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COW COUNTRY

QUIZ

Special Feature by James Hines

W KSTERXERS and amigos in spirit, here's a chance to learn how you
rate. Below are listed eighteen questions on cowpunchers and ranching
topics. Try your luck with them, and see how- many you can hold the jerk line
over. Call the turn on sixteen or more of them, and you’re a sagebrusher from
way back. Get at least fourteen right, and absolutely nobody can call you a
yack. Pitch your line over thirteen, and you’re still not in the tenderfoot class.

Mucha sucrtc, amigos!

. Old-time cowmen will tell you that
it is quite an art to water a trail
herd of cattle safely. How would
you go about this?

. What year was it that Kansas
passed a quarantine law against
Texas cattle, because of Texas
fever?

. What does the term “pin-wheel-
ing” mean?

4. According to the Westerner’s way

of thinking, a “fence lifter” is: A
man who steals? A very hard rain?
A person who tears down your
fence? A fellow who is crazy?

. If an oldtime Western friend of

yours told you he was going after

a “fizzy,” you w-ould know he was

going after: A horse that limps?
[Tun; To Page 1,
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PIANO, GUITAR, ACCORDION

-ANY INSTRUMENT

SO many people deprive themselves of the plea-
sure of playing their favorite musical instru-
ment—because they have the idea that learning
music requires special “talent” and long hours of
practicing scales and exercises. But that's net
true any more—and it’s a pity more people don't
realize it. Our modern way to learn makes it
EASY AS A-B-C.

Even if you don’t know a single note now, you
can sit right down at the piano (or any other
musical instrument) and actually play a piece of
simple music in your very first week. And you can
keep on making amazing progress until soon —
wonderfully soon — you’ll find yourself able to
play almost anything you like by note.

No Special "ralenf" Needed

No wonder over 900,000 people (including TV
Btar Lawrence Welk) have turned to the U. S.
School of Music method to make their dreams of
playing music come true! No special “talent” is
needed. And you may learn right at home, in
your spare time—free from the rigid schedule
imposed by a teacher. Costs only a few cents per
lesson, including sheet music.

Stop Cheating Tourielf of These Joys!

Why not let this famous home-study method
bring the many pleasures of music into YOUR
life? Popularity. New friends. Gay parties. Good
times. Career. Extra money entertaining or
teaching others. Understand, appreciate, con-
verse about music. Learn lives and compositions
of modern and great masters. Relax. Banish
worries and frustrations. Satisfy self-expression,
creative urge. Gain self-confidence.

SEND FOR FREE BOOK

Let us SHOW you why our way
to learn music is so EASY—and so
much funl See (or yourself why our
method has been so successful for
CO years. Mail the coupon for our
valuable 36-page FRE BOOK-no
obligation, no salesman will call on
you. It can mean so much to you
for the rest of your entire life—if
you will mail the coupon TODAY!
U. S. sCHOOL OF MUSIC, STUDIO
2745, PORT WASHINGTON, N. Y. |
‘(Special Reduced PricM on instru-
ment* to our Students.)

Thousands Now Play Who Never Thought They Could!

Now Invited Out Lets

“It’s been fun-and
hasn’t cost me any-
where near aa much
as a private teacher.
Now I'm invjted to
all kinds of ~affairs
and dances. | audi-
tioned for radio show.”
— Howard Hojikin*.
East Syracuse, N. Y-

0. S. SCHOOL OF MuUsIC,
Studio 2745, Port Washington, N. Y.

Surpritts Family & friend*

“l was able to play
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short time. Family
and friends certain-
ly surprised. Course
opened door to popu-
larity. wider circle of
friends."”

Petrr H. Kotyra,

Manitoba. Canada

I am Interested In learning to play, particularly the instrument checked below. Please
6Cnd me your free illustrated booklet, "How to Learn Music At Home” NO SALESMAN
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* COW COUNTRY QUIZ™*

10.

11

12.

A part for a buckboard? His

daughter, who is arriving from the
East? A range horse with a bushy

tail?

What does the cowpur.cher's slang

term "fumadiddle,” mean?

A fuste is: A person released from
prison? A Mexican saddle? A well-
broken horse? A Spanish term for

a man who is deaf?

According to the cow-puncher's wav
of thinking, what is meant by "gig-
gle talk?"

If you had a horse of a "grulla"
color, you would have a horse of:
A reddish-brown color? A bluish
color? A mouse-colored horse? A

solid black horse?
What is a hell stick?
What is a yack?

The Dinosaur National Monument
is located in what inland Western

state?

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

Perhaps the cowboy’s most dread-
ed accident is to have a running
horse step in a hole and fall with
him. Name two of the animals
whose digging make such danger

holes on the range.

The largest helium gas plant in the
U. S—probably the largest in the
world, fis at Amarillo—in what
state?;

According to legend, the fabulous
Seven Cities of Cibola were located
on the Mojave desert of California.

True... False. ..

Famous for its irrigated farms of
cotton, lettuce and other vegeta-
bles, the Salt River Valley lies in

what Southwestern slate?

True or False? The Daltons, the
James boys, and the Youngers were

all first cousins.

What ranch, in what year, brought
up the three last herds of cattle

on the Texas trail?

(Answers to this Quiz are on Page 94)
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BRINGER

Novel of Feuding Families

by Bradley Burr

If you called stock detective Dave Bell sentimen-
tal, he’d deny it; if you called him a Good'Sa-
maritan, he’d laugh at you. Yet Dave had noth-
ing to gain, and everything to lose by mixing
into this bitter feud between the Franes and the
Jolsens. All that could come of it, at best, was
that Nick Jolsen and Kay Frane get together —
and what was most likely was that Bell would
he among the good men Kkilled in the bloody

ruckus!

FTER trouble-busting to a
A fare-you-well on the Jiacarilla

range, Dave Bell, stock detec-
tive, thought he would return to Mes-
quite County, Arizona, by a different
route than the one he had taken in
coming to Lincoln County. New Mexi-
co. That was how Bell happened to be
riding up the Pecos where that river
bends its course through Guadalupe
County. Half a day’s journey ahead of
him lay the vast Pintado Basin, a fair-
to-middling cattle country, sparsely
populated, by all accounts.

Bell, desiring to see the sights only,
was purely in the tourist frame of mind
as he hit the out-trail from Timber
fork. All was sunshine above and

about him, not a single ugly customer
on the road—it was all too doggone
good to last. He was in fine fettle,
though—wounds healed, forking his
California saddle, and wearing the
Colt he had toted from Arizona, re-
covered at the headquarters of the
Toombi gang.

The stock detective had one more
meal, the midday snack, on the bank
of the Pecos, before his pony made
a track in the big basin. Pausing at
the top of the downgrade, his gaze
roved leisurely from point to point,
along the haze-blued farther rim,
curving in a rude circle around to
where he sat his horse; into the sun-
searched depths, comprising open



grassland, range for cattle, and mes-
quite-covered areas and rather ragged
timber strips.

There were not many signs of hu-
man habitation, but Bell could not
glimpse all, nor even half of the
warped ranch buildings and corrals
which the dwellers of Pintado Basin
had erected to house themselves and
impound certain of their stock. Most
of the latter ran wild, of course, and
there was rumor that some of the hu-

mans ran as wild as any orejanas that
ever bucked the bru«h to avoid a cow-
boy’s rope. Perhaps the gossio Bell
had heard of the basin’s <cussed”
characters—nameless to those who
spoke of them—had proved a lure too
strong for Dave Bell, man-hunter and
hardv adventurer, to resist; but he
would have denied it to anyone who
asked him. “No; just seein’ the coun-
try.”

He was destined to see as much of
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that country as any man who lived in
the basin, and to become acquainted
with the seamy side of existence there.
His initiation commenced' two miles
from the draw by which he had en-
tered the great Pintado bowl. A rifle
cracked with a vicious note as he was
pacing easily along a track worn by
horse traffic through one of the brush-
and-boulder sections.

Dave Bell wasn’t anticipating am-
bush. As he lunged over to the far side
of his pony, rendered skittish by the
unexoected voicing of a Winchester
.45-90, the thousrht nercolated through
Dave’s mind that whoever had picked
him for a target must have had the
sun in his eves or else was a tyro.
How could the lead have missed its
target, sned at such close range as the
sound of exploding powder indicated?

While he was clinging redskin-wise,
with one toe at his pony’s tail and one
bunch of fingers firmlv locked in its
mane, peering under the arch of the
animal’s neck for a giveaway dribble
of smoke by which to locate his un-
known enemy, a rifle of similar cali-
ber and make tuned up on the trail-
side on which his lean, long bodv was
exposed. A cross-fire! Two riflemen
had him between them. That was
something of a new wrinkle in am-
bushing; but it ought to be a meat-
getter.

DELL WONDERED that he was
A living to hear the report of Rifle
Number Two; yet it was a surprising
truth that this second bullet had done
him no more damage than the first one
fired. If all the iron-toters of Pintado
Basin were as erring in their gunwork
as the two whose skill Dave Bell was
sampling, there must be a lot of lead
wasted in a year’s time and not enough
punctures to keep a doctor in cigaret
money.

“l reckon I’'m as safe straight up as
sidewavs,” muttered Bell, and righted
himself in the saddle amidst a merry

crackling of rifles, giving his horse
the spur and leaping ahead to shelter.

He reached an untenanted mesquite
patch with hide scarless—not only his
own hide but his horse’s as well. As
marksmen the two cross-fire workers
certainly copped the brandy! Bell
hadn’t stopped to give them any bac’:
talk there in center-trail, but the mo-
ment he had unshipped his toes from
the stirrups where the mesquite reared
high, he yanked the old reliable, stam-
pede-battered Colt out, up and forward
—a continuous motion beautiful to see,
if the human eye could have followed
it. But he held fire; it was one of the
few instances in which he had drawn
that gun without letting it flicker.

And the reason his trigger finger
stiffened instead of bent was that he
awakened to the realization the cross-
fire had not been a cross-fire and the
45-90 slugs hadn’t been meant for
him. Two dwellers of Pintado Basin
were engaged in the good old border
game of “pot”. Dave Bell had ac-
cidentally ridden between them and
with a fool’s luck prodded out un-
scathed.

"I 'HE REPEATED failures to hit
A him were explained. Elis head
framed in leafy mesquite branches.
Bell watched the smoke balloon up
from the two trailside points opposite
each other and the hand in which his
gun was fitted lowered slowly until the
front was rubbing a flange of his
caparejos.

“Each of ’em behind a rock, I
reckon, an’ the bullet ain’t been run
yet that’ll grind daylight through
granite,” he commented, turning to his
horse as if he expected the animal to
voice agreement. “Well, I wish ’em a
smearin’ good time, an’ it’s nothin’ to
me who wins the headstone. Reckon
I’ll scatter on.”

But he didn’t. He was replacing his
six-shooter in the sheath, and guessing
not inaccurately that the cessation of
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rifleplay betokened time off for re-
charging empty magazines, when the
sharp cry of a woman or girl in pain
changed him from a disinterested
party to a hundred horse-power med-
dler.

Quitting the side of his horse, “tied-’
by the fallen reins, Bell scouted for
the point of interest. He didn’t have
to cross the trail to reach it; it was on
the same side on which he had taken
refuge. That outburst of feminine dis-
tress. stabbing the air once again as
he stalked forward pantherlike, so
quickened his step that, without real-
izing it, he was charging helter-skelter
through the mesquite when a small
break in the tangle confronted him.
Caution was cast to the winds.

He saw two figures—a man in cow-
man’s garb, and a girl in an obviously
home-made riding habit. The man was
burly, and the absence of a hat on his
big square head showed his hair silver-
shot in much the same manner that
Bell’s own was streaked with the win-
ter sign; the girl, slim, probably less
than twenty years old, sun-seasoned a
healthy brown. As for the man's coat-
ing of tan. he could have passed for a
Mexican or even a Negro, he was so
dark. Rage convulsed his broad fea-
tures; he had wrapped the double
thongs of his quirt around the young
woman's wrist and was sinking the
rawhide in her flesh with wrenching
twists so violently that she dropped to
her knees as Dave Bell loomed on
the scene.

Wearing no hat herself, the girl's
mass of hair, blue-black and lustrous,
had become loosened and was stream-
ing over her shoulders and arms, part-
ly hiding her face. Bell projected
himself into the proceedings with a
hard fist swinging at the end of a
long, muscle-knotted arm. His attack
was such a total surprise that the gent
with the quirt hadn’t the fraction of a
second left to him for dodging. He re-
ceived Bell’s straight-from-the-shoul-

der blow flush on his lantern-jaw, and
his lights winked out.

“Ma’am,” said the hunter of cattle
thieves, unwinding the rawhide thongs
from the girl’s wrists and revealing a
cruel red ridge in either one, “l dunno
what ol’ Silvertop is to you exactly.,
but I’ll swear he aint no benefit.” He
helped her to her feet and gently mas-
saged the angry-looking welts.

The girl did not at once enlighten
him, as it was evident he wished to be
informed from the remark just made.
She was fighting the tears from her
eyes—and her voice. Her gaze went to
the burly man, who lay parallel with a
half-rotten log behind which he had
crouched during the rifle practice late-
ly ended (and not a rock, as Bell had
supposed). The Winchester he had
used was within easy reach of Dave
Bell, but the cowboy detective didn’t
trouble to possess himself of it. Let
the “old gentleman” retain his hard-
ware and if he chose a role of ugly
acting on his return to consciousness.
Bell was all set to give him hell as a
favor.

“It's funny,” remarked Bell, nod-
ding toward the six-shooter in a hol-
ster on the girl’s thigh, a .38, “you
didn't heave that grub-spoiler on the
fella—or mebbe he grabbed you too
quick, eh? Ain’t you got a tongue an’
a story, sister?”

“l couldn’t. He’s my father!” She
was pretty enough to make Bell wish
he was younger and better looking.

“Oh.” said Bell, swallowing the in-
formation like a bitter pill. “In that
case you wouldnt want to kill him,

but | think he needs his brand
changed—some families sure d*aw
deuces for head-riders, don’t they
now?”

She was silent a moment; then,

"It’s all because he don’t want me
runnin’ with the son of his worst ene-
my. You know Arn Jolsen?—he’s my
Nick’ old man.”

“Lady, | dont an’ | ain’t sure



12 WESTERN ACTION

whether to be sorry or glad,” returned
the stock detective. “What was the
rifle work for? Is Arn the fella bushed-
up ’cross the trail—”

“I’Il answer you from now on, you
six-toed son of a bat!” boomed a voice
—the man on the ground speaking.

«r>OME RIGHT back to earth with
us pop!” grinned Bell; his eves
were alert behind slitted lids. If the
gray-pated old buzzard did any streak-
ing for that rifle or his belt-holster,
he'd find Dave Bell’s boot tucked un-
der his chin and lose teeth as well as
his senses—the stock detective was in
a position to do this; he didn’t think
deuce-high of woman-maulers.

Holding his jaw, the rawhide citizen
rose to his feet. The brush was high
enough here to shield persons of aver-
age height who did not top themselves
with a hat; Bell wore his John B. and
it bobbed in plain view of the bush-
whacker over the way, but that indi-
vidual knew it didn’t belong to Walt
Frane, and besides, was fearful of hit-
ting the daughter, Kay. He had
thought the girl was gone when he
commenced swapping the lead with
old Frane.

“Lookit here, you!” bawled the
warhorse of the throbbing lantern-
jaw, “what’s the idear luggin’ your
ugly mug intuh my game? | dunno
who you are, but Ill tell you who |
am,” and he did.

“Walt Frane, eh?” smiled Bell.
“What'm | supposed to do—kowtow
or somethin’? | didnt pay no atten-
tion to the reward dodgers | passed
in my recent driftin’s, so you’ll hafta
excuse me not recognizin’ you. I’'m not
out for blood money today, so you're
safe from the sheriff a while longer—
don’tcha make any sly tries for that
smoke-wagon, Walt!” The last sen-
tence crackled with electric emphasis.

Frane straightened his gun arm. A
fancy murder—or even a plain one
—would have yielded him untold joy

at that moment, but the steel-eyed,
unhandsome stranger had the appear-
ance of being baked hard enough to
take apart any “hell-fire and brim-
stone” combination without cracking
from the heat.

“l was aimin’ to peg out a polecat
an’ it’s my own dang bizness!”
stormed Frane, letting-his glaring gaze
shift for an instant to his daughter’s
face.

It was patent that she was in a
quandary, resenting her father’s treat-
ment and grateful to the stranger,
though undecided about taking sides
with him against her rip-roaring par-
ent.

“l ain’t carin” two whangs on a
wishbone how many polecat pelts you
ventilate, Frane; | sabe they need
airin’ if you stay in the same neigh-
borhood. What | bulled in for to do.”
Bell’s long chin jutted in Franc’s di-
rection, “was to stop you buck-hidin’
this girl. She says she’s your daughter
—well, that’s sure a fact to cause a
hombre with my kind o’ feelin’s to
carol ‘The Cowboy’s Lament.” Wonder
she wouldn’t slope off the home ranch
if you act up much thisawav.”

Frane dove for his Colt this time;
no man with his temper could listen
passively to such talk from another
man, especially a fellow who was a
stranger and had laid him ignomini-
ously in the dust, insulted him about
his picture on a sheriff’s dodger—it
would take a sheriff with more temer-
ity than the one the county then had
to tack up any such notice for Walt
Frane! His attempt to draw nearly
cost him dear; he was looking down
the bore of Bell’s gun barrel before
his fingers fairly closed on the stock
of his own “spit-flame” (and Frane
was reckoned quickest of the quick 'in
the Pintado Basin).

“l been seein’ the Kkiller blaze in
your eye ever since we started to trade
talk, you big beef! Well, mebbe vou
think you got reason to hate me that
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bad—I'm glad | got in that sock on
the jaw, anyways. My name’s Dave
Bell, should you crave to refer to it
later, but | can’t give no address be-
cause it changes as constant as | move
by picket-pin. 1’'m tellin’ you to travel,
right now; | want to see which wav
you head so’s | can go the other an’
avoid a bush-up. Leave the skunk
killin® till later or I’ll do some on mv
own account in half a minute— Git!”

“Bv Gawd, Bell, you'll cut my sign
again!” Frane’s rage was so intense
that he spoke not much above a whis-
per.

“Won’t hafta get off my hoss to
know that sign, should | cut it,” re-
sponded Bell; “my snoot will tell me!”

“C’mon, Kay!” Walt Frane wheeled
abruptly, snatching up his rifle and
sombrero, and tramped away for the
denser brush without a backward
glance.

rT HE GIRL faced Dave Bell square-
A ly before she followed her father;
the stock detective could have im-
agined almost anything more easily
than that she was the flesh and blood
of Frane. She stretched forth a hand,
and his met it halfway, He noticed how
hard the skin of her palm was, very
like his owm; she must do more than
housework: probably chased the tails
of longhorns like any cowboy on her
father’s range.

Her gratitude for his interference
was expressed in her handshake. Kay
Frane uttered no word. She was gone
in the tracks of old Walt before Bell
could think of anything to say. leav-
ing the ouirt which had welted her
wrists lying at the cowboy detective’s
feet. et picked it up, pulling the
thongs through his fingers and regard-
ing it thoughtfully. Then suddenly, he
flung it from him; it was not proper-
ly a souvenir, he wanted to forget the
occasion on which it had been used, or
rather, the use to which it had been
put. As far as meeting Kav Frane was
concerned, that filled a fellow with as

much joy as a thirst-crazy prospector
would feel at stumbling on an unex-
pected waterhole in the desert.

Bell heard the movement of horses
in the direction the Franes had van-
ished; the clip-clop of loping hoofs
receded and died without him being
afforded another glimpse of father
and daughter. His mind was so cen-
tered in the girl that he totally forgot
the particular Jolsen who had been
duelling with Walt Frane, and stepped
carelessly into the trail, preferring an
open route back to his hidden horse
than to buck the mesquite again. The
instant he showed himself he was re-
minded how incautiously he was pro-
ceeding; that other .45-90 gave voice
once more and Bell’s hat jumped.

His first thought was of self-pres-
ervation, to leap back where the part-
ly decayed log lay; but in a flash he
altered his decision, and, raising both
hands above his head, he walked nerv-
ily toward the place of ambush. If
there was a spark of fairness about
the bushwhacker he could not fire
upon a man who came thus boldly ad-
vertising peaceful intent. The reason
Bell followed such a course instead of
one seemingly more natural in the
circumstances, that is, seeking shelter
and taking up his own end of the
shootfest, was that he strongly suspect-
ed this hidden rifleman was the Nick
Jolsen whom Kay had spoken of pos-
sessively as “my Nick,” and not Arn,
the father.

Rumor was so far substantiated;
there certainly were *“goings on” in
Pintado Basin if the happenings of
this afternoon were representative of
the normal state of things. 1ML,
thinking as well of Kay Frane as he
did, was curious to learn what sort
Nick Jolsen was and far from anxious
to sift a lethal bullet under the fel-
low’s vest, because he was manifestly
the object of Kay’s affections.

JTTAVE BELL hadnt quite achieved
the edge of the opposite trailside
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when the brush parted to emit a
youthful figure, that of a good-looking
fellow, cowboy-rigged, who held a six-
shooter belt-high; the Winchester rifle
had been left in the mesquite as the
hand-gun was better for short-range
use. The black beaver sombrero of the
boy was cocked rakishly on one ear;
he needed a shave and his hair needed
cutting, but the clean cut of his fea-
tures was not marred by this lack of
tonsorial attention. Bell could easilv
imagine a woman seeing worshipful
qualities in the young man.

“Sink you heels where you’re at,
buckaroo!” barked the unshaven, un-
shorn gun-toter and Bell halted. The
young man continued, as he paced a
few steps more and took root, “You’re
the hombre went a-clattin’ up the trail
awhile back, less’n I'm cock-eyed.”

“You’re seein’ straight,” Bell as-
sured him. “I reckon enemies was lay-
in” for me an’ had got me in a cross-
fire till—well till 1 learned different.
You’re Nick Jolsen, mebbe?”

“That’s me,” admitted the other, the
unfriendly look in his eyes deepening.
“But how d’ you know? | ain’t recker-
nizin’ you none whatever from a flock
0’ muddy bull-tails.”

“The lady over the way, Kay Frane,
gave me the idea who you might be,
though she didn’t have a chance to say
outright, her pap buttin’ in mouthy.
She asked me if | knowed Arn Jolsen,
—which | dont—goin’ on to eloo-ci-
date that Arn is the pappy o’ her
Nick. What’s wrong in this basin,
Nick, between the Franes and Jolsens?
Did the families work up a shootin’
‘cause a coupla their young folks took
a shine to each other?”

“If you’re diggin’ for information,
stranger, you’ll find me a plumb hol-
ler horn.” Young Nick Jolsen was rid-
den by suspicions so disturbing that
his mental processes were akin tem-
porarily to those of a Kentucky moon-
shiner who meets a stranger inside the
established deadline. Jolsen didn’t be-

lieve this unknown was interested in
his love affair with Kay Frane, but
was angling for a line on matters not
supposed to reach the world beyond
the rim of Pintado Basin.

“What you doin’ in here?”

“Passin’ through on a roundabout
trek to Arizony, seein’ the sights an’
enjoyin’ the sunshine—when it ain’t
too hot.” Dave Bell read the other’s
mind correctly and foresaw trouble.
But he did not judge the young cow-
boy too harshly nor intend to handle
him more roughly than necessary if the
present situation could not be ami-
cably terminated.

“Yeah, passin’ through!” snorted
Nick, vastly sarcastic. “What led you
to figger you was bein’ ambushed,
then? No reason to have enemies
that’d bush-up to getcha. if you was
just tourin—statin’ it plain, | reckon
you lie, hombre—steady! If you’re
lookin® for rustlers, go over to the
Lazy F; they’re sure an onnery crowd
an’ every one a crook but Kay!”

Bell did not like being told that he
lied any more than the next man; al-
most involuntarily, his gun-hand had
started down to connect with the wal-
nut butt of his .45, causing Jolsen to
warn, “steady!” He restrained him-
self, doubting not that the young
puncher would shoot to kill or maim
unless he. Bell, stayed that straying
hand. Both arms lifted to full reach
again, the cowboy detective denied
that he was “lookin’” for anyone.

“Well, that might be so an’ again
mebbe not,” commented young Jolsen.
“l reckon my pap would whale me,
big as | am, if | let you go a-roamin’
without a passport from him. You'd
admire a powwow with pap. Where’s
your hoss?”

DELL DIDN'T respond verbally.
A Perceiving that he was due to pay
a possibly unpleasant visit to the tribe
of Jolsen if he continued to let young
Nick hold him up, he took action
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which he considered involved the least
chance of his getting drilled. Most un-
expected and decidedly painful to Nick
was the kick Bell suddenly delivered
with his narrow-toed boot on the Jol-
sen shin. The moment that steady-
lined gun barrel dropped out of focus,
Bell lunged and tore it from the weak-
ened grip of Nick.

“All right, shoot, you belly-draggin’
coyote!” raged young Jolsen; he dis-
played a very real courage as he stood
defying the man who had annexed all
the artillery (except the rifle in the
brush, which might just as well have
been lying over in the adjoining coun-
ty).

“No, no, you get me hindwise, Nick;
I ain’t bloodthirsty whatever.” Bell,
forgiving the fact the young puncher
had called him out of name now that
he had the upper hand, strengthened
his denial of blood-lust by sticking
Nick’s gun in his waistband. “Listen,
I like your looks an’ the looks o' Kay
Franc appealed to me similar—as for
her old man, | cain’t say as much; he’s
the bottom card o’ the deck if I got
any kind of a gambler’s nose. | reckon
I want to be a friend to you two, you
an’ the girl. Can’t you be civil an’ give
me the straight o’ the tangle?”

“l don’t need no outside help: | can
run my own romancin’, stranger.”
Even disarmed, Nick Jolsen was go-
ing to be hard to convince.

But Bell was patient with him. “You
don’t have to keep callin’ me stranger,
bud,—yell ‘Dave Bell’, an’ | stands in
the saddle an’ cheers myself. Don't be
a fool cub. Say, you saw where | come
from this last time, right outta the
brush ’cross the way—Kay Franc had
quit cryin’ out. hadnt she?—an' she
an’ her pap rode away, didn't they?
Well, | ain’t boastin, but she'd 'a- been
rawhided to the bone if | hadn't mixed
in—”"

“Her old man is the son of a dog
an’ 1°d admire to dry his mangy hide
on our front door!” broke in Nick,

wrathfully. He was slowly coming to
his senses, too, believing less and less
that Bell had an ulterior motive in
questioning him. “The way it come
about me an’ ol’ Frane clashed s’after-
noon was this: | cut Kav’s sign about
fifty yard down the trail, both of us
ridin’. A plumb accident this time, but
0’ course there’s been plenty other
times when our meetin” wasn’t no ac-
cident. Anyways, her bull-bellerin’ ol’
man comes on us on-expected, comes
a-shootin’, an’ the plumb wonder is
that | ain’t a corpse. | run, him hav-
in” me foul like he did, an’ first thing
you know we both was burrowed an’
hell-poppin’ the way you found it. |
thought Kay had skedaddled, but I
reckon the game kid was stickin’ round
to help me—Walt would lash hell out
o’ her for that, damn him!”

“Suppose you’d killed her old man,
wouldn’t that ’a’ made some of a
breach between you an’ Kay?”

“No, don’t reckon it would. He
treats her roarin’ rough, just like he
was a-doin’ when you butted intuh
the play. Sure she wouldn’t think less
0’ me, stran—Bell. Why, didn’t that
hell-bender pap o’ hers peg out two o’
my brothers a month back, an’ did it
change my feelin’s toward Kay—
nossir! 1 dunno,” he looked awav
from the unwavering glance of Bell,
and a mournful note crept into his
voice. “Sometimes | wish this damned
feud ’tween our Rafter J an’ the Lazy
F would chop off short.”

“So there is a feud on, eh?” said
Bell gently, full of sympathy for the
two young people who were evidently
striving to be loyal to each other
through thick and thin, against the
misguided wishes of their respective
families.

Nick jerked his head around when
Bell spoke; perhaps the younger man
felt that he had said more than he
ought. But the expression of Dave
Bell was winning, his ugliness could
not detract from the charm of his slow
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smile; it cast a spell over Nick Jolsen;
and loosened his tongue. “Of course
you sabe the Lazy F was to blame in
the first place,” he began; biased, cer-
tainly, because he was of the familv
that bitterly opposed the Lazy F
spread.

Bell gave ear to a tale that is not
new on the frontiers of America, be
the period today, yesterday, the day
before that or far back in the dim
years of first settlements on this con-
tinent: the tale of a feud, reeking with
gore, resulting to date in an appalling
death list. Like the famous feuds of
Kentucky mountaineers was this bit-
ter struggle between the Franes and
the Jolsens, the earliest settlers of
Pintado Basin.

According to Nick Jolsen, the Lazy
F had started hostilities by trying to
hog all the best grass for the cattle
under their iron; a Jolsen, one of
Nick’s uncles, had gone to rest in boot-
hill when the rifle of a Frane (it was
uncertain which one) laid him low
from ambush. Frane blood was spilled
by the Jolsens in swift retaliation.
That was the beginning and the end
was not yet in sight: feuds of the sort
usually did not terminate until the last
member of each warring family had
had a notch cut for him. Bloody sense-
less affairs, these frontier feuds, in
which the innocent suffered alike with
the guilty.

Dave Bell realized, of course, that
he was getting but one side of the im-
broglio, the Jolsen side, but having
seen Walt Frane and not only seen him
but witnessed his style of action, the
stock detective was ready to believe
the faction headed by the old pirate
quite capable of the violent deeds
Nick Jolsen laid verbally at their crim-
son-splashed door. Kay was the excep-
tion in her clan no doubt, just as Nick
probably had in him the makings of a
better man than were his father, broth-
ers, uncles. Outside of Nick, the Jol-
sens likely were as hellbent a crew,

every bit, as the Franes; therefore
Bell held his clan sympathies in re-
serve. It might have been the Jolsens,
and not the Franes, who precipitated
this endless war of cattleland, but
Nick would have been brought up to
believe the reverse was true.

PpEFORE Nick had finished ran*

ning off at the head, Dave Bell
smoked three quirlies to a thin spark.
“It makes rocky ridin’ for you ro-
mancers, sure,” said the cowboy detec-
tive. “Wish | could help you get to-
gether.”

“Ain’t nothin’ to be done but go on
killin', 1 reckon,” returned young Jol-
sen. much of his self-assurance gone
from him. “There wont be no real
peace in the Pintado, Bell, till the last
Frane—always exceptin® my Kay—
has felt lead shred his guts, take it
from mel!”

Bell knew that had his vis-a-vis been
a Frane, the Jolsens would have been
similarly charged with keeping the
basin cattle country in a turmoil. He
tossed away the end of the last cigarct
he had lighted and passed Nick Jolsen
the latter’s gun, slock first.

“Dont feel like fendin' me outla
this now, do vou?" he asked, as the
son of the Rafter J boss clamped
broI§n fingers on the curved walnut

“Nossir, Belll You ain’t a Federal
officer, be you?” This anxiety about
Bell’s identity, or, more accurately,
his calling, led the stock detective to
believe that the cattle rustling of which
Jolsen accused the Lazy F might be
traced, not instead, but also, to the
Rafter J. Each outfit probably rustled
off the other at the least chance pre-
sented.

“Son,” said Bell, putting out his
hand, “l come intuh this basin for the
ride, like | told you, an’ I'm not
workin' for the Gov’ment—where you
headin’ from here?”

“Home: my hoss is in the bresh.
Kay an’ her pap must be halfway to
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their ranch by now, copperin’ any
chance o’ me waylayin’ him again to-
day.” Nick’s manner of saying it re-
vealed his vicious upbringing. “Where
you goin’?”

“Hittin’ the trail an’ I’ll stop where
dark catches me. If our trails don’t
happen to cross later, bye an’ luck.
Pass on the same to your girl from
Mr. Bell.”

“Mr. Bell, I will! The same to you.
Sorry | vented your John B. an’
poked a gun on you—an’—an’ called
you a liar.”

“0. K., son. Sorry I
your shin.”

They parted, more than embryonic
friends. As Nick vanished in the mes-
quite, Dave Bell hit the trail dirt to
where he’d left his cow pony. Nick
had not asked him to stop over at the
Rafter J, and doubtless omitted this
custom ¢¥ the country, an invitation
to every transient to share the beans
and sowbelly, out of pure friendship
for Bell. Young Jolsen knew too well
how warmly strangers were welcomed
at his home ranch. Nick was a shrewd

one.

ELL, LOPING on
through the golden
afternoon, was in a

had to kick

deeply  thoughtful
mood. Moved by a
healthy admiration

for Nick Jolsen and
Kay Frane, he seri-
ously considered
driving his picket
pin in Pintado Ba-
sin long enough to aid their cause; it
was not only the promise of excitement
that put this “bee in his war bonnet,”
but genuine concern for the predica-
ment of the lovers, kept apart by the
mutual hatred of their families. Pin-
tado Basin patently needed cleaning
up; and Bell rather agreed with Nick

from what he had been told of hair-
trigger conditions, that peace would
come to stay only through—extermina-
tion! A harsh conclusion, yes, but
there seemed to be no alternative, no
choice except to wipe out the warring
parties.

It was no quarrel of Bell’s unless
he wished to make it so, and if he did
he would be actuated by a desire to
give the unfortunate a helping hand
rather than to satisfy any sense of
duty to law and order. What odds to
him if two dishonest spreads stole
each other blind in the eye and
ragged? There was no call for him to
act officially (but unofficially he
might enlarge his scope of action). He
was not a man who cut notches ordi-
narily, but if he tossed his John B. in
the ring this time there was every rea-
son to believe he would be able to nick
the whole length of his gun-stock at
the wind-up; provided someone didn’t
cut a notch for him!

The war clouds were gathering
above Bell’s head that afternoon. He
had been parted from Nick Jolsen an
hour before he knew it. Rafter J cow-
punchers (men who had been trained
in the cattle game but fallen into evil
ways and hired principally because of
their fast gun hands) were ranging
that part of the basin where Bell rode,
and two of the Jolsens were with them,
uncles of Nick—Lem and Henrv. Thev
would have told anv inouiring mmd.
if inclined to answer at all bv word of
mouth instead of a smoking six, that
they were maverick hunting, but everv
man toted a short running-iron in his
bootleg or under his saddle-fender. A
rifle in a scabbard was part of every
rider’s equipment, and this was an un-
usual item, smacking of the days when
redskin raiding hordes threatened eve-
ry range. It showed conclusively that
war was on between the dwellers in
this basin, and not the ordinary war
of honest cattlemen against' preying
cattle thieves.
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The Rafter J riders were pretty-
well scattered, working draws and
arroyos for strayed and hiding cattle
of any brand, preferably prime stock
of the Lazy F, which should become
Jolsen cattle as soon as fire could heat
the irons white. Coming down a sage-
grown slope which was so steep they
were obliged to lean hard cantleward,
Lem Jolsen, lean and ratty of face,
with a fringe of beard to accent his
ugliness, and a gun-expert top-hand
known as Shotwell Clay, espied the
rambling Dave Bell far below and to
eastward. Thinking he might be a
snooping Lazy F rider, as none of the
Rafter J punchers were “combing” in
that direction, Lem got a pair of field-
glasses from his saddle-pockets and
focused long-range on the invader
without halting his slipping, sliding
pony.

