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Tired of the
same old job?

Sure you are. Anybody gets tired of
standing still. But don't get the idea
that just quitting your present job
and going somewhere else will get
you out of the rut.

The trouble may be inside your-
self. You’re burning up energy worry-
ing about getting ahead instead of
actually getting ahead. You want to
make i?ore money, be respected. All
right, you can!

Look around you. The men who
are getting ahead are trained men.
They’ve learned special skills that
bring higher pay. The men without
training stick in the same old job.

What are you going to do?

Ask yourself one question—Do 1
really want to succeed? If the answer
is yes, you can succeed. All you heed
is training. And you can get that at
home, in your spare time, for pennies
a day.

International Correspondence
Schools offer you a course in practi-
cally any field you choose, giving
you the practical side plus the bed-
rock facts and theory. Earn while
you learn.
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Machine operator to shop foreman

And success can come in just a few
months. Here’s what one student re-
ports: "When I enrolled for my I.C.S.
course in Carpentry and Millwork, |
was a machine operator. Today,
eleven months later, I am a shop
foreman. As a consequence, my sal-
ary has been increased Ti-1%."

I.C.S. has the course for you
There are a total of 277 I. C. S.
courses. The .lessons arc modern,

Pocket-size career guide, “How to Succeed." Also catalog outlining
opportunities in field that interests you. Free sample lesson (Math).

simple, easy to understand. Each
course takes you further up the road
of knowledge t0 success.

The most important step in your life

Pick out the field of study that
interests you most. That’s the one
with the greatest future for you—
whether it’s in your present field or
not. Then mark and mail the coupon
and find out what I. C. S. can do for
you. It costs one stamp. But it can be
the most important step inyour life.

I. C. S., Scranton 9, Penna.
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Davey was the sole survivor of the massacre; now he was

determined to track down the men who had attacked the

wagon train and slaughtered all save him. But the cost

of that knowledge might be more than it was worth, Wes
Landon tried to tell him.

MASSACRE
MOUNTAIN

Jacd u A e d

by H. A.

EHIND THEM, the mountain
Bloomed massively. Scrub pine

grew in patches more than half-'
way up its precipitous slopes but its
crest was barren, naked rock. Dave
Merritt reined in his buckskin, con-
scious more than ever of the moun-
tain. He had been seeing it in his mind
for ten years but it had never seemed
as stark and cruel as it did right now.

Wes Landon rode on past, the sun
making his close-cropped beard look
very white as he threw a glance over
his shoulder. When he saw that Merritt
was not going to come on, Landon
turned his grulla mare and rode back.
After he pulled up, he sat silent in
the saddle, his blue eyes grave and
rather sad as he stared at Merritt.

The remembrance was sharp and
searing in Merritt’s mind, even though
it had happened ten years ago; he ex-
pected it would never fade. The mead-
ow looked green and serene with the
wind rustling the leaves of the aspens
that ringed the clearing. Merritt, how-
ever, was seeing it as it had been ten
years before when the whole world had
seemed to rock and crash with gun-
fire, and nothing but death had been
in the air.

T lo vsd o g
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“Let’s turn back, Davey,” Wes
Landon said. His voice was old and
sad and tired. “This is no good.”

Merritt said nothing. His bleak
glance raked the meadow. The cor-
ners of his wide mouth were pinched
in. The acquiline cast of his nose lent
a sinister air to his features. He looked
as if he had never smiled in his life.

Wes Landon sighed, folded his
large-veined hands over the horn, and
looked down at them. “Nothing can
come of it,” he said quietly, “it was
too long ago.”

“l can try,” said Merritt. His tone
was taut and hard.

Landon was still staring at his hands.
“You cant change anything, Davey;
you know that. Why not leave things
as they are then?”

“My father and mother died here,”
said Merritt. His eyes had lifted and
he was staring off into the great dis-
tances. “No one seems to care that
nothing has been done about it—ex-
cept me. You've talked me out of it
before, Wes, but you arent going to
talk me out of it now.”

“Ten years have passed,” the old
man said. His voice was soft with the
sad wisdom of age. “The ones behind

%



8 WESTERN ACTION

the massacre of those emigrants likely
left the country right away. They
wouldn’t have stayed around. You'll
never find them here.”

“Maybe,” said Merritt, his
tight.

Landon lifted pleading eyes. “Have
| ever steered you wrong, Davey?
Have | ever taught you anything that
wasn’t right? Listen to me, then, let’s
turn back.”

lips

(VEERRITT GLANCED at the old
w¥J-man, and Merritt’s eyes softened
briefly. He reached over and touched
Landon’s hands. “I’ll never forget
that you found me here after 1d
been left for dead. You nursed me. |
owe you my life. I was only fourteen
then, but | remember every bit of it
and 1’1l never forget. 1’ll never forget
what you did for me, and what was
done to my father and mother and the
others. Dont ask me to, Wes.”

“I’'m getting old, Davey,” Landon
said almost wistfully. “We did pretty
good, hunting mustangs the last few
years. We've got enough saved up for
that horse ranch we've always planned.
You're all Ive got, Davey; | don't
want to lose you.”

“You won’t,” said Merritt. “We’ll
have that horse ranch, too. Wel
raise the finest blooded stock in the
Territory, but I’ve got this other thing
to do first.”

“But it happened so long ago. It’s
too late to find out anything.”

“Maybe. But at least I’ll have the
satisfaction of having tried. | couldn’t
live with myself if | didn’t try.”

“You’re going through with it then?”

“Yes.”

The old man sighed resignedly.
The look of sadness deepened in his
eyes. His shoulders slumped.

Merritt was preoccupied with his
dark thinking so that he was hardly
aware of this. He had been tormented
so much by the memory that he knew
he would have no peace until either
the matter was settled or he was dead.

He touched the buckskin lightly
with the spurs and the horse started
across the meadow. Landon watched it
a while, his leathery face taut where
the whiskers did not conceal it. Then
he started his grulla.

They rode in silence all the way to
Bluewater..,

The town of Bluewater lay among
the foothills, part of it down in a
hollow, the rest of it sprawling on the
side of a slope. Bluewater Creek
meandered through the hills after
rushing down from the mountain, and
it was the stream that gave the town
its name.

Merritt and Landon rode over the
plank bridge, their horses’ hoofs rais-
ing a clatter of sound, and they picked
what appeared to be the main drag
and rode down this. When they came
to the center of the town, right at the
foot of the slope, they dismounted;

On the other side of the hitching
rack was a saloon named the Crescent.
Wes Landon glanced at it, swallowed,
and suggested a couple of beers.
Merritt did not answer. He was staring
bleakly across the way, not even pay-
ing attention to the cigaret he was
building. He stood there, a tall, dark
man filled with brooding and a brutal
purpose.

The old man glanced anxiously and
sadly at Merritt. Landon’s lips parted
as if he meant to speak. Then he
changed his mind and shrugged and
went into the Crescent.

Merritt finished making his cigaret
and popped it into his mouth. He lit a
match and cupped his hands while he
held the flame to the tobacco. When he
lifted his eyes again, he noticed the
girl walking toward him.

rT'HE FIRST impression he had was
A that she was very pretty. She had
brushed the hat from her head so that
it dangled on her back from the chin
thongs about her neck, and the sun
rioted in her bright yellow hair, Her
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face was round and her lips were rich
and there was a cleft in her chin. She
was wearing a tan corduroy split skirt
and a fringed buckskin jacket and a
red silk scarf about her throat. The
scarf was held in place by a brooch
that flashed dazzlingly in the sun.

She flicked a glance, impersonal
and cool, at him as she started by.
Merritt’s blood had gone cold. Some-
thing frigid formed in his entrails and
he stood there a moment, mesmerized.
He turned as she walked by and the
stunned paralysis left him and he
reached out and grabbed her by the
arm.

The touch alone was enough to
startle her, but he was not even gentle
about it. He pulled her about so rough-
ly that a small cry broke out of her.
Then she saw the look on his face and
in his eyes and for a moment she
turned rigid with fear.

“That brooch,” he said, his voice
so hoarse that he hardly recognized it
as his own, “where did you get it?”

A moment more she stood there
transfixed with startlement and fright.
Then these passed and color touched
her cheeks and her eyes blazed. “Take
your hand off me,” she said in a low,
wrathful tone. She gave a jerk with her
arm but Merritt only,squeezed his fin-
gers tighter.

“Where did you get that brooch?”
he demanded again.

“Let me go,” she said, eyes flaring
with rage. There was a quirt dangling
from her other wrist and she lifted that
arm but Merritt saw it. Before she
could swing the lash at him he had
caught that arm also. “Let me go,” she
snarled again, twisting savagely but he
only gripped her harder.

Fury and hate spasmed and clashed
in Merritt. There was hurt, too, the
hurt of a long and tormented memory.
He could feel the pain of it crying in
his brain. “You’re going to tell me
where you got that brooch,” he
growled; “lI wont let you go until
you tell me.”

MOUNTAIN 9

“Youre drunk,” she gasped, strug-
gling ever harder. “You’re drunk and
crazy. Take your hands off me!”

“l ‘want to know where you got that
brooch!”

She drew back a foot and kicked him
in the shins. Pain flashed across his
brain and he almost lost his grip on
her. Then another rush of anger oblit-
erated the pain; he shoved her arms
behind her back and twisted so hard
that she moaned with hurt. His face
was very close to hers as he snarled.

“You're going to tell me if | have
to break your arms!”

“If anything’s gonna be broke
around here, cowboy, itll be your
head!”

It was said behind Merritt and it
brought his head around sharply. The
man was standing there with a six-
shooter in his hand. His arm was half-
raised and the barrel was tilted up-
ward as if he were weighing whether
to point the gun or bring it crashing
down on Merritt’s head. The sun glint-
ed brightly off the marshal’s badge on
the man’s shirt.

TYyFERRITT’S fingers loosened and

the girl gave a violent twist that
ripped her free. She dropped back a
couple of steps and stood there, breasts
heaving and mouth working soundless-
ly with wrath.

“You all right, Miss Atherton?” the
marshal asked. His glance, however,
never left Merritt.

The girl nodded. She was rubbing
her arms where Merritt had gripped
her. Her eyes still blazed.

“l think you’d better go then,” said
the marshal, his gray glance growing
chill. The flat planes of his cheeks
looked hard and stern in the sunlight.
“l want to tell this young jasper a
thing or two.”

The girl’s heels made sharp sounds
that quickly receded on the boardwalk.
The marshal’s gun came down until
the muzzle was pointing at Merritt’s
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belt buckle. The marshal’s eyes kept
getting chillier.

He drew a deep breath as if fight-
ing something within him. When he
spoke his voice was calm but cold. “I
don’t know how you treat your women
where you’re from, cowboy, but we
dont treat them that way in Bluewa-
ter. If I wasnt the marshal, 1°d pistol-
whip you to within an inch of your
life. What’s the big idea?”

The wrath still flowed in Merritt,
but it was more of a subdued ache than
an overwhelming rush. The quick
beating of his heart was loud and
sharp in his ears.

“l want to know where she got that
brooch,” he said.

The marshal’s eyes narrowed. He
leaned forward and appeared to be
sniffing. “You don’t look like you’ve
been drinking,” he said, somewhat to
himself. He straightened. “Why are
you so interested in that brooch?”

“It belonged to my mother.”

“Oh?” said the marshal “You have
been taking something. A stay in the
jug will cool you off. March, cowboy.”

The line of Merritt’s jaw hardened.
He became aware that Wes l.andon
and two others had stepped out of the
Crescent and were watching, Landon
with a resigned helplessness, but Mer-
ritt did not care.

“Did you get this hot and bothered,”
he asked, wrath roiling uglily in him,
“ten years ago when those emigrants
were massacred at the foot of the
mountain?”

The marshal cocked his head to one
side and the study in his eyes deep-
ened. After a while, he said, “I wasn’t
marshal then.” He studied Merritt
some more, solemn and unwinking.
“What’s your interest in that massa-
cre?”

“l was in it. Logan and Emma Mer-
ritt were my parents.”

“l thought every one of the emi-
grants died.”

“l didnt.”

The marshal’s gun drooped a little.

“1’m sorry, son,” he said. The chill was
gone from his glance, but it was still
wary. “You’re mistaken about that
brooch.”

“I’'m not.”

“Look, son, you’re all wrought up
and | don’t blame you. But tell me
this: Isn’t it possible for two brooches
to be alike?”

“Not that one. 1’d remember it a
thousand years. | want to know where

she got it.”
The marshal sighed. His gun
drooped some more. “I ought to run

you in but I wont. However, | want
to tell you this. If you’re going to ask
Grace Atherton about that brooch, take
it easy, wont you? If you don’t, some-
one might not understand and blow
your head off...”

"THE BUILDINGS of Box A, which

was the Atherton ranch, were situ-
ated on a rise of ground. Cottonwoods
were scattered about for shade but
they were casting none now for the
sun had just gone down behind the
mountain. The leaves rustled softly as
Dave Merritt rode into the yard.

He was alone. Wes Landon had
wanted to come, but Merritt would
not have it. He felt ugly and mean and
the old man was forever asking him to
desist; and Merritt did not know how
long he could check his temper. He
liked Wes and did not want to hurt
him; so he had come alone to avoid
any conflict of opinion.

The house had a gallery, and the
girl was standing on this, watching
Merritt ride up. He glanced about the
yard and saw that a man had come out
of the bunkshack. The fellow leaned
against the front and began picking
his teeth with a matchstick: His glance
picked up Merritt and never left him.
There was a sixgun in the holster at
the fellow’s side.

Merritt reined in the buckskin and
stared at the girl. She drew herself up
perceptibly under his Scrutiny, her chin
tilting as if in de?Unce. Her eyes
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brightened with anger and a tint of
color touched her cheeks.

Merritt could feel his heart hammer-
ing. A headlong excitement gripped him
for he felt he was on the verge of dis-
covery—if the girl would talk. It was
the realization that she might not want
to that filled him with irascibility.

He forced himself to pause while
he got himself in hand. He would gain
nothing if he lost his head, he told him-
self. He would learn nothing if he an-
tagonized her as he had done earlier
this day. It was an effort but he kept
his temper subdued.

“l want to apologize,” he began,
“for the way | acted today. | went off
half-cocked; | want you to know I’m
sorry.”

The girl said nothing. Her chin tilt-
ed a trifle more and she put her hands
behind her back and clasped them.
Standing like that, the pattern of her
breasts was very plain against the red
shirt she was wearing.

Merritt stirred in the saddle. He
was aware of the eyes on his back,
the eyes of the man in front of the
bunkshack. Merritt glanced that way
and the fellow still stood there, obvi-
ously idling, but his indolence was a
trifle too studied to be entirely casual.

Merritt shifted his stare back to the
girl. “I’'m Merritt,” he said. “My par-
ents were Kkilled in that massacre ten
years ago. Have you ever heard of it?”

The girl frowned, and some of the
rigidness left her. “I was very little,”
she said, “but | remember it.” She
paused, then said almost awkwardly,
“I'm sorry for your parents.”

He did not say anything to this. “I
was left for dead, but somebody found
me and nursed me back to health.” He
paused and drew a breath. His heart
hit a hammerstroke as he sought for
the right words. “I remember that my
mother had a brooch that she prized
very much. It’s the brooch you were
wearing today.”

The girl’s face paled. The corners
of her mouth tightened. “You’re mis-
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taken; that brooch belonged to my
mother.”

“Where did she get it?”

“I wouldn’t know. My mother died
two years before the massacre.”

The words stunned Merritt for a
moment. His mind groped blindly with-
out finding anything, his stomach felt
as if the bottom had dropped from it.
Then that stubborn conviction came
to the fore again.

His eyes narrowed. “But your family
was living around here before that
massacre?”

“Mother died in Texas. Father set-
tled here after the massacre. | remem-
ber it because everybody was talking
about it.”

“Could | speak to your father?”

“Father is dead, too. He died two

2 -

ERRITT returned
to Bluewater and he
and Wes Landon
took a room in the
hotel. The old man
was all for riding on
in the morning, but
Merritt would have
none of it. The look
of melancholy deep-
ened in the old
man’s eyes and he said no more.
Merritt had breakfast alone. Filled
as he was with ugly, brooding thoughts,
he wanted no one around him, not even
Landon. A crying urgency possessed
Merritt this morning. He refused to
concede the fact that he might be mis-
taken about the brooch. It was all
he had to go on; he felt like a drown-
ing man clutching at a straw even
though it would not help but there
was nothing else to grab. It was like
this with Merritt about the brooch.
He decided to check on the Ather-
ton family and he began making in-
quiries about town. What he learned
corroborated the girl’s story. Tom Ath-
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erton, a widower, had drifted into the
country soon after the massacre and
had started Box A from scratch. He
had been a lonely, solitary man who
had not mixed much with his neigh-
bors. It was said that he had never
got over the death of his wife. For
that reason he had left Texas but the
remembrance had followed him here.
He had died two years ago—wasting
away, it was said, because he missed
his wife so much.

Merritt inquired about Atherton’s
friends and was told he had no close
intimates. Atherton had come to town
only on business. So far as was known
he had never entertained any one out
at Box A

Merritt ran up against a blank wall
and had it been something tangible he
would have smashed his fists against
it. He felt so helpless he almost wept
with rage and frustration.

Fie was sitting in a cafe having
dinner when Wes Landon walked in
and sat down beside him. The old man
nodded but he did not speak. He ate
in silence. He was not through when
Merritt rose to his feet but Landon
left his meal unfinished to follow Mer-
ritt outside.

“Davey,” the old man said when
they were on the walk. His tone was
pleading.

Merritt hardly heard him. His mind
was engrossed with that other thing
that had been an obsession with him
for ten years.

“Davey,” the old man said again,
tugging at Merritt’s sleeve; “let’s ride
on, Davey.”

Merritt came to a halt and shoved
his hands in his pockets. His glance
lay over the rooftops of the town where
the naked crest of Massacre Mountain
thrust up at the sky. “I’ve only be-
gun, Wes,” he said. “l wont be rid-
ing on for some time yet.”

The old man seemed to hesitate.
Then he said, “Have you found some-
thing?”

“No.”

“Then let’s ride on. This is no good
for you.”

“You can ride on it you want to. 1’'m
staying.”

“Please, Davey,” said Landon. In
the sun he looked small and withered
and tired. His eyes were growing sad-
der every day. “You’re just eating
your heart out. You won’t find any-
thing; it was too long ago. The ones
with a hand in it wouldn’t have stayed
around here. You’ll never find them.”

“They’re around here all right.
Where did that brooch come from?”

“Didn’t you say Grace Atherton told
you it belonged to her mother?”

“That’s what she said,” admitted
Merritt, “but | know better. That
brooch was my mother’s. The killers
took it along with all the other valu-
ables and money. That’s what they
were after. We were on our way to
California, and we had quite a bit of
money along. They took the money
and the valuables and the brooch.”

“I’m not saying they didnt, Davey,”
the old man declared, “because rob-
bery was the probable motive behind
the massacre. But you’re looking in the
wrong place. After doing a thing like
that, the Killers quit the country. They
wouldn’t have stayed around here.”

“Why wouldn’t they?” asked Mer-
ritt. “They figured everybody was
dead, didnt they? Besides, they were
masked and it was at night. With
everyone dead but me—and | was
missing—who was there to recognize
them? So why shouldn’t they have
stayed right here? They were safe
enough.”

npHE OLD man shook his head. He

kicked at a board with the toe of
a boot. The close-cropped whiskers
covered most of his face but still they
could not conceal the grave look on it.

“It’s no good, Davey,” he mur-
mured. “Believe me, |I’'m telling you
for your own good. It’s done and over
and in the past. Why don’t you leave
it that way?”
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“I’ll never leave it that way.”

Landon was still kicking at the
board. However, he did not seem to
be aware of doing this. “It’s no good,”
he said almost in a whisper. “l wish
you’d believe me.”

Something had occurred to Merritt.
His eyes narrowed as he thought on
It. “You were hunting mustangs up
around Massacre Mountain when you
found me, weren’t you, Wes? Did you
see any strangers passing through or
any one from town around there?”

“l saw no one. | had my camp in
an out of the way place anyhow. | just
came upon the wagons by accident and
when | saw that you were still alive,
I took you to my camp.”

“Why didn't you take me into
town?”

“You were a pretty sick boy. |
didn’t want to move you that long dis-
tance. Then when you got well | took
you away with me because | didnt
figure it would be good for you to
stay around. There were too many
things to remind you of what had
happened; | wanted you to forget.”

“I’l never forget.”

