun. over his shoul-
der to others in the shed behind him

off it, saw

When he the door wick and
entered, though, the shed wes enoty.
Willie-the-Wolf ed not to no-

tice. He dlid the jug across the table.
Qutside, the blot fever sore of sun
bumt through overcast sky to give the
day a sullen unreal look

Janson bestrode a chair, fingering
beard stubble. “Now things're com:
ing back to ne. Ik':el\:\jes ’baésié-_seven
Lears t foneer

'rritedagr())luryotl)J in the Sbtgtion at Steer-
head, weren't it? Shot it out with and
killed Shoke , the sheriff, there,
too.” He had ewvidently been talking
with somebody since Vanning left.

“Right—and wrong,” the latter
said. “It wes at Steer Run. And |
shot it out with Snoke—but | didn’t
kill him”

Janson actually gave a friendly grin
then before he tilted the jug. “Yeah,
that’s it; 1 got a mite mixed up.”
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The Wolf said, “Did Little Joe ask
that?”

“Maybe,” said Janson.

“I sure would like to have et up
with that gent while he wes still alive,
by grab!”

Janson jerked up straight in the
chair. .“Holy snakes, he’s still alive!
You talk as if he—" His wvoice wes
sharp, torn with ention.

Willie-the-WolIf smiled wsely “Not
for long, Mr. Harker’s coming.” Jan-
son rose and started to speak Van-
ning half turmed his back as he cupped
a maetch to a cigaret. “Now don't be
giving e that stuff about how this
Joe is something supernatural—or a
walkin' dead men—or any of that
wincHoellied stuff. His luck’s run out;
Harker il et him!”

UPI Janson snarled fiercely.
His i glittered and sweat
stained his ehead. “I'll tell you
sorething, danmit! None of them
durb badge-packers who've come in
here for hlm—none of 'em have gotten
a shot at Little Joe! Newver! He’s too
dam smart for 'em”

“Wh-what?” The Wolf sneered.

By Gawnd, that’s true. I'll tell you
—I'll el youhf’ He wes a man shout-
ing against his oan ragged nenves.
“Most of em around here don't know
it, but some of the old mine workings
run right plurb under this ol’ ghost
tonn itself. Little Joe—he knows them
workings like the palm of his hand
He—" He broke off as he sighted
soething through the grimy window
%n a running nmen burst in the

“A fellajust coire into the bar,” he
pented ‘a deputy | reckon. Brought
a message from Yucca Harker. He’s
outside now, and he’s callin’ Little
Joe. Harker says he'll ke comin’ down

the street at h| noon A if Little
Joe don't shcw |ng to bun the
place to the and shoke out

every last poeca.t That's what he
called us!”

Janson wes indifferent, stretching
lazily. “I’'ll go take the word to

Joe... ” He noved toward the door to
the shed “Willie, better hunt yourself
a hole; go down to the bar and you'll
see Little Joe handle this Yucca
man...”

'"T’'HE SULLEN spot of sun glared
A doan from directly overhead. Mid-
day. Skeleton lay in the brush and
sand like its name, dead and dry and
inert, in a torpor mlgarfrom the
cracked shutters room did
a few rofeyaspeer furtively. The

the ragtag and scum that com-
posed its population had hunted safe-
ty in the brush. A lean packrat mowved
unhurrledly and curiously along the

ra% of the single street. Then

r where the Wﬂ%

had stood in the old days, a
man figure stepped past its bamllke
frame.

The nman noved to the middle of
the road and then advanced purpose-
fully, tanned hands hooked over gun
butts, head swvelllng from sice to
sice nenvously. “Yucca. . .” There wes
no woice that said it. It Just went up
like a soft swelling echo. Then one of
the men behind the barroom shutters
croaked: “Holy snakes, it’s that same
red-shirted one who wes here the other

day tellin’ about Willie-the-\WoIf.
ANt it?”

It wes;, but answered him
in the airless, cl up bar. Sone
thing had there.

Down in the other direction a fig-
ure swathed in a Ia% gray coat ap-
peared from the brush. His sombrero
wes yanked low and a red bandanna
screened the lower half of his face.
He advanced in short, quick and yet
unsteady strides like a desperate man.
The butts of guns protruded from the
coat pockets and his jerking hands
suddenly clamped on t and half
drew The pair drew to within twenty-
odd yards of each other, the gray-
coated one having already the
barroom He halted, sidled hesitantly.

From the flat roof of the one-storied
barroom, Willie-the-Wolf Vanning
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shouted, “Hey, Little Joe!” But his
voice wes sharp and harsh with threat,
no longer a whisper. Andtheﬁgure
that had seened to step out of the
ground amid the litter of cavedHin
shacks and debris off from ore side
of the road twisted. He too had his
L ST
op the sagging-r ; ie-
the-WoIf went for his holsters. Hog-
Lefgs seemed to spring into the hands
Little Joe, a tall, lank figure, as he
scuttled SI_deV\ard in the broan grass.
Then their weapons were blasting,

spanging lead -bridging the distance
behind them A hole gaped in Little
Joe’s hat; a slug ri through the

side of Vanning’s shirt and seared the
flesh over his ribs. But he wes sonme-
how an inplacable little figure, he
gave o sign of it Lead drilled Little
Joe’s shoulder and knocked him down
He rolled behind a rotting piece of
cabin wall.  Willie-the-Wolf  leaped
from the roof and raced through the

The dying reverberations of shots
gaéme frorhar(1Jl the road ﬁ‘l*ne reﬁ-shirftted

puty opened fire coolly after
the gray-coated ore had triggered
twice frantically. The latter had hit
ground and rolled twice when his g%/
coat fl open and his mesk fell
off. It revealed himas pot-bellied Low
ery, the livery stable man; he wes
shot in the leg and the hip.

The WoIf z as he neared
the debris where Little Joe had gore
donn Willie rounded a hummock and
searched in vain for his men. And then
a gun barrel folloned by a lean arm
next by the mesked face, rose from
the sand stealthily. Rose from the
small hidden hole of a cave-in that
led to a turel of the old mire work-
ings into which he’'d been trying to
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craM like a snake. Willie-the-\oIf
\/\Ineeed led and the gun muzzles frothed
red.