“Who is it?” grunted Clay, satur-
nine of countenance.

“I’ll never tell you, Shot,” replied
Lem, studying the distant horseman
intently and undisturbed by the erratic
motions of his own cayuse as it strove
to keep from descending to the bottom
of the slope on its nose. “Stranger, bv
damn!” Lem knew every dweller of
the basin by sight and name. Bell was
a new one on him.

<{CTRANGERS doesn’t go ram-

A blin’ through. here without a
passport, does they, Lem?” None
would have thought, from Clay’s ex-
pression, that he was in the least in-
terested.

“Not if my name’s Jolsen, an’ spe-
cially not when we’re maverick hunt-
in’! County law dogs know enough to
let us alone, Shot, but you never can
be shore a Federal officer won’t sift
in some day. The doin’ in this basin
might stink pretty rank to outsiders,
you sabe; an’ if the Governor of New
Mex wanted to make it hot for us, he
could. The Franes. damn ’em, wouldn’t
hone to have no law dogs sniffin’

round in here no more than our gang:
but we mustn’t be overlookin’ the fact
the two pioneer families is no longer
the only families hereabouts. Uh
course, folks that’s not lined upon one
side or t’other o’ the feud knows us
well enough to be doggone cautious
what they do. ..but weve never been
pa’tic’lar whose cows we rounded up,
an’ some booger that’s lost a few
brands is likely to try an’ get at us
underhanded. There's always that
chance; Arn, Henry, an’ me was dis-
cussin’ it only the other night.”
“Which windy chest-load, punc-
tured, means we’re due to lav out this
stranger hombre!” observed Clay.
“You’ve roped the id"ar, Shot.”

NAVE BELL wasnt thinking of

birds and sunshine as he rode
around the looping trail above a cut
bank, half a mile from the slope from
which Lem Jolsen and Shot Clay had
spied on him; but neither was Dave
thinking of foes in the tanglebush.

The affairs of Nick Jolsen and Kav
Frane still held stage-center of his
mind.

The trail dipned some fifty yards
beyond the cut bank, brush growing
thickly on either hand along the horse-
broken path of dun hue. This side of
the depression and on the right, he ob-
served an unnatural agitation of the
mesquite, Man or beast, not the wind,
was responsible for the trembling of
the leafy branches; and Dave would
have gambled on it being a man or
men the instant his attention was
caught.

The brush was agitated but briefly,
but it sufficed to warn Bell. The fact
was that Lem had been angling for a
glimpse of the picked victim without
revealing himself, to see whether Bell
would take the turn-off at the cut
bank. Satisfied that the stranger under
suspicion was heading the way they
wished him to, Lem sank back beside
the morose Clay.
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Bell was well aware that he had
made a deadly enemy since his arrival
in the basin; but Walt Frane had not
come in this direction and it was rath-
er stretching the imagination to sup-
pose he had cut a circle to ambush the
stock detective so far from the place
of their first meeting; if Frane had
intended laying for Dave Bell that af-
ternoon, he doubtless would have
turned his game back-along several
miles. But someone was lving in wait!

The nimble-witted Bell swung out
of the saddle with his horse going at
a fast lope, cutting the bay gelding
lightly with his quirt. Sleepy—that
was Dave’s name for the bay because
it was addicted to dozing on three
legs at every opportunity—racked on
at unabated speed, though possibly
wondering why the master quit the
saddle in this fashion. On the balls of
his feet, his spurs tinkling lowly, Bell
walked snailishly after the loping
pony, his right hand hovering over his
gun-stock.

TAOW SLEEPY was heading by the

AN ambush—two men tumbled pre-
cipitately- into the trail and one of
them had a Colt filling either fist. Lem
Jolsen and Clay had only waited for
the horse’s head to pass into their
range of vision before they sprang the
attack, wishing to take the rider alive
and pump hjm for information; but
there was no rider. . .

As the rustling feudists stood rooted
to the ground with surprise at the
trick played upon them, Sleepy exe-
cuted a startled sideward leap, twitch-
ing his reins out of Jolsen’s reach,
just as the six-shooter of Dave Bell
sped a bullet to the right shoulder of
the two-gun man. Clay was the nearer
target at the moment and two guns
are twice as dangerous as one, Dave
figured. He was advancing down the
trail at a quickstep now, not afraid to
shoot it out with any pair of hombres
that ever rode the plains. He had

thought the contain
greater odds.

Shotwell Clay, with one arm hang-
ing broken, the gun it had swung fall-
en at his feet, began to throw lead
with his left-hand forty-five. Bell all
but stopped a bullet, too. The cowboy
detective ceased his rapid striding long
enough to sight a bead on the remain-
ing good wing of the two-gunner, and
smashed a slug through bone and mus-
cle above the elbow. With a cry like a
trap-bitten animal, Shotwell Clay re-
leased his second gun and staggered
backward, almost into the mesquite
patch.

Dave Bell moved again and at
greater speed, calling on Lem Jolsen to
hurl his gun down and his hands up.
Lem wasn’t the white-livered kind, but
his nerve was considerably rocked by
what had happened to the deadly Clay,
supposedly unbeatable. In the end,
Lem Tolsen caved.

Halting in front of the two oath-
spitting feudists, Bell looked from one
to the other over a gently flourished
gun and demanded “why-for” of the
bushwhacking that had failed. “You’re
not riclin’ for Walt Frane, are you?”

“Which | should shout to hell we
ain’t belongin’ to the gang that dang
thief an’ killer rides herd on!”
whooped Nick’s uncle. It was the first
time in years he had put his hands up
at the command of any man and it
stabbed his pride deeply. “I’'m Lem
Jolsen, I am, an’...”

“Thats a-plenty; | sabe it all,”
nodded Bell, and a faint smile broke
through his grim mask. “You jiggers
must be up to somethin’ crooked your-
selves an’ expectin’ a visit from the
U. S. Marshal or somebodv. Most
hair-triggery folks in this basin | ever
whacked ontuh. Now, what had | best
do with you?”

brush  might

AH IS LAST was hardly the question

to put to the men held up by his
gun and perhaps he was not address-
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ing them but himself, though his
steady glance included both stormy
countenances.

“Call us crooks?... damn your
nerve an’ onbridled tongue, stranger!
The Rafter J outfit hangs together,
lemme tell you, an’ should you mis-
tookenly decide not to quit us pronto
an’ peaceful...”

“Aim to hang together, eh?” Bell
interrupted with a quick grin. “Well,
that’d probably cause peace to roost
in Pintado as soon an’ fast as any
method—providin’ the Franes hang
alongside you—now, chop that dirty
stuff, Jolsen; toin’t fit to flow in a
pig’s ear. Put me in the notion o’ that
lynchin’-bee your ownself. ..”

“Up hands, over there!” shouted
someone behind Bell. “Drop yours,
Lem, we got ’im covered!”

The stock detective yielded grace-
fully. not wishing to have the crown
of his head blown level with his eves.
After his Colt had been taken and his
person frisked for something to iden-
tify him (said something not coming
to light), he coolly relieved certain
vest pockets of Durham and paners,
ignoring the repeated order to “skv
em!”

“What’s the sense to that?” Bell
inquired, with a grin at the irate Lem
Jolsen, who had assumed full bossing
of the situation. “If 1 want a smoke it
won’t be no extra nicotine in your
lungs, thoifgh | misdoubt you got
both o’ the last, from the narrow look
0’ vou. Behave an’ hush!”

The broken arms of the groaning
Clay had been examined by Lem and
the other four; a doctor was needed
on this case, they quickly decided.
What became of Shotwell, the stock
detective couldn’t say, but he did not
accompany the horseback party which
got on the move downtrail in half an
hour from the time Dave Bell had
broken up the ambush.

All that Bell knew of their destina-
tion was from dire talk of “that quick-

sand behint the Halfway Shack—just
the place to sink spies.” They insisted
he was a spy of some kind, even
though there had been nothing in his
clothes of a nature to confirm this
suspicion. All he would answer them
was, “l aint nobody in partic’lar—
my name’s Bell, if that’ll do you any
good”; careless whether they recog-
nized it or not.

THE “HALFWAY SHACK,” had

been built by the Franes and was
so-called from the fact that it stood
halfway between the home ranches of
the Lazy F and the Rafter J, nearly
on the boundary line which had be-
come a sort of deadline almost from
the moment that these pioneer families
threw down in Pintado. The Franes
had used this shack for a line-camp;
but as the Jolsens invariably killed off
the line-riders sent to occupy it and
Walt Frane couldnt spare more than
two men at a time to hold this section
of his range, it was christened Halfwav
Shack and left to stand as long as it
could defy the elements.

It had since been used by both
feudists factions on different occa-
sions for various purposes, the princi-
pal one. “forting”; the gang that
reached it first. Naturally its possess-
ors had the advantage when Lazy F
and Rafter J cut each other’ sign on
the range: it developed into a kind of
game, which might have been’ called
“hit the fort.” Back of this shack,
conveniently placed for the disposition
of a corpse (or plural, as was oftener
the case), a restless mass of deadly
sand blocked the channel of a Pecos
tributary.

When Dave Bell got his initial
glimpse of the weed-growing dark
muck which was the local “boot hill,”
he could not help wishing heartily
that his end had come about through
the medium of center-placed lead, at
the time he was engaged in breaking
the gun arms of Shotwell Clay. He
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didn’t like the view a bit, and a man
is surely entitled to his own likes and
dislikes.

T-JE WAS SWUNG off Sleepy and

ordered at the revolver’s muzzle
to walk into the quicksand: but this
was expecting a little too much of him.

The desperado out fit—how else
should the Rafter J men be designat-
ed?—abandoned the  “persuader”
method of getting him into the sand-
choked channel; neck and heels thev
mthrew him as far as two men, Lem
Jolsen and another, could heave one
hundred and seventv solid pounds of
fellow being. Dave Bell struck the
slimy surface on hands and knees and
with a splash, starting to sink at once.
He tore his hands free of the mark
and shook impotent fists at the evilly
galtawing group on the river bank.

“lou lousy Kkillers, if T ever get
loose...” he yelled, getting no fur-
ther than that when Lem cut in:

“We ain’t worrying ‘cause vou won’t
get loose; nobody nor nothin’ that’s
gone intuh that squashv stink-pool
ever come out again. Reckon, if vou’re
a deppity marshal, your boss’ll be
lookin® for you down fhL-away, but
them sands is like dead men for
keepin’ secrets. You mint Clay’s
arms an’ come pesterin’ where vou
had no bizness—an’ now you gotta
pav!”

Bell thought they were going to stay
and watch him die, but they did not.
Sleepy, Bell’s bav gelding, had run
away soon after his master was or-
dered out of the saddle and Lem
deemed it the wisest course to trail
the bay down and shove him in to
keep Dave companv at the bottom of
the sucking sands. The U. S. Marshal
of the district (“the Rafter J bunch
were almost ready to stake their lives
on Bell’s being a deputy) would know
that his understrapper had reached the
Pintado if Sleeov were found
and U. S. Marshals had a way of bor-

ing through to a desired goal where
county sheriffs might admit themselves
up a stump.

Moving toward their ponies, Lem
Jolsen and his men climbed into the
saddle and were off at a quick canter
around the corner of the Halfway
Shack, leaving Dave Bell to fight
hopelessly for his life. This does not
mean that Bell did any frantic, unsys-
tematic struggling or thrashing about,
for such actions would only sink him
the more rapidly. He bent over, touch-
ing the water-filmed surface as light-
ly as possible, just to support himself
while he strained every muscle to re-
lease his right leg before the quick-
sand had crept knee-high. This didn’t
work much in his favor, for while he

was freeing his right the left leg
dropped deeper than ever: and his
hands went under and his arms

clear, he bore his weight equally on
both legs again and glanced somewhat
despairingly toward the bank; it was
a terrible feeling to know that terra
firma was so near and yet too far
away for him to reach it. The river
itself was an even greater distance
from the helpless man, lapping the
edges of the quicksand mass which
interrupted the natural course of the
stream.

If it only lay within his power to
gain the unblocked channel he would
very shortly be ashore and safe, for
he was a fairly good swimmer. But he
was powerless to move from the spot
where he had landed, bogged down
like any of the thousands of cows
which have died in the mud-holes of
the Southwest while seeking much-
needed water. He recalled, as he stood
there slowly sinking, the times innu-
merable that he had ridden off his
course at the sound of a plaintive bel-
low from a half-dry water-hole and
dropped his succoring rope over the
horns of a bogged “critter”; and he
wished that such a life-line were now
available for his own use.
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“l reckon it’s a matter o’ seem’ how
game | can meet the Boss Rider,” he
murmured, looking down at his chap-
clad legs, which had almost wholly
disappeared. “Dang stuff’s grippin’
an’ draggin’ at me like a pair o’ giant
hands.”

TV'VVE BELL’S train of thought was
broken by hoofbeats.

His eyes lifted from resigned con-
templation of the scummy quicksand
and an ejaculation of genuine amaze-
ment burst from his lips as he saw
who was riding down to the bank op-
posite him—none other than Kay
Frane.

“Tell me it ain’t a ghost I'm ob-
servin’, girl!” he shouted.

She reassured him that she was
flesh and blood, and sprang to the
ground, working fiercely at the tie-
straps of her saddle to release her rope
coil. She, too, had yanked doomed
critters from bogholes; and what was
efficacious in the case of the cows
would be efficacious for a human in
a similar fix. He’d have bet his bot-
tom dollar that the girl was a top-
rope, and her first cast toward the
quicksand proved it. Still able to bend
from the waist, Bell stretched long
arms for the water-slabbing loop
which spread itself in front of him.

When he was ready to be “yanked,”
Kay carried the. home-end of her
lariat to her saddle-horn and dallied:
the man in the quicksand cried, “All
right!” grasping the taut rope to ease
the strain on his body. The horse be-
gan towing under careful guidance.
Bell’s chest, back and arm-pits suf-
fered to no mean extent as the
hempen band tightened, despite his
rigid handhold; but the pain was
nothing compared to what he would
have undergone otherwise. Soon he
was far enough out of the sucking
mud to work his legs and complete
their liberation; steadilv the horse
pulled, Kay at its bridle, facing to-

ward the quicksand to note the prog-
ress of the range detective.

Presently Bell was sliding on his
belly through the filthy water which
topped the treacherous sands; his
face became generally plastered with
slime and by the time his head butted
into the low bank, he couldn’t see a
thing. He thrust -one hand aloft and
felt it grasped strongly in both of
Kay’; her stout pulling got him to
his feet and then she guided his grop-
ing steps until he stood beside her
horse, well awav from the margin of
the quicksand. While she was loosen-
ing the noose strained tight under his
arms, he employed his fingers careful-
ly in removing the filth from his eyes.
When he could see her he grinned,
wiped both hands on his shirt (which
scarcely served to clean them) and
shot his right for her right.

“Pardner, you sure ponied plumb
opportune out of a mighty black
cloud,” he declared as her teeth were
revealed in a responsive smile. “l was
all set to cross the Divide, honest to
snakes! Muchas gracias. muchachal!
I come a-soggin’ out like a bogged-
down longhorn, but I won't, as them
critters usually does, start hookin’
you as a sign o’ gratitude.”

CHE LAUGHED, dropped his hand,
Nand commenced the recoiling of her
befouled rope. He wanted to know how
she happened, so providentially, to be
in this vicinity, especially when he
had seen her last so far away in an-
other direction.

“A good hoss can take you a long
ways in a short time, an’-1’ve got a
sure good one.” she retorted. “But |
know what you mean an’ I'll tell you.
We started home, pap an’ me, after
you busted up that rawhidin’ play of
his. Mad as hell, pap; aint often a
hombre crosses him, let alone hits
him, an’ lives. He cussed me so fierce
that | cut his company a couple hides
from the home ranch an’ dusted it up
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this way to sorta cool off— I’ve got
some parent if | must say it an’ not
forgettin® he’s my father. Just chance
I saw you stuck in the quicksand, Mr.
Bell; how’d you get there, that’s what
I’d admire to sabe?”

“Oh, your playful neighbors, the
Jolsens,” he said cheerfully. “No,”
Nick wasn’t amongst ’em. Say, | met
that young man o’ yours after you an’
your pap hit away, an’ | like him,
that Nick fella!”

Her face was aglow in an instant.
“Clean strain, Nick is, an’ you’d won-
der at it, havin’ the folks he does.”

“That’s so; but look what you are
in spite 0’ your—disadvantages.”

“Well...” Kay could frame him no
reply to that. “Tell me,” she said
presently, “why did the Jolsens jump
you? Who was there?”

He said sufficient to make her fully
understand as much as he did, using
few words. “They humped off at a
time when | thought sure they’d bum
round; | dunno what was the idear of
’em goin’. Couldn’t 'a’ been afraid o’
gettin’ caught. Must’'ve took my
Sleepy hoss along, an’ Lem Jolsen
had my gun—by golly!” he broke off,
as his eyes encountered the dull re-
flection of the low-sinking sun from
something in the grass beyond the
girl’s horse, “that looks mighty like
the ol’ cannon over there.”

He strode to the spot, finding he
was correct. “Jolsen must ‘a’ dropped
it an’ never noticed it when he heloed
heave me intuh that blasted quick-
sand,” he said, turning back to Kay.
He decided his mud-filled holster was
not the place for the gun and caught
it in his trouser-band; he’d have to
clean that holster along with every-
thing else, including himself. “Now,
if 1 had Sleepy. ..”

And just then Sleepy appeared, as
if Dave Bell had a genie working for
him. His arms were around the horse’s
neck the next moment. It made a pic-
ture that Kay Frane, herself a great

horse-lover, duly appreciated. “Sleepv,
eh? He don’t look it,” she commented.

“Nope, he knows this ain’t the time
or place; but you oughta see the ol’
sonuvagun snoozin’ when there’s no
work on tap—"an’ that goes for day-
time or night. Wonder how he cast
loose o’ the Jolsen gang.”

HTHIS QUESTION was never an-

swered to Bell’s satisfaction, but it
was not one which especially needed
an answer. He didn’t know the bay
gelding had run off before the Rafter
J bunch quit the vicinity of Halfway
Shack and the quicksand. In explana-
tion of Sleepy’s return, it should be
said that he had shown a clean pair of
heels to the Jolsen riders when they
started in pursuit of him; finally tak-
en refuge in the mesquite, and after
the horsemen swept by on a false
scent, the sagacious gelding doubled
back to the spot where he and his
master had separated. He displayed
almost human intelligence in dodging
capture (and the pursuers gave him
up as lost, with the sun so far down
in the west)..

“l must be travelin’,” Kay Frane
said, facing the sunset and gathering

her reins on the saddle-horn. “Mr.
Bell...”

“Dave, ma’am.”

“Right-o, Dave. | want ’pologize

for not invitin’ you over to the Lazy F
for supper, but you know how it’d be
—Ilike the welcome they’d hand you
on the Rafter T, after mixin’ it with
Lem Jolsen an’ that Kkiller, Clay;
sabe?”

“Sure | do, Miss—"

“Kay, an’ no ‘miss’ dressin’.”

“Kay, | sabe all right, an’ gracias
just the same. | won't starve; my sad-
dlebags are carryin’ chuck to tide me
over. That shack yonder—reckon 1’lI
put up there for tonight.”

She told him a little of the shack’s
history, not meaning to deter him
from using it as sleeping quarters—s
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and she didn’t. It was not likely he
would be disturbed that night; the
Jolsens believed him dead, of course,
and Kay could be relied upon not to
tattle his whereabouts to the members
of her family. Something the girl
asked as she gracefully forked her
saddle brought a smile to Bell's face,
it was so reminiscent of Nick Tolsen,
betraving the girl’s anxiety for ‘under-
cover” doings of the Franes just as
the boy had exhibited uneasiness on
the Tolsens’” account.

“Dont happen to be in the basin on
a still hunt, do you, Dave? You’re not
a Federal officer?”

He denied it, and when she asked
the reason for his smile, he told about
Nick putting practically the same
question.

“No wonder he did!” Kav ex-
claimed. “The Tolsens are all thieves
but him. Oh, if this fighrin’ an’ blood-
shed would only stop— |’m sick of it,
sick!”

“Why don’t you an’ Nick run away
an’ get spliced—an’ stay awav? Start
on your own somewheres else?” he
suggested.

But she shook her head, saying
nothing. No doubt some foolish no-
tion of loyalty to their quarrelsome
families held the young people virtual
prisoners and aoart in Pintado Basin.

“1 suppose Il see you again, Dave
—you’ll be campin’ out on Lem Jol-
sen’s trail?” she-said, lifting the reins,
her horse moving forward.

“Quien sabe?” replied the range
detective, with a grim smile. Flicking
her quirt at him in farewell, Kay was
gone over the back-trail.

Bell investigated the Halfway
Shack’s interior and was satisfied
with what he had found. Before dark-
ness had come on he washed his out-
ing shirt and undershirt in the river,
above the quicksand; and later, by
the flare of a small campfire, scraped
the mud and slime off chaps and boots
with his stock knife. He hobbled

Sleepy in the tall grass and slanped a
supper together from the saddlebags’
contents. By the time he had eaten
and smoked two after-supner ciga-
rettes, he was resolved as. to his future
course. Pintado Basin was badly in
need of a peacemaker to bring order
out of chaos and he had elected him-
self for the star role.

AVINO determined

to stay and fight

for the happiness of

Kay Frane and

Nick Jolsen. Dave

Bell, next morning,

gave some necessary

thought to the mat-

ter of provisioning

himself while in the

field against the

feudists. He had established head-

quarters halfway between the home

ranches of Lazy F and Rafter J. ac-

cording to Kay Frane (established,

that is. unless one or the other outfit

ran him out); and while these were

the nearest places where food was ob-

tainable. if he’d owned a gold mine he

couldn’t have swapped it to the Franes

or the Jolsens for a pound of “jerky.”

They'd want his scalp, and his hide to

boot, the minute they laid eyes on him.

Breakfast about cleaned up the

food in his saddlebags, but he had

plenty of cartridges and tobacco left

and these were as important items as

belly-timber. He scattered his fire well,

cinched the costly California hull on

the bay gelding, and fared forth to

increase his acquaintance with the

country and locate a reliable source of

food supply. Perhaps there was a small

settlement in the basin, one sizable

enough to support a general store; he

could have asked Kay the previous

night, but Bell hadn't made up his

mind what he was going to do when
she parted from him.
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Bell made no effort to avoid ob-
viously well-traveled trails; his
“peace-making” would have to be done
with a six-shooter and the sooner he
started cleaning up the feudists, the
sooner the feud would pass into his-
tory; so there was no point in riding
wide of possible trouble unless the
odds were overwhelming.

The trail he took ran (by accident
more than design, for he wasnt alto-
gether certain of his bearings) through
an arroyo in what might have been
termed the back yard of the Lazy F
Ranch, though it did not come with-
in the fenced-up area. Bell halted
Sleepy and stood in the stirrups for a
survey of the place from the head of
the arroyo. He was bound to encoun-
ter odds far exceeding his ability to
battle single-handed in this quarter;
so made no unnecessary show of him-
self, and even removed his hat as he
thrust chin above the arroyo’s tangle
of brush.

What could be seen at such long
range wasn’t much, but the number
of outbuildings and corrals grouned
south and east of the main building
gave him some idea of the size of the
outfit. Must hire a lot of riders to
need such spacious horse-corrals,
about twice as many as the average
cow spread; but no doubt a third or
more of the hands were retained on the
payroll just for the purpose of stand-
ing off or gun-raiding the enemy out-
fit across the basin. If the Rafter T
was numerically as powerful—and safe
betting that it was—Bell certainly had
let himself in for the scrap of his
scrappy career.

OUT HE WAS grinning as he rode

down to the outlet of the arrovo
and continued uninterruptedly south-
ward It was approaching high noon
when, in quest of a non-existent set-
tlement, he struck a one-horse sort of
ranch in the shadow of the basin’s
southern rim. The term “one-horse” is
not intended to convey the meaning

that it looked run-down or inferior;
but was merely- small. House, shed
and corral in nice repair, Bell ob-
served, as he loped near enough to
take in details. The cowboy detective
laid a bet with himself that not more
than three hands rode for this iron
and the boss himself was one of them.
* “You win,” said Enoch Morse, the
owner, a short time after, when Dave
Bell located him on a bench by the
the back door, mending a bridle.
“There’s just exactly three human
head on the Cross M, pardner, but
we’re enough to care for a thousand
cattle, more or less. 1’'m goin’ to risk
my health to ask if you’re here on a
Gov’ment roundup?”

“Everybody takes me for a deputv
marshal,” laughed Bell, a leg curled
around the saddle-horn, a cigaret rap-
idly nearing a smokeable state in his
deft brown fingers, the fingers of one
hand. “But | figger your question in
the regard ain’t grounded on fear o’
said Federal man-hunters: in other
words you don’t add to vour iron bv
the method tabbed outlaw since Texas
shut down on it in the seventies.” .

“Runnin’-irons, you mean? Not me,
hombrel” Morse was emphatic but
smiling, a genuine, face-wide smile.
“My herd’s on the increase plumb
natural—but | can’t say the same o’
all irons in the basin, even though 1I’'m
hatin’ to rap neighbors.”

Of course the Franes and the Jol-
sens were meant, and, concluding he
could trust this clear-eyed rancher, a
man in his early thirties and evidently
trying to make the grade honestly in a
country controlled by a crooked, killer
element, Bell made somewhat of a con-
fidant of Morse and arranged to get
provender from the Cross M when-
ever he should need it. There was no
settlement nearer than the town of
Rockmound, outside the basin, the
cattle-man said. When it came to set-
tling on a price for the food, Morse
refused to talk business.
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“Clean up them feud-loco fools an’
gimme a chance to sell my beef at a
fair profit, then 171l shore be repaid
a-plenty, Bell.”

“Do they underbid you always or
have they got the local buyers so froze
to the gizzard they’ll only buy what’s
ironed Lazy F or Rafter J?”

“You’re right both ways. Take the
beef contract at the Failin’ Rock Res-
ervation, up beyond the north rim. |
never have a whack at that because
the Gov’ment’ll take the cheapest
stock it can get for the Injuns, an’
Franes an’ Jolsens is forever slashin’
prices on each other; price has got so
low, | reckon, that a honest cowman,
even if he had a chance to bid. couldn’t
let his beef go for what the agent
would agree to pay. There’s a beef is-
sue up at Failin” Rock either tomorra
or next day. | dunno which, Lazy F or
Rafter J, is deliverin’ cattle for it, but
| betcha them boogers been on the
swipe from each other, hell to break-
fast, all this week.”

“Conditions prettv rocky here. I'll
say. What’ the Indian agent like?”

“Considabul terrible; name's Val
Horton, an’ 1’d as soon trust Walt
Frane, or Arn Jolsen behind nr back.
Well, | hopes to see you often. Dave,”
as the last-named gentleman uncurled
his leg and put toe in stirrup. “I dun-
no much about this Nick Jolsen and
Kay Frane bein’ so almighty different
from the rest o’ their families: but if
you figger so there’s likely somethin’
to it, for shore 1 admire your set-up,
Mr. Man. Remember where the Cross
M’ at whenever you want hootch,
help or hosses! Before you say s’long
I'll stuff them saddlebags—heave ’em
here.”

CINALLY, Dave Bell departed, ex-
o' tremely glad to have made such a
friend. He pondered what Enoch
Morse had revealed concerning the
fight for cattle contracts and doubted

not that conditions at the Navajo
Agency were such as to make Uncle
Sam take a hand if the facts reached
Washington; perhaps the Jolsens were
out stealing Lazy F cattle to fill a
contract yesterday afternoon, when he
encountered them.

After a day spent in getting the lay
of the land, Bell returned to the Half-
way Shack. He had given the Rafter J
a distant once-over and it appeared to
be every bit as strong in man-power
as the Lazy F. Once he almost ran
into a beef cut, being loosely held in a
rather secluded pasture by cowpunch-
ers too numerous to tempt the range
detective into undertaking a close-up
inspection of men and cattle—this was
on the Rafter J range. It looked as if
the Jolsens had undersold their ene-
mies for the approaching issue.

The Halfway Shack had not been
visited during his absence that Bell
could discover, and he returned to it
while daylight still held and fresh
tracks of iron shoes or riding boots
would have been visible to his trained
eye. A range detective needed to be as
skilled a sign-reader as the old-time
scouts and Indian-fighters. As a matter
of fact, however, enemies were squat-
ting in the neighborhood at that pre-
cise moment; to be exact, Walt Frane.
two of his sons—Pete and Luke—and
a dozen picked gunmen were concealed
in the brakes on Bell’s side of the riv-
er. their horses grouped behind them,’
hobbled.

But Dave Bell was not the partv
they planned to ambush—not just
then, anyway. When Frane saw and
recognized the horseman who rode lo
the Halfway Shack and dismounted,
to walk about and scan the ground be-
fore the door, the old oirate was out
to the torture of self-control. Yes,
hating Bell as he did, it was torture
for a man of Walt Frane’s violent
calibre not to try to cut the stock de-
tective down. The onlv reason he
didnt was because of the distance



SIX-GUN PEACE-BRINGER 27

from the brakes to the shack; Bell
might not be killed by the first shot
and “fort” himself in the old Half-
way, which so often had been under
siege. And Frane was not minded to
precipitate a prolonged gunfight which
might scare off bigger game. He was
expecting a drive of Rafter J cattle,
many bead of them stolen from the
Lazy F herds, to come over this trail
any moment. He had been waiting for
the herd to appear since four o’clock
that afternoon, thinking the Jolsens
would take advantage of what day-
light they could.

The reason that Dave Bell remained
in ignorance of their presence—until
“hell-on-the-Gila” broke loose, after
nightfall—was due to the shrewdness
of young Pete Frane, who was in a fair
way to becoming a worse nuisance in
Pintado Basin than his father. Pete
had advised against going near the
Halfway Shack when his party arrived,
late that afternoon, to belly-flop in
the brakes. The wary Jolsens might
figure, from past performance, on an
ambush being laid at the old line-
camp, and hold the herd down-trail to
obviate all risk of a stampede until
they had thoroughly investigated.
Tins, in substance, young Pete.

Walt Frane had admitted there was
wi-dom in what his son said; there-
fore Bell gathered mesquite for a fire
and cooked his evening meal before
the cabin door in total and blissful
ignorance. The Frane party might
have sent one of their number—a man
expert with a knife—cat-footing over
to carve Bell into neat bits, now that
darkness had descended, were they
not expecting the belated herd to show
up momentarily. Constantly they were
lying ear to the ground; and at length
were rewarded by the sounds they
craved to hear.

ELL, POSSESSING the exception-
ally keen senses of the outdoor
man, noticed a slight trembling of the

earth beneath his feet and did just as
the men in the brakes were doing; he
knew the vibrations to be caused by
the tread of marching cattle instantly.
Had it been a herd of horses coming,
instead, he would have known from
the gait, quick and light, where this
was plodding and heavy—vou can’t
fool a cowboy about such things.

He had been on the point of squat-
ting to eat—the coffee was boiling
and throwing off an aroma to tease a
man’s appetite—but this was one meal
he’d have to pass up. He poured the
contents of the pot on the flames sor-
rowfully and scattered the embers
well, his mind racing. A trail herd!
Must be the cattle he had seen in that
isolated pasture, over Rafter J way.
The Jolsens were en route to the
Navajo Agency! The thing for him to
decide was whether he intended stay-
ing here and running the risk of dis-
covery by the hard-baked outfit, or
changing base to some more remote
locality, out of the path of the coming
herd.

In the end he stuck to the cabin;
he didn’t believe he could catch up
Sleepy, browsing knee-high in grass
near the river bank, saddle him, and
get a head start before the point rid-
ers of the herd’s convov shoved in
the clearing. Perhaps the Halfwav
Shack wouldnt interest them at all
tonight; anyhow, he’d take a chance
on escaping their hostile notice. The
darkness would ablv assist in shelter-
ing both Bell and his horse from un-
friendly eyes. Though there was a
moon up, it was only in the first quar-
ter and did not shed much light. The
cowboy detective dodged into the
shack, shut the door, then lingered by
the single front window, the glass of
which had long ago been demolished.

Steadily nearer drew the clacking
clamor of horns and hoofs; and the
sound of men singing, not altogether
musically. Two riders put in a dim ap-
pearance before the cattle were visible
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to the watchful eyes of Dave Bell;
in the brakes by the river the human
tigers prepared to pounce. The right,
ripe moment had not yet arrived. They
knew the herd numbered approximate-
ly five hundred and when the leaders
had passed the ambush and were al-
most at the brink of the river, above
the quicksand, where a safe crossing
might be made, the Jolsens would
have cause to regret trying to clinch
that agency contract by a night drive.

Of the two horsemen who entered
the clearing first, riding point for the
herd, one was far from ill-disposed to-
ward Dave Bell. He had been told bv
a certain young woman that day that
Bell was as likely to be found at the
Halfway Shack as anywhere else, and
knowing the men he was riding with
would be certain to scout the cabin be-
fore punching the herd to the river
crossing, wary of a bush-uo or other
devilment staged bv the Franes, the
young man in question had insisted
that he be chosen as one of the point
riders.

Certainly the Franes and Bell
wouldn’t be hanging around the old
Halfway Shack at one and the same
time, but the young man was firmlv
of the opinion that Walt Frane would
not suspect the Jolsens of stealing a
march on him thus. The fact of the
matter was that Val Horton, the In-
dian agent at Falling Rock, had of
late shown a preference for Lazy F
beef and not because the Jolsens
wouldnt slash prices as low as the
Franes, or lower. Arn Jolsen thought a
girl was the reason for it, the same girl
his son, Nick, was “fool enough” to
chase after. So the Jolsens decided on
a night drive to the Navajo Reserva-
tion—meaning to get there before the
Franes could shove a herd over the
trail—and make Mr. Horton purchase
from the Rafter J for this issue, even
if it were necessary to persuade him
with a gun. It was a neat plan, which
might have worked successfully for

the Jolsens, but for the efficient spy-
ing of Frane hirelings.

«*[TATT, STAY here an* hold my

boss, so’s I’ll have somethin’
to beat it on should they be any
Franes holed up yonder,” said Nick
Jolsen to the other point rider as they
halted fifty or sixty var>H from the si-
lent Halfway Shack. He tossed his
reins to the cowpuncher and slid to the
ground. “Should fireworks start, vou
hammer t'wards me hell-for-leather
with the cayuse; but. he'l 1 don’t reck-
on any of ’em’s hidin’ there.”