“l know,” said Landon, a tinge of
regret in his tone. “I know. ..”

The old man said he was going to
the hotel and he left. Merritt crossed
the street to the Crescent and in front
of the place he stopped, racked with
indecision and a needling restlessness.
He did not know where to proceed.
He was at a standstill. It was this
that filled him with a sensation of fu-
tility.

He rolled a cigaret and lighted it,
but after several puffs threw it away.
He cursed silently with vexation and
lifted his eyes and saw the rider.

The man rode a big black horse
that had been carefully groomed even
though its hide was covered with a
fine layer of dust as if it had come a
long way. It was moving at a walk and
its rider picked up Merritt with his
eyes and held him there.
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Merritt had never seen the fellow
before but there was something per-
sonal and calculating in the man’s
stare. He was a big fellow, wide of
shoulder and big of chest and tall, and
he carried himself with a bearing that
suggested here was a man of impor-
tance. The skin of his face was
browned by the sun. The wrinkles
were deep at the comers of his eyes.
He had a gray mustache that drooped
almost sinistrously about the comers
of his mouth.

The brand on the black horse was
Circle Dot.

Merritt met the stare and challenged
it with the directness of his own but
the big man’s eyes never wavered. He
even turned his head as the black horse
passed by, the longer to keep his study
on Merritt. Then the black horse was
past and the man broke his stare and
swung his head around to the front.
The horse moved on, kicking up tiny
spurts of dust.

Merritt’s heart had quickened. He
did not know why...

[E TURNED into the Crescent

and went to the bar and bought
a bottle of bourbon. He took this to a
table in the far corner and sat there
and drank and thought his dark,
brooding thoughts.

This was the slack hour of the day
and he was the only customer in the
place. After a while, a man came out
of a room in the rear and walked up
to the bar where he leaned across the
mahogany and talked to the bartender.

Merritt drank some more, his
thoughts growing darker. He had be-
lieved the whiskey would cheer him
up but it only depressed him more.
But he did not quit drinking.

After some time, he became aware
of eyes on him. He glanced up and
saw that both the man at the bar and
the bartender were studying him. They
looked away when his eyes picked them
up and pretended to become interest-
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ed in something on the wall at the
front of the saloon.

Merritt had learned their identity
from Wes Landon. Wait Goodhue was
a tall, dark man,, graying at the tem-
ples. lie fancied a hair-line mustache
and a flowered vest and a cutaway
coat. His sallow complexion indicated
that he did not get outdoors much.
He had the long, slim, delicate fingers
of the gambler that he was.

George Baker, the bartender, was a
gross hulk of a man. His jowls flowed
down over the buttoned collar of his
shirt and he had bright, gimlet eyes
set deep in thick pouches. He seemed
to be forever sweating, the oily glo-
bules sticking to the pink skin of his
face, but, somehow, never trickling
down.

Merritt kept his glance on the two.
A truculence was growing in him; he
felt mean and irritable because he
wasn’t getting anywhere. Baker start-
ed another look at Merritt, but when
he found Merritt watching him Baker
glanced hurriedly away. Goodhue was
still absorbed with the front wall.

Finally, Goodhue stirred. He leaned
across the bar again and said something
to Baker which Merritt did not catch.
Then Goodhue returned to the room
in the rear which was his office. It
was said that he and Baker were part-
ners in the Crescent,

Merritt remembered his bottle and
poured himself another drink. Aware-
ness of everything else faded once
more and he went deep into those dark
thoughts. He was so absorbed that time
was of no consequence to him, he had
no idea how much of it had passed.
He knew only the sense of futility and
the long, pained remembrance and the
ache of his loss,

NnpHE THING that pulled Merritt

back to the present was the whiff
of a strong scent. He looked up and
saw her coming across the room to-
ward him, her mouth curved in a
smile that was of iron, her hips work-

ing exaggeratedly. She was wearing a
bright red dress that left her shoulders
and a good deal of her bosom bare.
The red color of her hair was as false
as iron pyrites.

“Hello, doll,” she said to Merritt.
“Why so blue?”

He stared up at her and said noth-
ing. When he did not invite her to sit,
she sat down anyw’ay, drawing the
chair close enough so that she could
lean against him without expending
herself.

“You’re new in town, aren’t you?”
she said, that smile fixed on her face
as though it had been riveted there. He
saw that her eyes were amber and as
kind as those of a panther. “Is that
why you’re so lonely, doll? Don’t you
know anyone in Bluewater?”

He said nothing. The whiskey was
swirling around in his brain but he
still had enough reason left to wonder
what she was doing out at this time
of day. Her work wouldn’t begin until
the evening. So he sat and stared at
her while an innate wariness crept
over him.

When he did not speak, the woman
went on, “Well, you wont be lonely
any more, doll. Not with Ruby around.
Thats me,” she said with what she
obviously thought passed for a coy gig-
gle. “What’s your name, doll?”

“Merritt,” he said.

She giggled again. “Let me pour you
a drink,” she said. She took the bottle
and emptied some of it into his glass.
When he did not reach for it> she
edged it over until it touched his fin-
gers, but he did not take it. He was
staring at her fixedly.

“l think you’re cute,” she said,
reaching up and stroking his cheek.
“What did you say your name was?”

“Merritt.”

“Merritt?” she echoed, crinkling her
brows as though she were thinking of
something. “Now where have | heard
that name before. Oh, yes,” she ex-
claimed. She made a clucking sound of
sympathy. “You poor doll.”
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He said nothing. A faint feeling of
rancor had started deep in him.

The smile was off her face now.
His eyes had cleared enough for him
to make out the wrinkles at the cor-
ners of her eyelids and in her brow
and in her neck. Her face looked sol-
emn and even sad, but the amber
glance reflected none of this.

“Are you any relation to the Mer-
ritts who died in that massacre long
ago?” she asked.

“That was my father and mother.”

“You poor doll. They never found
who did it, did they?”

“No.”

“You were in the massacre, too,
weren’t you?” |

“Yes.”

“You poor thing.” She reached up
and stroked his cheek again. She was
leaning so hard against him that he
supposed if he were to rise suddenly
she would go flat on her face. “Didn’t
you recognize any of them?”

L IE SAID nothing. He was staring
at those amber eyes that were like
ice.

“But you were there, weren’t you?
Don’t you have any idea who they
were?”

“How long have you been in Blue-
water?” he asked.

“About a year,” she said. “But let’s
talk about you. | like you, you know;
I want to cheer you up, doll. You got
anything on your chest you just go
on and tell it to Ruby. You’ll find it
helps. You'll find it helps very much,
doll.”

“How did you know about the mas-
sacre?”

She appeared to tense but only for
an instant. Those amber eyes frosted
over, however. “Why, people talk
about it, doll. A horrible thing like
that is remembered a long time.”

“How did you know the names of
my parents?”

She drew back as if she did not
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need him to prop her up any more.
“l—I heard them mentioned.”

“Who mentioned them?” His tone
was hard and flat. The slur was gone
from his tongue.

She drew back a little more. “Why
—why here in the saloon, | suppose;
they still talk about it now and then.”

“Who sent you?” he asked.

“l don’t know what you mean.” The
amber eyes were no longer empty of
expression. They glowed with some-
thing like fear. She started to rise.

He reached out and grabbed her
wrist and yanked her back in the
chair. “Who sent you to pump me?”
he growled.

She made a face, her painted mouth
all awry. “You’re hurting me,” she
whimpered. With the fingers of her
other hand she was trying to pry his
grip loose.

“This is nothing to what you’ll get
if you don’t tell me,” he snarled,
squeezing harder so that she moaned
with hurl. “Who sent you to pump me
because I'm drunk?”

She started to rise again, free hand
clawing at his shirt. Merritt pulled her
back so roughly that she almost missed
the seat of the chair. Her frightened
shriek filled the barroom.

He leaned toward her, his grip cruel
and relentless, his face working while
the wrath and hate spasmed and con-
vulsed in him. “Tell me,” he snarled.
“Damn you, tell me.”

“Here, here,” someone cried, “you
can’t carry on like this.”

Merritt started to look up and the
blow slammed him across the top of
his skull The pain of it was a burn-
ing flash across his brain and his grip
slackened and the woman, with a vio-
lent effort, ripped herself free.

Growling with anger, Merritt start-
ed to come up when he was hit again.
This blow made his eyeballs sting.
Dimly, he was aware that it was his
hat breaking the force of the blows
a little. Perhaps that was why he wasnt
knocked unconscious yet.
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“Manhandle a woman, will you?”
someone was saying. “Welll teach you
manners, buster; we’ll teach you
good.”

TVITERRITT sensed another blow

coming and this time he threw up
hi3 arms and caught the brunt of it
on a fore-arm. He had to get up, some-
thing was screaming at him. He had to
get up and pull his gun or do some-
thing. They meant to pistol-whip him
to death.

He was rising, breath straining in
his throat eyes and head aching, when
the blow smashed him over a kidney.
The pain of it strangled the breath in
his throat and dropped a curtain of
blackness over his eyes but it lifted
almost instantly. Now he was aware
that there were two of them, one in
front and one behind him. He tried to
lift his arms and found that they were
held behind him.

The gun barrel slammed him on the
skull again and this time the whole
room pinwheeled and caromed crazily
fod a second or two. The agony was
reaching all the way to his toes now.
He could see the black face of uncon-
sciousness and death directly in front
of him.

He sensed the gun barrel rise high
and poise there. He even sensed the
other lifting up on his toes to get more
power behind the fatal blow. Merritt
sensed all this but it was all he could
do. He had no more strength in him.
In another instant or two he would
get some back, but by then it would
be too late. He could never get it back
in time to ward off the blow.

It seemed a long time coming to
him. That was the first thing that
seeped in to his comprehension.
Enough time elapsed for half a dozen
swipes with a gun barrel but he had
not even been hit once. Not only that,
but his arms were free. They were no
longer being held behind his back.

More time passed, an eternity it

seemed to Merritt, and then his eyes
began to focus though they were still
shot with pain. At first, all objects
were blurred and fuzzy and they
danced in view. But, after another
eternity, they steadied and cleared and
he saw how it was then.

Goodhue and Baker stood there to
one side of him. There was a long-bar-
reled sixshooter in Goodhue’s hand but
it hung slack at his side as though
he had no intention of using it. Baker
stood with his fists clenched and the
pouches of his eyes so slitted with im-
potent wrath that it was a wonder that
he could still see.

Both Goodhue and Baker were star-
ing at something at the front of the
barroom.

Merritt turned his aching eyes that
way and his throat emitted a joyful
sound. He stood there, small and tired
and old, but the big .44 Starr was rock-
steady in his hand and his eyes glow-
ered with a wrathful determination.
His chest rose and fell with the force
of his breathing and it was apparent
to any one that it was only with the
utmost of effort that he was keeping
himself from using the Starr.

It was Wes Landon...

3 -

N THEIR room

at the hotel, Dave

Merritt soaked his

head in the porcelain

basin while Wes

Landon sat at the

window, looking out.

The old man had not

said a word since

they had left the

Crescent. He just

sat and stared with a preoccupation
as solemn and concentrated as death.
The pain had eased for Merritt. The
cold water helped although it could
not eliminate die hurt entirely. Only
time could do that. After a while, Mer-
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ritt wiped his hair with the towel, ten-
derly, wincing every time he touched
a sore spot. When he was through he
looked at Wes Landon but the old man
went on staring outside. It was as
though he were enrapt in a secret world
of his own.

Merritt wanted to say something but
the right words would not come to his
mind. He tried to think but his head
began to ache and so he went over and
sat down on the edge of the bed. He
sat there a long while, staring at the
floor. When he finally lifted his eyes,
he found that the old man was looking
at him.

Landon’s eyes were sadder and
graver than they had ever been. “You
know they meant to kill you, Davey,”
he said. His voice quavered a little.

Merritt shrugged and said nothing.
His thoughts were growing dark again.

“Now will you give it up?” asked
the old man.

“Now?” growled Merritt, snapping
his head up so abruptly that it rang
with pain. “Give it up now when I’'m
finally on the right track?”

“What do you mean?”

“Thy tried to kill me, didn’t they?
They’re scared | might find out some-
thing. Goodhue and Baker,” he said,
mouthing the words hatefully. “Now
I know where to begin.”

Landon shook his head. “You've got
it all wrong, Davey. They got worked
up because of the way you handled
Ruby. You can’t deny you were rough
with her. You were rough with the
Atherton girl, too. You’re getting a
bad name in Bluewater. Dont you
see?”

Merritt lowered his eyes and scowled
at the floor. Right now the anger was
a sullen, resentful thing in him. He
said nothing.

“Davey,” the old man said, plead-
ingly. Merritt heard him rise and come
toward him, spurs singing softly.
“Davey,” the old man said, laying a
hand gently on Merritt’s shoulder. “I
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dont want anything to happen to you.
You cant go busting around like a la-
dino in the brush. People won’t under-
stand. Just like Goodhue and Baker
didnt understand today.” He sucked
in his breath with a sound like a cry.
“You'll be killed if you dont lay off,
Davey.”

“Killed?” growled Merritt, lifting
his head again. His lean face was dark
with brooding and the long hate. “The
only ones who would want to kill me
are those who killed my parents.” His
eyes narrowed as a thought struck
him. “Do you know something, Wes?
Is that why you want me to give it up?
Do you know something you aren’t
telling me?”

The old man shook his head. He
took his hand off Merritt’s shoulder
and made a turn around the room,
head bowed as though he were pon-
dering on something. He came to a
halt in front of Merritt and shook his
head again. His eyes were on some-
thing far beyond this room.

“You’re all I've got, Davey,” he said
in a low, wistful tone. “For the past
ten years you've been my son. | nev-
er knew how lonely 1 was until you
came along. You put a dream in my
life. | suppose if I hadnt found you
I’d have knocked around until the day
| died. That day isn't very far off,
Davey, and 1'd like my dream before
it comes.” His voice broke a little. “I
can’t have that dream if you’re dead,
Davey.”

ERRITT felt his eyes sting. A

sense of shame and remorse set-
tled over him. He had been so wrought
up in his purpose that he had forgotten
everything else. He had not cared for
the consequences. Until this moment,
he had not cared whether he lived or
died but that was because he had nev-
er looked beyond himself. He had not
paused to think what his death might
mean to someone.

He rose to his feet and smiled ten-
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derly at the old man. Merritt’s voice
was soft, the virulence was gone from
it. “Youll have your dream, Wes; |
promise you. Well have that horse
ranch and it won't be long. Only I've
got to settle this thing first.”

He swallowed and went on, “They’re
my father and mother. | owe it to
them. Can't you see? Youre my fa-
ther, too, Wes, and if something like
that happened to you, do you think
1'd just sit back and forget about it?
You know | wouldn’t. I don’t like do-
ing it. I'm no killer; I%ve never killed
a man before but |’ve got to kill these
men. |’ve just got to! Can’t you see
that?”

Landon dropped his head. He stared
at the floor and said nothing. His
shoulders sagged.

Pity flowed through Merritt. He had
not realized how much he liked this
white-bearded old man until this mo-
ment. He did not think he had ever
loved his parents quite as much. Mer-
ritt’s eyes stung again,

“I’ll be careful, Wes,” he said when
the old man did not speak. “l prom-
ise. 1've acted dumb and foolish the
past two days but I’ll stop and think
things out before acting from now on.
I won’t go off half-cocked any more.
Does that make you feel any better?”

“l suppose,” said Landon, still star-
ing at the floor. His voice sounded old
and tired. “lI suppose it does,.

In keeping with his promise, Merritt
left the room only to eat and then re-
turned directly to it. He thought of
the Crescent and Walt Goodhue and
George Baker but he did not go there.
He knew that if he did, there would be
violence and even dying and he want-
ed to think things out a little more be-
fore resorting to that.

Wes Landon was gone for a couple
of hours and when he returned he
smelled as if he had been drinking.
This struck Merritt because the old

man had never been one for hitting
the bottle. He liked a few beers when
he was dry but that was all.

Landon said nothing and neither did
Merritt. The old man took off his
clothes and went to bed. Merritt heard
him tossing restlessly well into the
night but the old man finally dropped
off...

TN THE MORNING, Merritt sad-
A died his buckskin and rode out of
Bluewater alone. He did not want to
mope around town because the ugli-
ness was on him again and thoughts of
Goodhue and Baker were preying on
his mind. He did not want to chance
running into them because if he did, de-
spite what he had promised Wes Lan-
don, he would have it out with them
one way or another. He still intended
having it out with them but he would
wait a day or two and see if he could
not think of something else.

He took no particular direction
since he had nowhere to go, only out of
Bluewater, so that it came as a thing
of surprise when he noticed that he
was on the road to the Atherton ranch.
He reined in the buckskin then because
he did not want to go there. He want-
ed nothing to do today with any one
whom he suspected of having had a
connection with the massacre. .

He had started to rein the buckskin
around when he spied the rider top-
ping a rise. Recognition came instant-
ly and Merritt’s heart skipped a beat.
He pulled in the buckskin and waited.
The rider was Grace Atherton.

She rode up, sitting astride a sorrel
mare. She was wearing the corduroy
split skirt and a green shirt. The hat
on her head was pulled down in front
so that it shaded her eyes, concealing
any expression they might have held.
The line of her mouth, however, was
thin and grave.

Merritt felt solemn himself. He nod-
ded to her briefly and she returned
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the greeting just as perfunctorily. He
could feel her eyes searching his face
as though seeking the secrets of his
mind.

She had stopped the sorrel close to
the buckskin and the horses nuzzled
each other. In the distance the height
of Massacre Mountain loomed. The
sun was very bright this day but still
the shadow of the mountain seemed to
fall on them, dark and oppressing.

After an interval, she said, “l was
going to Bluewater to see you.” She
spoke woodenly.

Merritt lifted a brow in surprise.
“Yes?”

“Ive got. something to tell you.”

His heart gave an exultant leap,
then he put the sensation from him. He
had been disappointed so many times
before that he was not going overboard
on anything any more. He said noth-
ing; the glance he kept on her was
dark with skepticism.

She stirred in the saddle as though
she could not find a comfortable spot.
Folding her hands on the saddlehorn,
she put her eyes on them. She gave
the impression of mulling something
troubling over in her mind.

“l thought all day yesterday about
what youd said to me,” she began,
her tone low and barely audible. She
was still staring at her hands. “l’ve
been trying to remember about that
brooch. You see, | cant recall ever
seeing my mother wearing it. How-
ever, | was only eight when she died.
Maybe that’s why | can’t remember.”

Merritt’s heart had quickened. A
heady excitement was racing through
his blood. He couldn’t speak because
his throat was too tight. He could only
stare at the girl, his eyes sharp and
piercing.

rT'HE GIRL paused. Her tongue

came out and licked her lips which
had lost their color. After a while, she
resumed, “The reason | said the

brooch belonged to my mother was
that | found it among my father’s be-
longings. | found it there after he had
died, and so | assumed it had been my
mother’s; | had no reason to think
otherwise.”

She lifted her head now and the
look she laid on Merritt was pleading.
Little lines of anguish edged her
mouth. Though he could not see them
clearly, he was sure her eyes were mist-
ed with tears.

“l remember how sad and lonely
my father was all the years we lived
here,” she went on. “l thought all the
while it was because he could not for-
get mother. But now that | think on it,
he didn't start to mope until we settled
here. He wasnt like this back in Tex-
as; even after mother died he was nev-
er as blue and lonely as he was here.
It was as if he had something eating
away at his heart and mind, something
that hurt him much more than the loss
of mother.”

She paused again to lick her lips. A
strange feeling was growing in Merritt.
It was like nothing he had ever expe-
rienced before. The sense of triumph
was fading from him. In its stead was
coming a great compassion.

“Father used to ride a lot alone. |
wondered where he went by himself
and one day | followed him and |
came upon him in the meadow where
the emigrants had died. He was sit-
ting on his horse in the middle of the
clearing and his head was bowed and
he didn’t even hear me ride up. When
he finally noticed me and lifted his
head, | saw that he had been crying. |
thought at the time that it was be-
cause of mother, but now | know it
wasn’'t. He was crying because of the
people he had helped to kill in that
meadow. It was remorse over this that
sent him to his grave.”

Merritt saw her bite her lip and
then her head dropped. Her shoulders
shook once, then she went on, “He was
a murderer, and he was forever sorry
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about it, but that didn’t help. The dead
were dead and all the tears and re-
morse in the world would never bring
them back. He knew this and it killed
him. Not that he didn’t have it coming
to him, but he was still my father.”

She started to cry then, openly and
brokenly. She balled a hand into a fist
and raised it and bit down on the
knuckles, but even this did not stifle
her sobbing.