Little Joe writhed up and up into
full view like a stung thing, writhing
in the agony of the h\/\omdthat
had blasted a hole in his head. His
gus slid to the sand. Then he went
crashing forward as lie buckled into
the brush A twig of the latter
twitched the bandanna from his face
and revealed the hawkish cold features
of Janson.

Back in the barroom the drink-
wangled bar-boss sat on the floor,
ruobing a lump on his skull. Qut In
the waestes of Skeleton a report drift-
ed at tines as the deputies hunted out
the coned, fleeing inhabitants from
their warrens. Lowery sat propgped on
a chalr In agony, cursi fecbly.
“Y-you—you're Yucca Harker!” he
threw at Willie-the-WoIf. The latter
nodded quietly.

“I alwavs said | never heard o’ that
Willie-theWoIf Yanning,” the bar-
boss said, trying to be superior.

Yucca Harker shook his head as he
lifted a drink and passed another to
Red Shirt. “You're still wong, mis-
ter. He existed—because | him
afore 1 went straight. That’s why Jan-
sonvxesfooled I\/\enttotdkgnBlg

a governor’s as
Vamlng, v%n saved tr‘epar\/\ardens
life in a prison break Then | took
back my dd family name, Harker...
The only thing that wasn't on the level

wes the gunfight at Hogarty’s Gulch
Me and some of my boys that.
But | amn Yucca Harker—dUWillie-

the-WblIf Yanning. That’s whv | knew
Janson—T.ittle Joe—wes going to get
his chips cashed...

* New Judge Steele

story by Lon Williams



CHINOOK

All the sourdoughs called him "Chinook",
For the reason that he'd come,
Like that good wind, unexpected,
While he'd always softly hum,
Opera tunes that he'd acquired—
He was never sayin’ where—
Till the frost would sort of loosen.
An' Spring seemed to fill the air.

He was withered, bent an' grizzled,
An' appeared a lot too old
To be buckin' all the hardships,
That go with the quest for gold,
But he was one damned tough hombre.
An', though Yukon blizzards blew,
You could bet your dust an' nuggets
Chinook would come slammin’ through.

Which is why, when big Jack Barry
Staggered in from Solomon,
With the news that black diptheria
Had that whole camp on the run.
An' the doctor needin' serum,
Chinook sighed, "I call that tough!
You blokes 'tend to Barry pronto!
I'll get goin' with the stuff!"

So he headed north from Dawson
With the serum on his sled,
Wrapped in thick furs, while the smother
Blotted out the trail ahead.
But he kept his huskies goin’,
Shoutin' to his crackin' whip,
"This is no time to be loafin'!
Mush! Were fightin' Death this trip!"

Into Solomon he floundered
With his dogs dead six miles back.
An' the sawbones told him bluntly,
"Lord, your face is frozen black!"
"I'm O. K! Hell!" Chinook mumbled,
"Here's the serum! Use it! Quick!
I'll feel great, when you are savin'
The poor devils who are sick!"

Edgar Darnel Kramer
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THE BOLTER

would theenk he wes keeked to
deaths.”
eyesgrm rolled a cigaret and arched his
ons at Deputy Peters. “You
know, Santos you had a good idea
there but remember this, an’ you too,
Deputy Teters; when a horse kicks a
man, thetoedftr‘esl”oepomtscb/m
ward and the hesls point  upwards.”
He popped the cigaret into his nouth,
lit it and blew a great &ey cloud of
smoke towerd Peters. Augustin's
brother, the toe pointed toward the
dead man’s chin and the heels pointed
toward his belt. In other words, that
damed horse would have to have been
Ilyin® on his back with all four feet in
the air to leave the marks that were

on the body.”
YOUR BEST

(continued from page 71)

Deputy Peters wes a chastened law
man. He eyed Santos with a look of
interest as though for the first time
he had ever knoawn a nman clever
enough to commit murder without us-
ing the tried and true .45 bullet to do
it vmh

MO o

t tip IS
quirley %exaggerated attention and
hIS mouth held a wry, dowrwerd twist.

“That goes without saying, Deputy
Peters. Lock up the prisoner and let's
get on with the chess game’

Peters arose with alacnty inspired
% Lrbomded respect. “Yes sir, Sher-

IN THE WEST

A Test by CIliff Campbell

QEE HOW you can score in this test of western knowledge
wyou will find ten words or expressions. In Column B
words or expressions. Take your percil in hand and place

. In Colum A
will find eleven

appropriate word

or expression in Colum A, the number of a similar word or expression from
Colum B which is closely conrected with it. I in doubt between two, you
must meke the better choice. There’s ore left over in Colunmn B to throw off

sheer lucky %
error. If you hit 100% you

Then check with the answers and take off 10% for each
become sheriff of the town; if between 70%-90%

you can go prospectlng for gold; and below that, all that’s left for you is to

do sheep her

Colum A

“\\att Earp
-Bass Quitlaw
- rick
-ACEs and el
-David Crockett
-Jeff Milton
m-brding
-Cross-buck
-Amie Cekley

Colum B.

1 Wild Bill Hickok

2. The Alanp

3. Horses

4. Saddle

5. Killed Curly Bill Brocius
6. Chief of Polfce of El Paso
7. Frank Bulter

S Sergeant in the Rangers
9. Mangus Colorado

10. Unbranded

11. John Sinson

(Answers Are On Page 98)



RANGE W AR

(continued from page 6)

it wouldn't meke half the stir that is
mede nowedays if one men shoots at
another in ng. The newspapers
meke all the difference.”

The full force of such a remark can
never be felt unless it has been one’s
forture to live, at some tine or other
in his life, in a cour;\trrlyt/Jl V\helre there
WV\ere N0 Newspapers no law. He
is then back at the beginning of the
world, antedating civilization, and in
a position to see the crude and grim
forces underlying this human nature
which pretends later to itself
with the ways of society, which
hes really a smarl and a claw not far
anay.

The accounts of the
rustler war 189?9 \/\greg&mn”any re-
Spects incorrect, t com
ing from Buffalo, in Johnson County,
the seat of the rustler elemrent, being
entirely contradictory to those emanat-
ing from Cheyenne, the headquarters
of the big conmen concerred in the
raid. Ore gathers his beliefs in regard
to the situation not from the newspa-
per accounts, but from thorough re-
view of the matter upon one hand with
a conen Who wes ore of the partici-
@rﬁ in the raid, and upon the other

with sore rustlers who were at
Buffalo and thoroughly concerned in
al the incidents which occurred on
that sice of the “war.”