When Dave Bell saw the lithe-fig-
ured range rider making tracks cabin-
ward he was not overly pleased. A
set-to with one man was nothing to
cause Bell’s heart to skin a beat, nor
did the prospect thus affect him; but
he was made uneasy by the almost
certain knowledge that a fight with
one of the trail drivers meant he
would have to fight them all—fight
or run. And the time for taking to his
heels or to horse might be said to have
passed long since. He had pocketed
himself. Hope that the approaching
enemy would not ferret him out wasn’t
to be harbored for a moment. There
was absolutely no place in the cabin
for a full-grown man to conceal him-
self.

The notion of barring the door and
opening fire through the shattered
window occurred to Bell; but some-
how the outline of the shadow man
reminded him of Nick Jolsen, and he
stuck to his original post until the
newcomer's spur chains were rattling
almost at the threshold. Bell’s gun was
in his hand as he moved at speed and
with a phantom’ silence backward
from the window, into the pitch-black-
ness of the center of the room. He fully
believed that the man whose hand was
now on the latch-string was young
Jolsen, though he had seen Nick but
once and rather briefly. Moreover, un-
less Nick was a changeable sort, Bell
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should have nothing to fear from him
personally. But a trifle of uncertainty
in his mind caused the range detective
to balance his gun ready for a throw-
down when the thin moonlight sprayed
the middle section of the cabin’s in-
terior and Nick stood boldly on the
doorsill, holding to the latch-string.

“Bell, you in here? It’s Nick jol-
sen, if you ain’t reckernized me be-
fore this.”

“You bet I'm around, Nick,” re-
torted Dave, lowering his gun at the
friendly note in the other’s voice; and
perceiving no good reason to muzzle-
line a man who put himself so entirely
at another’s mercy by making a per-
fect silhouette, Nick thereby evincing
a more perfect trust than Bell could
profess.

“Well, listen, amigo: just shrink
intiih a corner—if you ain’ in one
a’ready—so’s when | strike a match
that guy, Matt, with the hosses yon-
der, won’t see your shadder through
the door or winder.” Nick’s right arm
moved, but Bell knew he was going
after matches in his vest, not a gun.
“A lady we both admires put me wise
that you might be here”: and Nick
uttered a low-voiced and sketchy ex-
planation while Bell retired to a cor-
ner, where he would cast no telltale
shadow.

HTHE MATCH flared in Nick’s fin-

gers and he came on into the shack,
returning Dave Bell’s amiable smile
when they could see each other. “What
you lazyin’ around these parts for,
cowboy?”

“Well, I might be out to get vour
Uncle Lem’ hair—would you blame
me?”

Nick shook his head. “Unc is a
plumb savage customer; he reckons
you’re under the quicksand uh course;
so do all of em, ’ceptin’ me, an’ shore
your secret’s dead with 1i’l Nicholas.
Glad Kay was around in time to give
you a hand with her rope. ..”

“All  right, Nick?” bawled the
puncher out in the clearing. He was

getting impatient. With match alight,
young Jolsen should be able to see at
a glance whether the cabin held ene-
mies or not. Indeed, when Nick was
able to get as far as the door without
starting a six-shooter or rifle demon-
stration, it was pretty conclusive evi-
dence, to the mind of Matt, the other
point rider, that none of the Frane
faction were hiding out there tonight.

“See you again, Bell; that fella’ll
be ridin’ up here if 1 don’t go.” Nick
snapped the match through the door-
way and followed after it, closing the
door with a slam.

Bell swung to the window, saw him
stalk to meet the restless cowboy
coming across the clearing, mounted
and leading Jolsen’s mount. Nick’s
figure became one with the outline of
his horse and the two scouting point
riders hit the backtrack to draw the
herd on, assured that the coast was
clear of enemies.

Soon the leaders of the herd were
streaming at a fair road-gait past the
hiding place of Dave Bell; the cabin
stood off a good hundred yards from
the cattle trail, so that after the long-
horns had gone by a certain point, the
cowboy detective was unable to see
them. Singing riders drifted along on
the flank of which he had a view—the
swing men, posted at long intervals to
discourage straying and hustle the
marchers when speed was wanted.

Suddenly, above the noise of the
cattle, rang the yells of wild men, al-
most drowned as numerous Six-guns
blurted a broadside. Bell heard a
shout, louder than all the rest, “Am-
bush! the damn Franes!”

TT HAPPENED when the last of
A the cattle and the drag riders were
crossing Bell’s vision; he saw the right
arm of these horsemen dive down
legward, then swing high, the moon
striking dull light from blued steel.
The nervous tail-end longhorns
wheeled from the straight trail in a
flash, following the example of the
equally spookv longhorns ahead of
them, which Bell could not see, and
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piled at top speed along an oblique
course. The range detective imagined
they would crash into the cabin, and
quickly jerked open the door and
sprang outside. But the swift-charg-
ing cattle missed the corner of the
Halfway Shack by many yards; they
were headed for the quicksand behind
it, the quicksand and certain destruc-
tion—if they weren’t headed off!

And heading off, in this instance,
was a human impossibility. The Frane
party had taken care not to tip their
hand until the cattle were certain to
be easily stampeded in the “right” di-
rection. Hard riding and hard shooting
on the part of the Rafter J riders
could not prevent the herd from rush-
ing pellmell to its doom in the deadly
sands; indeed, the horsemen would do
well to escape a similar fate them-
selves, for the sudden bolting of the
longhorns caught many, on point and
swing, in positions of extreme peril.

Arn Jolsen himself was bossing the
drive and the cards had decreed that
he should be one of the humans to
suffer extinction along with the herd;
riding swing on the flank nearest the
quicksand, old Arn faced a solid, mov-
ing phalanx of terrible horns of ten-
foot spread per pair as the Franes’
gunplay threw the cattle into a crazy
panic and off-trail.

The old rustler, feudist and badman
lunged sidewise in the saddle, pump-
ing his Colt furionslv. as he was driven
towards the quicksand, but he would
have needed a Pegasus between his
legs to outride either wheeling flank
of the frenzied cow brutes, and well
did he realize the utter futility of try-
ing to gain safe ground to right or
left. He was prodded on by horned
death from behind—and ahead lay
the equally lethal quicksand! For
once in his life the old villain knew
fear, but he rode to his doom with gun
spouting to the explosion of the last
cartridge.

Arn’s brother. Lem, was another
Rafter J man thus cut off from es-
cape; in fact, the avalanche of cattle

pushed him and his horse into the
quicksand ahead of Arn. As he strug-
gled-in the sucking mud, still astride
his pony, Lem Jolsen thought, for
one wild moment, of Dave Bell, whom
he believed to have preceded him to
the suffocating depths by many hours.

It was not pleasant matter for re-
flection at Lem’ own eleventh hour;
and the faces of more dead men than
Bell—men who had not escaped as did
the latter—rose up before Lem’s
mind’s eye to torture him—but not for
long.

Arn’s horse came leaping off the
low bank, landing, with his rider, not
far from the sinking Lem; and the
brothers and a hired gunman, cut off
like themselves, were together and
fighting a losing fight against the
gripping muck when the herd tum-
bled in on top of them. If the hungry
maw of the quicksand never had been
filled before, it should be glutted this
night, with three men and three horses
in it and cattle to the number of five
hundred piling in.

Dave Bell was slipping about like
a ghost, and not always in the vicinity
of the Halfway Shack, to view the dis-
aster from different angles. He won-
dered then if Nick Jolsen had been run
into the muck when the herd turned,
learning later that Nick hadn’t. Both
point riders, as the cattle broke
bounds, were close enough to the river
bank to reach water in a brace of leaps,
above the sand blockade. A few cattle
followed them into the river and swam
alongside the ponies, but the rest
headed to their death. Swimming their
horses in a wide circle, Nick and his
saddle-mate returned to the danger
zone, where gunfire was raking the
night with deafening sound and murky
lightning. They clambered up the
bank and with six-shooters spitting,
and sought to ride that roaring gant-
let of Frane gunmen and rejoin what
remained of the drive crew. They suc-
ceeded!

It was none of Bells fight and he
did not enter into it; let dog eat dog
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here—he would be spared the trouble
of accounting for just so many as fell
in this set-to. He hoped for but one
man to come through unscathed, Nick
Jolsen, but was none too sanguine that
the boy would, knowing where Nick
had been riding when the ambush was
sprung.

HTHE RANGE detective was at a
A loss to understand his own im-
munity from attack; he realized that
the Frane party must have been hid-
ing in the brakes when he returned to
the shack before sunset, and why they
had refrained from making short work
of him—or from trying to, at least—
was unfathomable. He considered that
he had had a run of unparalleled
luck.

Careful not to expose himself to
stray bullets, he watched with intense
interest as the shadowy Jolsen horse-
men attempted to rally and shell the
Franes out of the thicket; which was
a line of endeavor doomed to failure,
even though Arn Jolsen had included
more men in the drive than were nec-
essary for handling five hundred head
of long-horns on trail. The doubled
force was the result of forethought;
Arn never knew when or where his
Lazy F enemies might strike. But they
had outguessed and bested him, after
all.

The Franes lost men, no doubt,
when the cold-nerved Jolsen forces,
recovering from the shock of surprise,
tried to retaliate for the loss of boss
and herd and ride down their bushed-
up foes with Colts belching a wither-
ing fire; but the advantage lay with
the ambushers and they halted the
charging horsemen by their own ac-
curate gunplay a dozen yards from
the thicket’s edge, then turned and
routed them. And when the Jolsens
were retreating down the cattle trail,
Walt Frane ordered his own men to
horse.

Pursuit. A running fight in the
weak moonlight, with the hoofbeats
receding rapidly into the distance.

Walt Frane was hell-bent on wiping
out the Jolsen men if it could be ac-
complished; never had he caught them
in such a cute trap and while he had
them on the hip, so to speak, was the
ripe moment for throwing them and
so hard that the outfit could not re-
cover.

Dave Bell emerged from the shad-
ows and stood hip-shot in the moon’s
feeble rays, rubbing chin thoughtfully
as he listened to the dwindling sounds
of gunfire and racing ponies. It
looked as if old Frane had played a
trump card for undisputed rule in
Pintado Basin; yet, if there was a Jol-
sen left living after this night’s bloody
work, the house of Frane had better
be extra careful of the scalps beneath
its roof-tree or they would be drying
in the smoke; a Jolsen would be twice
as dangerous and desperate a foe as
heretofore.

The cowboy detective felt certain
that the field of battle would not be
revisited that night. Fie boldly scouted
the trail which most recently had re-
sounded to the thump of horses’ hoofs,
and explored the brakes; he was look-
ing and listening for dying men who
might have need of a drink of water
in their last moments, or be grateful
for a folded coat beneath their heads.
He would perform such service for his
worst enemy.

r>UT, THOUGH he encountered no
> less than five spread-eagled fig-'
ures, whether Frane or Jolsen men he
could not say, there was not a spark
of life in any one of them. Besides
the human toll taken, two horses
stretched, still warm but lifeless,
across the trail. Not to mention several
trampled cows, their bulk beaten al-
most flat by the crazy hoofs which
had passed over them when they went
down in the stampede.

In addition to these dead things,
the helpless cattle in the quicksand
which had not yet been drawn to the
depths and suffocated, completed the
nightmarish effect of the whole with
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their frightened -mooing and bawling.

Bell wanted to get some sleep that
right, for there was no telling what
violent activities the morrow held in
store for him; but be couldn’t rest
with that terrible din in his ears.

His mind made un, the cowboy de-
tective stripped the cartridge-belts
from two of the fallen rustlers and
went out to the edge of the quicksand,
beyond the cabin. The moonlight re-
vealed a hellish sight in the hundreds
of struggling animals, and it was
strong enough to render the heads of
the strugglers fair targets for a sure
marksman.

Dave Bell drew his gun and speedily
emptied the six chambers, leveling as
many heads on the quicksand’s stormy
surface. Reloading with shells from
one of the rustler’s belts, he began
again, on different targets. Many cat-
tle sank, of course, before he could
get around to them: but likewise many
were snared a death by slow suffoca-
tion by receiving, between the horns,
a merciful bullet from the gun of the
humanitarian.

He went back to the trail for other
belts when he had used up every car-
tridge in the two he originally fetched
to the brink of the death-trap. It was
the part of wisdom for him to save
his own ammunition for eventualities
of the uncertain future. When he
snapped open his gun for the last
time that night, ejecting the empty
shells and allowing the blued steel iron
to cool before thumbing in a load of
A45’s from his own belt, the wide-
branching horns had been leveled,
their fruitless, agonized tossing stilled
forever, and there was silence, of an
unpleasant sort.

While the almost steady crashing of
Bell’s gun could have been heard sev-
eral miles, he doubted that it would
reach the ears of Franes or Jolsens;
in all probability the latter had been
chased by the former all the way to
the Rafter J heme ranch, and if that
were so, the range detective’s gunwork

at the Halfway Shack would have
gone unnoticed.

As he quit the verge of the quick-
sand, nearly tripping himself over the
discarded cartridge-belts, Bell thread-
ed up the river bank in search of
Sleepy. While he did not anticipate
having inimical night visitors. Bell
reckoned it only prudent to keep his
horse nearby in case the unexpected
happened. He did not turn in, there
(leaving the cabin door wide open
when he did), until he had captured
Sleepy, made skittish and rather dis-
trustful by so much powder burning,
and staked the horse at the corner of
the shack. He hadn’t eaten, but his
appetite, somehow, had left him.

4 -

AYE BELL was up
.with the sun and
breakfasted heartily.
And he had no more
than finished eating
when the vibration
of the ground fore-
told the advance of
another trail herd
over the very route
by which the Jol-
sens had driven their hapless beef cut
during the hours of darkness.

It would be easy for the range de-
tective to figure out that this second
herd would be in charge of the Franes.
Having disposed of its enemies’ stock
as well as a number of the enemy, the
Lazy F was on the way to fill the
agency contract with a herd of its
own—or so-called. This trail past the
Halfway Shack must be the only one
to the Falling Rock Reservation, or
at any rate, the shortest.

Perhaps the Lazy F meant to re-
cover its dead, too. Bell had thought
of lugging those corpses to the quick-
sand this morning, to cheat wolf and
buzzard, but was perfectly willing that
Walt Frane’s outfit should do their



SIX-GUN PEACE-BRINGER 33

own interring of comrades who had
turned moccasins up.

It didn’t take the stock detective
long to decide against remaining with-
in or about the cabin this time. The
Franes knew well enough that he had
been there the night before, but had
not molested him for reasons un-
known; he came near the truth when
he surmised that they regarded the
Jolsens as a bite plenty big for one
chew. This morning, however, there
would be no Jolsens to divert their at-
tention and Bell’s only safety obvious-
ly lay in removing himself from the
foreground.

But he did not go far. Standing in
the brakes beside Sleepy, the cowboy
could observe, through interstices in
the brushwood, much of what took
place roundabout the shack and on a
certain section of the cattle trail.

Burly Walt Frane and a younger
man, who resembled him—this was
Pete Frane—first came within the
vision of the wily Bell. Afraid that
Sleepy might whinny at the proximity
of other horses, Bell was squeezing
the bay gelding’s nostrils with his left
hand, his gun dangling in his right.
The Franes rode directly to the cabin,
with guns drawn, perhaps expecting to
find the stock detective asleep inside,
for anyone who had been within ear-
shot of last night’s bombardment
might well be excused for sleeping
past sunrise to catch up.

They flung down softly from the
saddle and Bell grinned to note their
extreme caution in pulling the latch-
string and entering. Out they piled in
a moment, the old pirate roaring.
“Well, he was here last night, awright;
you seen him plain as me, Pete.”

The younger man agreed, then
bent to feel the scattered ashes of
Bell’s breakfast fire; Pete announced
them warm and for sixty ticklish sec-
onds the Association rider thought
there would be an attempt to beat the
brush for him.

“Traveled when he heard us com-

in,” growled old Frane. “Well, he
showed sense there, °cause if ever |
meet up with him again, he’s my
meat. Mebbe he aint far away from
here, Pete, an’ mebbe he is, but we
can’t take the time to hunt for him
now. We’ll be late at the Agency as
‘tis. Let’s go drag them corpses over
to the sand ’fore the herd gits here.”

‘*Right-oh!” assented Pete, and
mounted.

A ND DRAG the corpses they did,
literally, hitching their lariats to

the lifeless bodies and hauling them
quicksand-ward. They could not all
have been Lazy F men, but the
Franes had the decency to bury all
alike. They also dragged the dead
steers and horses to one side of the
trail by the same method, and the rea-
son for this was that they feared the
carcasses might cause uneasiness in
their own herd. There are times when
anything will start a stampede, even
an inanimate object, if some “spooky”
steer happens to look at it cross-eyed.
Soon afterward the cattle drifted
along the trail and, through a con-
stantly shifting haze of dust, Dave
Bell gazed upon filing “Lazy F”
brands for twenty minutes or so. Not
until the last of the herd had swum
the river did the cowboy detective
think of leaving the coppice. When he
did he was forking the handsome
California saddle and all set to run
the trail out. He was going to be on
hand at the beef issue and see what
was what with his own eyes. He had
a hankering to meet Val Horton, the

agent, described as “considabul ter-
rible” by Enoch Morse, of the
Cross M.

Not too closely did Bell trail the
trail drivers; the cattle were being
punched into a big corral when Bell
arrived within a mile of the Falling
Rock headquarters building; the cor-
ral had need to be spacious for the
longhorns must have totaled four hun-
dred at the lowest estimate and to the
last head they were shoved inside the
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enclosure by the Lazy F cowboys.
The Navajos had moved in en
masse from the edges of the reserva-
tion, ahorse and awheel. There were
almost as many battered Fords on the
agency grounds as ponies; the redman
and his squaw did not much resemble
the Indians of Buffalo Bill’s time, ex-
cept as to features and coloring. Their
attire was that of the civilized white,
ill-fitting, second-hand clothing. Many
of them wore sombreros, others old
black slouch hats; the women no
head covering whatever. Hardly a
blanket in the crowd, though this does
not mean they had ceased to weave
them—for the tourist trade.

Bell was not able to remark these
details, of course, until he had cut
down the greater part of that mile
referred to. There were a lot of gaping
whites from the neighboring town of
Rockmound and even a few cow-
punchers not of the Lazy F or anv
Basin outfit gathered to see the “fun,”
and the Association man felt that he
could approach and mingle with”this
gathering without fear of being spot-
ted by his enemies—if he were careful.
Walt Frane’s men had their work cut
out for them. The Navajos were im-
proving their opportunity to show off
before the white assemblage, racing
autos against ponies. Because of the
poor general condition of the “lizzies,”
the horses did not always lose.

Hairpinning his horse at the rear
of the lookers-on, with hat-brim pulled

well forward, Dave Bell had been
watching the Indian show-offs for
perhaps half an hour when Walt

Frane rode from the corral to the
Agency building, dismounted and dis-
appeared inside. When he reappeared,
two men were with him whom Bell
surmised were Val Horton, the agent,
and an assistant. The latter carried a
handful of what appeared, at the dis-
tance, to be pasteboard tags; these
were the numerically stamped tickets
which the selected heads of family
groups among the Navajos would pre-

sent at the corral for their allotment
of beef.

The races ended abruptly as the
agent, crowned by a white Stetson of
finest felt, stepped forth from his
office; the Indians needed no mega-
phone announcer to concentrate them
in a mob at the foot of the agency
steps. The tickets were passed around
and the group leaders at once sought,
ponies, pattered toward the corral and
lined up adjacent to it to await the
calling of numbers. The mob milled,
moved nearer these abreast-ranged
horsemen.

T-HE INDIAN AGENT, his assist-

ant and Walt Frane backed
mounts and loped through a lane
made for them by the red mob, halted
at the left of the corral gate, and the
sub-agent, after a conference over the
fence with Lazy F punchers inside,
yelled. “Number One!” A Navajo
pony rider quit the lineup and at the
same time the bucks and squaws com-
prising Number One’s “group” broke
from the crowd afoot and tracked in
his wake. The corral bars came down
and mounted cowpunchers hazed a
hesitant longhorn into the open. Once
outside, it tried to elude the whooping
group which awaited it. Contriving to
dodge even the ponybacker, the long-
horn led its would-be slaughterers a
merry run until one of them brought
the animal flopping down with a- rifle
bullet. Then the butcher-knives were
busy.

Ere this, group “Number Two” had
been called and another Lazy F beef
turned loose in their midst. Sometimes
the reds reserved the slaughtering for
another day, possibly having on hand
sufficient provender for immediate
use, and bunch Number Two was an
instance of this, for they herded the
lone dogie off alive. Claim tickets
Numbers Three and Four were called,
and then something out of the ordinary
hapoened.

Bell’s gaze had centered mostly on
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the corral and the white men working
there; the Navajo and the cattle did
not interest him. Not once was his
head turned to follow the flight of a
longhorn trying to evade the holder
of a ticket for its life; he had seen
too many beef issues to consider one
of them worth watching for itself
alone.

But he pricked up his ears and his
glance grew more intent at a sudden
commotion in the corral; the dust
swirled mightily as the cattle milled;
then, through the dropped bars of the
gateway bolted, not one, but four
longhorns, bucking and bawling like
critters fed on loco-weed.

The Indians scattered from the vi-
cinity of the big enclosure, the agent,
his assistant and Walt Frane spurred
away. Bell saw Lazy F cowboys ap-
pear at intervals on the top rail of the
corral, straddling it; they had leaped
there from pitching saddles out of
harm’s way. The bars to the only
opening in the big pen were aground,
there was nothing to prevent the
alarmed impounded herd from stam-
peding after the locoed four—and the
herd departed!

The eyes of Dave Bell narrowed to
slits; he thought he knew what was
going on and that appearances were
deceiving. If the Lazy F got ahorse
and headed the stampede, he was
wrong, but if they didn’t. .. He waited
tensely and watched, not the fleeing
herd, which was high-tailing over the
trail which it had traversed to the
Agency, but the cowmen at the corral
—and the agent, Horton. The excited
clamor of the Navajos and the scarce-
ly less noisy utterances of the white
gathering did not interfere with his
concentration. The several cowpunch-
ers among the lookers-on started up
their ponies to ride the stampede trail
and “lend a hand”; Bell imagined that
it would be healthier for them if they
took no part in proceedings. The
Franes wouldn’t take kindly to anv
helpful interference in- the “accident.”

It seemed that the Lazy F cow-
punchers were mighty slow getting to
their horses and away. Perhaps no-
body noticed it but Bell and the men
concerned in the scheme, for there was
a scheme in the wind.

“Them cattle,” thought Bell, “are
hotfootin” straight back to the basin;
an’ if the Franes dont spur up some,
the critters will be home a day ahead
of ’'em.”

This mental observation was occa-
sioned by the “lame wolf” gait of the
riders now stringing after the hard-
rolling dust clouds, raising some
clouds of their own which, to those
who could see no farther than the end
of nose, made it look as if they were
traveling at speed. Bell was not de-
ceived; he had surmised correctly,
first rattle.

With the Lazy F outfit cleared out
to the last man. Bell felt that he could
move about with less circumspection
than heretofore and so gave Sleepy a
light quirt-cut, riding away from the
arguing crowd of Rockmounders and
over toward the great empty corral.

The man with the white sombrero,
whom he supposed to be Val Horton,
had, ere this, ridden back to the
Agency building. He now stood on the
porch and was trying to shout down
the Navajos who clustered at the
steps waving uncollected tickets and
demanding beef for them. Finally
Horton could make himself heard and
although his words carried to the ears
of Dave Bell, they were in the Indian
tongue and the range detective didn’t
sabe Navajo. But he reckoned he
could pretty nearly bull’s-eye with a
guess the import of that speech, get-
ting a cue from the actions of the
Navajos. They were not at all satis-
fied.

In substance. Horton probably had
said: “What can | do about it? It is
not my fault if the cattle stampede
and cannot be rounded up. You saw
the cowboys try to stop them. None of
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you are starving, there are no empty
bellies among you. The White Father
at Washington has not given me
enough money to buy more cattle now;
if these cattle do not come back you
will have to wait until next beef issue.”

And, of course, the Lazy F herd
wouldn’t come back; it would be
thrown in with the rest of the brand
on the Frane’s range and doubtless be
resold at a later date. When a crooked
agent and crooked cattlemen, or other
contractors, were in collusion there
was no end of the ways in which the
Indians might be defrauded.

Such rank work as he had just wit-
nessed, particularly since one of the
plotters was a trusted official of
Uncle Sam, made Bell red-hot where
he knotted his bandanna. He intended
having an unpleasant word or two
with Mr. Horton when the Indians
cleared away from the front of the
agency.

The crowd began to dissipate when
he was halfway to the corral and he
noted the black scowls of the bucks
and squaws, who knew they were be-
ing cheated but were at a loss how to
go about righting their wrongs.

Bell’s gaze quit the shuffling figures
and swept the ground in front of his
slow-pacing horse. It was purely ac-
cident that he shifted his eyes at just
this moment; but he saw something
which engaged his interest and caused
him to lean from the saddle, right arm
at full stretch.

Erect in the saddle once more, he
looked at the object he had picked up,
a lobe of spiky cactus, beaten to pulp
by the cloven hoofs which had passed
over it; there was little doubt that a
keen knife had severed this piece from
the parent plant. Looking about him,
Dave Bell espied three other such
pieces of cactus trampled into the
earth, and he collected all, slipping
them in his coat pocket.

He now understood the reason for
the frantic bawling and bucking of
those apparently demented longhorns

which had precipitated the stampede;
a chunk of sharp-spined cactus had
been tucked under the tail of each,
falling to the ground very soon after
through the violent antics of the cat-
tle; but the mischief aimed at by the
Lazy F boys had been done by then.

When Bell looked toward the agen-
cy again, Val Horton and his white
hat had disappeared indoors. Straight
for the porch headed the cowbov de-
tective, his expression sardonic. Tying
up at the hitching-bar. Bell trailed his
spurs up the steps and into the office.
He entered boldly, as one who had
the right to be there and who was bent
on transacting important business,
which was quite true.

The office was empty as he stepped
into it, but the man with the white
sombrero appeared through a doorway
to the right almost at once, wining a
sleeve across his mouth as if the
jingling spurs of the intruder had in-
terrupted a drink.

“Howdy?” said Bell, in not the
pleasantest tone of greeting. "You the
agent, Val Horton?”

White Sombrero nodded, showing
some resentment of the other’s tone
and peering at the wind-roughened
brown face beneath the forward tilted
Stetson. “You one of the Lazy F
men?” he hazarded.

“Nary an' not any, | ain’t cussed
enough. Say, Horton, | reckon some
higher-up of Uncle Sam’s would’ve en-
joyed watchin’ the show you an’ Franc
put on a while ago—it sure tickled me!
I've heard o’ stampedin’ beef issues
before, but never saw it put over till
today—an’ you used a new trick,
hangin’ hunks o’ cactus under them
dogies’ tails. Usually there’s a passel
0’ rogue critters in the beef bunch to
start things hummin’, or so | been
told.”

\fAL HORTON face was livid and
* his eyes afire. “What the hell do
you mean—and who are you?” He
swept the right side of his coat back
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from the holstered Colt on his thigh
and his hand dropped upon the stock;
it was a motion swift as lightning and
probably Val Horton was just as quick
on the draw.

“You let that gun be, Horton, or I’ll
rake your guts to slivers before you
can smell smoke!” Dave Bell made no
move to unlimber his own shooting-
iron; he pushed his hat off his eves
with his left hand, so that the Indian
agent would get the full benefit of his
menacing expression. Bell could look
like the devil’s right bower when he
wanted to and this was a time that he
did. He thrust that left hand into a
side pocket of his coat as Horton “let
his gun be” and stood irresolute; he
produced the pieces of cactus and
flung them on the agent’s desk, hard-
by. “There’s evidence | know what I’'m
palaverin’ about! It’s a dang wonder
the Navajos don’t hamstring you for
such cheatin—reckon they would if
thev thought they could get away with
it!”

Val Horton was so infuriated by this
stranger’s audacity that, for a moment,
he couldnt speak; there was suspicion
and something very akin to dread in
his heart, though he was not a coward
ordinarily. Who was this hard-faced
fellow in puncher clothes with a
puncher dialect and eyes that evident-
ly missed nothing—some agent of the
government spying on him?

“Who are you?”

“Well, | aint Cupid exactly,” re-
torted the range detective; “but | am
a kind of heart specialist, at that,” he
added, repressing a grin. “l knows one
cure for all bad hearts an’ | totes the
instrument in leather here. No matter
who | am, Mr. Val Horton, |’m ontuh
your game an’ I’'m recommendin’ that
vou mend your ways before it’s too
late.”

“Threatening me?”

“Take it as you like; I'm a full-
growed man an’ so are you. Lemme
advise you to quit doin’ business with

the Lazy F—though | don’t reckon
they’ll be in business theirselves much
longer—an’ try Enoch Morse’s beef,
for your own health’s sake! You
know Enoch? Nice fella.”

“Oh, just advertising the Cross M
brand, are you?” said the agent, un-
able to deny the evidence of the tram-
pled cacti and likewise at fault in get-
ting the other’s true measurements.
He was crazy to heave a gun on Bell,
but afraid the latter would beat him
to the trigger-drag, unless—unless he
could be made to fall for a whiskered
trick. The agent lifted his burning
glance past the resolute figure of
Bell, and said in an altered tone, as if
addressing someone at the door, “You
Injuns keep out of here; |I’'m talking
business with this gent.”

Dave Bell grinned widely. “Ask
your Injuns yonder to holler ‘boo’ at
me. Nope, ain't nobody there, you
thievin’ sneaky kiote! Today’ not my
day for bein’ fooled. Answerin’ your
last question, 1 am boostin” Cross M
stock; 17d like to see that Morse fella
make the grade. His beef will cost
more than Lazy F or Rafter J stuff. |
reckon, but not more than what Uncle
Sam is ready an’ .willin’ to pay. Uh
course, there wont be no rake-off for
you, an’ | misdoubt Enoch would low-
er hisself to stampede a issue; but it’s
up to you to turn honest sudden or
turn in vour resignation—no, 1’'m not
savin' who | am or what, but,- fella,
you think hard! Adios!”

Bell began to back toward the
front door, while the Indian agent
stood as if riveted through the boot-
heels to the floor. The cowboy detec-
tive wondered where Horton’s assis-
tant had gone as he oozed onto the
porch; he was making a fine target of
himself if the fellow was inclined to
the practise of snining. As soon as he
was past the door-frame, Bell whirled,
looking in front and to the right and
left of him. There was no enemy lurk-
in" on the porch or ne*r it.

Standing thus, with  shoulders
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pressed against the wall of the build-
ing, he detected the sound of softly
tinkling footsteps through the open
door of the office, which announced
that the agent had not given up the
idea of trying to “get” his somewhat
mysterious visitor. The Association
rider was running a bluff on Val
Horton; Dave Bell had no real author-
ity to interfere in the business of a
government agent, even though it were
not being honestly conducted. It
seemed that the bluff was going to
work, but not exactly as Bell had in-
tended; in other words, Val Horton
considered him a spy in the pay of
the Department of Indian Affairs at
Washington, posing as a cowpunch,
and was eager to raise the “spy’s” hair
rather than to “turn honest,” as Bell
had expressed it.

TTHE CLINK of Bell’s spurs as he

walked along the porch—backward
and facing the door—Ilured on Mr.
Horton and suddenly he bulked in the
doorway, his pistol out and lined for
a quick, fatal shot. The range detec-
tive’s moving feet stilled. His own wal-
nut-handled gun was aimed from hip-
level and there was a sardonic grin on
his countenance.

For a full moment the men faced
each other in silence, then Bell ad-
vanced with the remark: “I knowed.
just as sure as sheep.stink, that you’d
try some backhand play. Gimme that
shootin™iron; you ain’t trustworthy’n
a ten-rattle side-winder.”

Again Mr. Horton had nothing to
say, but his silence was of the kind
known as eloguent and the predomi-
nant emotion it expressed was despera-
tion. He had the evil eye that moment,
had Mr. Horton. But he didn’t attempt
to fire his gun or cling to it when
Bell reached and closed the fingers of
his left hand on the barrel, jerking it
sharply forward and down.

“There’ll be more to this,
you!”

“Sure,”

damn

agreed Bell, cheerfully.

“You best shuffle inside, sink a slug
0’ whiskv, an’ begin that hard thinkin’
| advised.”

He turned and went down the
Agency steps, pausing on the bottom
one to wheel and say, “I’'m drannin’
this gun over at the corral; by the
time you can put vour hands on it
again, Il be plumb out o’ range.”
Then he went onto the hitclnng-bar,
slipped the knot of Sleepv’s reins and
rose to the leather. Rapidly he rode
corralward, looked back at the figure
in the office doorway as he flipped
Horton’s gun to the sod; and then,
with a flirt of the hand, pushed on
around the rudely circular pen.

Not ten minutes after Bell had dis-
appeared from sight, and while the
agent was feeding his violent humor
with “sure-shock” whiskey, two dere-
lict specimens of humanity sifted into
the office, dusting ragged chaps with
double-thonged quirts.

Cash Beaston and One-eye Jones.
The agent could scarcely credit his
eyesight—and good fortune—when he
saw them shamble in upon him, grins
spreading in a growth of whiskers on
the face of each.

He plied them with white mule—he
didn’t drink that kind of stuff himself
—put yellow boys in a grimv paw of
each and set them on the trail of Bell.
As craven hearts they had slouched
into the agencv; as firewater warriors
they spraddled forth to their waiting
ponies. Easily the renegades nicked un
the hoofprints of Sleepy and pursued
them at a rattling gait, battered Win-
chester repeaters across their saddle-
horns.

JNHOW, WHITE mule is an uncertain

1 kicker; not all men are struck
alike by the lightning. While it had
the effect of maintaining uppermost
the worst in Beaston and Jones—and
rendering them forgetful of sheriffs
and other lesser law-dogs—it also
moved them to song. They never
thought of being cautious, but split
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their lungs along the trail like a brace
of wind-broken saddle troubadours.
The marked man of “White Sombrero”
heard them coming sometime before
he saw the minstrels.

“Val Horton sure has set his heart
on havin’ me rubbed out!” grinned
Dave Bell.

He was riding toward a string of
three buttes when he first became
aware of pursuers. Behind him was a
long ridge and the singing ruffians
were down the far slope, coming up
to the crest, where they could not see
him. He touched up Sleepy and the
bay gelding streaked for the buttes,
arriving in the shadow of the foremost
miniature hill two minutes ahead of
the trail tramps’ appearance- on the
ridge-top. Bell reined in his horse at
the butte’s base, slid from the saddle
and peered around the bulging shoul-
der of vermilion rock.

Like two hell-bent  whirlwinds.
One-eye and Cash were tearing down
the ridge-slope which faced the butte.
They had left off yelling trail songs
and were whooping—just whooping.
Bell guessed why.

“Seems like everybody’s got the
bushwhackin’ habit in this dang coun-
try, so | might as well fall in line.”
murmured the cowboy detective. He
took special note of the rifles bran-
dished by Beaston and Jones, and was
glad he had not been caught unawares
in the open; he, himself, couldn’t
have done anv accurate gunwork at
over fifty yards.

Bell had no intention of Killing
these trail tramps, although they un-
doubtedly sought his life. In the first
place, they were crazy drunk and un-
accountable for their actions; in the
second, they were but the tools of an-
other man who would rather risk their
hides than his own.