Merritt felt his eyes fill. He had
never thought that the moment of rev-
elation would be as bitter and joyless
as this. The feeling of compassion
deepened in him, he felt his heart go
out to the girl for he could understand
how it was with her.

His parents were dead, too, and the
loss was a great void and ache in him
but their memory was something fine
and treasured. The girl, however, had
none of this in respect to her father.
Remembrance of him could only be
tarnished with shame and regret and
the agonized knowledge that the thing
was beyond reparation.

He kneed the buckskin over close to
the sorrel. Reaching out, he put an
arm about the girl’s shoulders and that
was all. The words he wanted to say
choked in his throat, his mind would
not even picture them. Never in his
life had he wanted to say something
comforting as much as he did right
now but his brain and tongue failed
him.

A FTER A while, however, the girl’s

sobbing diminished and soon it
was gone. Merritt took his arm away.
The girl got out a handkerchief and
blew her nose and dabbed at her eyes.
She sniffled once and then she had
herself in hand.

“I'd like to try to make it up to
you,” she said, her voice a trifle
hoarse. “lI know | never can but 1d
like to try. I know how it must have
been with you. If there’s anything |
can say or do to help, just ask.”

“If you’d rather wait another day,”
he said, “when you feel better.”

“l want it over with,” she said; “I
don’t want it dragged out. 1 know |
can never make up for what father did
but I'm willing to try.”

Merritt’s throat was dry. When he
spoke, the words ached in it. “Do you
know"' who was in it with your father?”

She shook her head. “He never
spoke of it, of course; | don’t know
who his partners were.”

“Didn’t he have any friends?”

“Father never visited anywhere and
no one visited the ranch because of
that. He went to town seldom and then
only on business. | don’t know why he
stayed on here except that the whole
thing had a horrible hold on him.
Then, too, | suppose he realized he
could never forget it, no matter where
he went.”

“Did he know Goodhue and Baker,
the owners of the Crescent?”” Merritt’s
heart had picked up. It was beating
fast again.

“l suppose he did,” said the girl.
“They were never out to the ranch,
though. Father drank a lot those last
years but he did most of his drinking
home alone. | know he stopped at the
Crescent, and at the other saloons in
Bluewater—but never for long, and he
certainly didnt favor the Crescent
over the others. He would always buy
a bottle or a jug and then go home and
drink by himself.” Her eyes lifted and
studied his face. “Do you suspect
Goodhue and Baker?”

He told her what had happened the
day before. “I might be wrong,” he fin-
ished, “but | think they meant to kill
me because they’re afraid | might turn
up something. Are you sure your fa-
ther never had anything to do with
them?”

“As far as | know he didnt.”

“Where were you at the time of the
massacre?”
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She frowned as though straining in
recollection. “l was only ten then; |
can’t remember too well. | think that
must have been the time he left me for
a couple of weeks with a woman in
San Leandro, about fifty miles west
of here. He said he was going to look
around for a place. When he returned,
he brought me here to Bluewater and
then he started Box A.”

“Didnt he have any dealings with
anybody then?”

“It’s so long and | was so little.”
she said. “l dont recall anybody in
particular. He used to take me to Blue-
water with him but he went only to the
stores and shops and stopped hardly at
all at any of the saloons. | dont re-
member him ever being close with
Goodhue and Baker.”

She must have read the disappoint-
ment on his face for, after giving him
another searching look, she said, “I
havent been much help, have 1?” She
sounded sad and apologetic.

He managed a slight smile. “That’s
all right. At least, I know |I’'m on the
right track.”

“Is there anything else | can do?”

He reached over and touched her
hand. It was cold to his fingers. Some-
thing strange stirred deep in him and
he felt his throat constrict. He found
himself wishing that there werent so
much sadness and gravity in the world.
He would have liked to have seen her
smile.

“You’ve already done more than |
expected,” he said. “Please don*t take
it to heart; it was none of your
fault...”

TT WAS SUNDOWN when Merritt

returned to Bluewater. He put up
the buckskin at the stable and then
went to his room. Wes Landon was
there. He seemed anxious about some-
thing.

“We've got a job, Davey,” he said,
“if we want it.”
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“Job? What do you mean ‘job?””
“Ferris Welch—you don’t know him

but he owns the biggest ranch in these

parts—heard about me and you being
mustangers and he came to me and
said that there’s some wild horses both-
ering his stock. There a stallion in par-
ticular that plays hell with his cavvies.

Just the other night he broke into a

corral and made off with Welch’s two

best mares. Welch hasn’t had any luck
in catching this stallion and his herd
and so he offered us the job.”

Merritt said nothing. Something was
tugging at his mind but he could not
figure out what it was. The darkness
and sullenness were coming over him
again.

“Please, Davey,” the old man said
pleadingly. “It won’t take us long.
Maybe only a few days because we’re
good at that sort of thing. And Welch
pays well. He pays very well. It’s our
chance to add to our kitty. What do
you say?”

Merritt laid a hard, direct look on
Landon. “Are you sure this isn’t just
a scheme to get me out of Bluewater?”

The old man made a futile gesture
with his hands. “Would it do any
good? You can always come back,
you know. Why dont you say yes?
We’ll make some money and you can
think things over and maybe get a new
slant on them. When it’s over you can
return to Bluewater. | know | could
never keep you away for good,” he
said sadly. He lifted beseeching eyes.
“How about it?”

Something touched Merritt’s heart.
Perhaps it was the look in the old
man’s eyes. Then, too, Merritt remem-
bered how sullen and abrupt he had
been the past few days. He had been
pretty rough with this fine old man.
It would not hurt to try to make it up
to him.

“All right,” he said. “What outfit
does this Welch own?” .

“Circle Dot...”
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HE HOLDINGS of
Circle Dot stretched
up into the moun-
tains. They included
the meadow where
the emigrants had
died. Circle Dot was
the largest and most
prosperous ranch in
the county.
In the morning,
Dave Merritt and Wes Landon sad-
dled up and rode out to Circle Dot’s
headquarters. There they met Ferris
Welch. It came as no surprise to Mer-
ritt that Welch was the man he had
seen that day in Bluewater, for Mer-
ritt had remembered the brand on the
black horse.

Welch was cold and aloof. He gave
the impression that this was his con-
stant demeanor. Nevertheless, Merritt
had the feeling again that Welch was
displaying a strong curiosity about
him. Welch’s eyes were veiled and even
arrogant but still there was something
personal in them every time he
glanced at Merritt.

Welch was brief and to the point. He
stated that he wanted the marauding
stallion and his band captured. He
cared nothing about how long it would
take or the expense but he expected re-
sults and he would not pay if there
were none. He struck Merritt as the
kind of man who always drove a hard
bargain and it was not surprising for
this was probably how he had built
Circle Dot into its position of prom-
inence.

Landon got a week’s supply of grub
from the cook, and then he and Mer-
ritt rode north, toward the mountain
range. At nightfall, they were in the
mountains. They camped beside a
spring and in the morning they decid-
ed to make the spring their base while

they scouted the country for sign of
the stallion and his band.

They split in order to cover more
country. Merritt rode all that day
without coming across any mustang
sign. By evening a vague uneasiness
had begun stirring him. Its exact na-
ture eluded him, yet somehow he had
a prescience of evil. He could not ac-
count how he came by it.

When Merritt rode in to the spring
at sundown, Landon was already there.
The old man had a fire started and
the coffee was on and he was work-
ing on some sourdough biscuits. He
confessed that he had found no sign,
either.

They did not speak much; for once,
they did not discuss the matter that
had brought Merritt to the town of
Bluewater. Merritt welcomed this lapse
for the discussion always took the
same turn, the old man advising
against the investigation while Merritt
stuck to his purpose adamantly. He
did not like to go contrary to the old
man’s wishes, and for this reason Mer-
ritt was glad the matter was not men-
tioned.

It was dark when they had finished
eating and they turned in. They fig-
ured they had another hard day of
riding ahead so they sought to get as
much rest as possible.

Although Merritt was tired, he
found he could not sleep. He lay there
in his blankets, listening to the old
man’s quiet breathing as he slumbered.
Landon had seemed strangely serene
this evening. The sadness had not been
so evident in his eyes and Merritt
wondered about this.

nPHAT VAGUE premonition began

troubling him again. He could not
understand why he should feel this
way. Something was lurking at the
edges of his comprehension, and try as
he might he could not discern what it
was, except that it was something grim
and unpleasant.
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He threw off the blankets once and
pulled on his boots and went for a
walk in the night. The queasy sensa-
tion accompanied him all the way. He
was beginning to feel that it was the
key to that which he had been seek-
ing but that was as far as his under-
standing of it went. At this point, it
encountered that blank wall again. He
swore and tried to dismiss the thoughts
from his mind but they would not go.

He returned to his blankets and lay
a long while, staring up at the winking
of the stars. Now and then an image
of Goodhue and Baker worked in be-
tween his eyes and the sky, and a face-
less image, also, which he took for that
of Tom Atherton whom he had never
seen and would never see. After a
while, he fell to thinking of Grace
Atherton and what an empty, desolate
world it must be for her having to live
with the memory of her father as a
murderer and thief. Something filled
Merritt’s throat as he thought of this.
He was still thinking of her and her
anguished memories when sleep finally
came to him.

He awoke with the smell of boiling
coffee in his nostrils and he saw that
Landon was getting breakfast. Merritt
pulled on his boots and then he
washed up at the spring. They ate in
silence and immediately after saddled
up. They agreed to split again today
and they rode off as the sun came up
from behind Massacre Mountain.

The presentiment of evil was strong-
er than ever in Merritt today. He
found himself several times scanning
the country anxiously, looking for
something other than wild horses.
There was no trace of them today, ei-
ther, and this heightened the sensation
of uneasiness in him. Little cold feet
began traveling up and down his spine.

He found this canyon and he rode
up its serpentine length until he came
to its box end. He thought that this
would make a good trap if the mus-
tangs were ever located and he decid-

ed to keep the canyon in mind. He had
just started back when something
winking in the sun alerted him.

That was all the attention he gave
to it. He did not study it to see what it
was. He just grabbed his Winchester
out of its saddle boot and threw him-
self out of the kak. He was still in the
air when he heard the vicious whistle
of a bullet past him. Then he hit the
ground and as it sloped a little he
rolled over and over down the incline
until he was in the shelter of some
bushes.

Several slugs came whistling through
the clumps, clipping twigs and leaves.
One of them left its hot breath on his
cheek and he crawled on his belly un-
til he had achieved the more solid
shelter of a rock. He lay there, breath-
ing hard and fast, listening to the
slugs whine as they ricocheted off the
boulder.

A second rifle opened up now, com-
ing from the other side of him, and he
had to quit the boulder before he had
caught his breath. He hugged cover
as best he could as he aimed for a
stretch of timber ahead. Once he had
to expose himself and something that
felt like the red hot end of a running
iron pressed itself for an instant
against his side. Then he heard the
whine and he knew it had been a rifle
slug. He threw himself into a dent in
the ground and dragged himself along
in this, using his elbows and knees, not
daring to rise even a little for bullets
were burning the air above him.

CWEAT WAS coursing down his
A face. He could feel it running into
his eyes and dripping off his chin, his
shirt was plastered to his back with it.
The breath moaned in his throat. He
thought his lungs would collapse from
the agony of breathing. But he kept on
crawling, holding on to the Winchester.
He did not dare stop even for a sec-
ond.

If seemed to Merritt that an eternity
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had passed and another had begun be-
fore he finally reached the timber. He
dragged himself behind the trunk of a
large pine and for a while he lay there,
listening to the groan of his breathing.
His heart was beating like a frantic
drum in his ears.

After a while, when he no longer
had to breathe in spasmodic, aching
gasps, he rose to his feet and drifted
into the timber. They were two to one
but he still figured the advantage was
his. They had to come to him if they
wanted to kill him and they had to kill
now that they had started the violence.
He had only to wait.

He found a place at the foot of a
slope where several rocks formed a
parapet that protected him from all
sides and he decided to wait here. He
checked the Winchester to see that it
was fully loaded and then he cocked
the weapon and started to wait.

There was no underbrush here. The
pines made long, cool avenues where
the sun never penetrated. Merritt lay
there, with only his eyes above the
parapet, staring until they ached, and
then staring some more.

At first, it was just a glimmer of
movement like the passing of a shad-
ow. It was so tenuous as to make Mer-
ritt think it was unreal. He felt sweat
dripping from his chin as he waited
for the movement to repeat itself.

After a long interval, it came again.
This time it was a definite flicker in
the shaded depth of the timber. Mer-
ritt waited some more, eyes straining,
heart racing. His hands were wet where
they gripped the Winchester.

Then he saw it again. This time
there was no doubt about its reality.
It was a man, working his way from
tree to tree. He would pass swiftly
from the cover of one pine to another
and then pause there while he scanned
the layout ahead.

Merritt took a deep breath and held
it as he looked down the long barrel
of the Winchester, His cheek was wrin-
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kled against the stock. The man tried
it again, leaving his tree for the cover
of the next, and for the briefest instant
Merritt caught the fellow’s chest in
the sights. Merritt fired.

The crack of the Winchester was a
flat sound. The land picked up the
echo and sent it rolling through the tim-
ber and into the country beyond. The
man’s stride broke. The rifle dropped
from his fingers as he raised both
hands to claw at his chest. He plunged
to his knees and for a moment stayed
like that, bolt upright, his head
thrown back while his hands scratched
frenziedly. Then he started to sag,
slowly and gently, inclining more and
more forward, as though he were very
tired and was laying himself down for
a long sleep.

The slug screamed as it ricocheted
off a stone next to Merritt’s head.
Splinters of rock stung his cheek. He
started to flinch, then recovered and
came around as another slug shrieked
past him.

TPHEY HAD worked in on him from
A two sides to catch him in a cross-
fire. Only the position of the rocks
saved Merritt. He saw the other one
now, kneeling behind a large pine and
aiming a rifle around it. Merritt poked
his Winchester through the narrow
crack between two stones and waited
while the other got off another shot.
This one whined with a banshee wail as
it bounced off stone.

The man behind the pine edged out
a little to get a better aim. Merritt
caught a glimpse of a shoulder and he
fired at this. He saw the shoulder jerk
even as the Winchester roared and
someone shouted with pain. The force
of the slug rocked the man back from
behind the pine and in this instant
Merritt took a quick bead on the fel-
low’s chest and fired. This bullet
bowled the man over. He fell on hig
back and lay there, moaning and movj?
ing his arms weakly.
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Merritt’s heart was pounding with
hard hammerstrokes as he rose to his
feet. On the instant, his knees shud-
dered, then they steadied and he
walked out from the rocks. He went up
to where the man still moaned and
twitched his arms. It was Walt Good-
hue. Merritt picked up Goodhue’s rifle
and took his sixshooter.

Then Merritt went over to the oth-
er one who lay as he had fallen, his
face pushed into the floor of the for-
est. With the toe of his boot Merritt
rolled the body over and found him-
self looked down at the contorted, dead
features of George Baker.

Merritt returned to Goodhue who
still lived. However, it was apparent
from the blood welling out of the
wound in his chest and from the pallor
of his face that he did not have long
to go.

There was no pity or regret in Mer-
ritt as he looked down at the dying
man. He kept remembering that night
of horror ten years ago and nothing re-
lented in him.

Goodhue’s breath was coming in a
harsh, labored way. His eyes were
open and they were staring straight up
at something in the unfathomable dis-
tances. What they saw was not re-
assuring for the surfaces of Goodhue’s
eyes were glazed with a luminous ter-
ror.

“Goodhue,” Merritt said, his voice
hard and cold. “Listen to me. You’re
dying; you know that, don’t you?”

Goodhue made a sound in his throat
that was garbled. He shook his head a
little as if trying to deny something.
But the fright in his eyes deepened.

“You were in that massacre ten
years ago, weren’t you?” Merritt went
on. “You and Baker and Atherton.
How many more were in it with you?”

Goodhue shook his head again. His
terrified stare was still into the vast
distances. His breath rattled in his
throat.

“You dont have much more time,”

said Merritt, his tone cruel. “You
know that, dont you? You're dying
with a lot of black marks against you,
Goodhue. You’re gonna burn in hell-
fire. You don’t have much time to try
to make up for all the black things
you've done. | dont know if they’ll
help you any where you’re going, but
you might try. How many more were
in it with you, Goodhue?”

The terror brightened in Goodhue’
eyes. It was as though he had finally
glimpsed the face of death hurrying
with inexorable speed toward him. His
throat emitted a tiny, crying sound.

“Tell me, Goodhue,” said Merritt.
“How many more?”

Goodhue’s mouth grimaced. His
eyes bulged from the pain the effort
to talk gave him. “Two,” he gasped.
“Two more.”

“Name the names,”
grimly.

There were deep lines at the edges
of Goodhue’s mouth. His nostrils were
pinched. The pallor was very deep on
his face and suddenly the luster of his
eyes began to fade although the ter-
ror persisted. His mouth worked
soundlessly, twice, then he found his
voice and with his last breath Good-
hue said: “Ferris Welch and—and
Wes Landon...”

-5 -

E LEFT Goodhue
and Baker where
each had died and
walked out of the
timber. He was still
stunned. He seemed
to be walking in an
unreal world. It
was like a bad
dream out of which
he kept hoping des-
perately he would awaken. But it was
not a dream. Merritt realized that
when the shock left him and the pain
began in his mind and heart.

Merritt said
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He found the buckskin after con-
siderable walking. Only now did he
glance at the sun. He saw that most of
the day had passed. He mounted and
headed the horse back toward the
spring.

He was all confused inside. The old
hate and rancor were still there but
now there was something new—a sad-
ness and regret. Once he felt tears
well up into his eyes and he brushed
them away with the back of a hand.

By the time he raised the campsite
he was quite cold and grim within. His
eyes had narrowed to grave, bitter
slits. The corners of his mouth were
pinched in. Strain had drawn the skin
tight over his cheekbones and along
the ridge of his jaw. Now and then
something would start to wail in him
but he always put it aside.

The grulla was grazing at the end
of its picket rope and there was the
mixed odor of woodsmoke and boiling
coffee in the air. Wes Landon was
squatted in front of the fire, busy with
a frying pan, and he threw a look over
his shoulder and smiled a greeting.

Merritt dismounted. He made no
move to unsaddle the buckskin. He
came ahead a couple of steps and then
he stopped and raised a glance at the
distance. The sky was red where the
sun had just gone down behind Mas-
sacre Mountain.

Merritt turned his eyes back on the
old man. “Any luck today, Wes?” he
asked.

Something in his tone brought the
old man’s head around sharply. He
caught the look on Merritt’s face and
Landon rose slowly to his feet. For an
instant, the sadness was very deep and
vivid in his blue eyes. The white beard
concealed any other expression his fea-
tures might have held.

“No, Davey,” he said very softly.
His eyes were probing at Merritt’s
face. “What about you?”

“Not a sign.”

“Tomorrow’s another day,” the old

man said, trying to sound optimistic,
“We’ll turn something up then.”

“Will we?” asked Merritt.

Landon paused and made another,
more intent study of Merritt’s face.
The old man’s shoulders sagged ever
so slightly. “What’s wrong, Davey?”
he whispered.

“There are no mustangs up here;
there isn’t one in the whole mountain
range.”

“You shouldn’t get discouraged so
quick,” said Landon. “You know how
it is. This isnt the first time we start-
ed out having rotten luck. 1t’ll change,
though. You wait and see tomorrow.”

“There never was a wild stallion
that bothered Circle Dot. Welch knew
that and you knew that even before
you took the job.”

“Davey,” the old man said hoarse-
ly, his eyes widening. “What are you
saying, Davey?”

“l was jumped by a couple of bush-
whackers today,” Merritt went on, his
voice grim and cold. “I got them,
though. They’re both dead right now.
They were Goodhue and Baker.”

'T'HE OLD man’s mouth worked but
A only a choked sound emerged. He
started shaking his head, as if in de-
nial and bafflement. His eyes were
wide with horror and unbelief. -

“Is that why you brought me up
here, Wes?” asked Merritt. Despite
the anger and hate there was still room
for hurt in him. He could feel its knife-
edged ache in his heart. “Did you
bring me up here to set me up as a tar-
get?”

“Oh, no, Davey,” the old man
moaned. His eyes misted. “How can
you talk like that about me?”

“Goodhue didnt die right away.”
said Merritt. He was surprised that
his voice had grown gruff. The pain
was heightening in his heart. “He lived
long enough to answer some questions
for me. He admitted being in on the
massacre along with Baker and Tom
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Atherton. He also said he had two
more partners in that job. He named
Ferris Welch—and you!”