For a | time the rustlers hed
been meking life a burden to the legiti-
mate cowren of the counties of John-
son, Natrona, and Converse, urtil t
had nearly brought to a standstill all
the proper operations of the cattle in-
dustry. Before the establishment of the
livestock commission, and the brand
inspectors, it wes inpossible for a
ranchman to tell whether he wes going
to come out at the end of the year
with any cattle left. Practically the
whole country wes living on stolen

83

beef, and not content with this, and
with serving notice on the cattle com-
panies that they would no longer be
alloned to hold their roundups, the
rustlers began to ship beef by carload
lots to the markets of the East.

As there were no brand inspectors
to detect the fraudulent nature of such
shi , there was imminent r
that the illegal cattlemen would en-
'([Jifretlly‘e ruin the legal ones. The extent

losses suffered by the cattlemen
rraﬂX‘ ke inferred from the fact that,
within the first year after the appoint-
ment of the brand inspectors at the
markets, they sent back to the com
Missioners ongythe Sta.teI $127,000 of
“estray nmoney” on cattle passing to
market from the Wyoming range. The
commissioners found proper ownership
for all but $14,000 of this, but refused
sore of the funds to rustlers who
openly claimed dues therein.

This appearance of the action of
the new cattle lans wes extrermely un-
satisfactory to the rustlers; it resulted
in a practical solidification of the vari-
os rustler factions, and nmade the
county of Johnson a rustler settle-
ment, where the cattlemen had o
wvoice. In four years the cattleren
brought one hundred and eighty suits
in Johnson County against rustlers for
stealing beef or calves, but no jury
could found which would conwvict
a man;, and the only case in which a
rustler wes ever punished wes ore in
which a thief had killed a cow and
taken homre a quarter of the leef. He
wes convicted of petty larceny, and
assessed the value of beef—about
eighteen dollars.

THE RUSTLERS posed as smll
A stockmen, and did all they could
to array the interests of the actual
small stockimen against those of the
“barons,” or ranch capitalists, claim-
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ing_that the fight wes one of wealth
against nmen In moderate circun
stances, and asserting that as to the
methods practised In acquiring cattle,
the big ranchmen were no better than
they Id be. In this latter state-
ment there was colour of truth in many
instances; the fort_uneheof r_ré)re than
one man engaged in the rai nst
the rustlers wes nore than pr%bly
laid in the early and active efforts of
When e TorTEn SOy 0 carTy
emen sought to car

on for themselves the old neﬂnrrx
which they had practised for their em:
ployers, the latter mede objection, feel-
ing that there had been a change in
the former relations of meum and
tuum There is large undercurrect of
urwvwritten history on both sides of the
question in this rustler war. Be that
as it may, there wes much bitterness
L
sides t t sone i
justification in many things \Ahicﬁaprley
did or attempted to do.

Early in the spring of 1892, a num
ber of tmarlfjrmmrs Sei&t

nne a

raid against the rustlers.L{I)'CI)%y hed the
names of about one hundred and twen-
ty-five men whom they claimed to
know were d in the rustling
business, some  thirty-five of whom
they agreed thenrselves either to
kill or drive out of the country. In this
noveent to invoke the oldtine ways
of the range were several nen prom-
inent in State affairs; a member of
the Legislature; a member of the stock
commission; and some two dozen
wealthy cattlemen, sewveral of whom
V\erev\ﬁr)actical Ily non-resicent Eastern-
ers hed large holdings of cattle
in WWyoming.

There never wes a nore select, or a

nore inefficient, lynchi that
started out across the B?airpgnKlearly
all the conmen of the novenrent were
men of culture and refinement; two
Harvard graduates were the
outfit. There wes a young Englishman
along to see the fun—which he saw—
and, all in all, the gathering wes, so-

cially speaking, everything that could
be asked. It wes imrl%lentall reported
in ore of the newspapers that ore of
the select lynchers, while asleep in
camp ore day, chanced to toss out his
hand over his blankets, thus displaying
two large diamond rings which he wore
as part of his range costune.

It is now justly to be said of these
men that they were not brave and de-
termined, and it probably never oc-
curred to them that they would fail of
carrying out their program, as arranged
in detail, without experiencing any
great hindrance on the part of the men
they were intending to hang, shoot, or
drive out of the country. They had
read of such things being difie, and
grijed that it wes desirable they

Id do sone of those things for
thenrselves. That one of their number
who tells this story of the raid admits
tf&a(gldy that they mede a great mis-

They were all new at that sort of
business, Eastern men who had not
been reared in the hard school of the

old times, and who, while they might
have been fit for privates in anen
terprise, were absolutely unfit for lead-

ers—in which latter capacity there
seens to have been a general willi

ness to sene. The nen who should
have been in charge were the men who
were hired by tiﬁle r%j;\y to_l_serve, as pri-
vates—twenty i exans, Cow
punchers from tfge Irg/\er range, Who
were imported for this purpose and
peid five dollars a day and expenses

[Turn To Page 86)
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RUL PAGE CARTOONS

MARRIAGE MISCHIEF is
brand new, devilishly indiscreet,
with original full page cartoons.
Whether you're looking forward
to the day, or looking back (with
or without regrets), you'll go for
this saucy "undress” view of
bride and groom. Gay and tricky
as wedding champagne, it will
keep you gagging through a sea-
son of marriages. And talking of
gags, here's a Whopper. Give
MARRIAGE MISCHIEF as a
wedding or anniversary present.

FEATURES
*N 1 The Bachelor Dinner
The Wedding Daze
~  The Truth About Trousseaux
|a® What Every Bride Should Know
* 1 ~  Hazards of the First Night
' From Smoker to Bedroom
Honeymoons— Conven-
tional and Otherwise
Counsel for the
Bewildered Groom

> And many more ONLY
ORDER ON APPROVAL *
Oid-r MARRIAGE MISCHIEF 9 8

in_plain wrapper for 10 da>$'
FRII:QE e*amination. If nat thor-

oughly taliped, retum for im-
rr%%ia){e_reﬁpﬁgofoormletepur—
chase prace— a a -

Mail coupon today]

A-90B
I PLAZA BOOK CO. DEPT.A—?E)*Y
J 109 Brood St., Now York 4, N. °°
| Send MARRIAGE MISCHIEF in plain wrap-
| per. If not satisfied, | may return it in 10 days

for refund.
O Send C.0.0. | will pay poitman 98c plu* postage.

| O | enclose 98c— send postpaid.