Unstrapping the rope from his sad-
dle, Bell spread a wide noose, tossed
his hat aside and circumspectly
projected his head ’round the base of

the butte to ascertain how much near-
er the ruffians had come.

They had covered quite a bit of
ground since he last gazed upon them,
though it had been a matter of but
two or three minutes. Such hell-for-
leather riding!—and yells fit tc stiffen
the hair of a tounee! The seasoned
plainsman, Dave Bell, grinned wider
than ever as he drew back his head,
shaking his loop full spread upon the
sun-baked earth. Clatter! clatter!
clatter! pounded the pony hoofs, like
unshod lightning. The vyelling welled
louder; Bell crouched, his grin gone,
watching tensely for pony legs—they
whisked into view, working furiously
—the over-quirted little animals had
become infected with their riders’
stampeded spirits.

CXPERTLY Bell performed a trick

which brings handclaoping from
the rodeo crowds; the broad noose
leaned off the ground as if it were it-
self alive and snared the forelegs of
both ponies, well above the fetlock.
That portion of the lariat held by Bell
surged taut across a hip braced to
withstand shock and in a twinkling of
the celebrated eye, ponies and riders
were floundering in a dust veil of their
own creation.

Gun gripped in his right hand, a
small rock in his left, Bell leaped into
the haze of alkali to complete the job
so favorably begun. One-eye and Cash
had just escaped being pinned under
their falling ponies; but a miss was
as good as a mile to these leather and
rawhide beings and, quicklv as Bell
charged in, following the jerk-down,
the trail tramps were scrambling erect,
full of fight, particularly Cash Beas-
ton, who had not lost grip of his Win-
chester. Cash, therefore, constituted a
more immediate menace than One-eve
because of his armed state. Bell did
not try to reach and gun-tap him—the
stone for Beaston! The cowbov hurled
it forcibly. Cash didnt see the stone
leave Bell’s hand and his hsad was
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swimming anyway; he couldn’t have
dodged in time, even prewarned. The
rock, kissing his forehead, flattened
him abruptly. He lay back sighing—a
or grunting—as if tired of life.

Once lie had flung the stone. Mr.
Bell did not wait to witness the result
before transferring his attention to
One-eye, Esquire. One-eye was all this
saddle-rover had. to be sure, but he
had no need of two to locate the spot
where his Winchester shot sun-ravs
from a polished barrel. Bell got to the
rifle first by a long leap, came down on
it with both feet and leaning, stopped
the working of what little mind One-
eve possessed with a swift bat of his
Colt.

The ponies of the trail tramps had
gotten to their feet, though still
tangled up in Bell’s rope. Each packed
a center-fire saddle and coiled rawhide
in the tie-leathers. As his eye passed
from the supine ruffians to the Kick-
ing ponies. Bell was hit by the notion
how, best to dispose of Messrs. Beas-
ton and Jones; he’d send them back
to the agency and let Val Horton see
that odds counted for nothing in the
life of Dave Bell. It should impress
the Indian agent.

Not many minutes later. One-eve
and Cash, still unconscious, were
bound to ponybacks by the rawhide
lass-ropes. Bell faced the ponies in the
direction of the eridge, not doubting
that they would follow the trail back
to Falling Rock, and standing at their
tails, whacked rumps with his hat.
Cash Beaston came to his senses as
the ponies were leaping away and a
startled yell escaped him: his pony
ran the faster. One-eye joined in the
yelling before the horses had struck
the upgrade of the ridge and Bell,
grinning, picked up his lariat and be-
gan coiling it.

“My compliments to Val Horton,”
he muttered. “It’s plumb plain that
slick jasper ain’t aimin’ to mend his
ways—he’ll die in his boots yet!”

WESTERN ACTION

5.

HE RANGE detec-
tive was treading
the enemy’s terri-
tory again! It was
around eight or nine
otlock that night,
with the moon doing
her feeble best over
the Pintado Basin,
when he dismount-
ed from Sleepy in
the mesquite and stole toward the
Lazy F corrals, his destination, the
house.

Light shone forth from every front
window. Bell was interested to know
what was going forward at Frane
headquarters and contemplated an of-
fensive move. If there were not too
many of the hands about the ranch, he
would in all probability confront the
Frane family and have a show-down.
A visit to the Rafter J would be next
on the program if he lived through
the “interview” at the Lazy F.

Suddenly Dave Bell halted his ad-
vance and right hand streaked to Colt,
unslinging the weapon cocked. What
looked like the bent figure of a man
was crouched against the corral poles
twenty yards away. The click of the
thumbed hammer must have been
audible to the other stealthy snooper-;
there was an answering click from
where he stood.

Each man had the other covered
and neither could claim any advan-
tage accruing to himself alone. Thus
they were deadlocked a moment in
utter silence; then the man bv the
corral spoke, low-voiced, as if he
feared being heard at the house: “I’'m
willin” to eat lead if | can take you
along, you dang booger. ..”

Bell smiled in the dark and low-
ered his hammer to safety. “Nick, T
hadn't no idear it was you or |
wouldn’t ’a’ drawed. Put up your
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mhardware like I’'m puttin’ up mine.”
he suited action to word, “an’ I
shove in closer for a wau-wau. I’'m
tickled thin you wasn’t laid out cold
in the hellin’ last night.”

“Come on,” replied Nick Token, his
voice tinged with surprise; “my gun’s
up.” and Bell discerned his hand
moving holsterward. The first thing
Nick said, as the stock detective
crouched alongside of him, was. “You
might 'a’ gimme a tip last night that
them Franes was bushed-up by the
river.” His tone was reproachful.

“Boy, | didn’t know they was there
myself until the trap had been sprung;
wasn’t no man more surprised than
this hombre Bell. Tell you how it was
or what | figger from what happened
anyways.” And Bell did so, briefly as
he was able. He spoke of trailing the
Lazy F herd to the reservation and of
the various stirring occurrences there.

“That’s the Franes all over, the
damned crooks!” snarled Nick, and
the hands hanging at his sides knotted
into hard fists. “The crook of a agent
has been favorin’ them o’ late ever
since he—well, because he’s taken a
shine to my Kay, blast him to hellan-
gonel!”

He paused, choking, so great was

his fury. “Say, Bell, my dad was
knocked off last night—an’ Uncle
Lem an’ Uncle Henry. Though |

didn’t see _it happen, they must ’a’
been drove intuh the quicksand by the
cattle. You saw that fight, so vou
know how they got us on the run, bein’
caunht foul.”

“Yeh, that’s right, Nick. You hadn’t
much chance to rally, though I'm
bound to say you did some pretty
scrapoin’, you fellas. Well—that kinda
busts up your outfit, don’t if?”

“Does. Hardlv a man reached home
in the saddle last night. The lickin’
them Franes give us—I’m hatin’ like
sin to admit it!'—just about put the
f-U"N on t-n TWter J. Ain’t none o’
the Jolsens left but me; an’ the fellas

we hired, most of ’em, drifted today.
Shotwell Clay, the hombre whose
arms you busted, was one o’ the first
to clear out—he’d had a-plenty. They
all opined there’s no use fightin’ the
Franes any longer. But I'm stickin’,
to cut notches for ol’ Frane, an’ Pete
an’ Luke—if nothin’ else!”

“You don’t surprise me none,” Bell
said calmly, “but it’s a large order,
son. Mebbeso part o’ the reason you’re
Injunin’ °‘round here is to get word
with Kav; am | right?”

“You bet!” Nick’s tone was vehe-
ment, but not in the same way as
when he spoke of Kay’s father and
brothers. The boy’s affection for the
girl had not been displaced by the loss-
es he had sustained and Bell was
pleased by the discovery.

Dave Bell started to say something
when Nick grasped his arm and en-
joined him to listen. The staccato
drumming of a horse’s hoofs came
from afar, pulling steadily closer. The
two men in the corral’s shadow aired
much conjecture as to who was com-
ing before that party hove into their
field of vision; but with all their guess-
ing they had not hit anywhere near
the truth. The gleam of a white som-
brero crowning this horseman gave
away his identity as surely as if he

had been riding in broad daylight.
Val Horton, the Indian agent, of
course!

“Tie yourself to the ground, bov!”
warned Bell in a whisper as Nick,
snarling under his breath like a meat-
scenting  tiger, hunched forward.
“Wait an’ see what happens. Mebbe
he’s here on business.”

“Yehl—business 0’ making up to
my Kav!” gritted young Jolsen, but
he heeded Bell’s advice.

\7AL HORTON passed them by at
~ not more than a dozen yards and
kept on toward the ranch-house. After
he had ridden around the corner of
the main building they could not see
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him; but shortly following his vanish-
ment they heard the slam of a screen
door and the voice of Walt Frane wel-
coming his nocturnal visitor. Under
Bell’s hand, which rested on Nick’s
shoulder, they boy' fairly trembled
from the violence of his pent-up emo-
. tions, plain and fancy hatred.

And when, twenty minutes later,
Val Horton came forth again, accom-
panied by Kay Frane, the fat fell in
the fire! Val was leading his horse,
one arm thrust through the rein, the
other essaying to slide around the
waist of the girl who walked unwilling-
ly at his side. She s’de-stenppd nimbly,
pushing his arm down. Bell had al-
most to sit on Nick, to keep him from
rushing out and doing battle for his
woman.

“Wait—hear what they got to say!”
hissed Bell in the ear of the writhing
Nick, while holding a calloused hand
over the latter’s mouth.

The pair came a little way from the
house and stood bathed in moon-ray.
Val Horton was speaking, his white-
hatted head close to the girl’s. This
was agony indeed for the madly jeal-
ous Nicholas.

“Whether you want to marry me or
not, Kay, your father has promised
me you shall—and tomorrow is the
date set. Noon tomorrow, at the little
church in Rockmound. You don’t seem
a bit happy.”

“Happy, eh?” retorted the girl, in
tone witheringly scornful. “Why. you
sod-huggin’ snake, you’ve got nerve to
use the word to me! An’ say, Mr.
Horton, do you reckon |’m some help-
less kid to let them march me off to
marry you?”

“No, | don’t reckon that; but your
father guarantees delivery on time at
the church. Maybe he’s going to hog-
tie you— | don’t know.”

“We’ll see about that!” declared
Kay. “Such a man—willin’ to get
hitched up to a girl who has to be
hog-tied, like a sacrifice—an that’s

, what! Never heard the like. It don’t

make any difference that | hate you
like a nest o’ rattlers?”

“None at all. 1’ve busted the spirit
of more than one'squaw, and. ..” But
his anger was leading him into hazar-
dous channels and he chopped speech
suddenly.

“Squaw! You mean you've been a
squaw-man? Well, you don’t have to
answer— |’ll bet it’s true. Slipped oud
before you knew it, en? Let me tell
you one thing: if it should happen 1’'m
dragged to that church an’ the skv
pilot makes his little speech over us,
you can bank on it I won’t be your
wife anv longer than it takes me to get
hold of a gun.”

“You’ll kill yourself, eh?” With a
snarling laugh. “You must like me a
hean.”

“Not myself, no!— I'll drop you!”
That was the stuff!

Dave Bell's hand was held rather
loosely over Nick’s mouth and at this
utterance of the girl’s, young Tolsen
started to cheer. Quickly the range
detective tightened the grip of his
hand and the cheer was turned
into a most peculiar sound. The harm
was done, however, the noise reaching
the ears of Val Horton and Kav dis-
tinctly. Swiftly the Indian agent un-
slung his gun, demanding to know,
“Who the hell’s that?”

Neither he nor Kay could make out .
the crouching figures, so deep was the
shadow by the corral. There was no
immediate reply to Horton’s chal-
lenge and Kay stood for a moment un-
decided whether to try and prevent
the agent from shooting or not. She
was thinking of Nick. If that was
Nick. ..

Dave Bell .was whispering in the
boy’s ear: “Hell’s gonna cut loose
now! You lay low here an’ likelv
they’ll pass you by if I show myself
an’ draw Horton after me. All the
Franes will come in on the plav but
Kay. You try to see her, boy, an’ per-
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suade her to go away with you tonight.
Come past the Halfway Shack on your
way outta the basin, ‘cause | figger to
be there an’ wantuh know how you
make out. Quick, say ‘yes!””

For answer Nick shoved his right
hand into Bell’s horny clasp. They
shook and Bell flung away from the
shadows, conjuring pistol from belt.
Val Horton was repeating “who the
hell,” but not moving a step to find
out, when the six-gun of Bell roared.
The while sombrero slewed to the
back of Mr. Horton’s head and fell
off into the dust. His pride had fallen!

“Tag! Youre it, squaw-buster!
Chase me!” shouted Bell; and turned
to run for his horse, a hundred yards
away in the mesquite, as he heard the
slamming of the ranch-house door and
the thump along the porch of many
booted feet.

Bell topped Sleepy, who had been
dozing three-legged, and made sure
that the Indian agent and the men who
had reinforced him—the whole Frane
family, no doubt—got away from the
vicinity of that corral and on his trail
without discovering Nick Jolsen. Had
they stumbled upon Nick, Bell would
have ridden the back trail, gun crash-
ing! He streaked off into the main
basin trail, leading them with a fine
start toward the Halfwav Shack. The
Lazy F bunkhouse had vyielded its
quota to the party of pursuit, so that,
strung out, they covered a consider-
able strip of trail. Walt Frane, his
sons, Pete and Luke, and the rest of
them—uwith the exception of Val Hor-
ton—realized that Bell was hitting out
for the old “fort” by the quicksand,
and knew also that if he gained it
ahead of them they stood very little
chance of doing away with him this
night. Therefore, they spurred and
nuirted and all but cut their horses’
flanks to ribbons with steel teeth and
seasoned rawhide in a mad effort to
overtake him this side of the old Half-
way—all in vain |

Bell was dismounting at the shack
door while his pursuers were all of
half a mile down the trail. He laughed
aloud as he drove Sleepy into the cabin
and followed, lounging in the open
doorway, where the moonlight fell
aslant of his defiant figure, until the
galloping horsemen drew near enough
for him to salute them with the first
pistol shot he had fired since knocking
off Val Horton’s hat.

'T'HAT BULLET, zipping close to
Walt Frane’s head, caused the old
rustler to yank his horse around with
a savaire hand, and the incensed brute
was still dancing in circles when the
other riders piled past at ton speed,
shooting futilelv. The shack door
slammed, the bolt rattled into the
brackets, and Bell was well “forted.”

He swapped lead with them for up-
ward of an hour, poking his gun
through the loopholes which the
Franes themselves had gouged in the
log walls; he tallied often, as they
foolishly rode “Indian circle,” trying
to thrust rifle or six-shooter into one
of the loons. A Lazy F puncher, ham-
mering close, and dropping off his
horse cat-like, did succeed in thus in-
serting the barrel of his Colt, turning
it so that the bullet would rake the
shack’s interior at an angle. Dave Bell
came within a hair of impeding that
slug, for his back was toward the side
of the cabin on which the cowbov-
rustler stood. Springing across the
room and waiting silently below the
loophole, Bell shoved his own gun
through the instant the cowboy’s Colt
was withdrawn: and roar of gun and
yell of stricken human blended.

Walt Frane had known from the
first that he couldn’t win; and after
losses had dampened his ardor—
though hardly tempered his wrath—
he called his fighters off. They were
ready to quit. too. Bell would have
been a big handful for an army,
sheltered by those four scarred but
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stout walls. They didn’t sit down to
starve him out; nor did they try smok-
ing him into the open, refraining from
the latter expedient because they ex-
pected to use the shack again as a
line-cabin since the virtual blotting out
of the Jolsen spread. Walt firmly be-
lieved by now that Dave Bell was
either an Association rider or a Fed-
eral marshal and the breed of honibre
who would “infest” those parts, duty-
bent, until something “happened” to
him. Yes, old Frane was gambling
they’d meet again! running away now
assured fitness to fight on another day.

Bell stepped to the door, lifted the
bolt and flung it wide to shout derisive-
ly after the retreating horsemen while
they were y£t in pistol-shooting range.
Some about-faced in the saddle to look
back; but not a horse was turned from
the straight-away, nor was more pow-
der burned. This was due to muttered
order of old Walt Frane. baffled but
not beaten. As he jogged homeward
beside Val Horton, the Indian Agent
recounted the visit paid him that dav
by this same fighting fool of a Bell
and told how One-eve and Cash had
come back to the Agency roped to
their ponies and weaponless.

Half the night, Bell waited up for
Nick Jolsen to put in an appearance,
hoping that when the bov did come, if
at all, Kay Frane would be riding at
his side. When it was approaching
three o’clock in the morning, the range
detective concluded that Nick would
not show up. Something had hap-
pened; Bell hoped it was nothing very
serious. He got up from his seat in the
shack doorway, ground his tenth cig-
aret into the dirt beneath a heel and
turned to go in. Hoofbeats on the trail
below arrested his steps on the doorsill.
One horseman! Nick, no doubt. Bell
was slightly disappointed; to render
him completely happy there should
have been two horses coming. But per-
haps, the thought struck him, that one
horse was carrying double. He lifted

a hand to fend off the moonlight and
peered along the dark aisle. In a few
moments a horse and rider were cast
in silver as they pushed beyond the
shadowed area—and only one rider.

“Hell!” exclaimed Dave Bell, the
first assistant to Romance.

It was Nick Jolsen, sure enough, and
he was wounded. But not seriously. He
had managed to get to Kay’s side and
have about two words with her when
some Lazy F riders, returning from
the range, butted in and started chas-
ing him. His wound had been received
at the beginning of the fracas. He’d
got even for it during the running fight
which ensued by gunning two men out
of the saddle; was glad to say he
thought they would not recover. Cut-
ting off from joining Bell when he was
set upon, Nick had led his pursuers in
a circle, losing them at last and point-
ing for the Halfway Shack. The hard
riding had not improved the young fel-
low’s wound as Bell discovered when
he examined it in the cabin by candle-
light. A nasty hole in the shoulder,
which would prevent the use of his
left arm and hand for a time. The
cowboy detective washed and bound
it up. pondering the while.

“You didn’t get a chance to ask her
to run away, then?” inquired Bell,
breaking a long silence and patting
the neatly bandaged shoulder, not a
little pleased with his work.

“Nary chance. What am | goin’ to
do, Dave? | cant let her marry that
coyote of a Horton!” His eyes
flashed. “My right an’ shootin’ hand
aint crip. ..”

<<jLJOLD YOUR hosses, now,” inter-

A rupted Bell. “I think | see the
way to pilot you youngsters outta this
bog an’ on the happiness trail, an’
about all you’ll have to do is be on
hand to say ‘yes’ when the preacher
asks, ‘Do you take this woman for
your wedded wife?” Good thing we
overheard what we did, Nick, so’s we
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can dope out how to checkmate ‘em.
Weddin’ to take place at noon tomorra
in the church at Rockmound! We’ll be
in town lon" before that an” waitin’. |
reckon Walt Frane is the kind of hom-
bre to keep his word about producin’
the girl at the right time, even if he
has to hog-tie her, like the agent said.”

“He’ll do it, awright, damn him!”
snorted Nick.

“I'm glad—for this once. We won’t
have to worry none that Kay won’t be
on hand. Now, vou get seme sleen if
you can an’ I'll get some; we ain’t
got much time left for it an’ we'll need
all the strength we’re able to corral.
Wait a mo’. I'll fetch the blanket off
your saddle for a pillow.”

Nick didn’t get a wink of sleep,
however, his wound throbbed so, and
he looked more than a little haggard
when Bell turned sleep-heavy eyes on
him again at dawn.

“You ain’t presentin’ the picture o’
my idear of a bridegroom, son,” said
the cowboy detective, arising from his
blanket on the cabin floor and shaking
it out. “But after vouve et mehbe
you’ll feel better. Hold yourself to-
gether, for this is one o’ the red-letter
davs in your life.”

Shortly after nine o’clock they were
riding, knee and knee, up the wide
main street of Rockmound, situated
several miles north of Pintado Basin.
They had come in by a trail which,
said Nick Jolsen, led ultimately to the
Falling Rock Reservation, and Dave
Bell tucked the information in the
back of his mind for later use. That
other bridegroom would be coming
along this road soon, if he had not al-
ready done so.

Bell was keenly alert; really he was
obliged to supply the eyes for both of
them as Nick had a trifle of fever from
his wound. But nothing was to be seen
of Val Horton abroad, nor of the
Franes. Nick pointed out the church,
a small frame affair; and af,»wnd
the courthouse, when Bell asked him

where he intended securing a license.

En route to the courthouse they
stopped at a general store and Nick
purchased a green-gold wedding ring.
Out and into the saddles again; the
clerk at the courthouse was going to
refuse issuing a license with onlv one
of the parties to it present, until Bell
explained the circumstances.

“This marriage might have to be
pulled off with a rush, an’ the crackin’
0’ guns will likely take the place o’
ringin’ bells,” he concluded. “Nick,
you stav here whiles | do a mite o’
scoutin’.”

Nick required no more persuasion
than that, for the ride from the basin
had played hob with his strength. Dave
Bell quit the courthouse and visited
the two saloons which kept the town
from drying up. but Val Horton was in
neither of them. The cowboy detective
was striding forth to get his horse and
intercept the Indian Agent on the out-
trail when the patter of many hoofs
down street drew his gaze to a bunch
of horsemen entering town, preceded
by a buckboard. Walt Frane was driv-
ing the buck-wagon and in the rear
seat was Kay; she apneared to be tied,
though Bell could not be certain at. the
distance which then senarated them.
He swiftlv backed into the saloon and,
to lend an air of casualness to his
movements, lest there be friends of
the Franes at the bar behind Idm, he
rolled a cigaret while watching at the
grirnv front window for the buckboard
and horsemen to pass by.

AJERY SOON they moved into his

field of vision and it was fortunate
for him that thev customarily patron-
ized the saloon almost opposite rather
than the one in which he had taken
his stand, for only the buckboard went
as far as the church—the mounted es-
cort, consisting of Pete and Luke
Frane, and seven hard-baked cow-
punchers and gunmen, swung up to
the hitch-rack as they came abreast
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of it, slid down, tied and crowded in-
side for their “pain-killer.” The buck-
wagon, containing the grim, burly
Walt and the defiant Kay—she was
tied—rattled churchward; pressing his
face to the window-pane, Bell saw the
vehicle stop in front of it.

The attention of the barroom
loungers had been attracted ere this
and the comments they made upon
viewing Kay’s helpless state led the
cowboy detective to believe they would
dare to do battle with the Franes if a
competent man to lead them were at
hand. But Bell was determined to face
the issue alone at the start; if the
cards ran against him, then he might
try to ring in a little assistance. The
coming of so many Lazy F hands as
escort—or whatever the reason—was
unexpected, but, after all, would save
Bell a ride to the basin.

Walt Frane came out of the church
and trudged back up the street, along
the creaking sidewalk boards, before
Bell had vacated his original post in
the saloon window. Fie was careful not
to let the old pirate see him as Walt
flung a threatening glance at the star-
ing group in the saloon doorway, some
of its members spilled out upon the
stoop. No words were spoken but the
looks exchanged were dirty enough to
start something. “l’d admire to see
some’un grab that ol’ mosshead by the
horns an’ break- him!” one of the
group growled as Walt presented his
broad back to them and entered that
other whisky-mill.

Bell shouldered himself a lane
through the loungers to the board-
walk and bent his steps toward the
courthouse. He changed his course,
however, when he perceived, from the
tail of his eye, that one of the Lazy F
punchers had emerged from the saloon
across the way and was bow-legging it
rapidly in the direction of the church.
Bell crossed the street below the fel-
low, walked up an alley, then hastened
across the back lots to a rear window
of the church. He got there in time to

see the cowboy swaggering down the
aisle between the numerous rows of
long benches which served as pews.

Nearer to Have Bell, at the back of
the church, below a platform on which
was erected a rude sort of pulpit, were
two figures that claimed his attention
next. One was Kay Frane, her wrists
and ankles secured to chair-back and
chair-legs respectively: the other was
the minister, and despite his timid ap-
pearance he was fumbling at Kav’s
knots, as if to release her, when the
Lazy F puncher swung into the aisle.

“Hey, you let that rope be, damn
you!” barked the newcomer, when he
saw what the minister was about. He
yanked forth his gun and increased
the length of his stride. “The boss
reckoned, all of a sudden, you might
try somethin’ like that there an’ sent
me packin’ to ride herd on the lady
an’ voul”

“If you kill me there certainly won’t
be any marriage ceremonv today,” re-
torted the preacher, with surprising
calmness; yet he desisted from further
knot loosening.

“l don’t aim to lay you out cold,
only give you a wallop in the brain-
box to make you behave!” snorted the
hard-visaged cowpunch. He had
reached the pair by the pulpit and
roughly pushed the preacher to one
side, looking down at Kay with the
smile of a devil.

Dave Bell softly tried the window
with his left hand, found that it was
unlocked and raised it—or started to.
All three people in the church caught
the scraping sound of the sash in its
grooves and three pairs of eyes were
turned upon the intruder, the Lazy F
fellow facing to the rightabout with
gun lifted. But he was lined already,
that hard-boiled guy— Bells right
hand slid across the sill containing
iron, while- his left still gripped the
bottom of the sash.

“I'm cornin’ in,” spoke Bell, with a
nasty smile for the dumbfounded cow-
boy, “whether you like it or not! Hold
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steady—or better, leggo that smoke-
pole! I'm in a mean mood today, so
don’t over-wait your split second
limit!”

Very reluctantly he was accorded
obedience and then, in no time at all
it seemed, he was through the window
and in the church, standing by the lit-
tle group. He directed the minister to
attack those knots once more while he
held the Lazv F man passive under his
gun. Naturallv, Kay Fran e was de-
lighted, as well as amazed, to see him,
and her iov mounted when he told her
certain things. Presently the girl was
free of her bonds and the preacher
handed Bell the nieces of rone.

“With your permission, parson. Fd
like to tie this roughneck to one o’
your benches.” said Bell: and when
the preacher nodded quickly, the cow-
boy detective prodded the “hard one”
toward the first row of benches and

commanded him to stretch out on his
back.

JpiFTEEN minutes later Nick Jol-

sen had been smuggled into church,
and he and Kay were sitting on a
bench, deep in very important confab.
The bov had a high fever, the increase
no doubt due to the excitement under
which he labored. Kay was greatlv
concerned over his wound, although he
assured her it .was but a scratch. As
for Dave Bell, he had quit the scene
temporarily and gone on an errand of
which he would say nothing; but he
didn’t fool Nick or Kay as to what it
was.

Racking past the saloon to which
the Lazy F “wedding party” had re-
paired to tank up on rotgut. awaiting
the arrival of Walt’s selection of a
bridegroom. Bell pulled his hat low
and sunk the irons in Sleepy, not wish-
ing to be recognized prematurely. He
intended throwing a gunning party for
the Lazy F. but not for a little while
yet; he knew that Val Horton hadn’t
arrived or there would have been a

concerted movement of the outfit
from saloon to church.

Nursing the knowledge of Val’s
tardiness—somewhat thankfully, it is
true—the stock detective raised the
dust along that trail which Nick had
said terminated or at least went by
the Agency, in a quest of the belated
bridegroom. He had covered not more
than a mile, when, rounding a bend in
the road, he perceived the trail bevond
whipped into a flurry of alkali by
three riders—two pursuing one! The
foremost and lone rider was Val Hor-
ton. his pursuers were Bell’s singing
trailers of yesterday. The range detec-
tive comprehended nothing of the sit-
uation except that the saddle trouba-
dours—he knew them not by name—
seemed to have turned to bite the hand
that hired them.

As a matter of fact, Val Horton had
fired One-eve Jones and Cash Beas-
ton; booted them, while drunk, down
the Agency steps and ordered their
vanishment, never to show face again
around Falling Rock, because of their
failure to bring him a report of Dave
Bell’s taking-off. But One-eye and
Cash were not to be so easily disposed
of; this morning, back-along, they had
attempted to bushwhack Horton, and
failing, rolled tail after him hotly. Vet,
forking a superior breed of horse, he
was steadilv drawing awav from the
vengeful trail tramps, on the point of
bidding them “adios!”

Bell drew rein, passing a hand
thoughtfully across a whiskery chin
and observing: “Them saddle bums
could take a Killin” off my hands if
only their ponies was faster or their
shootin’ surer.”

AHOW AND again there sounded the
A A crackling explosion of a rifle in
that fog of alkali rearward of the
agent: but there was no evidence of
bullet finding billet— Horton's horse
never faltered in its racing stride.
Ordinarily One-eye and Cash were ex-
pert at hitting stationary targets or
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moving ones; but there was some
white mule still in their systems to in-
terfere with accuracy. Bell got down
from the saddle, slowly drew his Colt
and threw the long barrel across the
crooked elbow of his left arm.

“l dunno what-for they’re chasin
him, but likely it’s somethin’,” he mut-
tered. “Nothin’ white ‘bout none o’
the three an’ I’'m hopin’ they slide to
hell together—here’s a shot for law
an’ order, sure!”

His lips were a thin, grim line as he
“beaded” on the Indian agent’s mount.
Horton had been sixty or seventy
yards away when Bell dismounted:
when the cowpuncher’s .45 bellowed,
but forty yards separated them and
Val Horton was gazing pop-eyed at
the fellow who patently barred his wav
—recognition of that threatening fig-
ure roused Horton’s apprehension as
much as the fact that Bell was finger-
ing a gun. A flash, a roar, blended
light and sound—Bell had drilled the
agent’s leaping horse! As it plunged
down, the rider untangled feet from
stirrup-irons and sprang clear. He
fired at Bell—missed. The range de-
tective did not move, did not return
the shot. One-eye and Cash were
spurring madly, shouting joyously.
Val Horton was running, cursing eve-
rybody, when the dust clouds pushed
by the trail tramps rolled alongside
him. He was enveloped by that dust,
hand-guns boomed, but Bell did not
stand to see what should be revealed
when the stirred alkali settled. He
wheeled and mounted and rode off
townward, not once looking back.

Again he risked trailing through
main street ahorse, heading for the
church, and was pleased to note that
the yelling and gunplay on the out-
trail had not caused any stir in Rock-
mound. Possibly concentration on the
friendly glass accounted for the lack
of interest. He flung groundward at
the hitching-bar by the church, tying
Sleepy next to the buckboard team.

A few minutes later Nick and Kay
were made man and wife in the pres-
ence of Dave Bell and the squirming
Lazy F prisoner on the bench, who be-
sides being roned hand and foot, was
neckerchief-gagged, which did not pre-
vent his seeing and hearing every-
thing, and that was all that was re-
quired of him as a witness. The newly-
weds were more than a trifle nervous,
though also deliriously happy, as they
faced Bell and received his congratula-
tions.

“Don’t look so medium-sick, folks.”
said he; “I’m takin’ a li’l pasear
down-street an’ | expect to fetch you
back good news. Stay right here till
you see me again.”

“Let me...” began Nick, knowing
quite well what Bell’s destination and
errand were.

“Which | should say not!” cut in
the range detective, and whirled on
jingling heels and quitted their pres-
ence swiftly.

Kay was deathly pale as she laid
her head on her husband’s breast, but
not a word did she utter.

NAVE BELL examined his six-

shooter as he rattled the sidewalk
boards in the direction of that saloon
where the Lazy F forces were drinkin’
to Kay’s health—and their own. FTe
made absolutely certain that the fit of
his gun in the holster would not slow
up his draw. Here was the saloon en-
trance; he turned inside, without
pause, and the men bucking the bar
looked around lazily—or hazily—at
his musical entry.

An oath boomed through the room
and Walt Frane, who had given vent
to it, swung away from the mahoganv
and faced Bell with fingers clawing
gunstock. Pete and Luke Frane slinned
up on either flank of their saddle-
legged sire, in copied attitudes of
menace, almost before Bell could
open his mouth to say, ringingly:

“Frane, | just been witnessin’ the
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marriage o’ your Kay to Nick Jolsen,
as good a man as ever rode the Pintado
Basin if you give him half a chance to
be honest! What | aim to learn is
this: you gonna call off this feud busi-
ness, traipse up to the church an’ give
Kay an’ Nick your blessin—or walk
intuh my smoke?”

Walt Frane wasnt half a minute
making up his mind; he hardly cred-
ited this stuff Dave Bell was telling
him, but he had honed to kill Bell
ever since the first day they met and
the opportunity to do so seemed rosy-
He started to pull—never finished.
Bell’s right hand was sight-baffling;
the iron he had seemingly conjured out
of the air vomited a long flame, smoke-
wreathed. Walt Frane jarred the floor
as he stretched upon it, a hole between
his eyes; and again did the floor-
boards tremble as Pete and Luke, the
latter getting in the only shot to the
credit of the Franes, crumpled up be-
side their lawless daddy. Three leaden
slugs had sped to the mark fatallv
from Bell’s gun in almost the batting
of an eye!

ITTHE COWBOY detective’s left arm
A hung broken by the bullet out of
Luke Frane’s six-shooter, but his
voice was steady and held no hint of
suffering as he focused steely gaze on
the rest of the Lazy F outfit. They
were trapped -in an unenviable position
when the gunplay began.

Now it was over and they had not
been hurt and surely they breathed
easier on that account; but their sur-
prise at Bell’s temerity in out-facing
single-handed the dread Frane trio
had mounted to amazement as they
beheld the ace of Kkillers and his two
sons down—down, never to get up
and make Pintado Basin trails run red.
To Bell’s even-toned speech they
harkened most attentively.

“If there’s any hornbre would like
to grab the end o’ the handkerchief
the Franes has dropped, let him or

them reach lively, 'cause I'm in the
humor to oblige now. Should it be that
nobody’s gainsayin’ | salivated them
terrible Turks for the good o’ Pintado
Basin. 1'm invitin’ every man in here
who rides a Lazy F hoss to walk out
an’ fork it an’ ride so damn far awav
he’ll forget he ever heard the name
Pintado. Am | makin’ myself plumb
clear?”

And the biggest surprise of all was
that they went. A crew of as tough
citizens as ever hired out their guns,
trooped wordlessly to their horses,
mounted and laid on the quirt. They
left at the hitch-rack four horses bear-
ing the Lazy F brand. Bell was leading
one of these ponies as he stalked
back to the church, for the prisoner
on the bench should have the same
chance as his mates.

Already Bell was thinking of mov-
ing on Arizonaward; the purpose for
which he had dallied in the basin had
been accomplished, the Franes un-
wittingly aiding him when they all but
wiped out to a man the tribe of Jolsen.
And Bell had attended to the case of
the Franes, staining his hands with
the blood of Kay’s unnatural father
and brothers to save her husband from
cutting those same notches (or what
was more likely, prevented Nick’s un-
timely demise). Bell felt entirely justi-
fied in what he had done, from first
to last; he knew that the only way to
make peace, sometimes, is first to
make war.

VTICK AND Kay Jolsen stood be-
A ' side Dave Bell in the office of\
Rockmound’s physician— Bell was
the first patient Doctor Tupper had
had in two months. A hardy breed,
the Westerners; their few and far
between  sicknesses were usually
fatal; in other words, lead-poisoning
cases developed beyond a physician’s
ability to cure. The cowboy detective’s
outing shirt was off and a bandage on
his left arm, over splints, was assum-
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ing goodly proportions as the doctor
unwound and rewound length after
length of gauze. Nick, urged by Kay
and Bell, was going to have Tupper
look at his shoulder.