For a moment, Landon stood there,
stunned. Then his mouth began to
work, soundlessly. He spread his hands
in a pleading gesture and took a cou-
ple of steps ahead. His eyes brimmed
with tears. Then all at once his glance
went past Merritt and the old man
tensed.

“Look out, Davey,” he screamed,
and went for his gun.

In that instant, Merritt sensed the
peril behind him. He saw Landon’s
44 Starr sweep up and point at some-
thing to his rear. The Starr roared but
another shot had preceded it by the
tiniest interval. Merritt saw the old
man shudder and start to sag.

That was all the attention Merritt
could give to Landon, however. Mer-
ritt was spinning, his .44 Colt rising in
his hand. As he turned he went down
on one knee and it was this maneuver
that saved him. The bullet emitted a
shriek as it passed just over his head.

Then Merritt saw Welch. The big
rancher had come up unobserved on
foot. He was standing there, spraddle-
legged, big and deadly against the sky,
a carbine at his shoulder. The long
barrel was pointing at Merritt’s chest
when he fired.

He saw flame whip out of the car-
bine but it had wavered just at that
instant and the slug screamed harm-
lessly past Merritt. The bullet from
Merritt’s .44 had slammed into
Welch’s chest. The force of it stag-
gered him and drove him back a step.
The carbine fell away from his shoul-
der but he recovered and brought it
up again. The barrel weaved at first
but gradually it steadied.

Merritt fired again.

This slug also tagged Welch in the
chest. He groaned and his knees gave
way and he went down on them, hard.
He started to pitch forward but he
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managed to get the carbine in front of
him, the butt braced against the
ground, and he used the weapon, grip-
ping it with both hands, to keep him-
self from going all the way down. He
moaned again, a sibilant retch of pain,
and his head came up. Supporting
himself with his left hand gripping the
carbine, Welch reached with his right
for the sixshooter at his side.

ftAERRITT fired again. He was cry-

* ing now, from rage and hate and
the memory of ten years back and a
new one that was only instants old.
The slug ripped a shout of agony out
of Ferris Welch. The sixshooter fell
unfired from his fingers and his head
dropped and he started to sag.

The next bullet tore into Welch’s
stomach and the torture of this flung
his head up in a spasmodic reaction.
His grimacing mouth was working
soundlessly.

Merritt aimed carefully and his
next slug smashed into Welch’s fore-
head and passed through his brain. He
dropped suddenly then, crumpling
limply like an empty sack. He was a
twisted muddle of legs and arms as he
lay in death.

Merritt’s heart pounded as he rose
to his feet and went over to where
Landon lay on his back on the ground.
Merritt knelt beside the old man. Lan-
don must have sensed this for his eyes
opened. They blinked twice and then
fastened themselves on Merritt.

“Davey,” the old man whispered, the
color of approaching death in the area
around his eyes, “listen to me, Davey.
It was all like you said except for one
thing. 1 was in that massacre but we
hadn’t planned it that way. Me and
Atherton thought it was only going to
be a stickup; it was Welch and Good-
hue and Baker that turned it into the
massacre. There would be no witness-
es that way, they said.”

Landon paused to catch his breath.
For a moment it gargled in his throat.
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The blood was welling steadily out of
the wound in the old man’s chest. It
made Merritt sick just to look at it.
He did not examine it because he knew
dully there was no use.

“l felt sorry afterward,” the old
man resumed, “but it was too late
then. | rode back the next morning
and found everybody dead except you.
So | took you and nursed you. | took
you away from here because | didn’t
want you ever to find out about me.
That’s why | didn’t want you to come
back here. That’s why | kept begging
you to drop it; that’s why | brought
you up here on this fake mustang
hunt.”

He reached up a hand and plucked
weakly and pleadingly at Merritt’s
shirt sleeve. Landon coughed once, a
gentle rattle deep in his chest, and a
bubble of blood appeared on his lips.
Then he found his voice again and
went on.

“Welch and the others wanted to
kill you right there in Bluewater but |
told them 1°d get you up here on this
hunt and maybe a week away from
town would make you change your
mind. | told them | would work on
you and get you to leave the country.
They said all right but then they dou-
ble-crossed me.”

He tugged at Merritt’s sleeve, eyes
bright with pain and entreaty. “I didn’t
know they meant to bushwhack you,
Davey; | didn't know any of them
had followed us. Dont you believe
me? Dont you believe that of me?”

Merritt remembered how it had been
with Welch just moments ago. The old
man could have remained silent and
Merritt would have had a bullet in the
back. But the old man had cried out
and had taken a slug in the chest and
now he was dying. The hate and ran-
cor were gone from Merritt. His eyes
stung. “I believe you, Wes,” he said.

The old man’s eyes were dimming.
His weakening voice was wistful. “I
wonder if in time you might come to

think of me a little kindly. Could you
ever forgive me, Davey?”

“Forgive you?” said Merritt, his
throat dry and aching. “I owe my life
to you twice. That leaves nothing to
forgive; you've more than made up
for everything.”

The old man appeared to think on
this. The conclusion he reached pleased
him for a smile touched his tired lips.
“Thank you, Davey,” he whispered.
His eyes fixed themselves on a point
far in the sky and he went on staring
there with the smile still on his mouth.

A little time elapsed before it
dawnea on Merritt that the old man
was dead...

K/fERRITT buried the old man un-

* der a pile of stones and erected a
crude cross at the head of the grave.
He left Ferris Welch to the buzzards.
Merritt turned the grulla mare loose
to fend for itself and then he mounted
the buckskin and rode away.

He rode well into the night before
stopping to catch some fitful sleep. In
the morning he rode on. He was aware
that he had changed within. The dark-
ness was gone from his thinking. His
heart seemed to have mellowed and
grown gentle and this new sensation
filled Merritt with awe.

He rode to Box A and Grace Ather-
ton came out into the yard to meet
him. He looked down at her sad, haunt-
ed eyes and something tender stirred
in him.

He told her all that he had learned
and all that had happened. “l wanted
you to know that your father had no
part in the actual killing,” he finished.
“He got suckered into the deal, like
Wes Landon did. When it turned out
different, it was too late for them to
back out. I thought you might like to
know this.”

“Thank you,” she said, her eyes
misting. The sadness seemed to have
lifted in them.
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“I'm riding north,” he said. “l’ve
got a little stake and | figure on buy-
ing a ranch. 1’d settle down here but
there are too many bad memories.” He
paused and looked at her and his
throat tightened somewhat. “The
memories aren’t any good for you, ei-
ther. If—if after a while, | sent for

you, would you come?”

She smiled then, bright and spark-
ling though the mist thickened in her
eyes. “l’d like to see anybody try to
stop me,” she whispered happily. “1°d
just like to see them try to stop

WHEN LADY GODIVA WENT WEST!

Special
A. CCORDING to the old English
Legend, Lady Godiva was a gal
with a lot of guts. Her husband, Earl
Leofric of Mercia, was a tough hom-
bre; he needed money, and levied a
heavy tax upon the people in his do-
main. Somehow—the records aren’t
clear on this point—a deal took place.
Lady Godiva was to ride through the
town of Coventry clad only in her
long golden hair. In return said hus-
band would cancel the tax.

The good people, and even those not
so good, were given fair warning to
stay indoors, and keep windows and
doors closed. The brave dame rode a
horse, without a saddle, through the
town. One non-gallant guy took a peep;
hence we get the expression, “Peeping
Tom.” According to the rest of the
tale, he was struck blind for not be-
ing a gentleman. The tax was lifted and
all was well.

Now just suppose Lady Godiva tried
that stunt in Abilene, or in Dodge City.
Picture our hero, with a sixgun in each
hand speaking to the boys in the Last
Chance Saloon: “If any one of you
bats an eye, 11l blast it out!”

It happened in a rip-snortin’ western
town called Ellsworth. In the year 1873,
this was the destination of the Long-
horns. The place lay depressingly flat
on the bank of the Smoky Hill River;
around the town were miles and miles
of fine prairieland with grass to feed
the stock.

Since there was money in Ells-
worth, that meant gambling, drinking,
women, and trouble. For a time Ben

Feature by Bart Liddell

and Bill Thompson ran a gambling and
saloon concession in Arthur Larkin’s
Grand Central Hotel. And they also
ran the town. They were going to clash
with Wyatt Earp.

But on this particular evening, a
dame by the name of Praire Rose was
in a daring mood. Maybe she had too
much to drink, or perhaps the wild
life was getting too tame for her. Per-
haps a cowboy teased her. For from
her mouth came a challenge: “Bet any-
one fifty dollars I'll walk down the
main street of this town without any-
thing on me!”

It certainly was a dilemma for the
cowboys. To ignore the challenge was
not a gallant thing; to accept it was
equally as ungallant.

“Bet you fifty you don’t dare,” ac-
cepted one of the cowboys.

Bets were covered. And when the
sun rose the next morning, Praire Rose
was Lady Godiva! Dressed exactly in
the same outfit as that English dame,
our western gal walked slowly and
proudly down the main street of Ells-
worth. But with one difference: In each
hand she held a sixshooter. “I’ll blast
out the eye of any skunk that dares to
peep,” she shouted.

Maybe they had heard of Peeping
Tom and what happened to him. Any-
way, no bullets were fired and all eyes
remained intact— Which means, of
course, that not a soul was on the
street, or even dared to take look.

Net Result?

Praire Rose collected.



Garson had used a number of tricks to kill the men on
his list of victims. Now Pete Holden’s only chance was to
think up one that Garson wouldn’t expect.

10 TRAP A KILLER

by WILLIAM F. SCHWARTZ

HORTY KING said, soberly,
S“Hank Garson’s a Kkiller all

right. He’s gunned down two men
in the county already. And he says
you’re next on his list.”

Pete Holden asked, “How do you
know this?” He was rolling a cigaret
as he spoke. He had been branding a
calf on his tiny spread when Shorty
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rode up on a-sorrel gelding. But that
chore was completed now and the calf
had gone bawling, with its fresh Cir-
cle C mark, into the small herd of
Herefords, seeking its mother. “How
do you know this—that Garson says
I’'m next on his list?”

“l was over in Benton,” Shorty ex-
plained, “the day before yesterday



when Garson Kkilled Les Clooney. |
heard Garson say it himself. After
Garson shot Clooney, he went into the
Golden Eagle Saloon and had a cou-
ple of drinks. Part of the crowd that
watched the gun duel between Garson
and Clooney went into the Golden Ea-
gle, too. | was in the crowd. | heard
Garson say, real loud to the bar-
tender, purposely loud enough for
everybody in the saloon to hear him,
‘I’m gonna get that son Pete Holden
next. He’s next on my list.””

Holden was silent for a moment. He
took two puffs on his cigaret and
gravely considered the burning end of
it.

“You saw the gun duel, too?” Hold-
en asked, finally. “What happened?”

“Garson Kkilled Clooney with a
trick,” Shorty said.

“A trick?”

“Yeh. A trick.”

“How?”

“Well,” Shorty said, “Garson sent
word to Clooney that he wanted to
meet him outside the Golden Eagle Sa-
loon and that Clooney should be ready
to shoot on sight. Clooney was down
the street at the time, buyin’ some
stuff at the Mercantile. Soon as
Clooney got the word, he left the stuff
with a friend. Then he came walkin’ up
the street toward the Golden Eagle,
By that time, the street was cleared.
There was nobody in sight, just
Clooney walkin’ up the street to meet
his death.

“Me and a couple of other fellers
were in Baxter’s place—you know, the
gunsmith’s. We were lookin’ out the
window, watchin’ Clooney come up the
street. There were a lot of heads at
other windows on Main Street, too;
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and everybody was ready to duck back
once the bullets started to fly.

“Clooney came straight up the
street and waited outside the Golden
Eagle for Garson, who was still inside
the saloon. Finally, the batwings on
the Goldm Eagle shoved open and
Garson came out. Garson had a .45 in
a holster tied to his right thigh. Garson
was holdin’ his right hand out in front
of him, like he was ready to drop it
on his gun. But Garson’s left hand was
behind his back so nobody, especially
Clooney, couldnt see it.

““You ready?’ Garson called out
to Clooney.

“Clooney vyelled back, ‘Yehl’ and
went for his sixshooter.

“But Clooney never got his six-
shooter free from its holster. Because
Garson’s right hand didn’t go for the
45 he was wearin’ on his right thigh.
Instead, Garson pulled his left hand
out from behind his back. There was a
45 in that hand, too. Garson blazed
away at Clooney with his left-hand
gun and Clooney fell dead in the street.
Clooney didnt have a chance. He nev-
er figured, | guess, that Garson was
cajrryvn’ an extra .45 behind his back.”

DETE HOLDEN cursed softly to
eeshimself. “Garson won't pull that one
on me; Il be ready for that stunt if
he tried to pull it again.”

Shorty sighed. “You’re right, Pete.
Garson won’t try that again. That
hombre’s too slick to try the same
stunt twice. | talked to a feller from
over at Canyon City, a drummer who
was there when Garson shot Stan Mar-
tin in Canyon City last week. This
drummer told me Garson killed Mar-
tin by a trick, too. But a different
one.”

“Yeh?” Holden probed.

“This drummer,” Shorty related,
“said Garson met Martin on the street
and told him to draw. Garson wasn'’t
wearin’ no holster this time. Instead,
he had a .45 stuck in his belt, right in

the middle of his belly. The handle of
the .45 was pointed toward Garson’s
right hand like he favored a right hand
draw. This time, too, Garson had his
right hand out in front of him. His
left hand was near his belt.

“From the angle Garson’s gun han-
dle was pointin’, you'd figure he’d go
for the .45 with his right hand. But he
didn't. He drew with his left. And it
sure fooled Martin, the way the drum-
mer explained it to me. Martin, it
seems, was watchin’ Garson’s right
hand; it cost Martin maybe a second
or two before he realized what Garson
was doin—goin’ for the .45 with his
left hand like that. And them seconds
cost Martin his life. Martin, | hear,
was pretty fast on the draw. But Gar-
son sure out-foxed—or maybe |
should say out-skunked— Martin with
that tricky way of gettin’ his gun out.

“So you see what you’re up against,
Pete. You ain’t got no ordinary gun-
man after you. You got a Kkiller to
face—a Kkiller with plenty of tricks up
his sleeve. A lowdown polecat wholl
use any lowdown trick in the book to
do a killin™.”

Pete Holden made no comment for
a moment. He dropped his cigaret,
crushed it under the heel of his boot.
“Thanks for the information, Shorty,”
he said, finally. “Thanks. Maybe you
saved my life. 1’ll be ready for Garson
when he comes after me.”

“Then you intend to meet him,
Pete? In a gun duel?”

Holden nodded. “lI do. You see,
Shorty, Garson got a hatred for me—
for the same reason he had a hatred
for Clooney and Martin. The three of
us sent him to prison about five years
ago. Garson was brandin’ some year-
lings that wasnt his; and we caught
him red-handed at it. Maybe we
shoulda hanged him then. But we gave
him a chance because he was young;
we sent him to prison instead. Now
he’s come back after us. Somebody—
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probably some gunslinger he met in
prison—must have smartened him up,
taught him about those tricks to use
in a gun duel.”

“But what are yuh gonna do,
Pete?” Shorty wanted to know. “Sure-
ly you aint gonna try to out-shoot that
polecat in a fair fight, are yuh? He’s
sure to have some new devilment,
some new trick, up his'sleeve when he
meets you.”

Holden grinned with his lips, but
there was no mirth in his eyes. “May-
be 1'll have some trick up my sleeve,
too, Shorty.”

T)ETE HOLDEN waited until Shorty

King and his sorrel gelding had dis-
appeared in the distance across the
rolling Montana prairie. Then he
picked up his branding iron again. The
iron was cold now. But Holden made
a fresh fire of cow chips and heated
the iron again. When the iron was hot,
he took it in his left hand and rubbed
it across the back of his right hand.
He gritted his teeth in pain as the hot
metal seared his flesh. When he was
finished, he examined his right hand.
It looked worse than it really was, he
decided, as the hand started to blis-
ter. But that’s the way he wanted it,
he told himself.

That afternoon, Pete Holden rode
into Grier City, a cowtown a few miles
south of the Circle C. His first stop
was at the Silver Dollar Saloon, where
he walked inside and up to the bar.

“Whiskey,” he told Joe Spraggs, the
scrawny bartender. Then he held up
his blistered hand so Joe could see it.
“l can sure stand a drink—the way
this hand is hurtin’ me.”

Spraggs eyed Holden’s.hand. “What
happened to you?” he wanted to know.

“Fool accident; | got it brandin’ a
calf this mornin’. The calf kicked
loose and the brandin’ iron burned my
head. | came into town to have Doc
Morgan fix it up.”

A few customers edged closer to

look at his hand and Holden showed
it to them. “It’s my gun hand,” Hold-
en explained. “And | hear Hank Car-
son’s huntin’ for me. Its sure one
lousy break.” Then he drained his
whiskey glass at a gulp, sauntered
from the saloon and headed down the
street toward the office of Doctor Nate
Morgan, who was both a physician
and veterinarian.

Doc Morgan examined Pete’s hand,
carefully. “You’ll live,” Doc grinned.
“It’s nothing serious. All it needs is
some ointment—and maybe a bandage
for a day or two.’

“That’s what 1 want!” Holden said.
“A bandage! A big bandage.” Then he
pulled something out of his pocket. “I
want you to keep quiet about this,
Doc.”

After the hand was bandaged, Pete
went over to the Ajax Hotel and rent-
ed a room for the night. Then he re-
turned to the Silver Dollar. Shorty
King was there this time. Shorty’s eyes
widened when he saw the heavy
bandage. “What the Hell happened to
you?”

Holden repeated the yarn about the
kicking calf and the hot branding iron.
He narrated the story in loud tones
so every customer in the place could
hear him.

“And that’s your gun hand, too,
aint it?” Shorty said.
“It sure is,” Holden told him.

“’Course, | can shoot with my left
hand, too. But I'm not fast with it.
Never got much practice handlin’ a
gun with my left hand.”

Worry assembled itself on Shorty’s
wizened face. “You better get out of
town, Pete,” he whispered. “Garson’s
sure to hear about this.”

Holden made no comment for a mo-
ment. But that was what he was hop-
ing, he told himself; that Hank Garson
would hear all about his injured and
bandaged hand.

“Come on, Shorty,” Holden said, fi-
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nally. “Step up to the bar. The drinks
are on me.”

H

ANK GARSON rode into Grier
City the next morning. Pete Hold-

en was eating breakfast in the small
restaurant on the ground floor of the
Ajax Hotel when the news reached
him. It was Shorty King who informed
him of Carson’s arrival.

“Garson’s in town!” Shorty was
panting and perspiration glistened on
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his face. “He’s down at the Silver Dol-
lar, lookin’ for you. I ran all the way
up here to tell you. Pete, you better get
out of town—fast. Carson’s fellin’
everybody he’s gonna kill you. He
knows all about your hand bein’ hurt.
He says you must have burned it on

“You can be sure that
Garson will get some
advantage.”

purpose to try to get out of a fight
with him. But he says he’s gonna Kkill
you, anyway.”

Holden kept on eating his bacon and
eggs. It wasn’t an easy job eating with
only one hand, he had discovered. But
he was managing to accomplish it,
even though awkwardly. “Do me a fa-
vor, will yuh, Shorty?”

“Sure, Pete. Anythin’.”

“Then go back to the Silver Dol-
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lar” Holden said. “Spread the word
around where | am—and make sure
Garson hears you. Let him know 1’'m
down here, eatin’ my breakfast. If he
wants me, he has to come down here
after me.”

Shorty stared at Holden for a mo-
ment.

“You
asked.

“Just do what | told you, Shorty,”
Holden suggested, quietly.

Shorty frowned. “Okay, Pete. If you
want it that way. But | think you’re
plumb loco!” Then he left the restau-
rant.

And Holden went back to his bacon
and eggs.

Pete Holden didn’t have long to wait

for Hank Garson. First, Holden heard
the murmur of a crowd of people
from the street. And he knew what was
happening. Garson was coming down
after him and the crowd was follow-
ing Garson; at a safe distance, of
course.
1 Finally, a shadow loomed on the
frosted glass door of the restaurant.
The door swung open; and Hank Gar-
son stood there, a .45 in a holster tied
low on his right thigh.

Holden made certain his left hand
was in sight—and busy—when Garson
strode into the restaurant. Holden was
lifting a mug of coffee to his lips
with his left hand. His bandaged right
hand lay on the table in front of him.
He knew, to Garson, he looked like a
sitting duck. But he wanted it that
way.