Name...
L _J

Zene....... State
Canada and Foreign— $1.25 with order

?0»Broo?S*, Ne» Y- k&MY L .- - - - - - - -




FREE FOR ASTHMA

If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke and
gasp for breath, If restful sleep Is difficult because of
the struggie to breathe, don't fail to send at once to the
Frontier Asthma Company for a FREE£ trial of the
FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDICINE, a preparation for tem-
porary symptomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial
Asthma. No matter where you live or whether you have
faith in any medicine under the sun, send today for
this free trial. It will cost you nothing.

FRONTIER ASTHMA CO. 30C-W FRONTIER BLDG.
462 NIAGARA ST. BUFFALO 1. N. Y.

IT MAY WORK
MIRACLES FOR
YOU-NOW...

If life passes you by, if you can't

overcome EVIL SPIRITS, if you have

BAD LUCK, if you FAIL in love, fee!

LET DOWN and people are AGAINST

you, THEN you need this 24K GOLD

FLATED HOLY MIRACLE CROSS, en-

crusted with beautiful SIMULATED

DIAMONDS and fully ENCLOSED in

GLASS. Can be wused in the

secrecy of your home. It is

said that people swear by It

and BLESS the day that they

bought it. Don't be afraid to

let It work for you. 100%

guaranteed or your money back in 7 days. ONLY $2.00
money with order OR $2.50 C.O.D. GET STARTED on the
right road today. ..

BTBKTBr WITH EVERY ORDER, A VIAL OF HOLY MIR-

r R tt ACLE ANOINTING LIQUID. FULL DIRECTIONS.
TWINZ. 125 Brood St.. N.Y. 4. N.Y. Dept. DO-3

TO BE

,S0ONG POEMS " s

Submit on* or mere oi your beet po*m» for
WFires examination. Any subject. Send poem lor
*details and information.

. Phono raph Record* Made
=  FIVE ST

6S0 Beacon Dldg Boston 8. Mass.
MULTIPLY!
A DD

CALCULATE
o at a glance!

RAPID-FIRE CALCULATOR for

SCHOOL vast number combinations — and
BUSINESS fractioni, too.
HOME-SHOP SAVES HOURS of tedious flour
FACTORY In%. GUARANTEED ACCURATE.
OFFICE QUICK ANSWERS GET YOU

AHEAD FASTERI

Stop Vvasting precious time flourln®. Now even a School-
boy can get 11)0% accurate answers at a Glancet
A PERMANENT CALCULATOR — ONLY 500
ORDER NOW on MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE!
WEHMAN UIiIOS.,

For The Tops In
Sports Fiction

don't miss the July
issue of

TEN - STORY

SPORTS
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WESTERN ACTION

to go along and see or assist in the

ing, shoot, and driving out. Had
the leader of the been the
leader of the party, the result might
have been, at least in some respects,
different; for here was a man with
folloners who, though they had not
accumulated fmob to afford
to wear diamond rings when going to a
Iynching, had noretheless sened in
the rude apprenticeship of WWestern life
on the plains, and knew hafz?]r ;Irlor%e about
partisan campaigning t the men
who acted as the leaders of this raid.

'T'HE PARTY as finally organized
e numbered forty-three nmen, includ-
ing the twenty Texans, and their out-
fit wes as perfect as noney could
buy They hadthree and enty
cools dently inte

travel in perfect comfort Secretly em
barking their outfit on a train at Chey-
enne at night, early in April, 1892,
they went by rail to Capser, Vvyomng,
arriving there the folloning night.
Thence they started with their horses
and wegors owerland across the wild
country, sorething like one hundred
and thirty miles, which lay between
them the seat of war.

The first serious business of the ex-
pedition wes at the K C. ranch, oc-
cupied by two well-knonn rustlers,
Nate Chanpion and Nick Ray. The
raiders held up this ranch at daybreak,
and early in the noming took prison-
ers two freighters who to be
stopping at the house, who cane
out of t mLBetogotovxerdthe barn.
The house wes then surrounded by a
firing party of twelve men, it being

that Chanpion and Ray
would soon miss the other men and
come out to see what had becone of
them Presently one of the rustlers,
Ray, stepped to the door, and at once
fell under the rifle-fire of the men who
lay concealed and waiting for him The
participants in this raid are very reti-
cent in regard to the names of those

V\knddaﬁlsr% butoneofthe



New Reducing "Miracle”
DROPEX REDUCING COCKTAIL

Proved by Doctors to Reduce Weight

Olbs. in 4 weeks.. 151bs. In 2 months!
No drugs + ¢+ ¢+ No pillsees No diets

ini ft you to lo« 9 to 15 pound*
Clinical Tests Prove Wfe*# the easiest way to do it. Don't go

«DROPEX" Redlcig CodfBi)  On = special diet*—just’add a dropper*
rg ) ful of the new “DkOPEX" Reducing
Drops fat Away Cocktail to your favorite drink before
each meal to lose 2 Ibs. each week.
“DROPEX" Reducing Cocktail ha*
been proven by doctors who tested it
on a group of normal overweight men
find women. The doctor* tests showed
o safe steady reduction of weight every
week with *nN)ROPEX" Reducing Cock*
tail* In 4 weeks the average person lost
Ibs. In 2 months 15% Ibs. of fat
<ere lost. Every one lost weight with
4DROPEX".
If you want to lose 9 to 15 Ibs., ge»
«+«DROPEX" Reducing Cficktail today. -
We Guarantee your money back if IS
"DROPEX** does not reduce ydu» .

tveigbt without any special diets.
Absolutely Harmless!