“You oughta be able to round up a
fair-sized herd from the leavin’s o’
Lazy F an’ Rafter J,” remarked Bell,
glancing up suddenly at Nick and his
wife.

They agreed he was right. Theyd

“Lazy J,” said Nick.

“Dont start that feud all over
again, kids,” broke in Bell. “Both
them brands got a bad name in these
parts—why not start fresh with, say,
a Heart-in-a-Box iron? Kinda ’nro-
priate. huh?” he grinned as they
turned smiling faces his wav.

“Heart-in-a-Box is good,” smd Kay.

“That’s what,” Nick agreed.

“I’'m some peacemaker.” Dave Bell

have to hire an entire new crew of commented, as if to himSidf.
hands. .. Now, what brand. ..

“Let’s use the Rafter F,” said Kay. your coat, Nick!”

You've Convinced
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right, doc. that feels fine. Skin outa



LAWMAN'’S

SALVATION

by T. R

Young

The man-hunting jobs that
Deputy Marshal Will Evans
jumped to grab wouldn’t help
the bitterness in him — they
were just a brief escape . , .

ol

EPUTY U. S. MARSHAL Will

Evans gently flicked the short

riding whip across his mare’s
flank. She reared her head erect and
picked up a brisk pace. The sharp
ringing of the anvil ceased as the
blacksmith looked up and curiously
watched him pass. Will hung the
looped end of the quirt’s handle
around the horn. Two old-timers sit-
ting on a wooden bench in front of
Bart’s General Store stopped their
daily gab to stare at him.

VBIl patted the mare’s neck, and
rode on up the single street. He was
a man who didn't believe in wearing
spurs that could dig out an animal’s
belly. Will wore no visible side arms,
but carried a small, loaded revolver in
a shoulder holster under his buckskin
jacket. The red glow from the setting
sun reflected brightly against the
badge pinned on the jacket's front. He
felt a sudden longing in his heart as he
watched a young woman hanging out
a wash up the slope to his right.

For almost five years, he saw some-
thing of Elbe in every woman that he
looked at. He knew this job he had
jumped to grab wouldn’t help the bit-
terness within him; it was just another
means of a brief escape. Tomorrow al-
ways faced him.

He saw the weather-beaten building
that was the doctor’s office and reined
up behind the harnessed buggy. Will
went inside and made a brief acquain-
tance with Uoc Miller. He soon came
back out, mounted his mare, and slow-
ly rode on up the street. It was a sort
of future insurance he made before
each new job. There was always the
likely chance of gunplay and Will felt
better knowing there would be a doc-
tor in the vicinity.

The short, fat proprietor of the
Gold Nugget Saloon looked up at him
as he casually leaned against the brass
rail. The saloon keeper’s blue, active
eyes focused on the shiny badge for a
moment, then he said, ‘“Marshal
Evans?”
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Will nodded. The man pushed a bot-
tle and a clean glass in front of Will.
“Drink?” the man said.

“yeah,” said Will. “Yeah, | suppose
s0.” He glanced around at the four or
five patrons in the house. Will turned
his attention back to the proprietor.
“You're Cole Lowry?”

The man acknowledged with a mo-
tion of his hand. He turned and
reached for something in a low cabinet
behind him. Cole Lowry handed it to
Will. “I don’t know too much about
this Jessie Spears character. Jessie
comes in here two or three nights a
week. This started, oh, some six or
eight weeks ago.” Will fingered the
black neckerchief more carefully.

Will said, “Don’t seem logical the
Phantom Kid would wear this over his
face. It’s silk. This is part of a wom-
an’s apparel.”

Cole Lowry gestured affirmatively
with a sweep of his hand. “That’
what Ching Lo kept telling me,” he
said. “Naturally, that scarf don’t prove
Jessie is the Phantom Kid.”

“Naturally,” said Will, slowly re-
moving his badge and shoving it down
in his jacket pocket. “Who’s Ching Lo,
Lowry?”

The proprietor pointed his finger
down the bar. “Over yonder,” he said.
“The Chinaman cleaning those tables.
He’s a sort of right hand around here.”

ILL WATCHED the small
Chinese at work. Ching Lo looked
up. His round face was jovial. Cole
Lowry waved him over. The Chinese
carefully placed his things on the ta-
ble, then came at a stiff, brisk walk.
He made a quick, formal bow, and
smiled broadly. “Yes, Mista’ Lowry?”
Cole Lowry leaned closer over the
bar. “This is Marshal Evans, Ching
Lo. Few people knows he’s here. Let’s
us keep it that way. He’s come all the
way from Cedar Rapids to put a hook
on the Phantom Kid.”
The Chinese nodded. “My honor-
able ancestors have taught this humble
servant that his empty head contains

nothing.” He looked up and grinned
at Will.

Will couldnt help but laugh. Ching
Lo acted pleased that his humor was
being appreciated. “I am at your dis-
posal, Marshal Evans. It is indeed a
rare occasion that Bear Creek is fre-
quented by a man of your position.”
He made another formal bow. “It is
hoped that my unskilled humor may
continue to erase the years of worry
from your face. And now if you will
kindly excuse this one, he will return
to his work.” Ching Lo faded back-
ward and departed. A puzzled frown
creased Will’s face as he curiously
watched the Chinese resume his work.

Cole Lowry shrugged his massive
shoulders and jokingly laughed. “That
Chinaman thinks he’s a philosopher of
all man's troubles. If you listen to him,
Evans, he’ll be predicting your future
life. Just another dumb Chinaman.”

Will looked over the rim of his glass
for several moments. Serious thoughts
were flashing through his mind.
“Yeah?” he finally said. “Maybe
Ching Lo is not so dumb after all. He
seemed to be doing a pretty good job
of mind reading. My mind.” Will fold-
ed the silk scarf and stuffed it down

in his pocket.
Cole Lowry rubbed his thick chin
and nodded. “It’s possible, Evans.

Ching Lo was the one that saw Jessie
Spears drop that scarf. It must have
happened when Jessie pulled out sgme
money to pay for the drinks he and
his friends were having. Jessie left
pretty quick after that. He hasn’t been
back too often since then, | guess he
missed that black neckerchief and fig-
ured he might have dropped it in
here.”

Will took a quick sip of his drink.
“Ching Lo gave it to you after Jessie
left?”

Cole Lowry frowned. “No, Evans.
Not right away. | saw him pick it up
and he seemed awfully worried about
what had just happened.”

“Oh?” said Will. He slowly began
rolling a cigaret. Will hesitated before
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licking the paper. “From the reports
we’ve received in Cedar Rapids, the
Phantom Kid has been riding the hills
and plains at night now for some three
or four years. He’s a lone wolf, but
not a killer. Of all the reports we've
received since | took this job, there’s
never been the mention of the Kid’s
shooting at any one. He grabs off a
few head of cows, maybe a few horses,
and that’s all until the next report
comes in. Then the cattle market drops
out of sight and every rancher for five
hundred miles around wants the Phan-
tom Kid’s hide.”

He quickly finished the cigaret and
stuck it in his mouth. “The Kid’s
become a thorn in the rancher’ side
and they want him stopped, not that
I can’t blame them. The Kid, who-
ever it is, has broken the law. | read
your long letter several times. Lowry.
What you said concerning Inis Jessie
Spears character has me deeply puz-
zled. Is there any other habits you've
noticed queer about Spears?”

Cole Lowry rubbed hard on his
thick jaw. He glanced up at the kero-
sene lamps attached in a circular row
atop the low slung wagonwheel. Then
he lowered his head and tapped
thoughtfully on the bar. “Jessie has
several minor quirks. He can’t, for one
thing, roll a cigarette like most men.
Acts more like a kid. Jessie don’t look
to be no older than a kid. Always
wears a long’ doeskin jacket and a big,
white hat. 1’ve never seen him take
the jacket or hat off. Seems to be al-
ways trying to hide behind them. He
keeps his distance from the others.
Grabs a table in the far corner and
sits there alone for an hour or so.
There was once a young punk in here
that tried to make a name for himself
at Jessie’s expense.”

VVTILL EXHALED a puff of smoke.
7 “What happened in that incident,
Lowry?”

“Jessie busted the punk’s hand whh
a .44 slug,” said Cole. “l never saw
a faster draw come from nowhere be-

fore. | think Jessie carries a Colt on
his left hip. It was one hell of a cross
draw, Evans.”

Will ground out the cigaret butt.
“Anyone know what this character
does for a living?”

Cole shrugged. “Not for certain.
Some say he comes from the Settle-
ment of Shepherd Hills.”

“What’s that?”

“A range of mountains north of here.
A group of sheepherders have been
raising sheep up there for several years
now. Some say that Jessie may be one
of them.”

“But no one knows for certain?”

“There’s only two men in this town
that might possibly know everything
about Jessie Spears, Evans.”

“Yeah?”

“Grubstake for one. He’s an old
prospector that hangs out around Bear
Creek. He thinks the ground is sacred
that Jessie walks over. The youngster
keeps the old man pretty well sup-
plied on liquor and Lord knows what
else. 1 honestly believe that Grubstake
would die for Jessie. He must be like
a father to the kid.”

Will turned the glass slowly between
his hands. “Or maybe like a mother.
Who’s the other man Jessie is friendly
with?”

“Huh?” said Cole. “What do you
mean like a mother?”

Will downed the swallow in the bot-
tom of the glass. He spun the glass
around in front of Lowry’s puzzled
face. Will turned the glass over. “Let’s
look at the other side for a while.
Jessie Spears just might not be a man
after all.”

Cole Lowry’s mouth went slack. He
gripped his side of the bar as if he
needed the support. “Evans, are you
serious about that?”

Will stared Lowry in the eye. “In
my business, mister, you have to be
serious. Who’s the other man Jessie
runs with?”

Lowry turned pale. “Ching Lo!”
Will suddenly turned. He stared
across at the tables Ching Lo had been
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cleaning. Ching Lo was gone. Cole
Lowry came from behind the bar.
“That Chinaman has never left here
without telling me where he was go-
ing.”

W/'ILL QUICKLY paced toward
” the batwings. “He’s gone this
time,” said Will. Cole Lowry came out
on the boardwalk with Will. They
looked up and down the single street.
They saw nothing of the little Chinese.
It was almost dark.

Will swung up in his saddle. “You
got any idea at all where that China-
man might have gone?”

Cole Lowry rubbed his apron be-
tween his nervous hands. “Grubstake
sleeps in a small room behind the sta-
ble. You’d better get up there, Evans.”

Will reined his mare around. He
galloped up the street and pulled up in
front of the livery. A middle-aged wom-
an was dismounting from a buggy. Will
fished out his badge. “I’'m looking for
Grubstake, ma’am.”

She shook her head. “Him and that
Chinaman rode off in direction of Shep-
herd Hills, Marshal. Sake’s alive, mis-
ter, you’ll get lost up there for sure.”

Will grinned. “Not me, maam. |
spent all of last week in those hills.”
She looked surprised. Will tipped his
hat and rode away.

He tried to think of more pleasant
things as he led his mare deeper into
Shepherd Hills. Hardly a day or night
passed that Will didn’t think about the
wonderful early months of his mar-
riage to Elbe Saunders.

Then without any apparent cause
that he could think of. Elbe suddenly
disappeared while he was gone on an
assignment. Tongues wagged in Cedar
Rapids, because she had packed and
left with a saddle bum. Will was
shocked to the core. He couldn’t be-
lieve that she had done such a thing.
He thought all time that Elbe loved
him as much as he loved her.

What had gone wrong? For almost
five years. Will had been unable to
figure it. He had never left her alone

long at a time. Will had always tried
to give her everything to make her
happy. Elbe even took what little sav-
ings he had made. It all had left him
in a bitter state of confusion. He had
started to resign his position and try
and find her. Marsha! Jack Sears cau-
tioned him that his career would be
finished if he did. It would be better
to try and face up to the black blow
that had been dealt him. Will’s stub-
born pride proved out, but he couldn't
relate the thousands of times he had
almost lost faith.

Perhaps he had tried to please Elbe
too much. She always had her way in
everything. Will had gone over this
possibility time after time. But the
fact still remained, he knew deep down
that he still loved her. But he often
wondered what action he would take
if ever he found her again. Would he
give her another chance even if she
wanted it? She might had rather re-
main in another man’s embrace. If
she crawled to him, would his bitter-
ness suddenly turn to blood hate and
cause him to severely chastise her?
The confusion was always there to
torment him. Will didn’t know what
he would do.

His mare suddenly stopped and
perked her ears at the top of a steep
ridge. He saw the clump of shadowy
woods at the far bottom. Campfire
light flickered dimly-through the thick
grove of poplars. Will dismounted,
then tethered his mare to graze at a
short distance off from the rough path
he had been following. He slowly and
cautiously worked his way clown the
rocky slope.

/AHING LO stood near the fire fac-

ing the hillside. An older man was
sitting on the ground, his back propped
against a cut fire log. Will peered up
over the boulder he was lying behind.
The older man had long, white hair.
He looked slim and bony. Will fig-
ured he was Grubstake.

Then his attention focused on the
third individual. Will thought this
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must be Jessie Spears. But what were
they all doing lounging around a camp-
fire out in the open? Will inched for-
ward on his belly to get behind a closer
boulder to the group. He saw Ching
Lo methodically fingering his long
queue. The third individual was sit-
ting on the ground with legs crossed.
All Will could see was the back of a
doeskin jacket and a wide, white hat.

It had to be Jessie Spears, Will
thought. They evidently hadn’t told
Jessie that a lawman was in Bear
Creek. Will was almost holding his
breath. He watched the stranger hand
up a coffee cup to Ching Lo. The
Chinese grinned. “At least this old one
still makes good coffee that pleases
one Jessie Spears.”

“That was real good. Ching Lo,”
said Jessie. “What about another cup
of the same?” The Chinese bowed
briefly. Will frowned, listening care-
fully. That wvoice, he thought; there
was something strangely familiar about
it. It sounded like a masculine voice,
but yet he was certain he detected a
noticeable flaw that puzzled him.

Ching Lo expertly handed the steam-
ing refilled cup to .Jessie Spears.
“Thank you, Ching Lo,” said Jessie.
Will noticed it was courtesy out of
ordinary. The coarseness in Jessie’s
voice was not natural; Will was cer-
tain the tone of that voice was being
faked.

“I'm glad you two old codgers de-
cided to come and see me for a
change,” said Jessie. “The Phantom
Kid can take a night off and be with
his friends. But what’s this nonsense
about you two wanting me to quit this
masquerading as you call it?”

Ching Lo stared over the campfire
blaze. “This old one has lived many
years. To be one thing and live as
another is only to deceive one’s sell.
You are still young and could with
great struggle and faith start life anew.
Your two friends are much wiser in
many ways of life. It is this one’
humble belief that you could greatly
ease your suffering and the suffering of
others by just being yourself and re-

turning to Cedar Rapids as quickly as
possible.”

Jessie uncrossed his legs and jumped
to his feet. “What are you talking
about, you crazy old Chinaman?”

Ching Lo stared up and down the
slim figure of Jessie Spears. “Exactly
what this one has just spoken,” said
Ching Lo. “You can not ever become
a man and you already know it.”

Jessie grabbed Ching Lo. “Don't talk
to me like that!” Jessie shouted, a
hysterical ring shaking his voice. “Ill
dress and live as | damn well please.”
Grubstake lumbered to his feet.

“l told you Jessie wasn’t going to
like this, Ching Lo,” said Grubstake.
“We’d better be riding for Bear Creek.
It’s a dark night.”

Ching Lo pulled away from Jessie.
“Yes. It is indeed a dark night. It can
only be made brighter by the clear
decision of one person.”

They began a slow pace toward
where they had left their horses.
“Wait!” Jessie shouted. “Don’t leave
me yet. We haven’t talked any. You
havent told me the news in Bear
Creek. I’'m sorry, Ching Lo. | didnt
mean to blow my top. Grubstake,
aren't you still my friend?”

TTHEY STOPPED and looked back.

Jessie had pulled off his hat. Will
sucked in a gasping breath that left
him numb. He saw the soft hair unroll
over the doeskin jacket. Jessie paused
alongside the flickering blaze of the
fire. Will could clearly distinguish the
face and eyes. His mouth gaped open
and he chokingly swallowed twice.

Jessie Spears was none other than
Elbe Saunders.

It was unbelievable. Elbe, his de-
serted wife, was the Phantom Kid.
Then the saddle bum she had run off
with must have soon tired of her, Will
figured. And this was the way she had
stayed alive all these years. Perhaps
she had hoped that a rancher’s bullet
would end her for good. Will shook
his head, still not wanting to believe
it. She must have been pretty brave to
have eaten her pride all these years.
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Grubstake waved his hand. “It’s
best this way, Jessie. You think it
over carefully. You go back to Cedar
Rapids and find your husband. Maybe
he’s still waiting for you.”

Elbe uttered an ugly laugh. "Yeah,
Grubstake. He just happens to be a
U.S. marshal. You think all these
years Will Evans would soil his hands
on a tramp like me. So maybe | made
a fool mistake. I’ll continue to chew
what little pride and respect there’s
left in this dirty tramp.” She reached
out her hand. “Please, Grubstake, you
two don’t leave me just yet. I'm ter-
ribly lonely. Please, stay longer with
me,”

Ching Lo slowly shook his head.
“You will one day find yourself again.
The sane course of life is not always
a pleasant one. The reward will be an
even greater profit if you will stop all
this and start over again.”

They turned and went to their
horses. They mounted and quickly
rode off. Elbe ran after them for a few
feet, then stopped. She could beg her-
self hoarse, but it would do no good.
She stumbled back to the fire and fell
down on her knees. She looked up and
openly prayed. There was only the
rustle of the night wind through the
trees. She sprawled face downward and
the bitter, regretful sobs shook the
length of her slim body.

When at last Elbe looked up, she
gave a startled cry. She saw only the
pair of black, dusty boots before her
wet eyes. When she had seen the height
of the man, she bit hard on her hand.
Elbe stared a long time at the immo-
bile figure of Will Evans. Then she
reached out and gently touched his leg.
It was as if she wanted to make cer-
tain he was real.

She hugged his boots, looked up at
him. and desperately begged, “Oh
Lord, Will. Please help me.” She
reached up, as if grasping for a last
straw. Will seized her wrists and pulled
her up to him. Elbe swayed heavily
against him. She gasped, “I—I’m not
even asking for a dog’s chance. Will.
Just—just take me back in any way
you wish.” She moaned and went limp
in his arms. He picked her up and
immediately noticed how thin and
light she had become over the lost
years. Her head rested on his shoulder
and he noticed the tight lines across
her tan. hollow cheeks.

Will began walking toward her
horse. He held her tighter to his ach-
ing chest. "Why. Elbe, why?” he whis-
pered. But her eyes were closed and
she didn’t hear him. Marshal Sears had
a big, warm heart. Will knew there was
a chance for Elbe.

2 THRILLING, COMPLETE NOVELS
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Complete Novelet ley H. C. EARLY

E/ra Darrell knew full well
that the word of a man like
Hagen was worthless. But he
had to make this temporary al-
liance. ..

57

ARRELL rode into the roar-
D ing boomtown called Hell’s
Acres that night, and this was
his homecoming, this was his town;

but there was no pleasure in it. He had
none of the sensations a man was sup-
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posed to feel, coming back to his own
part of the country, the first time in
eight years. There was no soaring nor
singing in his heart; his heart was
a cold thing in his chest.

A stringy built, long drink of water
Ezra Darrell was, slumped in the sad-
dle of the big grey, but with that lean,
tensile strength in his rangy body that
lanky men often have. Dressed simply
in a sweat-stained blue work shirt,
red neckerchief and rumpled levis, at
first impression Darrell looked like
just another saddle-bum. But then you
saw the new, flat-crowned black Stet-
son tied under-chin with a leather
thong and the expensive hand-tooled
black boots. You saw the sleek, pearl-
handle twin ,44’s in their black hol-
sters. You looked at the high-boned,
beard-stained cheeks and the cold flat
gaze of the gray eyes between them,
the wide, taut mouth and the contin-
ually restless movement of the long,
quick-looking hands of Darrell. And
you changed your mind about Ez Dar-
rell.

He suddenly reined the big grey to
one side’as a string of ore and freight
wagons, followed by an out-going
stage, came thundering up Main
Street and past him on great clouds of
dust. Then he raised his head and
loosened the reins and the grey jogged
on. Past brightly flarelit honkv tonks,
gaming casinos and saloons, Darrell
rode, his eyes, from under their thin
ledges of black brows, taking every-
thing in. A slightly sardonic grin
curled the corners of his mouth as he
saw the names of these places on the
great signs that hung over the false-
fronted buildings. The names of the
buildings were different, but each had
something in common. In smaller let-
ters under the names of most of Hell’s
Acres’ Main Street establishments,
were the words: L. Hagen, Prop.

Darrell turned the grey into the liv-
ery stable and blacksmith shop at the
end of the street. A squat man, naked

to the waist and with perspiration
sheening his great, muscle-bound tor-
so came through the red glow from
the forges. He had black walrus mus-
tache? and dancing brown eyes. He
and Darrell exchanged greetings and
Darrell issued instructions for the care
of the grey.

Then he asked, “Ezra Darrell
doesn’t own this stable any more?”

The smithy shook his shaggy-haired
head, wiped sweat from his forehead
with his forearm. “Uh-uh. Not for
three-four years, now. Ez Darrell sold
out to Luke Hagen, just like the rest
of the Darrells and everybody else
around here.”

The blacksmith’s powerful shoul-
ders shrugged. “Got himself kilt. Some
saloon fight or somethin’.”

TPVARRELL turned and left the sta-

ble. Out on the plank walk of
Main Street, he moved toward the sa-
loons, pushing through crowds of
miners and mule-skinners and laugh-
ing. drunken, gold-camp riff-raff. He
had trouble, making his way and he
remembered back to when a half a doz-
en people all in a group, would have
been a crowd here on Main Street.
The jostling of the mob made him a
little angry and he began to use his
shoulders more than he should. Sev-
eral men he bumped resented it and
started to reach for him. Then they
saw the set of his head, the hard shine
of his eyes and the muscle ridging the
rim of his jaw, and decided to forget
about it.

He came to what had once been Sam
Darrell’s Barber Shop. It was now the
Hells Acres Tonsorial Parlor; L. Ha-
gen. Prop., he went inside anyhow and
bought himself a haircut, shave and a
bath in the backroom from a tub of
dingy looking rainwater. All the bar-
bers were strange to him and the
place had been all changed over, fan-
cied up. He remembered, bitterly,
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getting his first shave in this place and
how proud and flustered he’d been
when old Sam, his father’s cousin,
had laughed and asked him: “You
want | should use a razor or just rub
some cream on and let the cat lick off
that fuzz.”

But there had been a satisfactory
scraping of the blade against his
beard, later and he had felt better
when Sam, chuckled and told him:
“You make me feel plumb old. Little
Ez Darrell, Big Eds younker,
growed-up and growin’ whiskers, al-
ready.”

Being in that barber shop, remem-
bering things like that, hadn’t done
Ezra Darrell any good. It brought
temper rising hot and unruly to his
head, knowing that old Sam, and Big
Ed, his father, were dead now, and
how they had gone. And that wasn’t
good, so he fought it off, because he
had to keen his wits and remain de-
liberate and cold-blooded about this
job he had to do.

The information he got in the bar-
ber shop did him some good, though.
It was a gossip center and a few cas-
ually dronped ouestions and remarks
brought him a lot of talk. His suspi-
cion thaf Luke Hagen, who had taken
over and made himself king of this lit-
tle helltown, wasnt liked and had
made some powerful enemies, was con-
firmed. He made a mental note of the
names, Kirk Burnham and Matt Pat-
terson, who were apparently promin-
ent in the unorganized opposition
against Hagen’s strong-arm reign. He
also heard a lot of mention of the
name Rupe Calligv, who seemed to be
Hagen’s right hand and almost equally
hated.

After the barber shop, Darrell’s
next call was at the Acres House, the
town’s hotel. A runty little man in a
celluloid collar and with great square,
hornrimmed glasses over his myopic
eyes, was behind the desk. As he regis-
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tered for a room, Ez asked, “You got
any other Darrells registered, right
now?”

The desk clerk’s prominent Adam’s
apple made a fast hon between his re-
ceeding chin and the celluloid collar.
“Darrell?” he repeated the name in a
hushed tone, almost a whisper. “Hell,
man, aint been no Darrell in Hell’s
Acres, three-four years, rfeht after the
first gold strike up on Big Hatchet
Mountain. All died or was druv out—
one or t’other.” He leaned closer.
“That ain’t exactly a healthy name to
mention around town much, son. |
just, thought 1°d better warn...” He
broke off suddenly, gulping. “You
said, ‘any other Darrells.” You one of
em?”

The -clerk pushed his face down
close to the register, traced the signa-
ture with his forefinger. “Ezra Dar-
rell, Hell’s Acres. Well, 1I'll be...”

“l been away,” Ez said. “l’ve just
come home. If I’'m not back in a cou-
ple of hours to use that room, you
might as well let somebody else have
it.” He turned and strode out of the
hotel and into the bedlam of Main
Street again.

A LETHARGY stole over Darrell.

now. He’d ridden far today, and
the strain of coming back and seeing
what had happened to his home town
of Hell’s Acres had been strong. All
the things he’d heard about the town
and what had happened to his father
and his kinfolk, had been difficult to
believe. He’d known them to be true
of course. There had been no reason
for Ab Zenger to make up something
like that. But coming home and see-
ing the absolute, concrete proof was
still a shock: now reaction was trying
to set in. After the bath and shave, the
strain and tiredness was telling on
him. He would be glad when the thing
that he had to do first was over and
he could come back and grab a good
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nights sleep, to rest up for the big,
long job ahead of him.

He came into the great flickering
orange glow of the flares that lit up
the facade of the Gold Ring Saloon
and Gambling Casino. A bulbous-
nosed barker in his warped and dent-
ed tophat and shabby finery, grabbed
Darrell’s arm and chanted the come-
on into his face. Ez shoved the barker
roughly away.

He looked up at the sign that had
once said, simply: Big Ed Darrell's
Place. L. Hagen. Proprietor wasn’t
marked on this sign: it didn’t have to
be. The title of the place was an obvi-
ous twist of its owner’s name. This
was the part of his job that Darrell
didnt like. But he had promised Ab
Zenger before he died and if Darrell
waited until later, he might not be
alive to carry out that promise. He
drew a deep breath and pushed
through the batwings into The Gold
Ring.

WHEN DARRELL’S father had
W owned this place, when Hell’s
Acres was just another little cowtown
and stage coach terminal, it had been
more than just a saloon. It had been
sort of a town meeting place. wh*“re
Big Ed and the rest of the Darrells
held sway and settled differences and
disputes for the rest of the town's small
business men. Gun rule had just about
died out there, under the wise and
friendly jurisdiction of Big Ed and his
kinfolk.

Young Ezra saw just how much that
had all changed now. Blue smoke
hung in thick strata over the saloon.
The roistering noise of the place rang
in his eardrums. Lawlessness ran
rampant, he saw. At a table near the
door, Darrell saw a painted, bleached-
blonde percentage girl boldly pick the
pocket of a drunken miner. At anoth-
er table, a pallid-faced, black-suited
gambler, cold sober, was double-deal-
ing to a group of worn, bleary-eyed

mule-skinners, hardly able to sit up
in their chairs.

Hagen had installed a huge set of
second-hand, battered looking crystal
chandeliers. Their gaudy light shone
down through the fog of smoke. The
bar had been lengthened and was
jammed three deep. The rest of the
room was cluttered with gambling ta-
bles. In the back of the place was a
small stage, that held a broken down
piano and the tall, crimson-gowned fig-
ure #f a woman.

The piano was clanking out the rag-
ged beat of a jig-time tune and the
woman was singing with it. her voice
barely distinguishable above the gen-
eral hubbub of the saloon. She was a
tall woman, Darrell saw. with a ma-
tured. fully-rounded figure. Pier sun-
set-red hair was piled up in a high
pompadour. Her eyes looked enor-
mously dark in the creamy whiteness
of her face. She didn't look anything
like her brother, Ab. this Marcia Zen-
ger. She didn’t look anything like the
gangly pig-tailed kid she had been
when Darrell had left home, six years
before, either. But he would have
known that thatch of red hair any
where.

He watched her come down off the
stage, now. as the p:ano stopped its
thumping, the song ended and he
pushed through the dense iuntble of
tables toward her. Just before he
reached her. she sat down at one of
the tables near the staae. There waS
a man sitting there at that table, wait-
ing for her. He poured whiskey from
a bottle into a thick tumbler and held
it up in a toast to Marcia Zenger, as
she sat down.

As he walked toward them, Darrell
saw that the man at the table vdth
Marcia was a massive bear of a fellow.
He had a huge, bullet-shaped head,
topped with close-cropped, corn-col-
ored, curly hair. His misshapen fea-
tures sprouted a thick growth of nale
beard stubble that reached up right
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under his tiny sunken eyes. The head
set, almost neckless, on sloping bull-
shoulders. A cowhide wvest, trimmed
with fancy hand-stitching, hung loose-
ly over a stained and dirty red wool
shirt. The hand that held the tumbler
of whiskey had fingers like sausages
and the back of it was covered with
matted blonde hair.

Darrell stood by their table and
looked down at Marcia Zenger, ignor-
ing the man. He said, brusquely: “I*ve
got a message from your brother Ab.
If 1 could speak to you a moment,
alone. ..”

“Ab!” Marcia Zenger’s green eyes
stared up at him out of the nale, pow-
dered beauty of her face. She looked
scared and shocked. “Ab—my broth-
er’s been dead for nearly two years. |
received notification from the
government. He died in a Union Hos-
pital. 1. ..”

“l know.” Darrell cut her off. “I
was with him. | Was with him when
he got a Johnny Reb ball in his lung.
I got it in the hip and the shoulder,
the same time. | was in the same hos-
pital with him. in the next bed when
he died.”

She put her hand up over her eves
for a moment, then looked up at him
again. “l—I1 thought you looked fa-
miliar,” she said. “You— You're EX
Darrell! Ab wrote once that he—that
you and he were together.”

A gutteral sound came from the
man across the table from Marcia. He
lunged up to his feet and the chair fell
over behind him. His enormous over-
hang of belly hit the table and the
tumbler over-turned and whiskey
sloshed across the table, ran dripping
over the edge.

“Darrell!” the big man roared. “I
thought we’d cleaned out that clan.
I thought every dirty dog of a Darrell
was dead or long-gone from here.
Where the hell did you come from?”

—]

. 2.

Z DARRELL’S gray
eyes took the other

man in, with one
sweeping glance. He
saw the towering
height, the power-
ful, barrel-t hick
chest and long, gor-
illa-like arms. He

hooked thumbs into
his gun-belt and felt
the red dabs of temper flushing his
thin cheeks and the hot core of an-
ger balling into flame inside his gut.

Somehow, he held himself in check.
He said through his teeth: *“Look,
brother, | don’t know you and | don’t
want any trouble with you. All | want
is a word with Marcia Zenger here
and then I’ll leave you alone. Sav-
vy?”

The big man swayed on his sprad-
dled feet. His head hung forward a
little. His small, moist mouth curled
in contempt. “He don want no trou-
ble, he says. Then you’d better git
away from this here gal, pronto, Dar-
rell, cause she ain’t Marcia Zenger no
more. She’s Marcia Hagen. Mrs. Ha-
gen. And the boss don’t want no coy-
ote whelp of the Darrell clan botherin’
her, either.” He reached his big hands
toward Darrell.

Ez Darrell dropped his hands to

his gun butts. He said, quietly:
“Stay away from me. Calligy. |
guess that’s who you are. | heard

about you.”

Rupe Calligy dropped his fists,
warrily eyeing Darrell’s restless fin-
gers caressing the twin 44%. He
laughed a roaring, booming sound in
the sudden silence of the saloon. At
surrounding tables, men had sud-
denly stopped their merriment, the
laughter and the talking.

“So you've heard of me, eh, Dar-
rell?” Calligy roared. “Well, I've
heard of you, too. You were the only
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one of your breed lucky enough not
to be around when Luke and | cleaned
out the town, here. You’d gone away,
they said, looking for a little excite-
ment as a cheap, hired gun-slick down
around the border. Then you decided
to play tin soldier with a lot of other
locoed young fools in a dam’ silly war.
You. ..”

“Shut your big mouth, Calligy!”
Darrell stopped him. He felt his wrists
throbbing with anger; he stood statue
stiff, all his muscles aching and taut.

Calligy’s fat-buried little eyes flicked
toward Darrell’s gun. “If you weren’t
packin’all that hardware,” he growled,
“I’d heist you up and heave you from
here clean out through those batwings
without bouncin’ once! Like all the
Darrells, you only talk large when
you've got a man at a disadvantage.”

Slowly, Ez Darrell lifted his long
fingers from the butts of his .44’. to
the gun belt, unhooked it. He took the
belt off, draped it carefully over the
back of a nearby chair, stepped back,
his fists flexing, then bahing at his
sides. “I'm a little sick of shooting,”
he said, dead-low. “I’ll like it better
this way. It’ll be a pleasure to have

you try to make good on that braggin’.

A GRIN SPLIT Rupe Calligy's ugly
features, showed hi« yellow,
scraggled teeth. He lifted his huge
arms from his sides and took a slow,
deliberate step toward Darrell. A
heavy chuckling came from his chest.

Ez waited, watching the other man
closely. He felt a little bit foolish,
now. He’d done his share of rough-
hand-tumble in dozens of barrooms
along the border; but he’d never tack-
led a mountain of a man like Calligy.
Doubts crept into his mind as to
whether he could handle the big man.
He knew suddenly, from the leer of
the other man’s face that this would be
a fight to the death. He wished now
that he hadn’t let the other man goad
him into it. Not that he was afraid of

dying; he’d been too close to death,
too many times, on the battlefields
and in gun-brawls before that, to have
any fear of that left. But he’d come
here for two reasons; to tell Marcia
about her brother Ah. and to settle
with Luke Hagen, the man who had
cheated and tricked the Darrells out
of their rightful places in Hell’s Acres
—and then had them Kkilled.

Now, if he lost this fight with Rupe
Calligy, both those missions would re-
main unaccomplished.

He braced himself for Calligy’s sav-
age onslaught as the big man started
his lunge. But it never came. A shot
suddenly rang out and glass chipped
and flew from one of the chandeliers
and the fixture swayed and swung on
its hangings, its lamps flickering.

Both Calligy and Darrell swung
about toward the door of the saloon,
in surprise. They saw four men stand-
ing there, just inside the batwings.
They were poorly, roughly dressed, in
faded levis and dirty checkered work-
shirts. They held drawn Colts in their
hands.