And, because Holden looked like a

loco or somethin’?” Shorty

A "Nate Stone” Story

trapped man, Garson used no trickery
this time. A confident leer spread
across his face. He yanked out his .45,
aimed it pointblank at Holden’s chest.
“You’re number three, Holden!” Gar-
son sneered and started to squeeze the
trigger of his .45.

Garson’s heavy sixshooter roared
loudly in the narrow confines of the
restaurant.

T>UR GARSON'’S shot went wild, be-

cause he was staggering backward
when he fired. Another gun had crack-
led first. There was only a dull pop
as the small derringer that Holden
had concealed in the bandage on his
right hand erupted smoke and flame.

For a second or two, Garson stared,
with unbelieving eyes, at the crimson
smear that was spreading across his
own chest. Then he tried to lift his .45
for another shot. But his eyes went
glassy and he fell, crashing forward on
his face, because he could pull the trig-
ger.

Pete Plolden stood up from the ta-
ble and started to unwind the bandage
that covered his right hand. By that
time, men were pushing into the res-
taurant through the door that the now
dead Hank Garson had left open.
Shorty King was among them.

“You tricked him!” Shorty shouted
in glee. “You tricked him! Just like
the son tricked the other two.”

Holden nodded. “There’s more than

one way to Kill a skunk—or to trap a
killer.”

A

by William F. Schwartz
BLOOD WILL TELL OF MURDER

appears in the March issue of
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BEAR BUSCOE -CATTLE MAN
by Harold Gluck

OU CITY FOLKS must be
Y plumb daffy in the upper story
One of them editors what likes to hear
about my pal, Bear Buscoe, took me
for a big spread. Five cartwheels he
gives for a small hunk of meat they
call a steak. Why back in them good
old days on the open range you could
buy a lot of meat for that kind of
money. And some of the fellows |
knowed never paid for their herds. You
call ’em artists and we called them
rustlers. Just helped themselves to the
other man’ cattle.

In them books about the West they
tell you that the Longhorn is gone
from the range. But nary a word
about the Twisted Horn. Now that was
a breed for you. My pal, Bear Buscoe
started it back in the 1870’s. We wuz
spending some time on the LC ranch
owned by Tim Jennings. Now Tim was
a city man who came out with some
money in his pocket. Bear Buscoe,
with that big heart of his, was showin’
young Tim a thing or two about ranch-
ing. Well, it all happened on this bright
Tuesday morning.

Young Tim is talkin’ to his fore-
man, Butch Davis, when a big Long-
horn goes right for Tim. It would have
gored him into a bloody mess if my
pal, Bear Buscoe, hadn’t been so quick.
Before you could say Jim Dandy, Bear
Buscoe twists the horns of the crit-
ter around and then throws the blasted
animal on the ground.

“Learn you a lesson to be nice to
city folks,” was all my pal said.

I swear you could have seen tears
coming from the eyes of that ex-Long-

when it conies to eat steak.
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horn. He turned around and slinked
away. Young Tim tried to thank my
pal, but he brushed it off.

“Wuz nuttin’,” replied Bear Buscoe.

We were a-plannin’ on headin’ east
the next morning and sure when the
sun comes up, we gits up too. Had a
quick breakfast but it took some time
for Bear Buscoe to eat his 76 flap-
jacks, 38 eggs, 92 slices of bacon,
seven loaves of bread, and fifteen cups
of coffee. He just didn’t have an appe-
tite that morning. Well when we goes
outside, what a sight for our eyes!

There is this Twisted Horn critter
with every head of stock behind him.
Big Bear goes up and the two talk
awhile. Shucks, did | forget to say that
everybody out West knowed how my
pal can talk to all the animals. Well
this lingo goes on for about a spell of
ten minutes. Then | heared what it
was about.

“Them other Longhorns is jealous,
and wants their horns a-twisted the
same way. Go tell Tim the news.”

All the cowboys lined up to see the
sight. Young Tim had one of those
new-fangled cameras from the east. So
help me, he took piktures, but later
he said he forgot to put in what they
call film. One by one them steer come
up to my pal. Each critter bends down
on his knees. Bear Buscoe gives one
fast jerk and the horns go the other
way. Took him all morning to do that
job. He had a way of doing it so the
critter felt no pain.

When we left you should have seen
the way them proud Twisted Horns
waved their tails in gratitude. Young

[Turn To Page 78]



The mystery was —why was Val Cadogan so confident
he could get away with open murder?

DARK ALIBI

Qudcs. Stash StoAy

by LOU WILLIAMS

UDGE WARDLOW STEELE,
J urged by uncommon savagery,

shoved Fiat Creek’s court machin-
ery through its preiiminaries and in
short order got down to what he caked
nut-cracking. That business was People
versus Val Cadogan, one of numerous
aliases. Charge, first-degree murder.
Big Jerd Buckaiew, sheriff; skinny
Clerk James Skiffington; deputies and
Vigies were on hand, ready for even-
tualities, if needed.

“Claybrook, call fust witness.”

Wade Claybrook, prosecuting at-
torney, stocky and redheaded, got up
and nodded at a deputy. “Call Oss
Remine.”

Sitting at Claybrook’s table, Steele
observed with satisfaction, were dap-
per French Demeree and stout Lexicon
Flutto, teaming up with law and order
for a change.

opposite them was a newcomer, a
big character with dark, swept-back
hair and a high-cheeked, clean-shaved,
middle-aged face, who’d given his name
as Telfair Brinkerstaff. A new kind of
criminal was being tried, too—a
darkly-handsome, expensively-dressed
baboon, with eyes that suggested un-
usual craft and viciousness.

Witness Remine came in and took
his seat. Fie was mild-mannered, grave;
he glanced nervously at defendant Cad-
ogan.

Claybrook eyed him casually. “You
are Oss Remine?”

“Yes.”
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“A merchant in Flat Creek?”

“Yes.”

“Have you recently been called upon
by one or more well-dressed strangers
who demanded that you pay them mon-
ey in return for their leaving you and
your business unmolested?”

Telfair Brinkefstaff got up. “Sir,
this defendant has not been indicted for
piracy, extortion or blackmail; that
question should not be answered.”

“If your honor please,” said Clay-
brook, “those crimes go hand in hand
with murder. It has been so since Ro-
man times, perhaps earlier. Extortion-
s comprehensively defined them. Ex-
tortionists operate through fear of
death, inspired in their victims. That
fear is effective because murder is not
only a threat, but also a reality; what
we would show here is that in Flat
Creek there existed a pattern of extor-
tion and crime in conformity with its
worst and age-old traditions.”

“A fine speech,” sneered Brinker-
staff. “But | suggest that if Mr. Clay-
brook intends to testify, he first be
sworn.”

“Brink, set down,” said Steele.

“l demand to be heard, sir; you've
no right to refuse that demand.”

At a nod from Steele, three deputies
seized Brink and set him down.

“When you’re told to do something
in this court, Brink, it ain’t idle talk,”
Steele reminded him. “Proceed, Wade.”

“Mr. Remine,” Wade asked, “where



have you seen Val Cadogan before
now?”

“Remine said nervously, This Cado-
gan came into my store and says to me,
‘Remine | understand you had a visi-
tor, last week, a gentleman who men-
tioned something about—uh—Iet us
say, rent.” | says to him, ‘Sir, I own
this store. Therefore, | dont have to
pay rent.” And he says, ‘If your store
got burned down, you wouldn’t own
any store, would you?” And | says, ‘If
my store is burned down, |1l know
who burned it.” And he says, ‘If you
tell anybody who burned it, assuming
you know, you will be killed—you and
maybe your family.””

“Did you pay him this so-called
rent?” asked Claybrook.

41

Remine, ashamed, hung his head. “I
did.” '

“That’s all,” said Claybrook.

“Brink,” said Steele, “want to cross-
examine?”

J?vEFENDANT'S lawyer got up cau-

tiously. “No, but I move that this
entire testimony be stricken as wholly
irrelevant.”

“Overruled. Call next witness, Clay-
brook.”

Claybrook called them, one after
another, until a procession of con-
vincing'proportions had gone by.

To Claybrook’ questions whether
they were acquainted with Val Cado-
gan, all responded affirmatively. They
had been threatened by him; they had
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paid rent; they had been afraid to talk;
they were aware that other men had
been killed; they lived in fear of their
lives.

AVitness George Presley, mine super-
intendent, was asked, “Were you ac-
quainted with Angus Paul?”

Presley, middle-aged, tall, of deter-
mined demeanor, replied, “Well ac-
quainted, sir.”

Claybrook asked “What basis exist-
ed for your acquaintanceship?”

“He was book-keeper at our com-
missary. | saw him almost daily.”

“Did he ever mention Val Cadogan
to you?”

“Object,” shouted Brinkerstaff. “He
may not ask leading questions.”

Deputy sheriffs watched for a sign
from Steele. Receiving none, they re-
laxed.

Claybrook said, “I shall ask another
question, your honor, instead of that.”

“Don’t let Brink scare you, AX'ak”

“He wont, your honor.” Claybrook
faced Presley. “Are you acquainted
with Aal Cadogan?”

“No.”

“AVould you recognize him, if you
saw him?”

“No.”

“Do you know whether Angus Paul
was acquainted with Cadogan?”

“Angus mentioned his name.”

“On what occasion?”

“Do you mean under what circum-
stances?”

“Yes.”

Presley organized his thoughts. “You
want it briefly, | presume?”

“Right.”

“Angus came to me privately some
five or six hours before he was killed.
He was considerably upset and scared.”

Brinkerstaff started to get up. Steele
lifted his eyebrows at Sheriff Buckalew,
who lifted eyebrows at his deputies.
Brinkerstaff sat down quickly.

“Proceed,” said Claybrook.

“As | was saying, Angus was per-
turbed. He said—"

“Object,” Brinkerstaff shouted with-
out rising. “That’s hearsay.”

Claybrook said to Presley, “Do you
understand what hearsay evidence
means?”

Presley smiled wryly. “I'm afraid
| don’t.”

Claybrook nodded. “Perhaps Mr.
Brinkerstaff can explain what it
means?”

Brinkerstaff got up warily. “Sir, it
is not my duty to educate opposing
counsel, but if I must—"

“Brink, set down,” Steele growled.
“Claybrook’s only making a monkey of
you. Don’t help him.”

Claybrook returned to Presley.
“AVithout quoting Angus Paul, will
you explain why you said Angus was
upset and scared.”

“May | quote myself?”

“Certainly.”

ORESLEY NODDED appreciatively.
* “It was apparent to me that Angus
had something serious on his mind. |
said to him, ‘Angus, you look like
you’re in trouble. Are you?’ Angus
nodded to indicate that he was. | said,
‘What is it?” He replied in substance
that he had been approached by a
sinister character who demanded money
—company money. | said, ‘How much
did he want?” Angus explained that he
wanted only a percent. | said, ‘Did he
explain how you were to manage that
percent in his favor?” Angus explained
what system he was expected to follow
—a cleverly-designed scheme of em-
bezzlement which included entering of
fictitious names on our company pay-
roll. | said, ‘Avhat did you tell him,
Angus?’ ”

Brinkerstaff had eased up. “Sir, |

object.”
“State your objection,” growled
Steele.
“This witness is giving hearsay

evidence and calling it something else.”
“What is he calling it, Brink?”
“l dont know.”
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*iiiei; why do you say lies caking
it something else?”

Claybrook intervened. “Mr. Brinker-
staff seems a bit confused, your honor.
| suggest that Mr. Presley be permitted
to give direct quotations. It is apparent
that his statements as to Angus Paul’s
responses are couched in more damag-
ing language than Angus likely used.”

Steele glared at Brinkerstaff. “Want
it as was, Brink?”

“l think it would be preferable,
sir,” Brinkerstaff replied and sat down.

“Proceed, Mr. Presley,” said Clay-
brook.

Presley resumed, “When | asked
Angus what he told this clever side-
winder, he said, ‘I told him to get his
polecat smell out of my presence and
keep it out. This stinker twisted up
one side of his lip and said, “All
right, smart boy, if that’s how you want
it, that’s how you’ll get it. How would
you like to have your pretty wife kid-
naped and held for a few thousand in
gold, or maybe strangled?” When he
said that, Mr. Presley, | got different
ideas about things; | promised to go
along with his idea. This skunk said
to me then, “Now you’re getting smart,
Mister Paul. 1’ll be seeing you in one
week.” But | was only stalling, Mr.
Presley,” Angus said.”

Brinkerstaff got up. “lI think hed
better quit these hearsay quotes. This
name-calling—"

“You’re overruled, Brink,” snapped
Steele. “Go ahead, Presley.”

Presley continued, “I said to Angus,
“You acted wisely, young man. My
first thought is, this skunk’s got nerve;

what’s his name?” Angus answered, ‘He
gave his name as Val Cadogan.” ‘Do
you know where he can be found?” An-
gus answered, ‘I know what he said.
He said he could be found, when
at all, at Cooksy Blair’s saloon.” ‘What
else did he tell you?’ | asked. That was
where Angus looked pale and said,
‘This dressed-up snake said he’d Kkill
me if | talked—said he might even Kkill
my wife, too. He said he had confeder-
ates who stayed under cover and would
kill me, if he failed to do so himself.
He said he preferred doing his own
killings, because he liked to watch his
victims cringe and beg before he knifed
or shot them.” | promised Angus 1d
work quietly until Cadogan was in jail.
Unfortunately, some spy must have
been watching Angus. You know what
happened.”

“We shall come to that,” said Clay-
brook. “No more questions.”

Steele glared at Brinkerstaff. “Cross-
examine?”

Brinkerstaff got up. “No.”

ORESLEY was replaced by a young
#woman dressed in black. She was
slender, pretty, nervous and pale.

Claybrook began, “Your name,
please?”

“Theta Paul.”

“Your husband was Angus Paul?”

“Yes.”

“Are you acquainted with Val Cado-
gan?”

“I have seen him.”

“Do you see him now?”

She nodded toward defendant Cado-
gan. “He is sitting there.”

“Where else have you seen him?”

“At our home—our cottage, where
Angus and | lived.”

“Now,” said Claybrook firmly, “will
you start there and relate what took
place at your home—everything that
was said and done.”

Here was something to Judge Steele’s
notion. He believed in allowing a wit-
ness to talk, especially one who was on
his side.
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Theta held a handkerchief. She
twisted nervously. “He said he would
have me Kkilled if I accused him.”

“Who said that?”

“Val Cadogan.”

Steele leaned toward her. “Lady,
that baboon is going to be a corpse be-
fore this day’s over; tell what you
know.”

Theta sighed. “If I can.”

“This court needs your help,” said
Steele. “We've got to keep up appear-
ances around hyar.”

She showed that she had courage.
“Angus and | were at home. It was
Thursday night. | was sewing. Angus
was reading a book, studying to be a
mining engineer. There was a knock at
our door, A voice that sounded friend-
ly said, ‘Angus, you there?’ Angus
thought he recognized it as a call from
Mr. Presley. Unsuspecting, he an-
swered, ‘Just a moment, Mr. Presley.’

“But Angus was wrong. Val Cado-
gan stepped in. He had changed his
voice. ‘Cadogan!” my husband gasped.
‘Val Cadogan!” ‘Sure,” Cadogan
snarled at one end of his lips. ‘Sure,
I’'m Cadogan. You had a talk with Pres-
ley, didn’t you?’

“Angus was scared, but he stood up
to him. ‘Yes,” he said, ‘I talked to Mr.
Presley. | told him about your visit and
scheme to extort money. If you care
anything about your life, you’ll leave
town and do it right away.” Cadogan
sneered, ‘No,’it’s you who’s leaving.’
Suddenly he had a gun in his hand. ‘It
don’t pay to disobey Val Cadogan. That
goes for your pretty wife, too. If she
informs against me, I’ll kill her. It
won’t be quick and easy with her, like
it’s going to be with you.’

“l tried to scream for help, but |
couldn’t. I couldnt say a word. But I
saw Angus—saw him tense for a rush
at Cadogan. But Cadogan saw him, too,
and guessed his intentions. He—"

A sob choked her.

“What did Cadogan do?” Steele
asked gruffly.
His stout voice gave her needed

strength. “He shot Angus—shot him
twice.”
That was as far as she could go,
Claybrook sat down. “No more ques-
tions.”

ORINKERSTAFF got up. “I’d like to
cross-examine this witness.”

“1 reckon that’s part of it, by thun-
der.”

“It certainly is, sir.” Brinkerstaff
stayed at his table. “Young woman, at
what time of night did that visitor ap-
pear at your home?”

Theta hesitated, appeared to sense
that her answer might be of tremen-
dous importance. She said slowly, “By
our clock, it was twenty minutes after
eight.”

“You are sure of that?”

“Yes.”

“What fixed it so definitely in your
mind?”

“He did; Cadogan glanced at our
clock when he came in. | looked, too,
and—. Well, that clock formed a pic-
ture in my mind. Twenty minutes after
eight. | can’t forget it. Twenty minutes
after eight. Twenty minutes—. It
haunts me, stares at me. Twenty min-
utes—.”

“That is all,” said Brinkerstaff. He
sat down quite pleased.

A deputy gave Theta his arm and
escorted her back out of sight.

Claybrook said, “That is presently
our case, your honor, though we may
have rebuttal evidence, if needed.”

“It certainly will be needed,” sneered
Brinkerstaff.

Steele turned angry eyes upon de-
fense counsel. “You, got witnesses?”

Brinkerstaff replied arrogantly, “In-
deed, sir. Call Mr. Tobin.”

A stout, round-headed man of about
forty was brought in and seated. He
was bald, except for one hair that stuck
almost straight up.

“Your name?” asked Brinkerstaff.

“Tobin.”

“Your business?”

“Bartender at Cooksy Blairs sa-
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ioon.”

“Acquainted with defendant
Cadogan?”

“l am, sir.”

“Have you an independent recollec-
tion of whether or not he was at
Cooksy Blair’s saloon on Thursday
evening of last week?”

“He was there.”

Val

“Between what hours?”

“From around seven o’clock until
shortly after nine. In fact, he was there
until a deputy sheriff came in and ar-
rested him.”

“Did you hear why he was being ar-
rested?”

“On accusation of murdering Angus
Paul.”
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“That’ all.” Brinkerstaff sat down.

Claybrook got up. “Your honor, at
this point Mr. Demeree will take charge
as assisting prosecutor. This shift is
made because it has been Mr. Demeree
who worked out our procedure as to
cross-examination and what we hope
will be exposure of a vicious conspir-
acy against honest citizens.”

“Call your next witness,”
snapped at Brinkerstaff.

“Manny Hozmann,” said Brinker-
staff.

Hozmann was brought in. He was
tall, blond and hard looking.

“Your name?” asked Brinkerstaff.

“Manfried Hozmann.”

“Are you acquainted with Val Cado-
gan?”

“Sure.”

“Where were you last Thursday
evening from about seven o’clock until
around nine o’clock?”

“| was having a card game at Cooksy
Blair’s saloon.”

“Was Val Cadogan there?”

“Sure he was—all evening, until a
deputy picked him up.”

“By all evening, you have reference
to what hours?”

“From around seven until shortly af-
ter nine.”

“Was he out of your sight at any
time between those hours?”

“Maybe for half a minute or so.”
Hozmann shrugged. “You know how
that is; a man has to step out for a
minute once in a while.”

“That’s all.”

Steele

CTEELE had begun to worry. Here
A was a varmint who was going to get
away, unless something desperate was
done. He turned hopeful eyes upon
French Demeree. “Consarn you, Dem-
eree, when you’re defending cutthroats
and robbers, you’re mighty clever and
quick to object. Now that you’re on our
side, don’t think you can let down and
take things easy. Skin ’em alive.”
Demeree had got up. He responded
with quiet dignity. “If your honor

please, | never take things easy, no mat-
ter whose side |’'m on. As for this oc-
casion, | deem it a privilege to devote
such talents as | have to ridding society
of a nest of snakes.”

“Demeree, by thunder, it does me
good to hear you talk that way. Go to
it.”

Demeree stepped forward and con-
fronted Manny Hozmann. “You said
you were acquainted with Val Cado-
gan, | believe?”

“Sure, | said it.”

“Are you also acquainted with Ca-
dogan’s lawyer, who calls himself Tel-
fair Brinkerstaff?”

Brinkerstaff roared up. “That’s a
nefarious insinuation. | call myself by
my true name, and | demand to be
properly respected as an attorney at
this bar.”