*DROPEX" is pleasant Add i! to
MONEY SACK GUARANTEE your favorite drink or plain water

MUSNE Ilroe ..ati«low * tolS th* W * gttiu* Lrtlirtly different from anything you have tt'tr triedt
«M> rear tec* if “DROPEX” Stop.crying the overweight blues. Start today on

. P the new safe simple "DKOPEX" way to lose pounds

Or NORMAL <m msféwtroarwellchlwwHOUT of ugly fat. Simply add "DROPEX" *s directed to
OVERWEIGHT ANY DIETS! fruit or vegetable juice, soft drinks, alcoholic bever*
PfOni TISTTO Ages or plain water. The hew "DROPEX" is easy*

simple, an effective way to lose weight,

unmvronntaut mom la Doctor-Checked Tests
anyihino \

ms < “DROPEX" REDUCED EVERY OVERWEIGHT PERSON!
“ <«Without Dieting, Without Exercises

"DROPEX" Reducing Cocktail was carefully rested on a group of overweight
flirt Aftd women. The results from taking "DRO P EX" delighted the doctors
|Uperiling the tests, as well as the Overweight men and women. Many of the
pCOple w™>0 took "DROPEX" had used other products without success, but
every one lost weight with "DROPEX",”The average weight loss was 2
pounds a week over an eight week period.

All the Overweight persons did was to add » dropperful of "DROPEX"
Q0 their favorite drink before each meal. No diets or special eating plans were
used. The doctors gave sole credit for the easy steady loss of excess weight

IS Clinical test* ». to the use of "DROPEX".

On both IMS and "DROPEX" Reducing Cocktail Is sold on an iron-ctad guarantee. You
*omm. EVERY flttrtt be pleAsed, Or you get your money back. You have nothing to lose but fal
overweight per- —rt easily, SOsafely, so pleasantly.

son reduced with

“DROPEX" WWW

mndme/\7 bottlesof DROPEX REDUCING COCKTAH,

- O Send C.0-D. | will pay postman plus f*>*ud charge*
O 1 enclose payment. You pay postage.
Q Send 3 bottles for $<$-00 (1 free when you buy 2>

Cocktall pares...

Citya— - — Zone State————- -



m Regular Price of a
I Slide Rule $4 and up

88

and this coupon

Slide Rule g5

If you know how to uie ft pencil you can use a slide rule.
For bookkeeper*, accountants, talesmen (figuring commission*,
oott, ©te.), farmer*, housewlve*. etc. For Armed Forces hlohly
important. Men’s mo*t uteful tool. Easy to calculate imtantly.
Multiplying, proportions, division, extracting roots, etc. “High
Vision” Clear View Slide. Full 10" Rule. A, B. C, D, CI
and K scales. FREE 28-page instruction book on how to get
correct answers instantly without pencil or paper.

Gene Loewy, 545 5th Ave,, N. Y. 17

Dept. 53-M Limit three rule* to each coupon

MIDDLE
ED!

Frequently Are Tired—Wbrn
Out—Suffer Aches, Pains,
Urinary Trouble and
Loss of Vitality.

e BOCK BT et (s about &
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P

-36
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Unsurpassed Comfort With Improved

RUPTURE RELIEVER

NO FITTING REQUIRED,

FOR WEN. WOMEN end CHILDREN

AT LAST A NEW FORM-FITTING WASH*
ABLE BRACER WITH ADJUSTABLE LEG-
STRAPS THAT'S GUARANTEED TO EE THE
MOST COMFORTABLE YOU EVER WORE!
NO SNAPS. NO LACES, NO STEEL. Amazinﬁ
new kind of flat groin pad for support wit
complete comfort. BEST TOO AS AFTER
OPERATION SUPPORT. Order bv MAIL
RIGHT SIDE 1395. O LEFT SIDE $3.95.
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T PART OF ABDOMEN IN INCHES |IS:

Inches. SENT ON APPROVAL. AVOID
ERIOUS DELAY e « SOLD ON MONEY
ACK GUARANTEE.

WRIGHT BRACER CO.
Dept. 113, 316 Market St., Newark, New Jersey
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freighters taken prisoner afterward
said that it wes a smooth-faced boy,
oe of the Texas fighters, who took
the first hurried aim and shot Ray
domn Ray wes shot again as he
crav\I,Ied back into the hogr%dThe oth_eﬂ
rustler, Champion, remained gane ti
the Iasthan](cz_l refused EJecgge out, keep-
ing up his fire upon t iegers when
ever opportunity offered. Chanmpion
wes finally driven out by neans of
fire. A wegon-lcad of hay wes pushed
lﬁpagainstthe ranch house and set on
re, so that the cabin wes burned over
the head of the rustler defending it.
The body of Ray wes later foud
burmed and charred.
h_Wnen the beat bec?rrre to&ngglrﬁnfor
Im on ran from t ing
Mmmmrirlg to reach a little
gully nearby. He wes shot as he ran,
and it wes later said that twenty—e_ll%ht
wounds were found in his body. The
rustler sice in this wer claim that when
Charmpion wes first shot down he wes
only wounded, and asked the nen who
care up to him not to shoot again,
but that one of the party pl his
rifle to Champion’s face and deliberate-
%zhot himas he lay upon the ground.
(liody of Gm‘&grn V\ashel Tt with
a car it ing t rip-
tioP, IW‘IGEE; k%lﬂ?:mc N
n Champion’s pocket, after his
death, there wes found a roughly writ-
Eje; rm”rgyandum %fdtmhmr?g the
y as they appeared to himas he wes
shut in his cabin by the invading party.
He told of the suffering of his com
rade, Ray, stated the hour of Ray’s
death, mentioned his efforts to get a
shot at the men who were firing at
him stated calmly that he did not
think he could hold out much longer,
and mentioned the appearance of the
loed of hay which he knew was
to bum him out. Then, as h in
deliberart](ee address to his fflla/\s of the
range, wrote, “ , |1 guess It Is
AT Gooiyer
Had the fact not been established
clearly otherwise, it might have been
seen from the sinple nature of this



RANGE WAR

pitiful little scrad that the rustler
Champion wes a brave man. He had
| been known and dreaded by the
cattlermen.

W/HILE THE siege of the K C
** ranch wes in progress, t\wo men
came along the trail with a wagon;
owing to the by the
zla??ders of the raidersv\,h tckhme herg/a?j _\Sere

owned to escape, which t id at
full on the horses which they
took from the wagon. It that
ore of these men wes Jack Flagg, a
a man whose brand wes odious in the
eyes of nore than ore of the cattle-
men who could here have held him
prisoner. Flagg wes ore of the prom:
inent men anong the resident range-
people who were accused of rustling.
His escape meant the ruin of the rai
ers’ expedition. Flagg never drew rein
until he had al his friends from
the K C. ranch to the town of Buf-
falo. In tvwelve hours, all Rustlerdom
wes alarmed and hurrying to the com+
bat. The town of o, the cou
seat of Johnson County, and the
quarters of the free-range elenment, was
at once aroused into that deadly fury
which among Western men means but
ore thing: Immediate war wes to be
given those who hed carried wer into
tills country.