One of them stepped forward from
the others a little. The Colt in his
right hand still dribbled smoke from
the shot that had rocked the chande-
lier. He was tall and skeleton thin,
his face like a skull's, the skin, pulled
like dry parchment over the bone
structure. His eyes burned bright and
feverish deep in their hollowed sock-
ets. He was hatless and strands of his
long, unkempt black hair straggled
down across his pony forehead.

Darrell heard a man at a table be-
hind him, whisper: “Kirk Burnham!
I knowed the trouble between him and
Hagen was goin’ to come to a head,
soon!”

Kirk Burnham showed the stumps
of his blackened teeth momentarily in
a quick grin. He said in a nasal twang:
“Y’all sit tight right where y’are at
your tables. Nobody moves a hand,
nobody gets hurt. Course, if y’all want
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a mite of excitement, it’s all right with
us.”

He paused and nodded toward the
man to his right, a short, bowlegged
stocky man, with a moon face and
wide, vacuous, pale blue eyes. He add-
ed: “M’pard, Matt Fatterson, here,
has a half notion to shoot ua this hell-
hole. as it is. It wouldn’t take much to
get him started.”

He waved his Colt-filled hand.
“Spread out boys. Keep your eye on
everbody and smoke down the first
one who moves a hair. | aim to do a
little palaverin’ with that big tub o’
blubber, Calligy.”

Kirk Burnham crossed the saloon,
with long, ambling strides. He stopped
a couole of yards away from Calligv
and Darrell. He grinned at Darrell,
said: “Looks like we busted up a little
set-to between you and barrell-bellv,
here, stranger. Whoever you are, | ad-
mire the way you was standin’ up to
him and I'm sorry to interfere.”

pALLIOT snorted, snarled: “What’s
AN the idea of this, Burnham? When
Hagen hears about it, he’ll have you
and your little pack of rats strung up
right in the middle of Main Street.”

“Don’t reckon he will,” Kirk Burn-
ham drawled. “Calligy, you and Ha-
gen been running this town too damned
long. We tried to get together enough
men to take you over and run vou out.
But we couldn’t recruit rnoren’ a cou-
ple with gizzards enough to buck you.
So we’re usin’ strategy, instead o’
force.”

Burnham jerked his head toward

Marcia Hagen. “You,” he ordered,
gruffly, “Hagen’s wife, come over
here.”

Marcia twisted her hands, nervous-
ly. She looked from Darrell and Cal-
ligy to Burnham. Her large green eyes
stared fascinated at the Colt in Burn-
ham’s skinny hand as it swung slight-
ly toward her. “You heard what |
said!” Burnham said, sharply.

Darrell knew Burnham’s breed. He'd
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gun-fought a lot of them, down around
the border. He knew that Burnham
and Matt Patterson weren’t fighting
Luke Hagen from any altruistic mo-
tive. They merely wanted to take the
reign of power over the boomtown
away from Hagen and use it them-
selves. They were coyote-mean “nd
desperafe men, who would shoot first
and ask questions after.

Knowing this, Ezra Darrell said,
quietly: “Marcia, you’d better do like
he says. He means business!”

Slowly, Marcia Hagen edged toward
Kirk Burnham who was saying, now:
“Since we can’t take the town Calligv,
we’re goin’ to leave you have it a'l to
yourselves. But first we’re goin’ to
milk it.”

Burnham reached out and grabbed
Marcia’s wrist, with his free hand, as
soon as she came close enough. She
tried to twist free but his long, bony
fingers held her powerless. “We’re tak-
in” Miz Hagen with us, Calligy. We’ll
be holed up in the cave on the South
side of Big Hatchet. If Hagen wants to
get her back safe, tell him to come out
there alone, tomorrow, with fifty
thousand dollars in cash!”

“He—he ain’t got that much cash on
hand!” Calligy exploded. “You’re a
crazy damned fool, Burnham, to think
Hagen’s gonna let vou get away with
this!”

“He’d better raise that dinero, sonie-
where,” Kirk Burnham said. He
stooped, quickly and grabbed Marcia
around the waist, slung her over his
thin shoulder. She kicked and squirmed
and beat at his back with her fists but
Kirk Burnham only grinned as he
backed toward Matt Patterson and
the other two men who were covering
him.

The other three waited until Burn-
ham got outside and mounted with his
prisoner, before they made their move
toward the door. At the last moment,
their Colts roared as they threw a
shower of lead over the heads of the
crowd. Then they turned and were
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gone on a rataplan of pounding hoof-
beats, with a last thin scream of the
girl they had kidnapped, hanging in
the night air.

Everyone in the Gold Ring sat thun-
derstruck for a moment. Then several
men reached for their irons, scrabbled
toward the door. “Hold it!” Darrell
yelled. “You cant shoot after them:
you might hit the girl!” He reached
out and grabbed his own belt and hol-
stered guns from the chair-back, slung
them around his hips.

Rupe Calligy turned on him. “You’re
mixed up in this, Darrell. You came
sashayin’ in here and purposelv start-
ed trouble with me so as to take eve-
rybody’s attention and let them side-
winders get the drop on the place.”

“Don*t talk like a damned fool!”
Darrell told him. “l never saw those
hombres before in my life. Where’s
Luke Hagen, anyhow? How come he’s
not here tonight?”

“He’s away,” Calligy said. “He’s
due back in on the mornin’ stage. He’s
been down to Black River on business.
There’s goin’ to be plenty hell to pay
when he finds out about this.”

“Yeah,” Darrell admitted. “But |
got a notion it’ll be Hagen who does
the payin’. That cave on south side of
Big Hatchet can be held by a few men
for weeks, if they got enough stores
in. And don’t forget you won’t be able

to go bustin’ in on ’em; they have
Marcia.”
T _JE WATCHED that reasoning

A 1 penetrate the big man’s confuted
brain, saw him sit down hard in a
chair and put his head between his
hands. Darrell said: “Looks like we’l
have to put off our little showdown
for awhile, Calligy. But | ain't forget-
ting the poison you shot off out of
your mouth tonight. You tell Hagen
that he can find me down at the Acres
House, when he gets in tomorrow.
Maybe | can figure some way for him
to get his wife back.”

Darrell hitched up his gunbelt then

and with the eyes of every man in the
place on him strode out of The Gold
Ring.

Up in his hotel room, Ezra Darrell
sprawled out on the narrow iron-
runged bed and forced the things that
had happened tonight out of his mind.
Exhaustion crept over him and in a
few minutes he was dead to the world.

A little after sunup, the next morn-
ing, Darrell was up and dousing his
face with the fetid water in the
cracked bowl on his dresser, when a
knock sounded on the door. Toweling
his face dry, he swung the door open
to find Rupe Calligy and another man
standing there. He stepped aside and
they entered the room. Calligy, his
eyes still puffv with sleep said noth-
ing. just glared at Ez Darrell.

The other man was about average
height, compactly built. He wore an
expensive store-bought black frock
coat, and a silk shirt with a black,
shoe-string tie. A silver-mounted Colt
was holstered against one hip. He had
a freshly barbered, full-jawed face,
with just the slightest trace of jowel.
His mouth was a thin, pink line, with
deep parenthesis-like marks grooving
toward it from each side of his hawk-
like nose. His eyes were long and nar-
row, a yellow-flecked amber odor.

In a deep resonant voice, he said:
“I'm Luke Hagen. Darrell. CallDv,
here, said something about you having
an idea how to help me get my wife
back from those cowardlv blackguards
who abducted her las* n*"M.”

Darrell went over and sat b«uk
down on his bed. He picked up his
boots, shined them briskly on the
sleeve of his shirt before putting them
on. Then he stood uo again.

“Hagen.” he said. “l’'m going to be
honest with you; | hate your guts. |
came here with a perhaps foolish no-
tion to wage a one-man war against
you because you came to Hell’s Acres
when the town started boomm" and us-
ing every dirty trick in the book, cheat-
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ed and robbed my kinfolk out of their
homes and businesses and took over
the town. When you were through
with that, all the Darrells and any
others who had sided with them, sort
of disappeared, or got shot-up in a
faked barroom brawl.”

Hagen’s eyes shifted from Darrell
for a moment. The corner of his thin
mouth twitched. He shrugged. “This
suddenly became a hell town, Darrell.
It was every man for his own self.
There were no rules. | happened to be
lucky.”

“Don’t try to hooraw me!” Darrell
told him, heatedly. And then he got
control of himself, sighed. “Right
now, that’s beside the point. Right
now, because of your wife’s danger,
Hagen, 1I'm willing to forget our dif-
ferences for awhile. If we join forces,
I 've got an idea how we can rescue her
from the Burnham.-Patterson gang.”

. 3.

ADEN’S amber eyes
narrowed. “Just
what is your interest
in Marcia. Darrell?”
he demanded.
Ez Darrell took a
deep breath. “It’s a
long story. Marcia’s
brother, Ab, and |
were buddies in the
Army. He died on a
hospital bed next to me, of wounds,
received, fighting alongside of me. Just
before he died, he made a request.”

“What was that?”

“Ab didn’t know Marcia had mar-
ried you. Last he’d heard, she was just
working for you. singing in your sa-
loon. Anyhow, Ab got married, up
north, just before he went away to
fight. His wife had a little girl, but
there was some trouble at birth and
Mrs. Zenger never got over it. She
died. Some neighbors are taking care
of Ab's kid. He made me promise that
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I'd get to Marcia and tell her about
this. Get her to go up and get the
younker and make a home for it.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Hagen snorted.
“l don’t see where that’s any concern
of Marcia’s or mine. The child is prob-
ably better off with the people that
have it now.”

“That’s for Marcia to decide,” Dar-
rell said. “But she can’t do much about
it where she is now. | think I can help
you get your wife back, safely, Hagen,
if you promise me one thing?”

“That is?”

“You’ll let Marcia go up and get
Ab’s little girl, let her make a home
for it. You do that and I’ll help you
get Marcia back. And I’ll leave town,
forget about the revenge | was going
to get for what you did to my folks.
It’s more important that Ab’s child is
taken care of. You’re rich and can give
it every advantage. | owe it to Ab to
see that it works out that way.”

Luke Hagen paced up and down the
room, briefly, his brand new sh'oy
boots creaking slightly. Different ex-
pressions flitted over his heavy fea-
tures. Finally he stopped in front of
Darrell. “What’s your plan in getting
Marcia out of the hands of Burnham
and Patterson? I’ll do anything to get
her back safely, Darrell.”

“That’s on your oath?”

Hagen raised his right hand and
leaned forward intently as Darrell
said: “It’s a simple plan, but because
of that, | think it’ll work. Kirk Burn-
ham saw that | was having a fuss wiili
your man, Calligy, here, last night.
They probably have heard about the
Darrells and what happened to them.
When | go to them and tell them who
I am and that I-want to join forces
with them, | think they’ll believe me.”

Hagen looked startled. “What do
you mean?”
Darrell gestured simply with his

hands. “It only takes one man to guard
the entrance to that cave. You and
Calligv can hide back out of sight and
I’ll approach the cave alone. I'll tell
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whoever’s guarding the entrance, my
story. | think they’ll be glad of the
chance to get an extra man on their
side, in case there should be any trou-
ble. If | get a chance, then and there,
I’ll overpower the guard, and then sig-
nal you two. We can enter the cave
then and catch the others by surprise.
If the guard is too suspicious and
doesn’t give me a chance, I’ll get him
to call the others out to check. When
they all get out there in the open, away
from Marcia, inside, you and Calligy,
can drop them from your hiding
place.”

Hagen thought about that, his full-
featured face, creased with frown
lines. Rupe Calligy slapped his big
hands together, said, excitedly: “You
know that aint a bad idea, Mr. Ha-
gen. It’s just loco enough that it might
work.”

Snapping his fingers, Hagen said,
abruptly. “It’s worth a try, Darrell.
Can you leave right away?” When
Darrell nodded, he went on: “I’ll have
Rupe saddle some horses for us and
we’ll meet you in front of the saloon.”

jCZ DARRELL nodded grimly and

picked up his gunbelt, fastened it
on, as the other left the room. A few
minutes later, he walked down the
ricketty steps and out onto the Main
Street, deserted now, practically, in
the strong early morning sunlight.
With the glow of the flares gone, in
the deadly revealing light of the sun,
the main street of Hell’s Acres, with
its false-fronted buildings, had lost its
glamor and excitement. It looked like
what it was, now, a dirty little trail
town that had suddenly grown too big
for its own breeches and had sprawled
from the center into a cancerous
growth of little shacktowns and tent
cities.

Shivering a little in the cool morn-
ing air and gloomily reflecting on the
ironic twist fate and the team of Burn-
ham and Patterson had given his plans,
Darrell clumped along the plank walk

to meet and join forces with his sworn
enemies.

The three men rode out of Hell’s
Acres onto the old stage coach trail
that led to the south side of Big Hatch-
et mount, whose craggy peak tow-
ered into the blue haze of morning,
about ten miles away. None of them
spoke the whole distance and it was
mid-morning and sweating hot in the
glaring sun, when they turned off the
trail, finally, at the foot of the moun-
tain and started up a narrow, boulder-
clogged old Indian trail that led into
Lost Horse Canyon.

Darrell’s lean features were dust-
caked and his shirt clung clammily to
his back. Rupe Calligy puffed and
fumed and cursed alternately at the
heat and sun and at Burnham and
Patterson for bringing on this situa-
tion. Luke Hagen rode stolidly silent,
looking at neither of the other men.
Both he and Calligy carried Winches-
ters as well as the sixguns slung around
their hips.

Lost Horse Canyon was a long dead-
end cut in the side of the mountain
about a mile from the foot. Tim three
men rode along the bed of a dried up
stream that ran along the bottom of
the canyon, the echo of their mounts’
hoofbeats clanging back and forth be-
tween the steep cliffs that rose up on
each side of the canyon.

About a mile into the canyon, just
before it made a sudden sharp turn,
Ezra Darrell reined in his mount.
“We’d better proceed from here on
foot. Sound carries between these
cliffs and they might hear the echo of
our horses’ hoofs on the rock. We can’t
take any chances.”

Stiffly, they dismounted, tethered
the horses to some scrub pine and made
their way along the rocky old river
bottom. When they came to the turn
in the canyon, Darrell put out his
arms and stopped them. Softly, he
said: “The cave is half way up the
cliff, just around the turn. If you and
Calligy climb up from this side, youll
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be completely hidden.” He pointed up
to a needle-like projection of rock pro-
truding from the side of the cliff.
“When you reach that sharp point of
rock, you’ll be just a little above the
level of the cave, so that you can look
down onto the entrance. When you
get there, don’t climb any higher, but
move forward and around the curve.
I’'m going to go up the regular trail,
facing the cave. I’ll make a lot of fuss
to attract the guard’s attention and to
cover up any noise you make, climb-
ing.”

T'%ARRELL moved on, then, around
Nth e canyon curve and looked up.
There was an almost natural zig-zag
trail through the rocks and up the
precipice-like side of the canyon. At
the end of it, halfway up the cliff, was
the mouth of the cage. There was an
over-hang of rock above it and on ei-
ther side, completely vertical and worn
so smooth by some ancient erosion that
it would be impossible to climb up or
down it. Thus the only possible access
to the cave was by the route Darrell
was taking. And he was comnletely at
the mercy of anyone above, having to
use both hands and feet in the steep
climb.

Before he’d gone very many yards
up the cliff, a voice echoed out over
the canyons: “Stand where you are.
Climb another step and you get cut
down!”

Ez Darrell recognized the whining
drawl of Kirk Burnham. He cupped
his hands and shouted back: “Don’t
shoot! | just want to palaver with you
It’s Ez Darrell. | want to join your
gang!”

There was moment’ hesitation, then
the voice ordered: “Shuck your hard-
ware, then. Leave it down there and
come up nekkid!”

Darrell unhooked his gunbelt and
hung it over a sharp jut of rock, then
began to climb again. Several minutes
later, he came out into the small, level

clearing in front of the cave. In the
dim darkness of the cave’s mouth, he
could see the slight movement of a
blurred figure, the momentary glint of
the sun on a rifle barrel.

Somehow, Darrell forced a grin onto
his taut features and with hands the
dark mouth of the cave. When he was
still a few yards away, Kirk Burn-
ham ordered: “Stand! Mebbe you’re
all right and mebbe you’re not.
You’re the young galoot was about to
tear into Rupe Calligy, last night
when we busted things up at the
Gold Ring. That’ a point in your fa-
vor. What do you want? Did you say
your name was Darrell? Has a familiar
ring.”

Swiftly Ez told the tall, skinny out-
law guard about the Darrells and
what happened to them in Hell’s
Acres. When he’d finished, Burnham
said: “l reckon you’ve rightly got
cause for a grudge agin that sidewind-
er, Hagen. Mebbe we could use an ex-
tra man. A good one. Understand,
though, you git no split from this kid-
nap job. The dirty work’s been done
on that.”

“l wanted no part in it, anyhow,”
Darrell said. Then for a moment sweat
broke out all over him. He could feel
it running down over his ribs and
along the groove of his spine. There
was a long silence from the cave and
Darrell figured he’d said the ‘wrong
thing. The slightest thing might turn
suspicion against him at this point and
he knew that Kirk Burnham wouldnt
have the slightest compunction about
gunning him down, if necessary. He
held his breath.

Then Burnham said: “All right. You
just stand for a minute, while | call
the others to look you over and see
what they think about it. If this is any
kind of trick or trap, Gawd help you,
mister! ”

CZ DARRELL heard Burnham’
voice, then, muffled and hollow
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sounding, as he turned and shouted
back into the depths of the cave:
“Matt, bring the boys out here! We
got. company!”

Darrell stood there with his hands
still upraised, his arms beginning to
ache a little. His ears felt as though
they were quivering, so hard was he
listening for the turning of a stone or
the falling of a piece of loosened rock,
over to the right, where he knew Ha-
gen and Calligy were hiding, watching.
That would be all he’d need. Burnham
and the others would know what was
up, immediately.

Then he saw the figure in the mouth
of the cave move and Kirk Burnham’s
long, stooped, cadaverous figure came
out into the sunlight, a rifle crooked
at-rcady under his arm. Right behind
him were Matt Patterson and the oth-
er two owlhooters.. They all stared
curiously at Darrell as they walked
slowly toward him, spread out, so that
they could come at him from all sides
if he made a wrong move.

Darrell waited until they were all
well cut from under the protecting
overhang of cliff and was just about
to wriggle Iris fingers in the prear-
ranged signal to Hagen and Calligy,
when the pair beat him to it.

The sound of the shot beat its way
back and forth between the walls of
the canyon, its echo ringing, slamming
at the eardrums again and again.
Then there was the whine of the slug.
And one of the men with Burnham and
Patterson slowly let the rifle he was
carrying, slip from under his arm. It
fell to the ledge in front of the cliff.
The man half turned, a surprised, stu-
pid expression on his bearded face. His
hand clawed at his chest and came
away red. He went down in sections,
like a puppet with the strings sudden-
ly cut, never knowing what had hap-
pened to him.

Another shot followed and its echo
joined in with the first, in a continu-
ous clamor of sound. But this one

missed, because Burnham, Patterson
and the third man had jumped in
alarm at the sound of the first shot.
The second bullet ricocheted off a
rock and went whining and singing out
across the canyon.

“He’s led us out here into a trap!”
Kirk Burnham screamed and wheeled
from the direction of the shots, toward
Ezra Darrell squeezing trigger on 11s
own rifle. But Darrell was no longer in
the same spot. While Matt Patterson
and the other man were thundering
their own rifle fire up toward the
roost of Hagen and Calligy, Darrell
charged, bent double toward Kirk
Burnham’s scrawny figure. A slug rif-
fled through his hair and he felt the
heat of it. Then he crashed against
Burnham’s long, stringy legs, under
the raised rifle. Burnham went crash-
ing backward, full length, against the
rock floor of the ledge.

Darrell scrambled on top of him,
reached for the outlaw’s throat but
then he saw the way Burnham’s lan-
tern jaw sagged open and the way his
eyes were rolled back into his head.
Burnham would not give him anv
more trouble. He’d cracked his head
against the rock, was out cold.

Swiftly, he reached for Burnham's
rifle and scrounged around, expecting
bullets to come whistling at him from
the rifle’s of Burnham’s confederates.
But while he had been grappling with
Burnham, Hagen and Calligy had
made good with two more shots. Pat-
terson was sprawled full length on his
face, blood leaking from a bullet hole
in his temple. The fourth man was
spinning around on his toes like a
dancer, his rifle flying from his sud-
denly stiffened fingers and hurtling out
over the edge of the cliff. Then he
walked stifflegged, pain-blinded toward
the edge of the precipice and off of it
in a six hundred foot drop to the floor
of the canyon below.

Wildly, Darrell waved his arms and
shouted for Hagen and Calligy to
cease firing. Then he made for the
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black, slot-like entrance to the cave.
There was a narrow, low-ceilinged tun-
nel, along which Hagen had to stoop
and then he suddenly came out into a
large, flare-lit cavern. A bat swooped
around his head for a moment as he
moved toward a pile of supplies,
stacked up at the far end of the cave.
Roped by her wrists to an iron rung
embedded in the wall of the cave, was
Marcia Hagen.

She looked to be unhurt, he saw, ex-
cept that her long red gown was ripped
in several places and there were
scratches and a bruise on her cheek.
Her hair, too, had come down out of its
high pompadour and hung loosely,
now, about her shoulders like a cascade
of gleaming molten copper. Her enor-
mous green eyes were wide with fright
as she looked toward Darrell and then
she recognized him and some of the
tightness went from her features. She
began to cry and laugh at the same
time.

Darrell calmed her down and ex-
plained what had happened, while he
worked to untie her carefully knotted
wrists. Then he rubbed her hands to
get the circulation back in them.
When he'd finished, he added, bitterly:
“So you’re free now. In a few minutes
your gallant husband will be here to
take you back home.”

She looked hurt for an instant, then
she said: “Ezra, what was the message
from Ab?” Her voice was full of ten-
derness.

E TOLD her, swift-
ly, watching the play
of emotions across
her cameo-like fea-
tures. Near the end
of the story. Marcia
suddenly reached
out and caught hold
of his hands. Her
lips pulled back in
fear. “Ez, Ez!” she
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cried. “You believed that—you took
Luke Hagen’s word that he would let
me go and get Ab’s little girl and that
we bring her up as our own?”

He nodded and she said: “Oh, Ez,
you fool!l Don’t you know Hagen’s
word means nothing to him. He’d dou-
ble-cross his own father! He’d have
agreed to anything you suggested,
knowing he didn’t intend to keep his
word. He won’t do what he promised,
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Ez. My husband hates children.
Ele...” Suddenly she broke off and
grew pale. Ez!”

“What is it, Marcia?”

“Ez, she said, staring at him, wild-
eyed. “You’d better get away from
here. You’re in danger, Ezra. Ha”en
and Calligy both hate the sight of a
Darrell. Now that you’ve helped them
out and they don’t need voU anymore,
they’ll kill you, Ez!”

His mouth pulled into a grim,
straight line. He reached out and took
hold of her shoulders, shook her a lit-
tle. “So you know what kind of a rat
your husband is, and still you married
him. | don’t trust his word; but |d
thought maybe you were just dur.b
and didnt understand what a dirty,
conniving coyote he was. Or | thought
maybe you were so blamed in love
with him, you were blind to his faults
or didnt care about them. But...”

“I—I’'m not, Ez!” she interrupted.
“lI never loved Llasen. Youve got to'
understand, Ezra. | never knew until
after 1 married him, that he was re-
sponsible for the death of mv own dad
and for all the Darrells. After Dad
died. Hagen was nice to me. He gave
me a job. singing in his cafe. | was
very young and lonesome and scared.
When he finally asked me to marry
him, | didn’t know any better. Even
though | knew | didn’t really love him,
I thought maybe | would grow to and
that the marriage would work out for
the best.”

She broke off suddenly, a little sob
in her throat. Then she went on; “I
soon found out what a mistake 1°d
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made. We werent married very long
before Hagen showed his true colors.
He made me continue to work in the
saloon; taunted me with the story of
how -he’d killed my father. Several
times |’ve tried to run away from him,
Ez. But he always has that ape, Calli-
gy watching me, guarding me. | final-
ly gave it up.”

Suddenly there was the sound of
footsteps coming along the tunnel en-
trance to the cavern. Darrell put a fin-
ger to his lips, said: “Shh! Here they
come!”

T UKE HAGEN and Rupe Calligy

came into the light of the flares in-
side the cave, then, their rifles
crooked in their arms. They walked
straight over to Darrell and Marcia.
Hagen made a stiff, mocking bow to
his wife, his face white with temper,
his amber colored eyes cold and shiny
as bottle-glass.

“That was a very touching little
story you told our friend, Darrell,
here,” he said, softly. “You should
have spoken a little more quietly.
Voices carry, here in the cave, mv
dear. We heard every word you said,
didnt we, Rupe?”

The big man couldn’t seem to tear
his eyes away from Marcia. He kept
staring at the burnished copper love-
liness of her hair and moistening his
thick lips with his longue. “Yeah ”
he said, absently. “Sure, Mr. Hagen.”
His face began to work, the ugly fea-
tures distorting, as though he was pon-
dering some great problem, too much
for his small brain.

Hagen stepped away from Calligy
and brought up his rifle with the bar-
rel pointed straight at Darrell’s chest.
“And now that our friend, here, has
served his purpose to us, | think it’s
time to complete the demise of the
Darrell clan. The Darrells stood for
all that I've aways hated, mister.
You're just like the rest of them.” To
Marcia, he said: “As for you, my

dear, in punishment for shooting your
miserable little mouth off before a
stranger, you shall watch the execu-
tion. Watch closely, Marcia, what hap-
pens to the brave and honorable of the
world. The fools, the men with scru-
ples and codes to live by!”

Ezra Darrell watched Hagen’s fin-
ger whiten on the trigger of the rifle.
He felt his stomach seem to shrivel
and knot-up. More with anger than
with fear, though. At the same time,
he taunted all his muscles and his
nerve ends seemed to scream with
strain. He got set to leap at Hagen. It
was a loco notion and he knew he
couldn’t make it. But if wasn’t in him
to stand there and get shot down with-
out resisting, like a cornered animal.

But just before Hagen’s finger fully
tightened around the rifle trigger, be-
fore Darrell made his leap into the
face of death, he saw Rupe Calligv,
suddenly circle *around in back of
Luke ITagen. Hagen abruptly stiffened
and, a look of surprise and horror
slipped over his suave features as Cal-
ligy pushed his muzzle into Hagen’s
back.

Calligy's rough voice said: “Drop
that rifle, Hagen, 1'm going to have
the pleasure of Kkilling this Darrell.”
As Hagen’s rifle clattered to the floor
of the cave. Calligy went on: “And the
pleasure of Kkilling you, too, Mister.
Youve bossed me around long
enough. 1’ve been waiting a long time
for a chance to get rid of you. with-
out anv suspicion being thrown onto
me. We Il tell it back in town that both
you and young Darrell got shot bv the
Kirk Burnham boys before | finally
got them. I’'m going to take over the
town you've tamed so nicely, Hagen.
And that pretty redheaded wife of
yours will be free again. Mebbe she’ll
be so grateful to me for gettin’ rid of
you, Hagen, she'll learn to care for me
a little bit. She sure couldn't hate me
no worsen’ she does you!”
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“No, Rupe, no!” Marcia cried in
protest. “Don’t kill him. Please. For
my sake! ”

“Dont be a fool, Calligy!" Hagen
said, quickly. His voice was trembling.
He gave a nervous little laugh. "May-
be you’re just hoorawing me, Rune,
eh? Is that it. You wouldn’t really
shoot down your old pard in cold
blood, would you Rupe? Listen, may-
be | haven't realized your full value
to me. .Suppose—suppose if we forget
about this little scene, when we get
back to town, | make you a full part-
ner to all my holdings. We. .

“Cut it, Hagen.” Calligy said, tight-
ly. “I've heard your lyin’ tongue be-
fore; it don’t, impress me none. This
is one tight you don’t spiel your way
out of. So long. Hagen!”

T UKE HAGEN squealed with fright,
A his eyes rolling wildly; sweat rivu-
letted down his full, handsome fea-

tures. He gibbered: “No, no, no,
Rupe! You can’t do this! You wouldn’t
dare, Rupe. I'll..."

“Wouldn’t 1?" Calligy asked, al-
most gently.

There was the muffled clap of a ri-
fle shot. Hagen went up onto his toes,
his whole body stiffening, his back
arching jerkily against the full impact
of the closeup shot. He made a gur-

gling sound in his throat and collapsed
at Rupe Calligy’s feet.

Calligy stepped back, his eyes
flicking from Darrell to Marcia, who
stood frozen with shock, her hand
pressed tightly to her mouth, holding
back a scream. Suddenly all the color
went out of her face and her legs gave
way. She toppled to the floor in a dead
faint.

“It’s just as well she keeled over,”
Calligy said, chuckling. “It wouldn’t
be nice for a lady to see this,” Abrupt-
ly, he flung the rifle away from him,
moved in a crouch toward Ez Darrell,
his long, gorilla-like arms reaching.
“Last night, Darrell, in th? Gold
Ring, you put on a tough hombre act.
Now let’s see how tough you really
are. I’'m going to tear you apart with
my bare hands. 1’m going to pop your
eyes out like grapes, with my thumbs.
I’'m going to yank your arms out of
their sockets. 1’'m going to throttle
you until your tongue hangs out of
your head like a slab of uncooked
beef!”

Ez Darrell tensed himself and cir-
cled warily away from the big man. In
the ghostly glate from pineknot torches
stuck into the walls of the caves, Cal-
ligy’s shadow loomed across the floor
as huge as some prehistoric monster.
Calligy looked mountain-big and the
mad Kkill-glitter in his eyes made cold
studs of sweat break out all over.Dar-
rell’s body.

Calligy crooked a mammoth fore-
finger, teasingly. He knuckled his cur-
ly blonde head with his other hand.
“C’mere, son!” he called, mockingly.
“Don’t try to get away from old Cal-
ligy. C'mere and let me bearhug the
guts out of yuh. to show how much |
like yuh!”

Darrell kept backing away and sud-
denly Calligy lunged like a crazed
bull, swinging one arm in a mighty
roundhouse blow. Darrell danced to
one side and escaped the full force of
the sledge-hammer blow. But it still
caught him a glancing vrallop across
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the cheekbone, took skin and beard
stubbie with it, almost knocked Dar-
rell’s head from his shoulders. Darrell
rocked on his feet and shook his head,
groggily.

His vision cleared just as Calligy
wheeled and lumbered back toward
him. He ducked inside of Calligv’s
next blow and swung with all his
weight at the big man’s jutting jaw. He
didn’t use his balled fist. He used the
heel of his hand and the blow landed
squarely. But Calligy just grunted
and shook himself like a great wound-
ed grizzly and came at Darrell again.

This time, instead of swinging his
fist at Darrell, Calligy bored in close,
aimed a vicious kick of his boot at
Darrell’s kneecap, intending to smash
it and cripple him. At the last mo-
ment, Ez Darrell twisted his leg just
in time and took the blow on the in-
side of the thigh, instead. It numbed
the leg but he knew the damage was
only temporary.

T JJTE STARTED to back away again
and carefully watched the giant
coming at him once more. Calligy had
grown a little careless, now, though.
He came on too fast, with his arms
hanging loose and ape-like at his sides.
Abruptly, Ezra Darrell dug in his toes,
stopped and instead of retreating,
rushed headlong at the larger man,
doubled over. He felt his head ram
solidly into Calligy’s great belly. He
heard the breath whoosh out of his op-
ponents chest in great gusts. He
straightened and saw that Calligy was
doubled over slightly holding his guts.
Any other man would have been flat
on his back.
Darrell cut loose with two swings,
a left and a right, bringing his hands
up from the floor, the hard heels of
them, landing with all his power
against the big man’s jaw on one side,
his eye on the other.
Calligy let out a tremendous bellow
of pain and rage, staggered sideways,
hurt for the first time. With a little

cry of triumph. Darrell tore in after
him, hoping to deliver the finishing
blows of the fight. But he was over-
anxious. He misjudged the damage
done to Calligy. As he moved in close.
Calligy suddenly reached out and
gripped him under the armpits. He
lifted Darrell, kicking and flailing his
legs, high above his head and threw
him, bodily across the cave.

Darrell landed against the rocky
wall and slid down it, limply. The
glare of the torches went on and off
in his eyes. His body ached and pain
ripped at his middle. He felt as though
every bone in him was crushed. He lav
there, gathering his strength, his
breath tearing at his lungs.

He heard the pound of Calligy’s
footsteps coming toward him and
rolled over just in time to see the big
man’s tremendous bulk come diving
toward him. Once Calligy got him
down like this, on top of him, Darrell
knew, he was through. Calligy would
kil him as hed promised, inch by
painful inch. In a wild burst of desper-
ation, Darrell got to his feet up and
doubled his legs back against his bel-
ly. He shot them out again as Calligy
lunged down at him. The heels of his
boots caught Calligy flush in the face
and he tumbled sideways, roaring with
pain, to the floor.

Ez Darrell scrambled to his feet,
advanced toward Calligy, who was-
dazedly getting to his knees, now, his
face a blood-oozing, swollen mess. Cal-
ligy tried to grab at his legs but he was
too slow. Darrell side-stepped and
swung the side of his hand hard
against the side of Calligy’s neck, in
a knife-edged blow. The big man’s
monstrous head lolled and his eyes
walled back. He screamed curses at
Darrell and somehow staggered to his
feet again.

Darrell stood for a moment, gather-
ing his strength, trying to catch his
breath, wiping some of the blood from
head cuts, out of his own eyes. He was
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surprised, now, to see that Calligy was
moving away from him and toward
the lifeless figure of Luke Hagen. Too
late, Darrell realized that Calligy had
given up the idea of trying to beat him
to death with his fists. He was going
to make a sure thing of it, now.

["sALLIGY stooped over Hagen’s

body and tugged the deadman’s
silver mounted pistol from its holster.
Darrell rushed at him, weaving. The
sound of the pistol crashed loudly
against the ceiling of the cave and
Darrell felt the burn and sting of hot
lead against his shoulder. The warm
thickness of blood ran down his arm.

He reached the big man before he
could fire another shot but Calligy
clubbed at him with the pistol. Darrell
took the blows across the back and
shoulder and got up under Calligy’s
long arms. He jabbed the stiffened
tips of his fingers in a short, vicious
blow into Calligy’s windpipe.

Calligy fell back, gagging, weak-
kneed. The silver pistol fell from his
numbed fingers. In a dark red rage
that was the culmination of all the
wrongs that had been done against him
and his family by men of this breed,
Darrell whipped after him. He
slammed blow after blow into Calligy’s
face, driving the big man back against
the wall of the cave.

Darrell only stopped when there
was no more strength to lift up his
arms, when there was no more breath
in his chest and his legs would hardly
hold him. He saw then that Rupe Cal-
ligy had been unconscious for a long
time and that only the wall of the cave
had been holding him upright. Darrell
stepped out of the wav as Calligy’s
mammoth body toppled stiffly for-
ward, fell face-down like a felled ox,
to the floor.