“Proper respect,” said Demeree, “is
relative and a term of elastic meaning.
Proper respect for a scoundrel may
shape itself into a hangrope.”

Steele was elated. Privately it was
his own opinion that Brink was a low-
type rascal. “Set down thar, Brinker,
and keep quiet. Go ahead, Demeree.”

Demeree arched his eyebrows at
Hozmann. “Are you acquainted with
one Gus Giddings, who calls himself
Telfair Brinkerstaff?”

“l know Telfair Brinkerstaff.”

“How long have you been acquainted
with him?”

Brinkerstaff started to get up, but
panic struck him.

Hozmann hesitated. “l don’t know.”

“See hyar,” growled Steele. “You
give a right answer when you’re asked
a question.”

“Answer,” said Demeree

“About five years.”

“Where did you first meet him?”

“Where?”

“Yes, where?”

Hozmann looked at Brinkerstaff,
then at Steele. “I first met him in Illi-
nois state prison; we was jailbirds to-
gether.”



“And he’s also known as Gus Gid-
dings?”

“Sure.”

“Where did you first meet this thug
who calls himself Val Cadogan?”

“Same place.”

Demeree backed away and stood at
his table.” Your honor, if | may do so
without appearing presumptious, | sug-
gest that this witness be taken into cus-
tody as an accomplice in murder.”

Brinkerstaff sprang up. “l object.
This man is a witness. You can’t arrest
a witness; he’s privileged while attend-
ing court in such capacity.”

Steele nodded at Sheriff Buckalew.
“Take Hozmann to jail.”

Buckalew nodded to a couple of dep-
uties. They handcuffed Hozmann and
took him out.

Steele glared at Brinkerstaff. “Next
witness, Brink.”

“l don’t have any more.”

Demeree arose. “He has two other

witnesses, your honor, ex-convicts who
call themselves Trigger Wingo and
Caleb Battle.”

Brinkerstaff looked for an avenue of
escape. He said nervously, “Defendant
can decline to call as many witnesses as
he pleases.”

“Very well,” said Demeree, “but
Wingo and Battle should also be ar-
rested as accomplices in murder.”

“Arrest ’em, Bucky.”

Buckalew gave an appropriate nod.

“Now,” said Demeree, “we have a
rebuttal witness.” He nodded at a dep-
uty. “Tell Dan Trewhitt to bring in
his man.”

"X "'HERE WAS a rustle. Necks twisted.

Through a door behind Buckalew
a deputy entered. He was almost sev-
en feet tall and weighed two hundred-
fifty pounds. He had in his custody a
prisoner whose hands were fettered be-
hind his back. When he had his man in
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full view of judge, jurors and specta-
tors, he turned him toward Demeree.

“Here he is, Mr. Demeree.”

“Your honor,” said Demeree, “we
invite court and jurors to look at this
man.” He waited until surprise had set-
tled into something more solid, then
said, “Have him sworn as a witness,
Dan.”

Trewhitt faced him toward Clerk
Skiffington. “Sorry he can’t hold up
his right hand, Mr. Skiffington, but I e
got his thumb stuck up.”

Skiffington went through his rigma-
role, and Trewhitt seated his man as a
witness.

Demeree eyed him coolly for a mo-
ment then asked -with fierce scorn,
“Who are you?”

There was silence, then a surly re-
sponse. “I'm Val Cadogan.”

Defendant Cadogan sprang up.
“That’s a lie. I’'m Val Cadogan.”

Steele tugged slowly at his mustache.
He’d heard it said there were no two
people alike, no two leaves or blades
of grass alike. He’d never believed sug1i
talk. Now he was convinced of its sub-
stantial fallacy, for here were two men
so alike that he could not have told one
from another.

Witness Cadogan said, “I'm Val
Cadogan, and | can prove it.”

“l can prove he’s a liar,” screamed
Defendant Cadogan. “He’s worse than
a liar; he’s a rotten double-crosser, and
if | ever get a chance Il kill him.”

Witness Cadogan said, “lI am Val
Cadogan; he is only my double.”

“Where did you two get acquainted
with each other?” asked Demeree.

“In Illinois state prison.”

“And in this criminal scheme you
were carrying on in Flat Creek, one of
you stayed at Cooksy Blair’s saloon to
establish an alibi for his double, while
his double committed murders.
“Right?”

“l stayed at Cooksy’s.”

“That’s a lie,” shouted Defendant
Cadogan. “7 stayed at Cooksy’s, while
he done those murders.”

“That’s enough,” growled Steele;
“we’ll hang ’em both. But take ’em out
and hold ’em till called for. We’re go-
ing to find out which is which.”

Deputies took both of them out.

Demeree said, “Your honor, | think
Mrs. Paul can identify her husband’s
murderer. Not that it is of vital impor-
tance, however. Defendant Cadogan is
charged in two counts, one with mur-
der, one with being an accessory to mur-
der; he will hang in any event. But it
is important to keep a correct record.
For convenience we shall refer to these
doubles as Defendant Cadogan and
Witness Cadogan.”

“Fetch Mrs. Paul,” said Steele.

She was brought back and seated
again as a witness.

TTA"EMEREE explained their problem.

“It appears, Mrs. Paul, that there
are two Val Cadogans, surprisingly
alike. In order to keep this proceeding
regular, we need an identification of
your husband’s murderer. Do you have
any suggestion as to how that can be
done?”

She thought for a moment. “Yes,
Mr. Demeree. If you will have each
one separately come in and stand in
front of me and answer your questions,
I think I can tell which one did it. If
you will ask questions that have some-
thing to do with time, that might help.
Our clock said twenty minutes after
eight—twenty minutes after eight.”
Theta Paul paled until there was no
color in her face. She put a hand over
her eyes. “Oh, that old clock! It like

a vulture, its two wings drooping.
Twenty minutes—.” She choked and
sobbed.

Demeree observed her with a touch
of admiration, then nodded to his left.
“Tell Dan Trewhitt to bring in his
prisoner.”

Presently Theta was staring at Wit-
ness Cadogan.

“What’s all this got to do with me?”
he demanded surlily.

Steele gave him a look of savage fer-
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ocity. “It means you’re about to be
hung, by thunder. Proper answers to
questions might earn you a few days
of grace, but lying will put a rope
around your neck pronto.”

Demeree nodded at Trewhitt. “See
that he faces Mrs. Paul while he talks.”
When Trewhitt had Witness Cadogan
in correct position, Demeree stood be-
side Theta. “Sir, it has been testified
here that Val Cadogan was at Cooksy
Blair’s saloon all last Thursday eve-
ning. Were you at Cooksy Blair’s all
that evening?”

“Sure | was.”

Demeree faced Judge Steele. “Your
honor, this humble servant recognizes
that lavyers do not stand too well with
this court, but you have just witnessed
a splendid gesture of magnanimity on
Mr. Claybrook’s part. It occurred when

he turned matters over to me for fur-
ther handling. 1 would be no less mag-
nanimous than he. Accordingly, at this
point | should like for Mrs. Paul to
take charge of further prosecution. It
is she, not I, who deserves most credit
for unmasking these scoundrels.”

Steele fumed with hot anger, “Con-
sarn you lawyers, you’re always deal-
ing in mysteries. What in tarnation are
you up to now?”

“If your honor is pleased to be in-
dulgent, events will justify themselves.”

“Demeree, you stay right thar. If she
needs help, give it.”

Demeree nodded. “Yes, your honor.
I shall render all necessary assistance.”
He nodded at Theta. “Proceed, Mrs.
Paul.”

Theta looked intently at this hard-
faced mug who claimed he had been at
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Cooksy Blair’s when her husband was
murdered. This was her moment for
retribution and revenge. She said with a
voice full of hatred, “Are you Cado-
gan?”

His upper lip rose noticeably higher
on its left than on its right. “Sure, I’'m
Cadogan.”

Suddenly Theta’s countenance filled
with vengeful fire. When restored com-
posure permitted her to continue, she
said, “You were at Cooksy Blair’s all
evening last Thursday?”

Cadogan turned a searching look to-
ward where Brinkerstaff had been.
“Where’s my lawyer?”

“Your lawyer?” said Steele.

“l mean his lawyer.”

“Your lawyer has slipped out,”
Steele told him coldly. “He’s probably
hung by now.”

Cadogan showed panic. “I don’t have
to answer this woman’s questions. |
got a right to have a lawyer.”

Steele glanced at Sheriff Buckalew.
“Get a rope ready, Bucky.”

Got it right here, Judge.”

Cadogan looked scared. “What was
that question?”

Theta said, “Were you at Cooksy
Blair’s saloon all of last Thursday
evening?”

“Sure, | was.”

“Then how did it happen that anoth-
er Val Cadogan was arrested, instead
of you?”

That jarred him, but he recovered
quickly. “l reckon you can’t trip me
on that. There was two Val Cadogans.”

npHETA LOWERED her face slight-
ly and stared at him coldly. “But
one of those Val Cadogans was out
committing a murder. | can tell you
what actually happened. This Cadogan
at Cooksy’s stayed until he got a signal
that his double had killed Angus Paul.
Then he slipped out and stayed long
enough for them to have swapped
places. Did they swap?”
Witness Cadogan’s countenance

brightened. “Sure, they did. When it
comes to having sense, you’re a smart
girl.”

Theta looked her scorn. “When you
and my husband’s murderer swapped
places outside Cooksy Blairs, did he
tell you at exactly what time he Kkilled
Angus Paul?”

“Sure.”

“At what time was it?”

“Twenty minutes after eight.”

“By whose time?”

“Yours. By that
mantel.”

Theta’s expression changed from
scorn to mockery. “Plow could that
be when it was at exactly eight-twenty
that you and your double swapped
places?”

Plis upper lip raised again irregu-
larly. “l thought you was a smart
woman, but | change my mind.”

Steele’s impatience flared. “By
thunder, Demeree, why don’t you say
something?”

“Your honor,” Demeree replied
quietly, “Dan Trewhitt has been work-
ing on this matter of time ever since
Angus Paul was murdered. He has a
witness who knows that one of those
so-called Cadogans slipped out of
Cooksy’s at exactly eight-twenty, and
that he or another came back inside
two minutes later. You see, Sheriff
Buckalew’s office has not been asleep.”

“That’s right, Judge,” said Dan.
“Weve got these extortioning mon-
keys sewed up in a sack.”

Demeree nodded at Theta.
ceed, Mrs. Paul.”

Pier expression shaded into contempt
as she eyed Witness Cadogan. “You
and your double swapped places at
eight-twenty, and your double was
arrested at five minutes after nine.”

A sneer of triumph spread over
Cadogan’s mouth. “Sure, babe, you got
it right now. When officers arrested
my double, they got Angus Paul’s
killer. Lady, you fixed my alibi per-
fect.”

clock on your

“Pro-
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“Except for two things,” said Theta.
“There’s a picture in my mind | can
never forget. When my husband’s
murderer came into our home and
Angus exclaimed, ‘Cadogan!’, an up-
per lip rose in a sneer on its left side
and a sneering voice replied, ‘Sure,
I’'m Cadogan.”” Theta paused. There
was an audience hush that gave Flat
Creek’s court room an empty, haunted
air. Theta then glanced up. “Judge,
if it’s all right, I'd like for Mr. Dem-
eree to explain from here.”

TCOR ONCE in his judicial career,

Steele felt that it was a pleasure
to be a judge. Now he had everything
on his side, including French Dem-
eree. “All right, Demeree, start ex-
plaining.”

“Mrs. Paul,” Demeree asked, “at
what time was your husband killed?”

“At fifteen minutes before nine, by
correct time.”

Demeree stepped down and faced
Steele. “Your honor, Witness Cadogan
is in a most extraordinary dilemma.
He could not have been at Cooksy
Blair’s saloon all evening, otherwise it
would have been he who was arrested.
It can be proved that one Cadogan
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was at Cooksy’s until eight-twenty.
At that time a swap could have oc-
curred. This ape, Witness Cadogan,
says there was a swap. If so, Witness
Cadogan murdered Angus Paul, for
Angus was not murdered until fifteen
minutes before nine. Witness Cadogan
is caught on one prong or another of
his dilemma. Paul’s murderer could
have been no one but him.”

“Demeree,” said Steele, “you still
leave me curious. What did that clock
have to do with anything?”

“That old clock, your honor, was
just an heirloom. It hadn* tick-tocked
once in years. Cadogan saw its hands,
drooping, as Mrs. Paul has so aptly
said, like a wvulture’s wings at eight-
twenty. For Cadogan, they drooped
not in time, but in prophecy.”

Judge Steele saw at last what a
splendid job had been accomplished.
In one way he felt cheated—he couldn’t
hang Witness Cadogan along with
Defendant Cadogan; having a court
meant that hangings had to be done
legal. Eut another day would come.
And when it did, by thunder, Buckalew
would have to increase his supply of
ropes.
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OLD DUST poured out of the
G Black Hills. Stages were hi-
jacked by. masked bandits. The

great Wild Bill was in his grave, and
there was only one man alive who
could stop these holdups. So they sent
for Clark Stocking.

“You are Mr. Clark Stocking?”

“l am, sir. What can | do for you?”

“We are being robbed night or day.
They have killed shotgun guards and
drivers. We sent for you to stop this,
sir.”

“You flatter me, superintendent.”

The super looked at the man who
stood in front of him. By this time
Clark Stocking was in his late thirties
—tall and wiry and quietly efficient.
For over twenty years, he had ridden
shotgun guard on gold stages.

“The pay is one hundred and found
per month. Interested, Mr. Stocking?”

“When does the next gold leave
Deadwood for Laramie?”

“Within an hour.”

“I"ll be ridin’ shotgun on that stage,”
Clark Stocking said.

Word went through Deadwood that
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Clark Stocking, the great stagedriver
and shotgun-guard, was working for
the local stage line. That night Stock-
ing met a friend, Boone May, and he
offered him a job. He and May had
ridden stage-guard before in California,
when the gold-rush and its lawlessness
had reached its climax.

For some time, stages went through
unbothered. With Clark Stocking han-
dling the reins, with Boone May riding
shotgun-guard, bandits thought twice
before molesting the Deadwood-Lara-
mie stage. Then, one day, a big ship-
ment of gold went south, and somehow
word got out about its transfer.

Boone May loaded a ten-gauge shot-
gun shell into his shotgun. “There
might be trouble, Clark.” He was a
big man, as old as Stocking, and the
trails had made him tough and resi-
lient—a fearless man whose appetites,
sometime, were not too clean. But,
nonetheless, he was a pioneer, and he
moved through a circle of deadly,
sometimes greedy, men and women.

“We ride shotguh, both of us. Gene
will handle the ribbons.”

Boone May loaded a ten-gauge shot-
of his scattergun. “Good idea, Clark.
If they do hit us they’ll be along the
brush on Lance Crick, 1°d guess. Logi-
cal place to stage a stickup.”

Clark Stocking smiied thinly. “How
would you know, Boone?”

Boone May made his eyes show sur-
prise. “Clark, you scare me. Heck, |
never held up a stage in my life—only
thing | know about a holdup is that
my suspenders hold up my pants.”

“Here she comes, Boone.”

The stage, scattering dust, came
around a bend, and the two shotgun-
guards caught it, swinging up on the
box beside Gene, the driver. The
strongbox was in the boot, and they
had a few passengers.

Stocking said, “Nice day.”

Boone May said, “Not a cloud in
sight.”

Gene, the driver, said, “You two
would joke with the devil’s pitchfork
pushin’ against you.”



“The devil,” Clark Stocking mur-
mured. “Wonder if there is such a fel-
low? If there is one, he must be busy—
I've got a lot of friends who are dead.”

'T'HE STAGE rocked, the thorough-
“mbraces squeaked, the wheels hit
rocks. Boone May, head down, let his
body go limp, and he moved with the
stage—apparently he slept. Clark
Stocking was silent, mulling over his
thoughts. This was an old story to him.
His life had consisted of stage-line
work. He had “tooled” the ribbons in
the California fields when only a “but-
ton” of twenty-odd, he had driven the
South Pass Road in Wyoming Terri-
tory, he had seen the Virginia City
goldrush in what was later to be Mon-
tana Territory.

“Lance Crick ahead, Boone.”

Boone May lifted his head and
yawned. “Goodby, Gene;” he said, and
he went over the.side to land spraddle-
legged beside the road. And behind him
came Clark Stocking, a cat in boots.
Stocking left the stage of the run, land-
ed on his boots, and then watched the
stage disappear into the canyon.

“Hope they got broncs staked out
for us,” Stocking said, and he went
into the buckbrush, with Boone May
following. The stagecoach company
had two saddled horses tied to a cot-
tonwood. An attendant dozed in the
shade, flat on his back, hat over his
face.

Stocking said, “Wake up, boy.”

The boy said, “There are your hors-
es. Good luck, men.”

Both men found stirrups, swung up.
Then, with Clark Stocking taking the
lead, they followed the stage, riding
the higher country. They had had a
tip that the stage would be stopped.

Boone May said, quietly, “A dog’s
life. All this for a hundred bucks a
month and found.”

“Good wages.”

They rode for a few miles, keeping
hidden by sandstones and buckbrush

and chokecherry trees. Then, in the
canyon below them, they saw seven
men stop the stage. From their high
vantage point the scene was clear with
naked clarity.

They hid their horses and went down
the slope and came in behind the ban-
dits. Gene sat on the seat, hands
held high.

Clark Stocking snapped his words.
“Whip up them hosses, Gene. Get to
hell out of here, and get out fast!”

The bandits turned, stared at the
brush. But Gene, frozen with fear,
made no move to use his whip.

Clark Stocking’s voice was savage.
“Get them hosses out of here, Gene!”

Without another word, he fired over
Gene’s head. The terrified horses
lunged ahead. Bullets whistled around
the plunging stage.

“Go to work, Boone,” Stocking hol-
lered.

“With pleasure, Clark.”

Guns roared and talked. It vras sev-
en against two, but the two won. This
m\es the time for gun talk, for savage
and roaring shotguns. When it was
over—when the powdersmoke cleared
—four of the bandits lay in the dust,
dead.

The other three threw their hands
high. “Don’t kill us, men. Take us to
jail, but put them shotguns down,
please!”

“Jes’ two of you?” one marveled,
fear in his voice.

“The shotguns did it,” said Clark
Stocking angrily. “One shotgun beats a
dozen ,45s at close range. Did you stop
a slug, Boone?”

“Nary a scratch. What’s wrong with
you?”

“Not a damned thing. But 1’'m mad
at Gene for not jumpin’ to my orders
right off the bat. When | get to town,
Il work him over—with my tongue,
though, not my scattergun.”

“Give him the works,” Boone May
said.



Straiﬁht Arrow and Little Coyote had equal claims to

the ¢

ieftainship, now that Re

Fox was ready to pass

it on. And the old chief was troubled as to which of the
young men he should choose to lead the tribe into the
ways of peace with the conquering white men.

THE LAST OF
THE BULLS

by Bernard Schutte

HIEF RED FOX stood on the
G top of a mountain, one of the

rocky, low mountains that sur-
rounded his tribe’s reservation. He
looked at the sky; how deep blue it
was. He looked at the clouds; how
snowy white they were. And he looked
at the tall, stately trees on the slopes
below, the snow capped mountains in
the distance, and, to the south, the sea
of waist-high green grass. He often
came to this particular mountain top
because he could see all these things,
and he could reflect back on the years
when the Indians v?ere rulers of all
these lands.

His had been a mighty tribe. Fierce,
fiery fighters, cunning woodsmen and
expert horsemen. They were the might-
est of the mighty, and he was their last
great fighting chief. The next chief
would rule only a peaceful tribe of
people who had been forced to turn
their hands to more productive things
to keep body and soul together. They
made wood carvings, wove blankets
and pounded out metal objects to be
sold at the trading post. There was
some trapping, but very little; game
was getting more scarce each year. His
people now had to till the soil and de-
pend on the United States Govern-
ment beef issue at the fort for food.

This was indeed a blow to the pride
of his people but they had no choice.
In the last great battles, it was his
tribe that held out to the last and it
was his tribe who gave the white man
his bloodest battles. But, like all the
rest, his tribe finally conceded to su-
perior numbers, weapons and brute
force.

What great battles they were; what
great chiefs they all were. Their knowl-
edge of the territory was always in
their favor, and for years the Indians
picked their won battleground. They
fought bravely, but the white man
came on. Despite defeat after defeat
the blue-coated soldiers came on un-
til finally they started winning; and
when they started winning, that was
the end for the Indians. Even in the
last bitter battles, the wise chiefs knew
they were defeated. But still they
fought, as if each battle were the first.
They fought until their ranks could
no longer be filled with new warriors.
Year after year, as the warriors fell,
their tepees were left empty of new
braves to grow up and fight. All the
tribes grew short of ablebodied men
to protect the women and children and
bring in food. What else was there to
do, what could they do, but bend to the
will oi the white man?