Nor wes this war upon the side of
the rustlers to ke without show of

To People

who want to write
but can’t get started

Do you have that constant urpre to write but
fear that a beginner hasn’t a chance? Then
listen to what the former editor of Liberty
said on this subject:

“Ther* it more room for newcomer* In the writing field today
than ever before. Some of the greatest of writing men and women
ha»e passed from the scene. Who will take their place*? Fame,

riches ‘and the happiness of achievement await the 3w men and
women of power."

Sells First Story at 60

"Sine# | am crowding threesore. my
obfentire in taking the N.LLA. course
was not to become a profusion;!l writer.
However, while still taking the omrst*.
I stmt an artic™ to St. Joseph Maga-
zine. it was immediately accepted. En-
couraged, | wote* others. Our Niry «<*

thfm and asked for more. All
thanks to N.I.LA."—Albert M. [|I'mman.
1t'37 East Silver Street. Tucson. Arlayna.

Writing Aptitude Test — FREE!

THE Newspaper Institute of America offers a
FREE Writing Aptitude Test. Its object Is 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
esimple 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. I. A, course based on
the practical training given by big metropolitan
dailies.

This is the New York Copy Desk Method which
teaches you to write by writing. Yon 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 Writing
Aptitude Test. It requires but a few minutes and
costs nothing. So mail the coupon now. Make the
first move towards the most enjoyable and
profitable occupation — writing for publication!
Newspaper Institute of America, One Park Ave.,
New York 16, N.Y. (Founded 1925)
(Licensed by State of New York)
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legal justice. It is all very well to say
that the principle of the majority is a
dangerous principle in the hands of
rous men; yet how can this prin-
ciple be legally set aside in any forms
this government, whether in the
election of officers national or nMuni-
cipal? Legally speaking, the county of
Johnson wes as regularly organized as
any, and a man who lived there had
as good a right to vote for the of-
ficers of hat county as has any man
of any of the Union. The resi-
dents of Johnson County had legally
elected as their sheriff, Red ANOLS,
who wes therefore the recognised
agent of the law
As sheriff, Angus sumoned about
him a posse of the citizens of Buffalo
and vicinity, In numbers sufficient, as
he thought, to acconplish the arrest
of the invading party of raiders—aho
of course, had no leggl status whatever
in that country, who were break-
ing lans of a nature always held to
be higher than those lans which they
accused the rustlers of violating. Sure-
ly a more drametic or nore involved
situation never appeared upon the
cowrange than this, when two armies,
each armed, each able and anxious to
kill, met each other to decide an issue
—an isste in which both were wrong.
In no country but the West of the
cattle-days could any such situation
ever have arisen.

'T’HE SHERIFF had a vast posse
A at his back when he started forth
from Buffalo to arrest the band of
cattleren. The latter, knowing what
vould ke the result of their mistake
in alloning the two nmen to escape
and spri the newns, on as
fast as they could into the country
where they expected to find others of
the men whom they had upon their
list as men to ke shot, hung, or driven
out of the country. They seem little
to have known the seriousness of their
undertaking, or the sternness of the

e RO R PO
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ing—anong whom wong as they
were, were sore of the best nch-
ers and hardiest plainsnen of the en-
tire cattle-range. The raiders kept
their with them as long as
they could, and then pushed on ahead,
leaving their supplies behind them
In a little while after that, the
rustlers swarmed in upon the trail,
seized the wagors, and took the team:
sters prisoners. From that time the
invaders ceased to le the pursuers,
and became themselves the pursued.
They stopped at the T. A ranch, by
this time discovering what the cir-
cunstances really were. Here they
stood at bay were surrounded by
the forces of the rustlers. There were
three hundred and nineteen nen in
the body which besieged the cattle-
men at the T. A outfit, the force be-
ing rmﬁle up of_thrustlers and rustler
sympathizers, with per] a great
others who were r‘aa#iiid to re-
fuse the invitation to join the fight
oot 1y Gimed bt ey, Expoct
t they clai that they e -
ed reenforcements front a bodyxpe%tf
Montana cattlemen within the week
Yet they were brave as any, and more-
over they hed intelligence and skill
upon their side. They quickly fortified
the T. A ranch with regular rifle-
pits, barricaded the building with logs,
mece firing-stands out of nmore logs,
and really hed things in fire st‘%:
for a long siege or hot attack.
rustlers constantly increased in num
bers and were cetermined to kill or

capture the entire party.
Firing wes ke at long r

on both sides, t&djﬁ without r?ig
damege. Ore dd fellow by the name
of Boone, a plainsmen with a bg
buffalo gun, wes on the rustlers’ side,
and wes extrenely accurate with his
fire,. He would throw a big bullet
against the ranch door, or through a
window nearly every tine he shot

There were twenty-six horses killed
in ore day in the T. A corral by the

rustler ﬁré-/[.la&g] I-]'.O% appeared
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to the cattlemen that they were soon
to be set on foot in the middle of a
very haostile count

[t wes never admitted that an?/
the rustlers were killed in thi

range firing, and the cattlemen will
not admit that t hed any ore killed
in the fight, though they say that two

of their men were accidentally killed
Ore of them wes thronn by his horse,
and his rifle accidentally discharged,
shoating him thr oug\h the thigh so that
he afterward died. A second men, while
hurrying out of the door of the ranch
house to go after some water, knocked
his oan revolver out of its holster,
and was so shot through the abdomen,
dying later. Ore of these men wes still
living at the tine of the surrender,
ad of them came from the ranks
of the conpunchers who were hired to
do the fighting.

The siege Iasted for three days, the

ez;g nore or less
steadily on both SICbS. The cattlemren
claim: that they krew many of the
men in the rustler were sl
stockmen, who were really not in sym-
pathy with the rustlers, and who took
pains to fire high when shooting at
the ranch-house.