Ezra Darrell stood for a long mo-
ment, gasping, shaking himself all
over, like a lean tough wolf-hound af-
ter a wilderness battle to the death
with another animal. Then slowly,
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spraddle-legged, he walked over and
sat down on a box of supplies, his head
in his hands. The next thing he knew,
he felt a gentle hand on his head. He
looked up and it was Marcia.

She was standing over him and there
was the look on her face of pride and
concern and pity for his hurts, that he
remembered seeing on the face of his
mother when he was a kid and came in
from a schoolyard fight, battered and
torn.

“Poor Ez,” Marcia said softly.
Then she began to rip strips of cloth
from the bottom of her gown and used
them to make rough dressings for his
wounds. Her hands felt cool and soft
to his fevered skin and he couldnt
keep his eyes off of her. When she was
finished with the dressings and he had
recovered enough strength, they left
the cave together. They climbed down
the cliff trail and walked to the horses.

On the long ride back to Hell’s
Acres, Darrell tried not to, but he
couldn’t help thinking and wondering,
if maybe, after a reasonable length
of time, he and Marcia—well, hell, if
Marcia was going to bring up Ab’s
little girl, the kid would need a father
to look out for it. wouldn’t she? And
who knows, maybe later, he thought
it would be a good idea for the younk-
er to have some other young’ns to keep
her company.

Thinking that and looking from the
corners of his eyes at Marcia, riding
beside him, and catching her cutting
her glance at him, too, occasionally,
Darrell somehow didn’t seem to mind
the jogging of his bruised and aching
body. And when, finally, Marcia
brought her horse close and reached
out and took his hand in -hers, he
found out that there was suddenly no
more pain in him at all. He just felt
as though he was floating through the
air and he didn’t hardly care if they
never got back to Hell’s Acres.




When any one ol' several par-
ties may be involved in rus-
tling and dry-pitching, that is
the proper time to

Suspect
Them

All!

by Clare Hamilton

M ART KRAMER was riding

through a pinon bosque on

Eagle Mesa when the click of
metal broke the morning stillness. His
gray eyes followed the direction of the
sound, noted a sprawled man on the
ground squinting down a rifle barrel,
and sent the wandering cowboy into
swift and dynamic action.

Kramer dove from his saddle with
arms spread wide. The rifle exploded
harmlessly as Kramer’s muscled right
shoulder drove the bush-whacker into
the red dirt.

Both men slid a few inches toward
the rim of the mesa and those few
inches took skin from the rifleman's
bony face. From down on the valley
floor, a grim voice gave orders for both
men to reach for the blue sky. Orders
which were backed up by a 45-70 Win-
chester long gun.

Mart Kramer raised both hands and
rolled to the side. Thudding hooves
raced up the rocky trail. A tall lean
cowboy topped the rise with a six-
shooter in his bronzed right hand, and
a curt question on his tight Tips.

“Which of you hombres fined yore
sights on Roper, my Dad?”

"He did,” the rifleman answered
quickly. “l was just in time to knock
up his rifle!”

“Em AT Bassett,” the cowboy intro-
duced himself to Kramer. “Who might
you he?”

“l might be a rustler, but 1'm not,”
Kramer drawled. “Just call me Mart
Kramer. The skinned-up gent is lying.
My saddle-gun is still in the scabbard
under my left fender. He was aiming
to dry-gulch your old man.”

Kramer was medium tall, stockilv
built, and in his late twenties. Al Bas-
sett looked him up and down, reading
his brands and ear-markings. He did
the same for the man with the skinned
face, and demanded the stranger’s
name.

“I’'m Glen Tyron,” the rifleman an-
swered readily, “Cattle Association
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man. Sent up here from El Paso to
look into this rustling business. Here’s
my papers.”

Kramer frowned a trifle as the dry-
gulcher gave his name. He watched
young Bassett take the papers and
read them carefully. As Bassett’s face
clouded, Kramer made a smooth pass
for his holstered .45 and got the drop.

“Drop your hog-leg, Bassett;” Mart
said quietly, but his low voice was
brittle. “You were going off half-
cocked; was going to smoke me down
on this gent’s say-so. When you cut
for rustler sign, you want to circle
wide and look all over!”

Al Bassett stared, his gun in hand,
but pointed to the ground. Ranch-bred
and trail-wise, he knew when he was
beaten. His gun dropped to the ground
as he smothered an angry curse.

“Let’s all move down and talk some
to old Roper,” Kramer suggested.
“He’s lived long enough to stand
ground-hitched without hobbles. 17l
shoot either one of you jiggers if you
go on the prod. Climb yore saddle,
*Tyron.”

Tyron mounted his horse without
speaking, remembering that old Roper
Bassett had rifle and six-shooter to
even the odds. With Al in the lead
and Kramer bringing up the drag, the
three men rode down the mesa trail
to the valley floor.

OOPER BASSETT was waiting with
a Winchester cradled in the crook
of his right arm. The gun snapped up
when the old cattleman saw the naked
pistol in Kramer’s hand.
“Drop that six-shooter, Mister!”

Mart Kramer ignored the old cattle-
man’s command. His pistol was point-
ed at young Al, and Roper Bassett was
old enough to read sign. All of it. Mart
knew that Roper would hold his shot.

“One of us two strangers was fix-
ing to dry-gulch you,!old-timer,” Mart
began to talk. “One of us saved your

6

life by jumping the other jigger, and
who do you think it was?”

“You’re both strangers to me,” Bas-
sett muttered slowly. “I heard a rifle
talk, and yours hasnt been fired re-
cent. 1'd say you jumped this other
hombre and skinned his face up some.”

“He changed guns with me,” Tyron
shouted. “I’'m repping for the Cattle-
man’s Association!”

“Could be that away,” Bassett ad-
mitted hesitantly. “But what was to
prevent him from Killing both you and
Al and then finishing up with me?”

“He lost his nerve,” Tyron ex-
plained readily. “He figured there were
too many witnesses!”

“Dead men don’t talk much,” Mart
Kramer said quietly, and then he
asked Bassett a question. “How come
you to be burning your iron on a Cir-
cle Q calf, with the old cow standing
by?”

“Looks bad, Roper,” Tyron added
thoughtfully. “You can’t fool an old
cow that away.”

“If yo’re repping for the Associa-
tion, you tell me,” Bassett answered
fiercely. “l found this calf critter hog-
tied, and stopped off for a look. That’s
when | hear the rifle explode up there
on the mesa!”

“That’s easy to read,” Tyron ex-
plained. “The rustlers framed you with
that set-up. to make you look guilty.
Then they meant to kill you right over
the proof!”

Mart Kramer tightened his jaw and
his trigger-finger. His eyes were bleak
and frosty when he spoke to Roper.

“I’'m going to leave you here with
Glen Tyron, Bassett. Drop that rifle
before | let young Al have my lead!”

“Don*t you do it. Dad,” Al Bassett
growled. “He might get me, but you
can’t miss him!”

Bassett slowly shook his head. He
lowered his Winchester, tossed the rifle
aside, and waved a hand at the tim-
bered slopes.

“Ride away, Kramer,” he said earn-
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estly. “We’ve got mebbe six hundred
head of stock on the Circle C, but Al
is worth more than cattle. We’ll ride
rustler sign, and every man of us will
carry a hang-rope on his saddle.
Vamos!”

A7TTART KRAMER was grim-faced
N as he sat saddle on the little mesa,
watching the three men in the valley
below. He knew cattle detectives and
their methods, but he also knew the
cattlemen of high New Mexico, having
been one before an itching heel sent
him riding the long trails.

Kramer watched Glen Tyron and
tried to work out the puzzle. Tyron
had meant to kill old Roper Bassett,
who was the natural leader of the small
cattlemen. It could be that Tyron had
tagged old Roper for a rustler, in view
of the evidence. Bassett had been
caught red-handed over a Circle Q
calf which had been freshly burned
with the Circle C iron.

Young Al pulled the piggin’ string
and turned the calf loose. Tyron was
on his horse, evidently giving orders.
The three men rode in the direction
Tyron had indicated with a sweep of
his arm, and after watching a while.
Kramer rode down from the mesa on
the back trail.

Kramer reached Little Snake River
at high noojn and dismounted to loose
his cinchas. He took a meat sandwich
from his saddle-bags and ate slowly
while his horse slaked its thirst. The
horse raised its head when a small
bunch of cattle came down to drink.

Old cows with calves at side, graz-
ing an open range. Kramer studied sev-
eral brands without interest. The cat-
tlemen would form a pool for fall
round-up, and after the gather, each
owner would mark his tally books and
drive his own stock to his home range
for shipping.

Mart Kramer leaned forward with
nostrils flaring. An old Circle C cow
was giving suck to a Circle Q calf.

Accidents can happen on any range,
but Mart muttered to himself that they
didn’t happen in bunches. He counted
seven Circle C cows with Circle Q

calves, and his tawny eyes grew
stormy.
Come weaning time, the calves

would stray from their mothers. The
Circle Q would have a heavy calf-crop,
while Roper Bassett would have a lean
tally.

TZ'RAMER took a little book from an

upper vest pocket and thumbed
through the pages. He hawed in his
throat as he stared at an open page.
Talked to himself like lonesome men
will do on the cattle range.

"Circle Q owned by an hombre name
of Dyke Anselm,” Kramer read aloud.
“Came up here two years ago with two
hundred head. 1'd admire to see An-
selm’ tally books, and his headquar-
ters are south aways on Little Snake.”

Kramer tightened his latigo and
mounted his rangy sorrel. He followed
the lazy river south for an hour and
reined in on a little rise. Down below
he could see a cluster of corrals and
board buildings. His eyes narrowed
when he saw a man working lone-hand-
ed in a lodge-pine corral.

Kramer left his horse and made his
way on foot through the jack pines.
The brush grew thick right up to the
Circle Q corrals, and Kramer moved
like an Indian.

Inside the corral, a roughly-dressed
man of about thirty-five was doing a
tophand’s job. He had roped a cow,
and snubbed the head to a stout post.
Then the cowhand had roped the heels
from his horse, stretched out the cow,
and tied off the hind legs.

Kramer took the man to be Dyke
Anselm. A curved running iron was
heating in a chip fire, and Anselm
picked it up with a gloved hand. He
carried the iron over to the cow and
knelt on the bony left hip.

Mart tightened his lips as he
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watched a neat job of brand blotting.
The cow was marked with the Circle C.
Anselm added a little curlycue, closed
the “C” to make a circle, and threw
his running iron aside. The Circle C
cow was now branded Circle Q.

Dyke Anselm shucked his gloves and
walked to a fence corner from which
his shell-studded gunbelt was hanging.
His high heels braked to a stop when
Kramer crawled through the rails to
cut him off from his six-shooter.

“Nice business you’re in. Anselm,”
Kramer said drily. “Tha.Cs one way to
build up a herd fast. I’'m Mart Kramer,
in case you’re interested.”

“Never heard of you,” Anselm said
in a low voice. “State your business!”

“1 was riding to cut for rustler sign,”
Kramer drawled. “The Circle C has
been losing too many critters, and you
and | know why.”

Anselm spaced his rusty boots for
fight. His left hand clenched into a
fist, and the move caught Kramer un-
prepared for what followed.

Anselm slapped across his chest with
his right hand, digging under his left
arm. Kramer saw the bulge under An-
selm’s shirt where a hide-out gun was
cradled in a Wes Hardin holster.

Mart Kramer dipped his right hand
down and up, his six-shooter clearing
leather just as Anselm’s gun flashed
from under the rustler’s shirt.

The two guns roared in the high
mountain air. They might have made
one explosion except for a slight
stuttering roll which meant that one
gun had shot second.

Dyke Anselm was slapped into a
turn with the smoking gun tumbling
from his hand. He went to his knees
under the battering impact of speed-
ing lead, retched a time or two. and
flopped over on his back.

Kramer crouched above his smoking
six-shooter with the hammer pronged
back for a repeat. A smoke ring made
a gun-fighter’s halo above his sandy
head as he stared at the holes in the

high crown of his Stetson lying on the
ground. He lowered the hammer, bol-
stered his gun and walked slowly up to
the rustler.

“You’re a-goin’ to die, Anselm,”
Mart said coldly. “You've got a pard
who will cash in on your crooked work.
Better give up head before the lights
go out for you.”

He waited for the wounded man to
speak, but Anselm made no answer.
Mart dropped to one knee and stared
at the pallid face from which all color
had drained.

“Fainted like a pilgrim,” Kramer
muttered contemptuously. “I shot high
on purpose, and the rustling son will
live to stretch a rope.”

Kramer caught the unconscious man
by the collar and dragged Anselm to a
little tool shed. Catching up a hog-
ging string from a rail, Kramer tied
Dyke Anselm’s hands behind his back,
made a rude bandage for the bullet
wound, and shut the door as he left
the shed.

JUTART KRAMER was a cowboy
A first and last. He climbed the sad-
dle on Anselm’s horse after throwing
off the hogging string, loosened the
dallies from the saddle horn, and threw
off the heel rope. The old cow could
stand at the snubbing post, but Mart
had other things on his mind.

Riding across the corral, he opened
the gate from the saddle, rode through,
and loped up to the rude board shack
which served as the Circle Q ranch
house. Leaving the horse at the tie-rail
with dragging reins, Kramer slid down
and went into the front room.

His nostrils curled with disgust at
the mingled odors of stale food and
sweaty clothing which permeated the
place.

“Boar's nest,” he muttered. “He
ain’t changed his bed in months. Looks
Llike some tally books on the table yon-

er.”

Mart Kramer’s face grew hard as he
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thumbed through the Circle Q tally
books. He counted four hundred and
eight calves, shoved the book into a
hip pocket, and left the shack by the
kitchen door.

The thick brush grew almost up to
the house, and Kramer was lost almost
at once in the dense growth. Making
his way back to his leggy sorrel, Kra-
mer mounted up and rode away from
the river on business of his own. He
smiled grimly as the sounds of thud-
ding hooves came from the run-down
Circle Q.

OOPER BASSETT slid his horse to a
A stop near the hitch-rail in the Cir-
cle Q yard. His Winchester was in the
saddle-boot under his left fender, but
a heavy .45 six-shooter leaped to the
old cattleman’s hand as he faced the
open door of the shack, with the range
detective right behind him.

Glen Tyron frowned and lit down
a-running. He vyelled hoarsely as
though he were on familiar ground.

“Dyke! Where are you. Dyke An-
selm?”

“Yeah, where is Anselm?” old Bas-
sett asked suspiciously. “l never did
have more than a passing acquaintance
with him since he moved in here two
years ago.”

“He must be around,” Tyron an-
swered with a puzzled gleam in his
eyes. “There’s a chip fire over in yon-
der corral.”

Al Bassett was at the corral peering
through the rails. The cow was licking
at her brand and stamping at the heel
flies. Young Bassett pointed to the
dust where a trail showed that some-
thing had been dragged to the tool
shed.

“PIl have a look-see,” Al growled,
and crawled into the corral. His
startled yell brought the two men to
his side as he stared through the door
he had jerked open.

“It’s Dyke Anselm, and him shot up

bad,” Tyron said slowly. “He’s uncon-
scious.”

“l ve been hurt worse and done a
day’s work,” Roper Bassett sneered his
contempt. “Wonder what in time he
was doing with that cow in the cor-
ral?”

Al was examining the cow with an
expression of understanding in his nar-
rowed eyes. He turned on Tyron with
hand close to his gun.

“Anselm was blotting a brand,
Tyron,” young Bassett accused. “He
added two strokes to change our Cir-
cle C into a Circle Q. Me and Dad
never did like him choosing a brand
so close to ours.”

“Dyke never did that venting,”
Tyron said positively. “Can’t you see
through the play? Rustlers did that job
and left the old cow right there to
throw suspicion on Anselm. Ten will
get you twenty bucks it was Mart
Kramer!”

“We branded a mighty lean calf-
crop this year,” Roper Bassett mut-
tered. “There was good winter feed,
and not too much snow. J”e tallied less
than thirty percent, and we never did
fall below seventy even in hard years.”

“Which is just why the Association
sent me up here,” Tyron answered
earnestly. “Dyke Anselm made the
same complaint.”

Young Al went back to the tool shed
and stood staring down at the uncon-
scious man. Trained to read sign from
his childhood, young Al frowned when
he spied the empty Wes Hardin hol-
ster under the wounded man’s left arm.
Looking behind him, he saw a snub-
nosed gun lying half buried in the red
dust of the corral.

“There was a gun ruckus here,
Roper,” Al told his father, and pointed
to the gunbelt hanging on the corner
post. “Whoever drilled Dyke had to
work fast. He had Anselm cut off from
his belt-gun, and this Circle Q boss
dug for a hide-out gun under his left

arm.”
[Turn To Page 80j
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“Funny he didn’t take the belt-gun,”
Bassett said thoughtfully.

“It all adds up,” Tyron interrupted.
“You were framed this morning, old-
timer. We caught you red-handed in
what was made to look like rustling.
This is the same kind of a plant.”

DOPER BASSETT remembered as
he rubbed his grizzled chin. Wrin-

kles furrowed his brow as he moved

over to join his son at the tool shed.

“What do you make of this, Al?”
he asked in a whisper. “I’'m mired
down up to my hips.”

“Let’s get Dyke up to the house
and bring him around,” Al answered
loudly. “He can tell us just what hap-
pened.”

Tyron followed as the Bassetts car-
ried Dyke Anselm to the dirty front
room in the little board shack. Al
wrinkled his nose with disgust as they
laid the wounded man on a dirty bunk.
A second bunk had not been made up,
and Al spoke his mind bluntly.

“l never heard of Anselm having
any help, but some gent has been
sleeping in that other pigpen yonder.”

“I've had considerable experience
with gun-shot wounds,” Tyron spoke
up. “You gents ride out and cut for
sign while | take care of Dyke.”

Bassett shook his gray head slowly.
“You and Al ride a circle,” he sug-
gested. “I’ll take care of Dyke, if |
can stand the stink of this hog-pen.”
“You heard the old man,” Al said
to Tyron. “Let’s you and me top our
broncs and get in a few licks before
it gets dark on us. The rustler who
shot Dyke can’t be far away. C’mon!”

Tyron stared at Dyke Anselm, and
then followed Al from the room. Like
a hound on a hot scent, Al rode around
the corral which held the old cow,
pointed to some tracks, and motioned
with his head for Tyron to take the
lead.

“Youre a range detective,” Al Bas-
sett said simply. “Bend the lead and

hit a high lope along that plain trail.”

“You know this country better than
I do,” Tyron argued. “You hit out,
and Il tail you close.”

Al flushed with anger. He was about
to make an issue of who would ride in
front, but the faint bellow of a six-
shooter brought both men upright in
their saddles.

JiIfART KRAMER rode through the

brush, searching the little grassy
pockets. He jumped an old Circle C
cow in the brush, and a yearling steer
charged after the cow which was mak-
ing for a scrub-oak motte.

Kramer’s six-shooter leaped to his
hand and roared like a cannon. The
young steer did a hoolihan head-over-
heels, with a bullet under the left leg.
Kramer slid from the saddle, anchored
his sorrel with trailing reins, and pulled
a skinning knife from a sheath at the
left side of his gunbelt.

Like a hunter who knows his busi-
ness, Kramer made four quick slashes
with his keen-bladed knife. The four
cuts formed a square around the Circle
Q brand, and Kramer cut the piece of
hide away from the flesh.

Kramer drew out the Circle Q tally
book, placed the square of hide be-
tween two pages, and stuck the book
back in his hip pocket. Wiping the
blade of his skinning knife on the dead
steer, Kramer sheathed the weapon
and mounted his sorrel.

Following a deer trail through the
scrub oak, the square-jawed cowboy
turned his horse toward the Circle Q.
A puzzled gleam showed briefly in his
eyes as a pistol shot echoed behind
him, but Mart kept on riding until he
came to the Circle Q.

Leaving his sorrel in the brush,
Kramer made his stealthy way to the
kitchen door and paused to listen. His
nostrils twitched like a hound’ that
has smelled fresh blood, and Kramer
went through the house behind his
cocked six-shooter.

[Turn To Puge 82]
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Mart Kramer stopped at the door
leading to the front room with a
stunned look on his bronzed face. Old
Roper Bassett was down on the floor
with his head under him. just in front
of the bunk on which the wounded
man was lying.

Kramer grunted softly as he stared
at Dyke Anselm. Bassett had removed
Anselm’s shirt to work on the wound.
A deep wound showed where a knife
had been plunged in Dyke Anselm’
chest, and Anselm’s eyes were wide
open.

“Get ’em high, you rustling killer!”

Kramer holstered his gun very slow-
ly and raised both hands. Young Al
Bassett faced him from the doorway
with a cocked six-shooter in his right
hand. Blood was seeping from a wound
in the Circle C cowboy’s left shoulder,
dripping slowly from his fingers.

READING

“You took a sneak shot at me back
there in the draw where | found that
dead steer!” Al Bassett accused hotly.
Then you circled back here, beefed the
old man, and stuck your knife in An-
selm to keep him from talking!”

“Stop fighting your head, younkcr,”
Kramer .said quietly. ‘1 didn’t shoot
you, and | didn’t do this dirty job
here. | came in the back way and
found what you see, and | was so
stunned | didnt hear you ride in.”

“I'm going to kill you, Kramer,” Al
said slowly, and his voice sounded
faint and far away. “l’m bleeding out,
but Il get you before | cave!”

fyTART KRAMER stared as young
Bassett began to sway. He could
see the cowboy’s finger tighten on the
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trigger, and Kramer made a headlong
dive to the left just as AL fell forward
with the gun blasting in his hand.

Kramer felt the scrape of a bullet
along his short ribs just before he hit
the floor and rolled over. He dis-
missed his own slight wound with a
shrug, pulled Al away from the door,
and closed it.

Roper Bassett was groaning softly,
and Kramer emptied the old cattle-
man’s holster.

Kramer grunted and took a piggin’
siring from a wooden peg. Rolling the
old cattleman over, Kramer bound
Bassett’s wrists behind his back,
propped Roper against a wall, and
reached for the probes lying on a chair.
The same probes Roper had used to
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remove the bullet from Dyke Anselm’s
wound.

Kramer stripped the shirt away from
Afs left shoulder, examined the wound
and went to work. Under the anesthesia
of bullet shock, Al remained perfectly
quiet while Kramer performed his
crude but effective surgery.

Mart Kramer removed the bullet
and washed the wound with a per-
manganate solution, good for man or
beast, and carried by every roaming
cowhand. Al groaned and sat up just
as Kramer finished his bandaging.

A horse roared into the yard and
slid to a stop. Kramer faced the front
door with gun in his hand, and a
smokey threat of death in his cold
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10 DAY FREE TRIAL
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just a screw driver it tunes the exhaust sound to just the
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USES SCIENTIFIC VENTURI PRINCIPLE
"Mellow Tone: works on the Venturi principle getting the
gases through the ring so they are* Increased in velocity
while their pressure drops. This not only helps dispense the
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the tone to the exact pitch you desire,

BE THE FIRST
"Mellow Tone” sets off your car from all others-not only by
FEATURES its distinctive throbbing power tone but by its attractive
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Money-back guarantee. At your drug counter. $1.50 reliner
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Offer expires May 31, 1958. Plasti-Liner, Inc.,
1075 Main St., Buffalo 9, N. Y.
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ENLARGED '
TO FULL 8"xI0" 49
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WESTERN ACTION

gray eyes. He hunched his wide shoul-
ders when a gun-muzzle prodded his
spine.

“Drop that gun and get inside!"

Mart Kramer obeyed as he recog-
nized the hoarse voice of Glen Tyron,
\évho had entered through the back
oor.

Tyron glanced around the room,
stared at Anselm, and threatened
Kramer through tightly clenched teeth.

“So you circled back and killed Dyke
after tolling me and young Al away
with that pistol shot!”

“That ain’t all he did,” Roper Bas-
sett spoke up suddenly. “He slapped
me over the head with his cutter, but
I 've been watching him probe the bullet
out of voung Al’s shoulder. Who shot
Al?”

“Kramer did,” Al Bassett accused
in a faint voice. “l found his sign all
over the place where he had shot a
young steer!”

“Make up your minds,” Mart Kra-
mer said drily. "I couldn’t have shot
Al first, and then got back here in
time to kill Dyke Anselm, and buffalo
old Roper over the head. It could have
been the other way around, if you
catch the drift,"”

Glen Tyron approached Kramer
slowly and then lashed out suddenly
with the gun in his right hand. The
barrel struck Kramer a glancing blow
on the head, and he slid to the floor
beside old Bassett.

Tyron stepped back and holstered
[7urn To Page 88]
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Once there was a Traveling
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Daughter— but wait— for the
whole story and hundreds of
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THE COMPLETE TRAVELING
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To People
who want to write
but can’t get started

Do you have that constant urge to write but
fear that a beginner hasn’t a chance? Then
listen to what a famous editor said on this
subject:

"There is more room for newcomers In the writing field today
than ever before. Some of the greatest of writing men and women
havo passed from the scene. Who will take their places? Fame,
riches and tho happiness of achievement await the new men and

women of power."
’ SELLS FIRST ARTICLE TO
LOOK MAGAZINE HALF-

WAY THROUGH COURSE

"I had good luck in my first
attempt at writing for- a national
magazine. | wrote an article in
answer to one that appeared in
Look Magazine. The article drew
an unusual render response and
mine was chosen as the best. The

editor expressed interest in the
fact | was strdying your course
and the check | received more
than paid for It."—Glenn Dun-

lap, PaincsviMe, Ohio.

Writing Aptitude Test — FREE!

THE Newspaper Institute_of America offers a
FREE Writing- Aptitude Test. Its object is to
discover 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
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%/our individual style instead of "trying to copy
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he "coveted “professional” touch. Then you are
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of making sales.

Mail the Coupon NOW

But_the first step Is to take the FREE Writing
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and ¢ nothing. »S0. mail the coupon now.
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Make the first move towards the most enjoyable
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tion! Newspaper Institute of America, One Park
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New York 18 N. Y.
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Copyright 1957 Newspaper Institute of America.
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his heavy gun. He walked over to the
table, rummaged through the litter,
and turned to Al Bassett.

“Did you find the Circle Q tally
book?”

IlyrART KRAMER'S right hand

caught up the gun he had taken
from the old cattleman. He pushed
slowly erect while Tyron was staring
at Al, holstered the gun, and coughed
slightly.

Tyron whirled around like a trapped
wolf. His hand started for his gun. The
stern voice of Kramer stopped him.

“Let it ride, Tyron. We-can settle
our score after we make medicine. I've
got the Circle Q tally book.”

Old Roper Bassett leaned forward.
Mart Kramer reached slowly to his
hip pocket with his left hand, and
brought out the worn tally book.

“Listen, gents,” Kramer began quiet-
ly. "The Circle Q is running a hun-
dred and eighty head of she-stuff. The
tally book gives the Circle Q four
hundred and eight head of calves. All
those Circle Q cows had twins, and
some of ’em had triplets!”

“That gives you no call to kill An-
selm while he was unconscious,” Tyron
blustered. “lI suspicions! him, and he
even went so far as to vent the brand
on a Circle C cow.”

“He and his pard went farther than
that,” Kramer accused sternly. “He-
was venting the brand on young beef
steers. 1’ve got one here in my pock-
et; took it from that young steer |
shot back in the tangles.”

Glen Tyron stared as Kramer took
the square of hide from the tally book.
Tyron read the brand as Kramer held
it for the three men to see.

“That’s a Circle Q brand!”

“Yeah,” Kramer agreed. “The
brand-blotter used a running iron to
close the C, and he added a curlycue

to make the Q.”
[Turn To Vitge 90]
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tee. Remember play in 7days or your money | mho™p w,u *= promptly returned if 1 am not over-
back. This may be the means of opening up 1 name
a whole new host of friends and ilxo for you. J\street address

CITY s

STATE



Need Cash Quick?

If you need $50-$600 now

and are regularly em -

ployed, rush the coupon!

We are State Licensed.and

make quick cash loans any-

where in theU. S.ENTIRELY

BY MAIL. No agents will call.

Repay in small monthly installments to fit your income. No
endorttra. Your employer, relatives, tradespeople, friend?,
never know you are applying for a loan. RUSH COUPON for
free information and Money Request sent in plain envelope.
POSTAL FINANCE CO.,200 Keeline Bide-, Dept. 674-H
Omaha, Nebraska ... Serving America Since 1905

*50-*600 EASY-CONFIDENTIAL
I POSTAL FINANCE CO.. Dept. 474H

| 200 Keeline Bldg., Omaha, Nebraska
* Pleaserush FREEinformationand Money RequestForm.

| OCCUPATION-
| AGE......AMOUNT YOU WANT TO BORROW t .

FREE BOOK

W rite today for a FREE copy of Illustrated law book.
"THE LAW-TRAINED MAN,” which shows how tt
earn the professional Bachelor of Laws (LL.B.) de
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"That wont stand up in court,”
Tyron blustered.

"Now you take an old brand that’s
been .stamped,"” Kramer explained pa--
tiently. “Haired over and all healed
up. Say some rustler runs a few more
lines on the brand after it's healed."

He held the piece of hide up to an
open window, and the three men stared
suspiciously. Roper was the first to
speak.

“By dogies, Kramer’s right!”

Glen Tyron remained silent, shift-
ing his boots nervously. Mart Kramer
took a folded paper from the tally
book and let it drop on the floor. The
picture of a tall lean-faced man stared
back from the paper.

“Say!” Roper Bassett almost shout-
ed. “l’ve seen that hombre before. He
was up here about two months ago
riding the range. Wait a minute! It
has his name printed underneath. GlIni
Tyron, Association Detective!"

“That’s right, and a pare! of mine,”
Kramer said quietly, but his deep voice
was like morning frost. “Glen was mur-
dered by a gent name of Jud Anselm,

[Turn To Page s



AUTO MECHANICS
WANT TO KNOW

This Big Practical Book give* full
information, with working diagrams,
covering the principles, construction,
ignition, service and repair of mod*
cm cars, trucks and buses.

Diesel Engines, Hydromatic ond
fluid Drives Fully Explained.

A cnmplete guide
of 1696 Pa%es‘
with over 1500

Completely up-to-1
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1 IN COUPON
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ciples of modem plumb.ng practice
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SEND NO MONEY - Pay the postman nothing! We are

glad to send you any of the Audel Guides for absolutely

FREE examination in your own home. We take all the risk*

and leave al| the decisions up to YOU. There is no obliga-

tion! If you decide to keep the books of your choice you may
y for Ilaem under our astounding easy-pay plan of only
2'a month.

THEREISALL YOU-~DO]|

IT'S EASY TO ORDER: In the No-Risk Mail Order
Coupon at the right just draw a circle around the number
of Audel Guides you want us to send you tot FREE
EXAMINATION. We will send them to 'you at once to
help you build a brighter future by increasing your SKILL.
If tor any reason at all you are not COMPLETELY satia-
ted, return the books to us, and that wilt end the matter!
NO STRINGS OR CATCHES TO THIS OFFER.

THEO. AUDEL & CO.

» W -t 13rd (treat. New Ye* 10.N.Y.

AND BUILDERS GUIDES

l;\’ARACTICAL STOREHOUSE I?\IF

for
carpenters and sit woodworkers Ex-
Plam»s in easy lorguage and by pro-
use illustration principles, advan.-es.
short cuts, trade secrets, all based

on the NEWEST information.
Vol. 1-Tool:

:Vol 2-
Bui Id-

lans, specifications, estimates, etc.:
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etc. Practical tests, reference tables and data. H
le rule. 752 Pages. 550 Illustrations. Priced at On
CIRCLE No. Il IN COUPON

NEW MACHINISTS
AND TOOLMAKERS
HANDBOOK

MODERN MACHINE SHOP PRACTICE-S PRACTICAL
BOOKS IN ONE. New from cover to cover. Tells bow to
set up and operate lathes, screw and milting machines,
shapers, drill_presses and ell other machine tools. A M
PLETE INSTRUCTOR AND REFERENCE BOOK. 1728
Paget. Fully lllustrated. Priced at only $6.

CIRCLE No. 12 IN COUPON

WIRING DIAGRAMS

This book gives the practical facts on wiring of electrical
apparatus. It explains clearly and SIMPLY how to wire
apparatus for all fields of electricity. Each diagram it com-
Bete and self-explaming. Know ‘your HOOK-UP'S! 304
ages. lllustrated. Only 52.

CIRCLE No. 13 IN COUPON

REFRIGERATION &
AIR CONDITIONING

FOUR BOOKS IN ONE-bas.c principles,
serwcm%_operquon, repair of: t. House-
hold Refrigeration. 2. Special Refrigeration
Units. 3. Commercial fit Industrial Refrig-
eration. 4. Air Conditioning Systems. A
GOLD MINE of essential inform
Completely up-to-date. 1360 Pages.
Indexed. Priced at only $6.

CIRCLE No. 14

ation.
Fully Mlustrated and

IN COUPON

THE NEW ELECTRIC LIBRARY

A COMPLETE ENCYCLOPEDIA explaining in the
simplest terms the fundamental principles, rules and appli-
cations of applied electricity,
A COMPLETE COLLEGE EDUCATION I

Fully illustrated with diagrams and sketches, calculations
and tables for ready reference. Question* and answers. Trial

udy All based ¢ mthe most
modern theory.

ilex

of electricity, magnetism,
armatures, repairs. No. 15

Vol. 2-Dynamos, DC Mo
tors. construction, installa
tion, maintenance, etc. No. 16
Vol. 3-Testing instruments
and tests, storage baller%
cunstr. and repairs. No. I

Vol. 4 —Alternating current,

plan*. code, etc

No. 21

Vol. 8 - Railway*, signals,

elevators, ignition, etc. No. 22

Vol. 9-Radio, telephone,

telegraph, television, motion

pictures. No. 23

Vol. 10 —Refrigeration, illu.
-ray.

Index.

i welding.
electrical appliances,
No. 24

. 7.000 fully illustrated pages,
transformer*. No. 18 priced nt only $20 for fh*
Vol. 5—A.C. Motor*, wind-

ings. mairttenancc.converier,

switches, fuses, etc. No. 19

Vol. 6 —Relays, condenser*,
regulators, rectifier,
switchboards, etc. No. 20

ALL TYPES OF BLUEPRINT READING

How to read scab*, the standard symbols, detail and assem-
bly prints, working drawm&s, short cut*, help*, hints and
suggiesllon*. TH N WHO CAN READ BLUEPRINTS
ISTIN LINE FOR A BETTER JOB. This book glves you
the secret language, step by step in easy stages. 448 Pages,
Very Fully Illustrated. Priced at $3.

CIRCLE No. 25 IN COUPON

A PRACTICAL ILLUSTRATED

VOL. SET-Explaining in clear, sim-

ple language and profuse illustration,

principles, ‘advances, short cuts, trade |

secrets, based on modern practice — . .

including how tc figure ar.d calculate various job*.

Vol. 1-Brick work, bricklaying, bonding, design*. Vol. 2 -

Brick foundations, arches, tile setting, estimating. Vol. 3-

Concrete mixing, placing form*, reinforced stucco. Vol. 4

-Plaslerlng, stone masonr?/, steel construction, blueprint*.