Now it was all over. Twenty win-
ters and twenty summers had come and
gone since the last great battle. He
could still remember well the day he
and his chiefs paraded in all their re-
gal splendor to the fort to surrender,
never to take arms against the white
man again. And, because he was a no-
ble chief, he had been given the choic-
est land to settle on.

He chose a rich valley west of the
fort with grass for horses, streams to
fish and trap and mountains to hunt
in. No longer did the older braves take
the younger men out to teach them
the art of fighting, the cunning tactics
of war. They taught them to plow a

straight farrow, bait a hook, and to
hunt only for food. But they taught
with pride; nothing could daunt the
pride of a once-proud people, and he
was their chief.

Red Fox stepped down from his
rock and strolled to his pony. He
mounted with the dexterity of a man
many years his junior. He still had a
well disciplined body for all his years,
and he could still ride and shoot with
the best of his tribe.

As he rode down the trail, his eyes
scanned the silver stream winding its
way through his valley. He noticed his
son, Straight Arrow, and the lovely
maiden, Corn Flower, sitting on the
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bank, their moccasins off and their
feet kicking up the white foam in the
stream. Straight Arrow was a son to
be proud of;, he could do all things
well. And he had picked the fairest
maiden in the tribe to become his wife.
She was the daughter of one of his
most trusted chiefs. Her father had
fought with Red Fox through all the
wars and had many wounds to show
for his bravery. He was indeed happy
to welcome her to his tepee.

Further down the trail he noticed
dust rising from the path along the
stream. After a while he could tell it
was his other son Little Coyote. See-
ing both of his sons within minutes of
each other set his mind to reflecting
and worrying. Reflecting on the day
they both came to him, and worrying
because only one of them could take
command of the tribe.

But which one? Which one deserved
this honor? Although Straight Arrow
and Little Coyote were both his sons,
only one was by his blood. Red Fox
could remember well the day his sons
came to him.

TT WAS ON the day of the last great

battle. Red Fox and his warriors
were far outnumbered. Despite the
fact that he had again picked his own
battleground, this had only delayed the
long-dreaded day when his tribe, too,
would have to surrender.

The battle was fought in the bend
of a great river. His warriors could
attack from two sides; when dawn
came, Red Fox made several thrusts
at the wagons and horses. Each suc-
cessive attack was beaten off with
heavy losses on both sides. Then he or-
dered a direct attack into the ranks of
the soldiers. It was an attack of spir-
ited fighting men on horseback, using
inferior weapons against well-trained,
disciplined soldiers, well intrenched in
the soft river bank. The soldiers would
rise from their trenches, fire their re-

peating rifles, and then’drop back into
the trenches to reload. This trick,
learned at the end of the Great War
in the east, was a maneuver that his
men could not beat. When Red Fox
realized this, he sent a messenger to
the camp, informing the older men to
pack up and flee with the women and
children. The soldiers, sensing that
Red Fox might be calling for rein-
forcements, sent a detachment out af-
ter the messenger either to overtake
him or to feint-off any reinforcements
that might come to Red Fox’s aid.

When the tribe was told the news,
they hurriedly packed a few belong-
ings and headed north. Two squaws,
heavy with child, were laid on travois
built for such an emergency. One of
the squaws was Red Fox’s wife; the
other belonged to a warrior probably
already fallen in battle.

Hour after hour they pushed on,
across plains and over hills and always
the tiny speck of dust, the soldiers,
trailing them. Then the march began
to take its toll. Old people dropped by
the side of the road waiting for what-
ever fate was theirs; children, exhaust-
ed, were placed on ponies also ex-
hausted. The women heavy with child
began to scream with pains brought on
before their time was near. And since
one of the women belonged to the
chief, a halt was called. Immediately
the tribe mid-wives took over, because
it was evident both were about to de-
liver. Both squaws gave birth to boy
babies only minutes apart; however,
the hurried flight had caused much
damage to the squaws and they both
died while delivering.

Death called for hurried burials.
While the tribe gathered around to
sing the burial rites a young maiden
was left in charge of the new babies.
During the ceremony, an old warrior
looked up and noticed the dust on the
horizon being made by on soldiers.
Quickly the ceremony was cut short,
the babies hastily gathered up by oth-
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er squaw3, and the tribe took flight
again.

Finally, when Red Fox gave up in
defeat, the rest of the tribe captured
and returned, the squaws who had
gathered up the new-born babies
brought their charges to him, both
thinking they had the chief’s child.
There was a heated argument between
the squaws but it presented an un-
solvable problem. There was no pos-
sible way to prove which baby be-
longed to the chief, Red Fox was left
with only one choice and he took it.
He ordered each squaw to raise the
baby they held until such time the boys
were old enough to enter the chief’s
tepee. When the proper time came, he
would decide which one would become
the new chief.

This would offer a great decision to
be made. No longer would the young
braves be able to prove themselves, nor
would there be a Council of Chiefs to
make the decision. With peace estab-
lished, Red Fox was designated by the
General at the fort to rule'his people
only in peaceful pursuits. The General
was not concerned in with a succes-
sion of rulers.

And now, the time was drawing near.
The choice would be hard to make.
Both sons had proven themselves in
their own right; both were wise men
and good leaders. Straight Arrow, who
could do all things well, accepted the
state of his people and he would lead
them in such a manner that they
would always survive and find happi-
ness on their reservation. Little Coy-
ote was cunning, a good woodsman, but
fierce. He was a fighter—a fighter
when his people no longer needed a
fighter for their chief. When Red Fox
thought of each man’s abilities, each
could easily be his blood son; each
had qualifications necessary for a
chief. One, qualifications to lead his
people now; the other, qualifications
to lead his people in time of war. The
decision would be hard to make.

I"NED FOX slid off his pony in front

of his tepee. A young tribesman
came forward and lead his pony to the
corral. Red Fox went into his tepee;
he had to have a council with his
thoughts.

The water was warming up in the
stream. Soon the brown bodies of
young boys would be diving off the
rocks for pebbles, and the old men
would lie on the sunny banks with
fishing poles, not really caring if they
caught any fish, just basking in the
warm sun. Despite the acceptance of
many of the white man’s ways, the
women of the tribe still did most of
the work, even to the skinning and
dressing of the government beef.

Straight Arrow was making a neck-
lace of clover blossoms. He finished it
and put it around the neck of Corn
Flower. Love had entered into the life
of Straight Arrow and Corn Flower.
A love that had started flickering in
both their hearts while they were very
young. Since early childhood Straight
Arrow had been her protector, her
playmate and, of all the maidens in the
tribe, he had shown an interest only in
her. The same feeling was transmitted
by Corn Flower. They had spent many
happy hours together; sitting on the
banks of the stream, riding together,
and walking the many trails that wind
around the reservation.

They arose. Straight Arrow helped
her with her mocassins and then
slipped on his own. Despite the tradi-
tions of the tribe, Straight Arrow
showed Corn Flower many of the kind-
nesses of the white man he had picked
up on various trips to the trading post.
They walked up the path leading to
his father’s tepee, and arrived at the
same time Little Coyote and his fol-
lowers rode up.

“You show the maiden, Corn Flow-
er, many of the ways of the white man,
my brother,” said Little Coyote, “it
will do no good to spoil her.”

“l shall show her all the kindness
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I wish, Little Coyote,” answered
Straight Arrow; “lI shall show even
more when she becomes my wife.”

“Corn Flower is a princess, the only
blood princess left in our tribe; there-
fore, she will be the wife of the next
chief. You have not been made the
new chief yet, my brother,” said Little
Coyote.

“When will you remember that we
no longer need follow the lines of our
forefathers? That now we can live as
individuals, and think and act and
choose as we please,” replied Straight
Arrow.

“l am the son of a chief. | shall
think and live and act as the son of a
chief should,” announced Little
Coyote; “if you do not choose to do
so, then give up your rights as a chief’s
son. | will then lead our people as they
should be led.”

“And if | do, then | suppose |
should also give up my rights to Corn
Flower.”

“Yes, that is how it should be,” said
Little Coyote.

“And what do you propose to do if
you become chief? Lead raids on the
white settlers and on other reserva-
tions, steal horses, or maybe even rise
up against the white man altogether?”
asked Straight Arrow.

“Perhaps,” said Little Coyote; “ours
is a proud nation—or have you forgot-
ten?”

“l know that only too well; ours is
a proud nation and | shall always keep
it so. I would never want to see any
of our people hang their heads in
shame,” said Straight Arrow.

“Then you will reject your claim to
be chief?”

“No,” snapped Straight Arrow.

“And you still intend to take Corn
Flower for your wife, regardless of our
father’s decision?” cried Little Coyote.

“Yes,” stated Straight Arrow.

“We shall see,” replied Little
Coyote, angrily.

“Yes, we shall see,” agreed Straight

Arrow. With that Little Coyote kicked
his pony and dashed off towards the
hills, his three followers chasing after
him.

«T DO NOT trust Little Coyote.”

A spoke up Corn Flower, “lI worry
for your safety.”

“Do not worry about me,” answered
Straight Arrow. “Little Coyote would
never harm me deliberately, or behind
my back. That would endanger his
chances and he does crave to be chief,
with a passion | do not share. Lead my
people, yes; | will lead them if I am
chosen, but lead them to useful and
peaceful lives. It will never do well to
stir up hatreds or to rob and npilfer
other peoples.” Straight Arrow began
talking with an earnestness and feeling
that he had never portrayed to anyone
before.

“We must gradually accept more of
the white man’s ways, treat our wom-
en better, teach our children to read
and write the white man’s tongue, and
become more self-supporting. The
white man will not feed us forever;
we must learn to feed ourselves if we
are to survive.”

“l feel as you do Straight Arrow,
and you must become our chief. Not
only for our people’s sake, but for me;
for 1 would never consent to a mar-
riage | do not want. | could never be-
come Little Coyote’s wife.” Corn
Flower spoke with tears brimming her
eyelids.

“Fear not my lovely one,” he an-
swered. “Chief or not, you will be my
wife. That | will fight for, and die
for.”

“I will die too, if | do not become
your wife. | shall never be another’.”

“Do not worry, little one. Go to your
father’s tepee; | shall call for you an-
other time.”

Straight Arrow would not fight to
become chief, but he would fight for
Corn Flower. Little Coyote would fight
to become chief, and if he did he would
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insist on making her his squaw. Trou-
ble was indeed ahead.

Corn Flower discussed this matter
with her father. But being a chief of
the old guard he would naturally fol-
low the traditions of the tribe; his
heart would be happier seeing his
daughter the squaw of a chief rather
than the squaw of a lesser member of
the tribe.

Straight Arrow entered his father’s
tepee. Red Fox was seated before a
small fire deep in thought.

Straight Arrow spoke. “My father,
before many moons come and go you
must decide which of your sons will
succeed you. Your hair turns more like
the snow and your blood runs slower
in your noble body. Our people must
know who will be their new chief. Al-
ready some of the older men are won-
dering and asking questions.”

“This | know, my son and the an-
swer is hard to find. I am constantly
searching for the answer. My wisdom
does not tell me. | have a great love
for both of my sons; yet | know the
consequences to follow when | choose.
You are a wise man, and would make
a great leader. But Little Coyote will
never concede to you; he will resort
to any means to gain the leadership.
Little Coyote is a fine warrior, but our
people do not need a great warrior to
lead them any longer.”

Red Fox dropped his head and gazed
into the fire. “This is indeed a grave
decision to make. See to my ponies,
my son, while | think out this prob-
lem.”

HEN LITTLE COYOTE and his

companions rode out of the camp
they headed for their favorite meeting
place—a spring, hidden in the trees,
high up on a mountain side. They gath-
ered around a fire while one of the
members roasted a rabbit, freshly
killed.

Another, Crooked Nose by name,

spoke. “Our guns need bullets but it
is still weeks before we will be issued
our rations by the soldiers at the fort.
How will we hunt and raid the other
reservations if we have no bullets?”

“l know,” answered Little Coyote;
“we must trade some coyote pelts for
bullets at the trading post.”

“But they will not trade us bullets
for pelts; it is against their rules.”

“Well, we shall try. | would like to
see more closely where the bullets are
kept in the trading post. When we get
there, we shall ask for bullets; if we
are refused, then we shall ask for
things that will take the agent away
from his shelves. Let me talk first.”
With that they hastily ate the rabbit,
gathered up the pelts, mounted their
ponies and galloped off towards the
fort. When they arrived, it was dark,
so they made camp and slept till dawn.
In the morning when the fort gates
were opened they mounted their pon-
ies and rode into the fort and stopped
in front of the trading post.

They walked inside and threw their
pelts on the counter. It was dark in-
side the trading post; many and
varied smells were in the air, but the
stench of human bodies prevailed.

The manager of the post walked up.
He looked over the pelts and spoke to
Little Coyote. “Nice batch of pelts
you got there Little Coyote, very nice.
What will you take for them?”

“We are in need of bullets for our
guns. Our aim gets worse with the
scarcity of game and it takes more
bullets to kill. We would like some
bullets for these pelts.”

“You know I’'m not allowed to give
out bullets to you,” answered the man-
ager. “If the General ever heard about
me giving out bullets to you, 1°d be run
out of the fort. Il give you anything
else except bullets.”

“Bullets is all we are interested in,”
snapped Little Coyote, trying to bluff
the manager unsuccessfully.
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“I'm sorry but | cant do it,” the
manager said.

“Then we shall look around,” re-
plied Little Coyote, calmly.

“Please do,” the manager answered.

Little Coyote turned to Crooked
Nose, looked him in the eyes, then he
let his own eyes travel to the back of
the store. Crooked Nose, catching on,
strolled towards the rear of the store
and began to examine a display of axes
and knives. The manager came from
behind the counter and began to shop-
talk Crooked Nose into selecting a
new axe. While his back was turned,
Little Coyote quietly slipped behind the
counter and began to examine the bar-
rels of bullets, looking for the kind
that fitted their guns. When he found
the right barrel, he checked one of the
bullets with those in the boxes next to
it.

Confident he was right, he slipped
from behind the counter and spoke. “I
see nothing | wish; we shall go.” With
that he gathered up the pelts and
stalked out the trading post, his com-
panions hurrying behind him.

T ITTLE COYOTE rode out of the
fort, when he and his followers
reached the fort gates they all gave a
loud war cry and fled. The cry was a
standard procedure with Little Coyote,
and he always yelled thus when he left
the fort. It was a sort of defiance he
held for the white man, still carried
over the years. However, the soldiers
at the fort were used to it; they only
laughed, or ignored it all together.

Little Coyote lead his party to a dis-
tant knoll. Lie rode until he found a
stream of water and some trees to hide
in. Then he dismounted and beckoned
his companions to do likewise. After
they tied up their ponies they gathered
around in a circle to hold a council.

Little Coyote spoke. “l have a plan
to get more bullets for our guns.”

“Speak,” urged Crooked Nose.

“I have studied the ways of the sol-
diers at the fort, especially at night. |
have a plan to slip into the fort at night
and steal the bullets we need.” Little
Coyote looked at each man as he
spoke.

When the others heard this they all
raised objections and mumbled dis-
agreement with the plan. This would
mean prison if they were caught, and
they would rather die than go to pris-
on.

Crooked Nose rose. “Little Coyote
is a great leader; someday he will lead
our people. But today he speaks fool-
ishly. | think it best we forget the bul-
lets and go back to the reservation.”
Crooked Nose’s words brought agree-
ment from the others.

“Listen,” cried out Little Coyote,
“listen to my plan.” He stood up and
eyed each man, instilling confidence in
each of them with his eyes. Slowly
each man sat dowm and Little Coyote
began to outline his plan.

He mapped out his plan with a stick
in the dirt. This plan must be execut-
ed with caution, because not only
would they be imprisoned for stealing
but also for being, caught in the fort
after dark. Even now, the soldiers kept
watch, a holdover from the fighting
days when, between peace councils,
peaceful tribes visited the fort.

After much arguing and bickering
among themselves, Little Coyote fi-
nally won each of them over to his
side. He thoroughly- outlined each
man’s duty when they entered the fort.

When the plan was finally agreed
upon, and each man knew what he was
supposed to do, they ate corn meal
mixed with water and baked on hot
rocks. Then they settled down to wait
for darkness, making small talk and
praising their own cunningness.

As darkness descended, Little Coy-
ote began to get restless. He looked
at his friends. He had grown up with
them, played with them, hunted and
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fished with them. As they grew older,
he lead them on raids and they had all
proven themselves. But now, even
though he had always had the deep-
est faith and trust in them his faith
in them began to falter. If this plan
failed or were revealed, he could nev-
er enter his father’s tepee again. Above
all the traits of good leadership his fa-
ther admired, honesty and integrity
were the highest. These traits set the
example for his people and his father
adhered to them religiously. He ex-
pected his sons to do the same. When
Red Fox took the oath never to fight
again, he instilled that oath in his peo-
ple and his sons. To break that oath
meant forfeiture of Little Coyote’s
hope to be chief.

Little Coyote thought of these
things, but his desire to show these
few his ability overwhelmed him, and
he could not resist the temptation. Be-
sides, it was too late to back out now.
He could only hope that everything
came off all right and wait—wait for
darkness to come and move out.

A T LAST it was time to go. They
* A mounted and rode out of the
woods. The fort would be sleeping
now. The night guard would be on
duty.

They walked their ponies to the
fort.

With the peaceful days stretching
into years, brush had been allowed to
grow up on the sloping side of the fort.
Saplings also were scattered here and
there, making fine cover for man and
horse. It was towards this side of the
fort that Little Coyote walked his
pony.

When they were about fifty feet
from the fort they tied their ponies and
waited for the moon to slip behind a
cloud. Then, one by one they slipped
up to the wall, found toeholds and
scaled the walls. Once over the wall
they rolled over the scaffolding and
hid under it.

Inside, they bunched together and
waited and listened. Then, in single
file they worked their way towards
the trading post, always taking advan-
tage of the shadows of buildings and
waiting for the moon to slip in and
out of behind the clouds.

When they reached the trading post,
each took his station. Little Coyote
covered the lock in a piece of blanket
and with one blow from his axe he
broke the lock. They slipped inside
and each man took his position, as
agreed to at the stream. One by the
door, looking out through a crack. One
at the front door in case someone came
calling after hours. One behind the
door to the manager’s sleeping quar-
ters; in case he awakened and came
out, then he could be grabbed from
behind. Little Coyote and Crooked
Nose went to the barrel where the bul-
lets were.

When he reached the spot he was
looking for he motioned for Crooked
Nose to open the skin pouch he had
over his shoulder. All was going well
until. Crooked Nose accidentally
knocked over a box of shells with his
elbow.

When the box hit the floor each
man froze in his tracks. The box burst
open and bullets rolled across the floor.
They waited to see if the manager
awakened.

The manager did awaken, but in-
stead of jumping out of bed and run-
ning into the room he slid out of bed
quietly and reached for his revolver.
Then, in bare feet he crept over to the
door and lifted the latch, not knowing
a warrior stood behind the door. As he
stepped through the door the brave hit
him over the head with the side of his
axe. However, instead of falling to the
floor unconscious, the blow caused him
to pull the trigger of his revolver. The
shot immediately awakened the fort
and soldiers would be running out of
bunkhouses in a matter of seconds.
The guard was alerted and several
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started
post.

Little Coyote and his men rushed
out of the trading post by the rear exit
and took refuge in the shadows. They
raced along the buildings until they
reached the spot they had scaled the
wall of the fort. When they reached
the spot he stopped them and directed
them to go over the wall one at a time.
Their chance for escape still lay in
not being seen at all, rather than mak-
ing a mad dash for freedom. And too,
Little Coyote still had in the back of
his mind his desire of being chief; at
any cost he would protect those
chances.