WT7HILE ALL this wes going on,
” the entire civilized world krnew
detail of the combat from day
1\(/I:‘Ihe corrrmmllni;; officer of
Fort Kinney, which lay so close
to the T. A ranch that the firing
could ke heard distinctly all the tine,
wes asked the county authorities
to assist_in the capture of the cattle-
men This he declined to do, and he
also declined to lend the sheriff a
cannon, or a Gatling gun, for use in
carrying the barricaded ranch house.
The rustlers then plans  for
blowing up the ranch house with dyna-
mite, t having found in the cap-
tured one hundred pounds of
that article intended for use nst
thermselves, and having concl that
it would be well to show the cattle-
men still nore fully the uwelcome
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situatéon of being hoist by one’s oan
petard.

The commander at Fort McKinney
wired his superior officer as to what
course he should pursue, and the Gow-
emment at Washington replied through
the gereral In charge of the Depart-
ment of the Missouri, stationed at
Omaha, that the officer in command
at Fort MeKinney should put an end
io this armed disturbance, and should
tum owver his prisoners to the proper
authorities, but should not deliver any
prisorers into the hands of the
site faction. On the third day of the
siege, a troup of cavalry rode out from
Fort McKinney carrying a flag of
truce, to which the cownmen answered.
Their surrender to the United States
forces wes demanded, and to this they
readily agreed upon the assurance that

would not e tumed over to the
authorities at Buffalo, which all knew
meant the sane thing as death. The
sheriff demanded these prisoners of
the United States troops, but wes re-
fused There wes then talk among the
rustlers of taking away the prisoners
by force and holding them for civl
trial at Buffalo. No forcible attermpt
of tills nature, however, wes mede—
although there wes very bitter feeling
anong the rustlers at seeing the In-
vaders escape from them

The officer in charge of the prison-
ers wes instructed to take them away
from the scene of conflict, renoving
them to Fort Russell, about ore hun
dred miles belonn Here, about three
weeks after their outset from Chey-
enne, without their outfit, without
their horses, with two of their fighting
men killed and two of their tearmsters
missing, they arrived at Fort Russell
—not In the character of victorious
retumers, but as prisorers in ccrgarhge
of the United States troops. In I-
tion they were somewhat different
from that under which they had start-
ed forth. Some of them were sick; all
were and bedraggled; and all

weary
the leaders were willing to admit that
[Turn Page]
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they had had enough of the vigilante
work for the time. They admitted that
they had been mistaken and had not
known what wes before them but still
contended that their nmovemrent had
of itself been just and right.

As every cetail of the fight at the
T. A ranch had been given the public
through the daily press, so wes the
report of each day’s march of the re-
turn given to the world by the press
correspondents.  The inglorious little
“war” attracted a national attention,
gnolvxqsfo_r %mgetmrmof

iscussion in e of Wyoming,
where it figured for a long tirren?n
State politics, the two factions con-
tinuing their fight after they had been
obliged to lay down thﬁir argg.
or19|i)arty|t\/\es1rgedtatt nen
should e taken back to Buffalo to
be tried there, at the scene of their
offence, but all knew what that meant,
and the wealth of the cattle-men wes
brought into the legal fight which con-
tested any such action.

The nmen were finally taken by the
civil authorities to Laramie, and there
succeeded in obtaining what  they
coveted—a change of venue to Chey-
ene, Where they were anmong their
friends and on their oan ground. The
methods of modem law, which they
had but a few nmonths ago wviolated
and held in contempt as unsuited to
thenselves, they now hailed fervently
as the one thing to which all nmen
should submit, and gladly
availed thenselves of it as their only
means of salvation. So far from de-
siring to be set free, they clung with
ludicrous eagermess to their prison,
and actually paid their onn
to be all to remain in jail!

This they did for three nonths,
knowing it would bankrupt any of
those scantily populated counties to

so large a party of prisoners,

they being desirous of anything

rather than the boon of liberty just

then—since liberty meant danger and

imprisonment  offered them safetyl
[Turn To Page §8]
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SEND NO MONEY. Pay
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and owe nothing. Rush cou-
pon for your free-trial copy
of this great mone)&»savmg
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98 WESTERN ACTION

Their plans were successful, and that
law which they had scormed, and un
der which they now cowered, took care
ofr\tge;lm better than they perhaps de-
sened

TT WAS NOW the tine not of the
old West, but the new West. All
the wealth and influence of the most

heavily-populated portions of 0
ming were with the cattlemen, it
Wes that they would not be

convicted. When finally heard in court,
these men were all set free upon their
oan personal recognisance, each man
charged with the murder of two nen,
Chanpion and Ray, and each offence
mece bailable in a very large sum of
nmoney, the total of bail for the forty
men or so tried, amounting into the
millions. This the cattlemen were able
to produce, or to pay if necessary, but
of course the Texas fighting men were
not. The latter, acting under advice
of counsel, left the country, “jump-
ing” thelr bonds.

During the trial, the cattlemen were
practically given their liberty, being
asked to attend at court at certain
mtm obIIayA list of ovecglgée
t possible jurymen wes ,
and at a time when not even half of
the peremptory challenges of the ac-
cused had been exhausted, it became
apparent that it would be inpossible
to get a jury. It wes actually seen that
b i e o g 1 e

t te to IOSECU-
fion for e Sate role pcﬁ%efhe
cases. These men were therefore never
tried, never acquitted, and yet can not
be again arrested on the old charges.

ANSWERS TO

5 Wyatt Earp
8 Bass Qutlaw
9 Apache
10 Mawerick
1 Aces and eights

There are few of these cattlemen
who care to speak much about the
matter nowedays, and probably most
of them still remain enthusiastic sup-
porter? of trrgyla;/ﬂ oi[h1§ land today;
or at least t if they possess
the trait of gratitude. | | the law
has gradually taken sway in Rustler-
dom as the country has gronn older,
and now the battles are referred to
the courts by both parties to much
%ge/%teﬁego)ﬁntbold em?jgﬁr? rusuelrs

0 openly
forswear the od ways. Sone hawe
tumegwsgla;’asd e\t/’iydemem. YetI others z?rrlgl
now the cattlemen,
meke the best cowmpunchers possible
the rangp, it e areecy D sgroed
the range, it alr agr
between these late armed foes that
bygones are to be bygones.