4 Vols. 1440 Pages. 2067 lllustration*. Complete Set only $8.
CIRCLE No. 26 IN COUPON

ELECTRIC MOTORS

THIS GUIDE covers the construction, hook-
ups. control, maintenance and trouble shoot-
ing of all types of motors. Include* armature
winding. Exf)lalns entire subject in great de-
. tail_in simple language. Over 1056 Page* of
[ion. 617 Diagrams. All types of motors fully illus-
nd indexed for ready reference. Priced at only $S.
CIRCLE No. 27 IN COUPON

OIL BURNERS,

New, complete, explaining in detail both
domestic and industrial oil burner*. In-
cludes electrical hook-ups and wiring dia-
grams. Fully covering the theory, con-

servicin? and re(s)air of all equipment. In-
dexed for ready reference. Over 416
Pages 320 Illustrations and Diagram*.
Only $2.

CIRCLE No. 28 IN COUPON

ADDITIONAL IMPORTANT TITLES

The following Audel Guides are oil the best in their fields,
written in clear simJ)[e fashion, ail Iavishl& illustrated. Circle
the numbers wanted in the MAIL ORDER COUPON below.
All books are sent for FREE EXAMINATION.

No. 29 SHEET METAL PATTERN LAYOUTS. 1152 Pog«s..}7.50

No. 30 SHEET METAL WORKERS HANDY BOOK.

448 Pogf ... 2.00
No. 31 MECHANICAL DRAWING GUIDE. 192 Pages. 2.00
No. 32 MECHANICAL DRAWING AND DESIGN.

480 Pages ... SR
No. 33 El ONIC DEVICES. 304 Page: 3 00
No. 34 ELECTRICIANS EXAMINATIONS.” 272 Page 2.00
No. 35 ELECTRIC POWER CALCULATIONS. Pag. 480. 3.00
No. 36 ELECTRIC DICTIONARY. 9000 Terms.... .. 3.00
No. 37 POWER PLANT ENGINEERS GUIDE 1568 Pages 5.00
No. 30 ENGINEERS AND FIREMANS EXAMS 544 Paget. 2 00
No. 39 OPERATING ENGINEERS LIBRARY. 3 Book Sat.. 12.00
No. 40 PUMPS, HYDRAULICS AND AIR COMPRESSORS.

1760 PBE%S
No. 41 HOUSE HEATING GUIDE. 1000 Pages.

MAIL THIS NO-RISK COUPON TODAY!

THEO. AUDEL A CO.—Self Improvement Publisher* Since 1879—

49 W. 23rd Street, New York 10, N.Y.

Please mail me for 7 days' FREE EXAMINATION the books I have circled at right. r . 9 10 -

I agree to mail $2 in 7 days on each book or set ordered, and to further mail $2 m

month on each book or set ordered until | have paid the purchase price, plus shipping 12 13 14 IS

fosts. If 1am not completely satisfied with my Audel Guide* I roay return them. “ !

| 1 SAVE SHIPPING COSTS1 Cheek here if you enclose complete poy-
ment with order. We pay postage ehorge*. You have some return privilege. * el

1.3

1
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Shrinks Henorrhoids
NewWay Without Surgery

Science Finds Healing Substance That

Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids

For the first time science has found a
new. healin(};] substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain —without surgery.

In case after case, while gently relievin

pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) too
place. .
Most amazing of all —results were so

thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like "Piles have ceased to be a
problem 17

The secret is a new healing substance
(Bio-Dvne*) —discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H* Ask for it at all drug count-
ers—money back guarantee. e»e«. U 8 F*t. orr.

$0 YOU
WANT
POWER?

pp'ver to make you yletorlou* In fcll you undertakef
Tower to nutlet people admire you? Tower to earn
money? Tower to Rain popularity—love? Tower to
make” anyerto follow you? 1 will send you informa-
tion which is the result of eciantltte research. This
Information and direction* will help you becom*
more masterful and exert greater.Influence. You will
be able to break prevailing misconception*. IF YOU
/.ns NOT DELIGHTED. YOUR MONTY IMME-
DIATELY REFUNDED. Just, gertd your name and
addrees. Pay on delivery $2.00 plus postage or lend
$2.00 cash or money order and | will pay pwtur*.
fI?F£ with eve(rjy order: Talismantc Seal of Luck is

blood-red ink on EftyptlatunolUed parchment,

SECULAR PRODUCTS. Dept. 138-F
504 Hicksviile Rd., Mossapequa, N.Y.

/ HRETRHNAECALECTICH

Start TODAY to enjoy an exciting new hobby!
Get this big, valuable collection of gorgeous,
multi-colored triangle shaped postage stamps
... brought to you from strange and mysterious
lands in the wilds of Africa, enchanting Europe,
exotic Latin America, etc. All genuine, all-
different—picturing man-eating reptiles, jungle
birds, action-packed sports, ancient clipper
ships; PLUS scarce airmails, fabulous com-
memoratives, giant and midget-sized stamps.
EXTRA! Bargain Catalog, "Collector's Manual”
plus other exciting offers for your inspection.
Enclose 10c for mailing costs. Supplies limited.

JAMESTOWN STAMPS. Dpt K48 DAJamestown, N.Y.

MAKE YOUR FORTUNE

.Sell famous Spring-Step Cushion Slims. Earn big mone
ally plus Pash Itonus and Retirement Income wit
ina/in% 2 minute demonstration that sells on

light. Itlg repeat business. Full or spare time.
America's’ Highest Selectinn of Shoes for all
the family. ree on*fit given. No Investment
ever. Write today.

ORTHO-VENT SHOE CO., Inc.

4385 Brand Road. Salem, Va.

WESTERN ACTION

half-brother to Dyke. You’re under ar-
rest, Jud Anselm.”

'T'"'HE MAN who had posed as Glen

Tyron settled his boots for balance.
His right hand hovered above the han-
dles of his gun, and he struck down
like the swoop of a hunting hawk.

Mart Kramer flipped his hand and
pronged back the hammer on the up-
pull. His borrowed gun made a deaf-
ening roar in the low ceilinged room,
echoed by the blast of Jud Anselm's
murder gun.

Kramer waited behind his gun until
the rustler's boots had stopped rattling.
Then he drew his knife and freed old

Bassett from his bonds. Roper Bassett
stared at the moist knife before he
spoke.

“l saw that knife when | roused
around, Kramer. | thought vou had
killed Dyke.”

"Why did you shoot me?" Al Bas-

sett asked hoarsely.

Kramer stepped forward and picked
up his own six-shooter from the floor
where he had dropped it.

“Look,” he said to young Al
cutter is a Peacemaker .45 Colt.
is the bullet I probed out of your
shoulder. Fired from a Frontier .44
Colt. Now take a look at jud Anselm's

"My
Yon-
der

six-shooter."

‘Tt's a .44 Colt.” Al murmured.
“And there's the knife in his belt he
used to Kkill his brother, to keep him

from talking. Who are you, Mart?”

"l told you,” Kramer growled. "I'm
a range detective, and the Association
sent me up here. The Anselms didn't
belong, and I'm declaring the Circle
Q brand vacated. You gents can
stuff, and we will call in all
C. P. A. members. And it's a good idea
to make sure who you are riding with
when you cutting

sign!”

cut
out your

start for rustler



W holesale

EARN BIG PROFITS

M A BUSINESS OF 0111 OWN - FULL OB PSB! TINE

MAKE *20A DAY

NATIONALLY ADVERTISED TOOLS

at a Wholesale
DISCOUNT up to

/OOFF

You can buy *s you need it. A m«Hi€n doAer
minventory at your fingertip*.

... Stanley, MTSen Falk, Plumb, Ohston. Wwa.
Clack & Dfrdtar

CWmvon  Thor,

Ridgid, K & t,

Lufkin and hun-

dred* of other

nationally ad-

vertised name

brand tock, ap-

pliances, motor*,

electric tool*,

power took and

other* too nu-

merous to mao-

1958

WOEAF GNAGHS

e Hand Tools
e Power Tools
e Hardware

= Appilasteas

u»»» m m n back o”asantw.

START YOUR
OWN BUSINESS

S*R took to your friond*, neigh-
bors, for industrial and mstihHvooal

mo. everyone needs took. Meat
tn* domandt of the tremendous
Do-ft-Yourself Market. BuW your

own boursesi teffing natkmafty advertised
took from an Shrttrated coded catalog
bearing your nama and only your name on

rm Wy WuHswTIi'
1W<I Homd T*aH,

Teeh. Tpidlecw it You get efl the orders and reorder*.
You sell merchandise that is preeold for
you through national advertising by the

Y f07- y~\CC country’i leading tool manufacturer*, tack
/D at Black and Decker, CleAtson, Dittton,

K A E, Utkin. M Ser”-Hs, RidgW. Stanley.

Thor, W itt and marry othersl You need not

carry any ttock—use our capitell AB orders
received are skipped the vame day from our warehouse stock of over
15,000 items. All merchendhe sold on unconditional money-keck
guarantee. Don't Wart. Act todayl Send $1.00 Deposit for Dealer's
card and get our g.ani new 1958 wholesale catalog at no extra charge.
Your $1.00 k credited to your first purchase or refunded if you are
not 100% satisfied. MAIL COUPON NOWI Tool Discount House.
Dept. 80, 72 Prospect Street. Paterson. New Jersey.

EWCLOSf $.00 FO* OEALESS CARO A htAMMOTH TOOL CATALOG

AThis Coupon Gets You Started

U. S. GENERAL SUPPLY CORP.
403 Market St., Newark, N. J.

I «w (IIM. Rust me M v i cord ood h*q CstoUy Todoy.
H | eat eot oonpfo*oty -rfrrAod wfae your ptoa, | twisrstsod A*? | coo-

rotor* Ae Om W 'i C\rd end CaJoiofl for rofood. ooJ it I doe-do H order,
my ftjOC =28 dodectiWe from my Knl w dor.

Dept. 211

*« Name

| Address
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i rg, Barga'n
WCatalog

Write today for this
terrific catalog of
CLOTHING BAR-
GAINS! Dress up
your whole family
. . . sis, son, dad,
in the grandest of
style for just sev-
eral dollars com-
plete. Here’s a few
sample bargains . ..

A Ladies Skirts 69c
Ladies Shoes 99c
Ladies Winter

* Coats $1.89

Blouses, Slips,
Toppers, etc.

MONEY BACK
IF NOT SATISFIED!

ACE MAIL ORDER CO.

1IW Dtorow St., I'kly* 11, N Y,

DEVELOP your

«CHESTLINE

| measurements without chcru:inr tout

contour. WHY UR self cnir.cious
about your small, under-t.)zed, unat-
tractive, underdeveloped = chestiir.*-f
Now et last you can have a larger
chestline, enjo&/ everything that gots
with > well developed larger chci-t.-
Une. Be more attractive, youthful—
enjoy the new attrillion that accom-
panies a larger chestline. You will
never know how attractive you can ho
until  you have tried the Model
Beauty DITVELOI’EU to Increase
your “rhr-tiine measurements! Thls
new model beauty developer if used
as directed must do everything we
pl_romise or you get C}/our money back.
he model beau%/ eveloper is used
in the privacy of your own home...
It Is sent to you In plain wrapper
with _full Instmetlons. Don't delay!
Acl-TodaSI For De Luxe Model
Beauty Developer In Plain wrapper
send ~$3.98 cash, check or money

= order to:

|
1

BEAUTYAIDS COMPANY, Dept.
Newark, New lJariay

603 Market Street,

w

ANSWERS

to the

Cow Country Quiz

. You bring the herd up and spread

them out along the bank, with the
lead cattle headed downstream.
The leads get there first and drink
clear water; and as the drags keep
coming in they get clear water, too,
because they are upstream.

In the winter of 1884-1S5, the
Kansas quarantine law was passed
which forbid Texas cattle to enter
their state.

Pin-wheeling is a forward, upward-
plunge of a bucking broncho.

. According to the Westerner's way

of thinking, a “fence lifter” is a
very hard rain.

. Your oldtime Western friend

would be going after a horse with

a bushy tail.
[7 1< TO Page 96]



WORKS WONDERS FOR

YOUR BACK

LOOK SLIM — FEEL TRIM

Wonder Slim is a new kind of men's support-
er belt, Ib ingenious contour design follows
nature’s own lines— permits remarkable free-
dom of movement. Its patented sliding
back panel makes it the easiest belt to
put on . .. provides "quick as a flash" adjust-
ment for constant perfect fit. No uncomfort-
able crotch. Scientific "no pressure” boning
flattens the bulge gently but firmly. Sliding
back provides support just where you need
it for youthful posture ...fights the feeling
of fatigue. Made of super test herringbone
twill. Waist sizes 26-44— Only $4.98. Try it
at our risk.

10 DAY TRIAL FREE-

S. J. Wcgmon Co. Dept. qW-84
Lynbrook, N. Y.
Rush my Wonder-Slim back supporter at once. If | am not 100%

satisfied i may return it for prompt refund of the full purchase
price.

Waist Size Inches

O Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $4.98 plus a few cents postage™
O | enclose $4.98 payment and save postage. Same Guarantee.
Name

Address




WANTED

Commercial Artists
Letterers —Designers

MMERCIAL artists WANTED by adver-

tising agencies, publishers, newspapers,
dept, stores, to fill HIGH-PAYING JOBS! 95
MILLION DOLLARS being spent for commer-
cial art every year. Now YOU can prepare to
enter this profitable field — become your own
boss and command BIG FEES. You can learn
Commercial Art, lettering, designing, cartoon-
ing—right at home, in spare time. Easy,
SHOW-HOW LESSONS. INEXPENSIVE.
Send for FREE book, "*Art For Pleasure And
Profit.” Describes our method. Lists opportu-
nities. Tells how you can get ahead FAST in
Commercial Art. rite NOW to: Washington
School of Art, Studio 1283, Port Washington, N.Y.

HER PERFUME HIGHLIGHTED HER
GLAMOUR!

Why shouldn’t it hare? She was Using the same type as a

famous FRENCH pERFI'ME selling at ?17 an ounce. But

she only paid $i for 3 attractive dram rials.

Send your $1 now for 3 different well-known types and eare

tax and postage. Value $.i.
DORISIA, 249-66 60 Ave.,

Little Neck, 62. N.Y.

Regular Price of a
Slide Rule $4 and up

and this coupon

Slide Rule ez

If you can use a pencil you can uie this slide Rule
For students, accountants, salesmen, farmer*, everybody. In-
valuable for Armed Forces. Man's most useiui tool. Easy to
calculate instantly, accurately. Multiplying, proportions,” di-
vision, roots, etc. "High Vision” (Tear View Slide. Full
10" Rule. A, Il. 0. D, (T and K Scale*. Limit 3 rulea per
coupon. Money back guarantee.

CpcC 28-page Instruction Book on how to get correct
rilk K answers instantly  without pencil or paper.

LARCH. 118 East 28, Dept. 50-B, New York 16, N.Y.

LUCKY a
LODESTONES!

MAGNETIC LODESTONES are

truly ANCIENT. Romans and

Greeks used them In BIBLICAL

TIMES. We offer our ANCIENT

BRAND of highly MAGNETIC LODESTONES. th#
tame lyge the ANCIENTS may have used. Our AN-
CIENT BRAND Of hlghl]y MAGNETIC LODESTONE3
come to you In a red flannel bag, together with a
»o0-calicd Tallsmanlc Seal of Luck No. 20, as shown
In the 6th and 7th BOOK OF MOSES by Louis de
Claremont. Al FOUR items for only $2.00 postﬁald
or $250 C O D. We make no claims and sell them
only as curios.

ANCIENT PRODUCTS. DEPT 252-B*

*04 HICK5VILLE RD, MASSAPEQUA, N. Y.
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WESTERN ACTION
The
“fumadiddle” means fancy dress.

cowpuncher’s slang term

7. A juste is a Mexican saddle.

10.

11

12,

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

According to a cowpunchers way
of thinking, “giggle talk” is foolish

speech,
If you had a horse of a grulla

color, you would have a mouse-
colored horse.

A “hell stick” is what oldtime cow-
men called the sulphur match.

A “yack” is a foolish or stupid in
dividual.

Utah.

Badger, prairie dog, gopher, sand
rat, etc.

Texas.

False. The Seven Cities of Cibola
were said to be in present New
Mexico,

Arizona.

True. No matter how incredible
it may seem, the Dalton brothers,
the James boys, and the Youngers

were all first cousins.

In 1895, the X | T ranch in the
Texas Panhandle brought up the
last three herds of cattle on the
Texas trail.



NEW DISCOVERY

IN HYPNOTISM

shows how to hypnotize

in 30 seconds!

Yes, an amazing new method has been developed to
bring on quick, easy induction of the hypnotic trance.
Now, for the first time, you too can benefit from this

recent discovery in hypnotic induction.

QUICK RESULTS

Want to hypnotize your friends? Your dub members? HOW TO HYPNOTIZE is a
remarkable primer that shows you just how to master the latest improved induction
methods. The author, a widely experienced hypnotist and consultant, gives you the
exact positions to take, the precise phraseology, all the steps necessary to hypnotize

even the most difficult subjects.

ENTIRELY NEW METHOD

Until rworntly the process of hypnotic induction was large-
ly based on trial and error methods which succeeded mainly
with subjects who were highly susceptible to hypnosis in the
first place. The truth is that these highly susceptible subjects
make up a very small percentage of the population. That is
why amateurs and beginning hypnotists have so often been
disappointed in their attempts at trance induction. Now.
however, recent scientific research has developed ENTIRE*
LY NEW METHODS that are not only sure fire in their
results but quick and easy to achieve! For the first time,
these new methods are presented in HOW TO HYPNOTIZE
in language that you can easily and successfully follow on
the very first reading!

Photographically Illustrated

*0 phetojraphtc llluttrationi ihow he#
i you can achieve trance induction in si
klittle st Jo leeenfi*!

SHOWS YOU STEP BY STEP

This book —which has been acclaimed by doctors and
psychologists —is guaranteed to give you all the know-how
necessary to induce the trance state in others. It not only
explains the latest discoveries in hypnotic induction, but it
shows step by step, move by move, exactly how to bring on
the trance: how to transform the trance into deeper and still
deeper states: and how to terminate the trance quickly and
effectively without any dangers whatsoever. You are even
given alternative methods, so that you can actually chose

the one that suits you best.

USfD BY DOCTORS

The book that is being used by rhetors am} psy-
chologists to learn hypnotll induction is now

available to you FOR ONLY 1

Bond Book Co., Dept. H-761
O W. 61it Street, New York ?3. N.Y.

lend How to Hypnotize for 10 day free trial. My purchase price will H

be promptly refunded it I’'m not satisfied

f | Send COO. I'll pay postman 51.98 plus postage.
1 | enclose S1.98. Bond Book pays postage.

NAME

ADDRESS




The Conqueror

To Gold’s Saloon, one day at noon,
A swaggering stranger came,

With a king-size sneer and an evil leer,
And eyes that spewed hate’s flame.
His handle, he said, for all to hear,
Was Barbera’s Barbed Wire Strame.

“...and | dont mean Barberous,” he
said,

In a voice that was cold as sleet,

“It’s Barbera’s; and that’s a name

For a man that you seldom meet.”

He scowled, and seemed to be lost in
thought,

Then called for a whiskey neat.

To the bar there strolled in a manner
bold,

The sheriff, both tough and game,

And to the stranger, drinking near,

Asked, “What, sir, is your name?”

He wrote with bullets on the wall,

“Barbera’s Barbed Wire Strame.”

The shooting phase could win no praise

From the lawman—it got his goat.

He drew his gun to take Barbed Wire

To the house with the iron-barred note.

But Barbed Wire took the gun and
rammed

It down the sheriff’s throat!

Eight men then ganged up on Barbed
Wire,

To subjugate him well.

One was Fangs Whetstine; one Snake
Horne;

And one was Gila Brell,—

98

by Edward Garner

Plus Rabies Young, and four mean
gents
Some claimed had broke from hell!

Barbed Wire’s lip curled; his guns then
hurled

Their hot-lead antidotes,

Thsrt pierced the hearts, that pierced
the lungs.

That pierced the gasping throats

Of these eight toughs, and sent them
where

They’d sow no more wild oats!

Into the bar, a woman walked;

Those who were standing near,

Said she was small, about five foot.

Barbed Wire saw her appear;

His face turned pale, and he seemed to
quail,

Beset by craven fear!

“Barbera’s Barbed Wire ran away,

The naughty boy,” she said,

And Barbed Wire stood like one who
wished

That he were a long-time dead.

“Come, now,” she said, “and mama’ll
make

You tasty ginger bread!”

Barbed Wire now winced; and then,
convinced

That now he had no chance,

Felt to his face the torture creep,

And cover its whole expanse;

And Barbera smiled for all to see,

Then kicked him in the pants!



YOUR CAR MUST START INSTANTLYli-or money Back!

Save Money With Amazing New Liquid That Makes “Dead Batteries” Spring to Life instant™
— Makes New Batteries Trouble-Free for 10 Years or More!,

NO MORE BATTERY TROUBLE

FOR THE LIFE OF YOUR CAR!

Detroit, Michigan —National Airlines, the
battery manufacturers, trucking companies,
yacht “clubs and diesel users... are praising
the amazing chemical, non-acid liguid—
"V X/6”—that sends a surge of never-failing
power through your battery INSTANTLY .
even if your car has been in dead storage Ior
6 months . ..in broiling desert heat.. .in 40°
below zero arctic weather ... in Jungle
rain_falls for 90 days at a lime .. .in
marines in around the world air fllgms'

Yes, a brilliant chemical engineer has per-
fected an entirely new liquid formula that
makes even a “dead battery"” sprmfj to life in-
stantly ... that makes any battery—eld or new—
good for 10 years or longer!”Now you can
start your car in one second ... hever have
a run-down battery for the rest of your life!

This Is the most electrifying development
of the past sixty years for you 130 million

Imagine! For only, a few pennies you can
have 24-hour a day insurance against battery
failures from now on! No more stopping
dead on crowded highways, in tunnels, on
bridges. No_more expenslve tows, no more
laying out $25.00 to $40.00 every year for
new batteries! Now- even if your’ present
battery is two years old and can't take an-
other charge ;.. you can give it more power
than it had when new sim, ly by pouring
"VX/6™ into each cell.. ti)lhe instantane-
ous new power will never fail you ... you
can start instantly—within one second—at least
7 limes.. .every day for the next 10 years!
There never was a guarantee like this in
automotive history! Think of what this means
to you. Your new or old-beat-up battery must
turn over |nslanlly 27 times a day for the life
ofvour car ... or'we’ll pay the cost of getting
you*,'battery sianed anytime, anywhere be-
tween now and the time you sell Kour car

and refund your money, too! This is an
unconditional guarantee. Only a battery addi-
tive that has been subjected to every kind of
“torture test" on over 10,000 cars over a
period of 5 years belore it was released to
the public would dare make such a guarantee!
Battery Additive is recognized and accepted
by the Bureau of Standards. Us<*l to improve
torpedo propulsion systems, by industry, air-
lines, diesel locomotives, battery manufac-
turers, air conditioning plants, “truck fleet
owners. Ships at sea, such as the Queen
Mary, and Queen Elizabeth use similar de-
vices. Is insured against failure by famous
Lloyds of London!

NATIONAL AIRLINES RECHARGED TRUCK

BATTERIES EVERY 3 DAYS - NOW 3,750

STARTS . . . EACH BATTERY GOOD FOR
10 YEARS MORE!

National Airlines used fork-lift trucks .
each averaged 125 starts a da{_ on bus alr-
fields. As a result, EACH BATTERY
TO BE RECHARGED EVERY THREE OR

OUR DAYS! Since "VX/6" was added,
each truck has been started on an average
of 3,750 times without one recharge! Result:
savln?1 of thousands of dollars, savings of
man hours ... and each battery is now good

for at least 10 years more of over 100 startsl ing

a day!

Why you are forced to buy a new battery
in the next 8 months if you drive your
car regularly!

you know, your baltery supplies the
eleclnc current for the ignition, all your
engine equipment - PLUS TO
CRANK YOUR ENGINE!

When you use any of the equipment (radio,
heater, windshield ~ wipers, lights, etc.) or
when you leave your car stand idle, the
batlen/ discharges electric current. Two things

p B

Some of the active materials from the
Iead plates shed or fall off forming useless:

“battery mud”. THIS IS THE FIRST REA-
SON YOU LOSE POW

ince all s[orage banerles contain a
number of cells, each of which encloses
several lead plates and separators, and since

each cell is filled with water and sulphuric
acid, an electrochemical action must take
place in which the acid coming in contact
with the lead plates makes electrical current.
When the plates are partially covered with
hard, inactive lead sulphate, the electrochem-
ical action cannot take place and the battery
goes dead!

How you must save with "VX/6"

1 Every time you_recharge l}/our presem
battery you shorten its life and you add t
the cost of the battery! With "VX/6" you
can stop worrying about recharging K
battery ... never shorten its life.

expens iverhead!

2. Every time your battery runs down, you
strain the generator of your automobile. A
dead battery will eventually, ruin the other
eleclrlcal equipment in the engine. Only with

X/6" can you extend the life of your
ba&ler{) and prevent the costly damage a
dead battery will cause!

3. A dead, irreparable battery may con-
stitute expensive, sometimes damaging tow-
ing charges. You will save this coslly road
service immediately with "VX/6" in your
present battery.

4. Your present day battery must run down
regardless of the amount of use it receives.
Since your battery is not a lifetime battery
you will eventually have to spend $25 to $35
on a new battery.”Only with "VX/6" in your
battery can you ‘insure against a dead battery
and additional battery expenses.

5. If you depend on your car, and can't
use it due to battery failure, you will run up
additional expenses in transportation.

Thousands of testimonials like these

We highly recommend "V X/6" to everyone. No
danger of overcharge ... never any nead 10 re-
gharge a battery with ihis amazing liquid i
batteries. GWes" batteries a never-failing surge of

L7/

Started using “VX/6" four years ago. Saved us
$400 on maintenance and replacement costs..
to say nothing of

“going dead.”  s.

inconvenience of batteries'
Associated Diamond Cabs]
Miami, Florida
Have been using_"VX/6" in our 30 trucks for
past few years. This non-acid formula is years
head ... it means we can use worn-out batferies’
for ‘years more. has iripled and more the life of
present batteries. [ q” Sunny Brook Farms]
Miami, Florida .

Tried "VX/6" in batteries with two dead cells'
, .. after pouring in X /6" BATTERIES WITH"
DEAD CE OWED FULL CAPACITY!"

Same results on thousands of other batteries

A million times better than sulphuric acid
400% more economlcal mole eﬂlc\enl in bl\slerr
heat . . . NOW UR UCKS ENJOY
FASTER STARTING BRIGHTER LIGHTS
AND BETTER OPERATION OF ALL ELEC-
TRICAL EQUIPMENT!

IS, Nauonal Mover Co.,

Miami, Florida

Have used " VX/G in all ballerles 'ﬂr over Ihree
NG ERY

FOR A BIG FLEET SUCH AS OURS
A. S.. Mechanics Overall Service.

Miami. Florida
Most ol lhe ballerles traded in are “weak" or]
“dead”. VX/6" TURNED OLD BAT-
ERIES INTO NEW BATTERIES NOT.
ONE REPLACEMENT YET! IT'S AMAZING!,

S., Dixie Motors,
i, Florida

It's a true fact —as you
can easily find out. Imagine!

D\fer lhdlrl
sloppel

lraffl%
bridges . .

ead”

million cars
in heav:
. in the mlddle of
in tunnels

on speed highways! Whole
weekends were ruined! Fam-
ilies stood shivering by the

{Ioadslde while the

driver

ad to walk to put in an
emergency call for a tow

truck. Thousands of

others

had to flag down cars and*
taxies and offer ten dollars

or more for

a push! Still

others were killed on high-

ways trying to get the car
started!” Play safe —pour a
little "VX/6" in each bat-

tery cell and you can have

complete peace of mind .

No matter how old your battery cell is..

you can take cross-country trips, lravel over

plough ~ through s

leave your car slandmg in the rain 7YET

ERY WILL ALWAYS TURN
VE NT

TOUCH THE STARTER
times a day for the life of your car ‘with
amazing “VX/6" to safeguard you.

World famed Reader's Digest tells the
astonishing story!

steaming deserts,

YOUR BATT
ER

Yes, the Reader's

citing story of how a battery can last longer

. for years to come. c;rted ability to instantly start motor and
operate electrical system at full efficiency. No
loss of voltage occurred.

. Baltery was subjected to an oven tem-
perature of No loss of electrolyte
solution or power was _indicated by test, and
ability to perform starting and electrical func-
tions ‘remained at full rated efficiency.

V. After treating battery with "V X/6" and

BUTTON 27

Digest released the ex-

than the life of a car! It tells how the batten

is every motorist's greatest headache.
unattended, it dies. If it gets low in subzero
it is likely to crack.
to be replaced every year-and-a-half!
now you can have a battery that runs 10
ears or more! Now you can have the same
ifetime power as an expensive nickel-cad-
mium battery famous the world

weather,

Public Service
Laboratory tests
with “VX/6"

PROCEDURE: A
discarded Delco 6
Volt battery was used

ollowing
tests Hjstorv gf fhis

I. We added
“VX/6" and charged
the battery.

1. Battery was in-
stalled on 1955 Ford.
With lights and radio
on and ignition off.
Self starter was run
until battery was so
run down, lights
would not function
or starter turn over.
After less than two
minutes with lights

ie.d off batter
started car motor witl
a surge of power re-
gained during brief
90 second interval
11l. Battery was
ubjected to” 40°F
below Zero tempera-
ture for a continuous
24 hour period. Tests
after 24 hours indi-

restoring power. 25% increase in light bright-
ness was noted.
W -

I lef 1 Your headlights are i

2. Check your battery -

It usually has terminal voltage.

Yet 3. Car starts immediately-time after time.
4. Extra reserve gf power for radio, heater.

r battery recuperates i power

little “VX/6” into

TAKE THIS 4-SECOND BATTERY CHECK RIGHT NOW!
DELAYS ARE COSTLY!

Open the hood of your car and look at the battery. The green or white

formations you see’around the anode and cathode, on the top and sides
enipnation: Sulphation: means your batiery is collecting mud .

! Plales are flaking and the battery is dying! UNLESS YOU ADD

1 IMAERRIATE Y RYOU WILL HAVE TO SPEND $2500 to 32000 FOR

NSURED BY FAMOUS LLOYD'S OF LONDON!

Yes, the most famous insurance company on the globe—Lloyd's of London
—have insured "V X/6" against failure. I's also approved by the Miami
Better Business Bureau . ..tested and approved by the "Public Service"
. OW that if it doesn't do everything we claim .. you g
money now .. next year . 1960 or in 1967. N

Do eiticed 0" e public was ‘éver backed by such careful testing .
was ever endorsed by S0 many giant companies, was ever used by so many

countries and leaders of industry!
TMIMIHTIMIlll'H iIM 'IH
DA-5

VOLTEX COMPANY Dept.
P 0. Box 444. Greof Neck. N. T

entleme!
o send me a giant-sized bottle of "VX/6" immediately .
enough for either a three or six cell battery! It is understood that if my
battery doesn't start instantly . . -and I it doesn't start instantly. for at

least 27 times a day for the life of mx 1, can claim my money
bagk, 1 will pay the postman just the amount “checked. below plus
C.0.D. charges: 9]



Over and over again—It’s the same old story...

Finally a formula that really works= =

rout fights have turned to kisses!”

It’s hard to believe that my wife and | used to fight. We always
argued and bickered. The only real reason for it was that both
of us always felt so tired that we got on each other’s nerves.
Our family doctor told us many people become worn-out and
short-tempered because their diets do not contain enough vita-
mins and minerals. To correct this condition we began taking
Vitasafe Capsules! Before long we had more pep, our dispositions
improved, we were back in each other’s arms! Why dont you
try Vitasafe Capsules and judge the results for yourself?

"l was ashamed to always he so tired!”

I always felt simply “run-down” and didnt know why until my
doctor put_me wise. He explained why | felt “tired” —why my
youthful vigor was slipping away —and suggested that a nutri-
tional vitamin-mineral formula could help. One day I sent for a
30-day trial supply of high-potency Vitasafe Capsules, and
after taking one capsule each day for a short time, | began to
feel new zest for living! Today | feel great —and you may too!
See for yourself if you can again feel peppy andV full of life.
Mail the ‘coupon as 1 did!

~ \ius, to help cover shipping expenses of this

FREE «suriy High-Potency Capsules

LIPOTROPIC FACTORS, VITAMINS AND MINERALS

Safe nutritional formula cont_aining_Z? proven in?red_ient_s: Glutamic Acid,
Choline, Inositol, Methionine, Citrus Bioflavonoid, 11 Vitamins plus 11 Minerals

To prove to you the re-
markable advantages of the
Vitasafe Plan... we will send
you, without charfge,_ a 30-
day free supply of high po-
tency VITASAFE C.F. CAPSULES
SO %/ou can discover for your-
self how much healthier, hap-

ier and peppier you ma
eel after a few days’ triall
Just one of these capsules
each day supplies your body
with over twice the' minimum
adult daily requirement of
Vitamins A, C, and D —ive
times the minimum adult
daily requirement of Vitamin

VITASAFE CORP.
43 West 61st Street, New York 23, N. Y.

B-1, and the fun concentra-
tion recommended by the
National Research  Council
for the other four important
vitamins!

Vitasafe Capsules also con-
tain Glutamic Acid, a natural
substance derived from wheal
gluten and thought by many

octors to help nourish the
brain cells for more power of
concentration and increased
mental alertness. And now,
to top off this exclusive for-
mula each capsule also brings
you an important dosage of
Citrus Bioflavonoid —the

444 i

Yes, | accept your generous no-risk offer under the Vitasafe Plan

as advertised in WESTERN ACTION.

Send me my FREE 30-day supply of high-potency Vitasafe *|

Capsules as checked below:

0 Man’s Formula

Q Woman's Formula

| ENCLOSE 25< PER PACKAGE to pay for packing and postage.

anti-cold factor that has been
so widely acclaimed.
AMAZING PLAN
SLASHES VITAMIN PRICES
ALMOST IN HALF
With your free vitamins
you will”also receive com-
Blete_ details _ regarding the
enefits of this amazing new
Plan that provides you reg-
ularly with all the factory-
fresh vitamins and minerals
you will need. You are under
no obligation to buy any-
thing! [If after taking your
free Capsules for three weeks
you are not entirely satisfied,
simply return the handy post-
card that comes with your
free supply and that will’end
the matter. Otherwise it’s up
to us—you don’t have to do
a thing—and we will see
that you get your monthly
supplies of capsules on time
for as long as you wish, at the
low money-saving price of

Address

only $2.78 per month (a sav-

ing of 45%).

© 1958 VITASAFE CORPORATION
43 West 61st Street, New York 23, New York

City Zone...
This offer is limited to those who have never before taken advantage of
this generous trial. Only one trial supply per person.

IN CANADA: 394 Symington Ave., Toronto 9, Ont.

(Canadian Formula adjusted to local conditions.)