Thus ended the last of the great
wars of the range, and the only one
that has ever been a ludicrous ore.
It might not have leen so much smiled
at had it succeeded, but success on
either side might have been a very
unfortunate thlr%eThe attempt failed
partly because the nmen who nede it
were not suited for such work Not
plainsmen thenrselves, they undertook
the methods of plainsmen. They might
far better have clung to the ways un
der which they had been bom and
brought up, and to which they so glad-
ly retumed when they found they
could not negotiate the ways of the
old West. Indeed, their fundamental
mistake wes one of chronology. Sud-
denly it hed 8rown too late for the dld
ways; the old West was gore.

“Your Best In
The West”

2 David Crockett
6 Jeff Milton

3 Herding

4 Cross-buck

7 Annie Qakley
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MAIL
COUPON
TODAY!

— Continued from Back Cover

The "Book Club of Tomorrow" is Here TODAY!

MAGINE — ANY THREE of

these rocket-swift, jet-propelled
SCIENCE-FICTION books—yours
for only $1.000 Each one is
crammed with science thrills of the
future. .. packed with the imag-
ination that will make tomorrow’s
headlines... written by the most
sought-after science-fiction writers
of today. A $7.50 to $9.00 value,
complete and in handsome perma-
nent bindings—but yours for only
$1.00 on this amazing offer.

Why do we make this generous
offer? Simply to introduce you to
the many advantages of member-
ship in the SCIENCE-FICTION
BOOK CLUB.

Now— The Cream of New Science-
Fiction Books— For Only $1 Each!

The SCIENCE-FICTION BOOK
CLUB selects each month the best

and only the best new Science-Fic-
tion book. And to enable you to

ENJOY the finest without worry-
ing about the cost, the Club has ar-
ranged to bring you these brand-
new full-length  books FOR ONLY
$1 EACH (plus a few cents shipping
charge)—even though they cost
$2.50, $2,75 and up in publishers’
original editions!

Each selection is described WELL
IN ADVANCE, in the Club's inter-
esting free bulletin, “Things to
Come."” You take ONLY those books
you really want—as few as four
year, if you wish. If you don't'w
the current selection, you notify
club. There are no other rule;
fees.

SEND NO MONEY
Just Mail Coupon

We KNOW that you will enjoy
membership in this unusual new
book club. To PROVE it, we are
making- this amazing: offer to new
members! Your choice of ANY 3 of
these new Science-Fiction master-
pieces— AT ONLY $1 FOR ALL
THREE. But this liberal offer may
have to be withdrawn at any time.
So mail coupon RIGHT NOW 16:
SCIENCE-FICTION  BOOK CLUB. Dept.
DAG-8, Garden City, New York.

WHICH 3 [Wo°0o*rN *1°°?

SCIENCE-FICTION BOOK CLUB
Dept. DAG-8, Garden City, New York
Please rush me the 3 books checked below, as rrty grift books and first selection.

Bill me only $1 for all three (plus few cents shipping- charges), and enroll me as
a member of the Science-Fiction Book Club. Every month send me the Club’s free s
bulletin, “Thing’s to Come,” so that | may decide whether or not | wish to receive
the coming- monthly selection described thereim For each book | accept, | will pay
onI% $1 plus shipping:. | do not have to take a book every month (only four during
each year | am a member)—and | may resign at any time after accepting- four
selections.
SPECIAL NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delig-hted, I may return all books in 7
days, pay nothing- and this membership will be cancelled!

O ASTOUNDING ANTHOLOGY O LIGHTS IN THE SKY ARE STARS

O BORN LEADER O OMNIBUS OF SCIENCE-FICTION

O COSTIGAN’S NEEDLE O THE SYNDIC
Name
Address

CHLY oot st ZONE o State i

Selection price in Canada $1.10 plus shipping- Address Science-Fiction Club
(Canada), 105 Bond St., Toronto 2. (Good only in U. S. and Canada.)
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“‘Cf‘dyou can be the first to make the trip!

Tr’'S 1197. You're Max
A Andrews. The first
space ship to attempt the
hazardous trip to Jupiter
is beln? readied. You and
your ady-"friend” are
desperatele/ eager to be
aboard —thou g h you
“now your first breath of

are you so eager? Have
you discovered "a strange
secret about that planet
that makes, you willing
to brave horrible death?
You'll thrill to every
tense page of this flight
into the unknown.. .just
ONE of the exciting

books in this

-~Aniter’s poisonous  air
' offer!

be your last! Why

Club, you are
invited to ac-
cept any 3 of
the thrill-packed

ERE’S a feast of rock-
Het-swift reading thrills
»..strange  adventures...
jet-propelled action! It’s
THE SCIENCE-FICTION $11
BOOK. CLUB—that brings .
you “the fiction of Tomor-
row”. . .today!

To welcome you to the now!

...then

amazing

books shown here for only

Read about them below
rush coupon (on
reverse side of this page)

Just Take Your Pick of These Exciting Best-Sellers

THE LKr.ITS IN THE SKY ARE STARS by Frederic
Brown — (Described above).

yr+r OMNIBUS OF SCIENCE-FICTION — 43 top

~Nstories by outstanding- authors... stor-

ies of Wonders of Earth and Man...of

startling inventions. ..of visitors from

Outer Space...of Far Traveling. ..Ad-

dp. venture in Dimension. .. Worlds of To-
Il;; morrow. 562 pages.

THE ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION ~ AN-
™OLOGY — A story about the first
A-Bomb. . .written before it was in-
vented! A story of the raovie machine
that shows “news-reels” of any past
event. PLUS many other best tales
skimmed from a dozen years of As-
founding Science-Fiction "Magazine by
its editor, John W. Campbell,”Jr.

COSTIGANS NEEDLE, *7

Jerry Solil — The amaz-

ing Dr. Costigan invented a “needle”

that could make your hand disappear.

So they spent a million dollars to
a BIG one...and it made a

whole MAN disappear!

BORN LEADER, >7_  T. 5li-lirt.Mli — The
of the last rocket ship
Earth—and
would-be dictator who couldn’t find

strange stor
to leave oomed
the peoPIe he wsls trying to
conquer!

llthe SYNDIC. I»y C. M, Kon»-

blutli — In thée America of a

distant tomorrow, members

of the pleasure-loving “Syndic” take

over, drive the Government into the

sea, and throw morals out the win-

gowl.(lThen...the Government strikes
ack!

SEE OTHER SIDE FOR FULL DETAIl <