To get over the wall, first each man
had to shimmy up a pole supporting the
scaffolding and then leap over the fort
wall to freedom. Quickly Little Coyote
took in the position of the guards. He
waved his hand. One, up and over;
two up and over; three up and over.
Wait, a soldier came running down the
scaffolding. Freeze. The soldier was
just overhead, the remaining braves
held their breath. The soldier scanned
the terrain, peering into the brush,
then turned and hurried back up the
scaffolding. Little Coyote signaled.
Crooked Nose started up the pole. He
was on the scaffolding and ready to
leap when the soldier turned and saw
him. Quickly he lifted his rifle and
fired catching Crooked Nose in mid-
air as he leaped. Crooked Nose let out
a death scream, twisting his body as
he fell. His limp body hit the ground,
rolled over and lay lifeless in the dirt.

running towards the trading

nPHE SOLDIER hurried down the

ladder heading towards the spot
that Crooked Nose came from. He
yelled as he ran. Little Coyote was
trapped. The shot signaled other sol-
diers; in seconds they would show up.
He shimmied up the pole and rolled
over on the scaffolding, drawing his
axe at the same time. He raised up on
one knee and aimed at the soldier, oth-
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er soldiers rushing across the grounds
shooting as they ran.

The soldier yelled, “It’s Little Coy-
ote, the chief’s son.” As his words rang
out they were immediately followed
by a scream of agony as Little Coy-
ote’s axe found its mark, and he
leaped over the fort wall.

His remaining companions were
waiting by the ponies. They leaped on
and raced through the brush. The wall
of the fort was lined with soldiers, and
each one had his rifle trained on the
brush. As the braves reached the open
ground, the soldiers opened fire, a hail
of bullets hitting both ponies and men.

Little Coyote was in the rear; when
he saw what happened, he pulled hard
on his pony’s rein and raced for what
cover there was beyond the brush.
There were wagons and tepees dotting
the landscape and he headed for them.
He guided his pony zig-zag fashion be-
tween them always trying to keep some
sort of obstacle between him and the
guns until he was out of range.

As he raced along, his pony
screamed as a bullet found its mark in
a fleshy part of its body, but Little
Coyote kicked him on. He thought he
was almost clear when a hot, searing
pain hit him in the thigh. The pain
tore through his whole body, but the
will to be free drove him on. Finally
he was out of range and he slackened
his pace as he became lost in the vast
blackness of the night. He was free,
but not for long.

Little Coyote knew what this meant.
In the morning soldiers would come
to his father’s tepee, looking for him.
They would take him back to prison,
possibly death if his axe ended the life
of the soldier he threw it at. He knew
he could not go to his father’s lodge,
so he headed for the spring. There he
could tend his wound and make his
plans. His visions of becoming chief
were .shattered. For a moment he
cursed Crooked Nose for his clumsi-
ness. Now he must think of escape;
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escape and survival. Where to go, and
how to live? His first thoughts were
to hole up in the mountains, but he
could not survive without weapons,
clothing and food. Regardless, hg knew
he would never surrender alive.

In the morning, a company of sol-
diers set out on horseback, headed for
the reservation of Chief Red Fox.
They arrived just before noon. The
officer-in-charge called a halt at the
edge of the camp and with a few men
moved on the tepee of Red Fox. The
clamor and excitement of the young-
sters reached Red Fox and Straight
Arrow, and they stepped out of the
tepee and waited for the officer. Red
Fox knew something was amiss.

When the officer told Red Fox and
Straight Arrow the story, they were
both shocked and hurt. The trust he,
Red Fox, had given on the day of sur-
render had been broken, and by his
own son. He had no choice but to of-
fer his help in the capture of Little
Coyote. He called for his pony and
soon he, Straight Arrow, and a few of
his men were riding with che soldiers
towards the mountains to start the long
search for Little Coyote.

rT ,HEY RODE the trail all day with
¢ no success. That night they made
camp and ate a scanty meal. Red Fox
tried to rest, but sleep would not come
and he welcomed the dawn.

They rode the trails all day again,
stopping only to rest the horses and eat
a quick meal at noon. Red Fox’s heart
was heavy. He did not talk, only
searched every wooded glen and rocky
path for his son, or for some sign of
him.

And then, as the sun began to de-
scend in the west they saw him. He
was standing at the top of a rocky
peak, the red ball of the sun making a
halo around him. He had seen them
miles away, and, seeing the futility of
flight, waited for them, ready to fight
to the death.

At the spring hideout, Little Coyote
had found another axe; also there
were war paints, and he had smeared
his face in a guardy, hideous fashion.
He was prepared for death. He wait-
ed for the lons; line to reach the top
of the mountain.

Red Fox, Straight Arrow and the
soldiers stopped and dismounted. The
horses could go no further and the
rest of the journey had to be made on
foot. The officer dispersed his men to
cut off all avenues of escape. Then he
called to Little Coyote to come down
and surrender.

Red Fox heard his answer—defiant,
challenging and unafraid. Fie watched
him. He stood there proud, menacing
and waiting, watching their every
move. Like a mighty bull buffalo that
used to roam the plains, he stood there
—surveying his domain, looking for
trouble, ready to signal a warning
at the first approach of hunters. The
bulls were gone now, never to roam
again. Soon, Little Coyote would be
gone,, too—gone to the white man’s
prison and to his punishment. Red Fox
could not help but feel proud of him as
he stood waiting, knowing his fate but
not showing any signs of weakening.
He' was a brave bull, too—the last of
the brave bulls.

Straight Arrow -turned to his father
and the officer. “Wait here,” he told
them, “I shall go up the mountain and
bring him down.”

“No, my son,” replied Red Fox, “he
is armed and he will kill you.”

“That is a chance | must take.”
Straight Arrow answered, “for if | am
to someday lead my people | must
show that | stand for justice and am
not afraid of death.”

Red Fox knew this and gave him
these words to guide him. “Go, my
son; do the duty that is yours, and
may the Great Spirit be on your side.”

Straight Arrow started up the moun-
tain. When he was halfway up he called
to Little Coyote to come down and
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surrender. Little Coyote yelled back
at him to go back down the mountain
or be killed.

Straight Arrow reached the top of
the mountain and faced Little Coyote.
His brother stood there, every muscle
taut, ready to strike. The red gold of
the sun was like a halo around his
whole body. His blood stained and tat-
tered leggings sagged at his waist. The
war paint made him a fierce looking
fighter. Straight Arrow knew Little
Coyote was a fighter, probably a bet-
ter fighter than he was, because he
had not practiced the art; he was a
peace loving man.

He called to Little Coyote. “Come,
you must go down and give yourself
up; you have Kkilled a soldier and
therefore, you must pay the penalty
as described by the white man.”

“l shall never be taken alive. | have
killed and | shall kill again if neces-
sary. Go back, or my axe will end your
life as it did the soldier back at the
fort.”

“No,” retorted Straight Arrow, “I
have come to take you back and that |
will do.”

“If you take one step closer I shall
end your life with this axe,” Little
Coyote yelled, his voice showing the
strain of the last few days.

CTRAIGHT ARROW knew this but
Ahe must go on, he could not back
up now. He watched Little Coyote.
Both men eyed each other, each wait-
ing for the other to make the first
move. Suddenly Straight Arrow
jumped off the rock he was standing
on to gain better footing. Immediately
Little Coyote threw his axe, Straight
Arrow swerved but the axe grazed his
arm, bringing a gush of blood.

They drew their knives and maneu-
vered for position. Each man was
poised, ready to strike. This was a
fight to the death; brother against
brother, principle against principle.

Both men were wounded and weak
from loss of blood.

Straight Arrow stepped on a rock;
it slipped and he went down on one
knee. Instantly Little Coyote sprang
forward, knife held high ready to de-
liver the death-stroke. Straight Arrow
grabbed his wrist and struck with his
own knife. He met only air, and Lit-
tle Coyote in turn grabbed his wrist.
Little Coyote’s momentum pushed
Straight Arrow over on his back and
they began to roll, each man trying to
loosen his knife-hand and gain footing.
Neither could do so, only hold the oth-
er at bay. Suddenly, Little Coyote
summoned up all his available strength
and dashed Straight Arrow’s knife-
hand against a sharp rock, causing him
to drop his knife. He then grabbed
Straight Arrow by the throat; Straight
Arrow grabbed his arm, trying to pull
his hand away before he cut off his
breath. Over and over they rolled,
breaking holds and getting new ones.

Their struggle carried them to the
edge of a cliff. If they fell or rolled
off, both would be killed. Little Coyote
rolled over on top of Straight Arrow,
trying with one hand to end it with
a thrust of his knife, trying with the
other hand to push Straight Arrow off
the cliff.

Straight Arrow tried- a do-or-die
trick; he put his foot in Little Coyote’s
midriff and flipped him over his head.
Little Coyote was taken by surprise
and when he landed he was on the
very edge of the cliff. There was no
footing or hand-holds; he was slip-
ping, slipping over the cliff to certain
death. Straight Arrow rolled over and
looked up. He lunged forward trying
to grab Little Coyote but he missed.
He looked at Little Coyote’s face. It
was mixed with fear, horror and per-
plexity; the blood drained out of it
Each streak of war paint stood out
from the mask of blood, dirt and
sweat.
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Little Coyote knew his fate but with
every ounce of strength he fought for
his life. However, his was a lost cause;
he slipped off the ledge, falling to the
rocks below. As his body hurled
through the air he gave out a scream
of death; yet, as it echoed through the
mountains one could almost detect a
ring of defiance. The same defiance
Little Coyote lived by and finally died
by.
Straight Arrow dropped his head, a
sick flush rushed through his body. He
had won the battle,'but not the way
he wanted to win. He had not wanted
to win. He had not wanted to be the
cause of his brother’s death. Now it
was all over and he could not help it.

Red Fox, his chiefs and the soldiers
watched the battle. They watched it
see-saw back and forth. They watched
Straight Arrow flip Little Coyote
through the air and they saw him dig
into the rock, trying to save himself.
They saw his body fall through the
air. When Red Fox saw the end he
dropped his head too. The echo of his
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son’s scream hit his ears like a thou-
sand screams, filling his head like a
thousand voices.

The officer sent a detachment of
soldiers to recover the body and then
they all returned to the reservation.

When they arrived, Little Coyote’s
body was taken to his father’s tepee.
Red Fox followed them into the tepee
and then ordered everyone out.

Corn Flower was waiting for
Straight Arrow. When he walked up
to her, neither said a word. They just
held each other, thankful it was all
over and thankful they were back to-
gether. She looked up into his face.
She wiped away the dirt and sweat and
smoothed his ruffled hair. He kissed
her forehead, then lead her away from
the crowd.

He headed for the stream and their
favorite rock. Arm and arm they
walked each to their own thoughts,
but each thinking the same thing.
Peace had returned to the reservation.

*
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Dick Clay had sworn never to use his guns again.
But... he was free to wear them, for all the good
that would do!

NO GUNS FOR
JUSTICE

by CARL MINCEMOYER

R. SIMMONS said hotly, “In
I\/I the East, this sort of thing

would never be allowed. Does
Carson think he’s the Almighty, or
something?”

Dick Clay leaned on the plank
counter of his small hardware store and
listened. He looked out the big front
window recently shipped in from
Dodge City. The dusty street was quiet
now at midday, strangely quiet after
the wildness of last night.

“It’s outrageous,” Mr. Simmons
went on. “With Carson’s sheriff al-
ways drunk, it isn’t safe to walk the
street after supper. And with Carson,
it isn’t safe anywhere any time.”

“Speak of the devil,” Dick said,
watching the entrance to Carson’s sa-
loon across the street.

Mr. Simmons glanced out quickly.
“Oh, Lord...what’s he want now?”
He held his voice low.

They waited in silence while Carson
lumbered up on the porch, followed by
the lighter step of a dark, slim man
known only as Pete. Carson kicked the
screen door open and stepped in, with
Pete flanking him. The spring pulled
the door shut with a slam.

Carson paused a moment, smiling

tightly. Then he said, “1’ll see you lat-
er, Simmons.”
Mr. Simmons stood still. Dick

thought he could almost feel this man
cringe.

66

“l said 1'd see you later,” Carson
repeated, his voice huge.

Mr. Simmons muttered a “Yes, sir,”
and hurried around Carson and
through the screen door, stumbling on
the door sill. Dick watched him go past
the window towards his newly opened
drygoods store.

“What’s in them cans?” Carson de-
manded, nodding toward the back
shelf.

“Paint,” Dick said.

“Is that a fact?” Carson drew his
gun, aimed and shot three times, the
sound of the shots booming against
the low ceiling. Three of the cans
sprung a leak, the paint rushing down
into the nail bins like a messy rain-
bow.

“Well, you was right at that,” Car-
son said. His smile stretched across
his face.

Dick’s foot rested on the partly-
open drawer below the cash register.
In the drawer two gunbelts twisted like
coiled snakes, the holsters holding
bone-handled death. His mind went to
the guns now, but his body remained
rigid.

/"ARSON BLEW at the tiny wisp of
A powdersmoke from the barrel and
holstered his gun. He shook his head
with mock regret. “I shouldnt oughta
do things like that; it ain’t no way
to get friendly, is it?”



“Nope,” Dick said. There was a lot
else on his mind to say, but Carson
had his hand on his gun; behind him
Pete was hovering, and there were
seven more paint cans on the back
shelf.

“What I'm trying to say is | want
to be friendly. My town needs mer-
chants. | think a fella who played it
smart could do right well.”

Dick slowly slid the drawer shut
with his foot, putting temptation a
little farther away. Carson was waiting
for him to speak.

“I’'m open to business to all that can
pay,” Dick replied. “l think | men-
tioned that before.”

Muscles swelled along Carson’s jaw.

67

“You ain’t keeping your policy. | hear
you gave credit to Sol Petersen.”

Dick nodded. “He’ll pay.”

Carson grew a new smile that out-
did the others. Dick saw the big man’s
stomach jerk as he grunted with glee.

“You’ll have to check that one up
to loss. | guess you ain’t heard. He
came in from work last night and start-
ed a fire in his stove. Seems there was
some dynimite in it, though. What
do you think of that crazy fool—put-
ting dynimite in his stove?”

Dick looked out the window, away
from Carson’s eyes. “Seems it hap-
pened here before.”

“Yeah,” Carson said roughly.
them farmers learn awful slow.”

“All
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“All right,” Dick said. He hoped
Carson wasn’t going to blow all day.

“Listen, Clay, this is my town. There
were Injuns lying around waiting to be
buried when 1 laid it out. Everything
here | planned and built myself. | had-
da jight for it. Ain’t no farmers com-
ing in after all the fighting is done
and taking my land and my town, law
or no law. I'm still fighting. And ain’t
nobody gonna make it easier for them.
They won't stay if they can’t buy noth-
ing.”

He paused a moment. “You listen to
me. I'm a patient man. | could like
you. . .but you better tow the line
pretty damn quick. And no more credit
to farmers.”

He opened the door and stepped out,
Pete following silently behind. They
passed Dora Simmons on the porch.
Carson touched his hat to her, but she
looked away. Carson scowled and start-
ed across the street.

Dora came in. The corners of her
lips were tucked down. Dick knew she
was scared and ashamed of the thing
that was happening to her father.

“Well, did he give you the do or
die?” she asked sharply. “Father’s
over there acting like a scared rabbit.
And everybody else in town acts the
same way. Whoever said that in the
West men were men, never was here.”

JT\ICK. WALKED to the back shelf
a-#and tilted the paint cans so no
more would run out. He hadn’t mind-
ed the humiliation before, but now,
with her there, he minded it very much.
And the worst part was knowing she
wouldn’t understand.

She came up behind him. “Did Car-
son do that?”

Dick nodded, looking for a rag.

“And you didn’t do anything! Hon-
estly—"

She turned and stalked to the door.
“Dora!” Dick called, but she gave
no sign of hearing him. Then she was
gone, a slight trace of scent pausing
in the air.

Dick walked behind the counter and
opened the drawer. He looked at the
bone-handled ,45s. He reached down
and felt his hand slide smoothly into
the familiar grip.

For a girl like that, a man could al-
most be persuaded to put them on and
try his luck, he thought. He glanced
across the street. There were only two
of them in there now; Carson and his
gunny...

He slammed the drawer in anger.
Why did he even bother to think of it.
He’d never wear them.. .

Mr. Simmons was packing his per-
sonal belongings into a buckboard
when Dick came dowm the street the
next morning, going to work, Dick
leaned on the sideboard until Mr.
Simmons came out with another lead.
“Pulling out, eh?”

Mr. Simmons set a carpet bag and
an armload of books on the tail gait.
Fie pulled out a large red handkerchief
and ran it across his face although the
morning air was cool.

“I'm selling out; it’s the only thing
I can do. I've given it lots of thought,
and it’s the only thing. Carson’ll make
trouble if | sell to the nesters, and |
can’t make a living selling overalls to
cowhands.”

Dick nodded. He had just noticed
Pete sitting in front of his store. Some-
thing slid and turned inside him—
something that was neither fear or
bravery.

“Dick, if you was smart, you’d do
the same thing. Carson’ too big to
fight, and there’s lots of clean towns.
It just isn’t worth the trouble.”

Dick started to walk down the street.

“Wait a minute,” Mr. Simmons
called. “What are you figuring to do?”

Dick shook his head. “I don’t know.”

Carson had had it easy with Sim-
mons, Dick thought. Maybe they’d try
for him, Dick Clay, today, and get
the whole undesirable element out of
town at once. The rest of the mer-
chants had thrown in with Carson,
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afraid even to speak with Dick and
Simmons.

Pete sat with his back against the
front of the building, and Dick had
to step over his legs to get by. He un-
locked the front door and started to go
in when Pete said, “Hey, you.”

Dick turned and looked down at
Pete’s thin face. “Yes?”

“l seen you before, ain't 1? Weren’t
you a barkeep in Dodge once?”

“Does Carson want to know. What
he should worry about is where I'm

going.”

A HALF HOUR later, Dick was

looking through the window when
the farmer came along the row of
porches, his homespun shirt and pants
coated with soil. Pete still sprawled
across the hardware porch. The farm-
er glanced suspiciously at Pete, and
Pete grinned back. The farmer start-
ed to step over Pete’s legs as Dick had
done.

But Pete lifted one leg and the farm-
er was caught off balance. He fell
across the splintery boards. He jumped
to his feet, shaking a hand that had
picked up a painful sliver; anger ran
across his face.

“Why’d you do that?” he wanted to
know.

Pete rose to his feet slowly. He
smiled. “Why’d | do what?”

“Trip me,” the farmer said. He
stepped back, not liking this lanky
man with the beady eyes.

“What you want to make of it?”
Pete said. His hands flew out and
grabbed the front of the farmer’s
grimy shirt. He slammed the farmer
against the building, the farmer’s elbow
crashing against the window. The win-
dow patterned with cracks; a few
pieces rattled to the floor inside the
store.

Dick had already left his post be-
hind the counter, and he stepped quick-
ly out the screen door. His hands fum-
bled roughly on the slick buckskin of
Pete’s back, and finally caught the
collar. He started to pull Pete off, but
Pete had already left go of the farmar.

Dick brought his own hand to his
side. He said to the farmer, “Go on.”

The farmer looked from one to the
other, then walked hastily up the street,
looking over his. shoulder once as if
to be sure he had really escaped.

Pete said, “You’re gonna get your-
self hurt, little fella, buttin’ into
folks’ affairs.”

“He was a customer,” Dick said. m

Pete chortled. “He was a nester,
that’s what.”

Dick pushed the screen door open,
stopped. “If you’re gonna stay here all
day, I might as well close up. | don’t
want anyone killed on my account.”

Pete eased himself down to his old
position on the porch. “Can’t rightly
say how long either of us will be here.
The boss sort of had the idea you
might like to see him. He says you can
go on over to his place anytime.”

“No thanks,” Dick said.
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He got the broom and dustpan and
swept the glass into a pile. He ex-
amined the window; it was destroyed,
although something stuffed into the
broken part ought to hold it until he
got a new one freighted in.

He frowned. Would he be here long
enough to need a new window?

Then he saw Dora coming along
the porch. He set himself. If Pete
tripped her.. .

But Dora stepped down to the street
and walked around him. Pete wrinkled
his forehead and rubbed his whiskers
with his fist, grinning.

CHE CAME in and bent over the
Acounter. “l saw what happened,
Dick.”

He nodded. He began sweeping the
glass into the dustpan. Funny how his
tongue got stiff when she was around.

“Dad’s leaving,” she said.

“l know.” Dick watched the glass
slide out of the dustpan into the trash
barrel.

C“Well, 1’'m not!” she stormed. “That
man doesn’t frighten me. He’s only
so tough because no one will stand up
to him. I'm going to stand. You’re
probably going to sell out, too, so you
might as well sell to me. | can’t pay
you everything now, but | will when
I get things going.”

Dick laid the broom aside and looked
at her. Doggoned, if she didn’t mean it.
“So you think you can fight Carson
all by yourself?”

She turned her face from him.
“Well, | can try. Thats more than
anyone else wants to do.”

“l better nail something over the
window. That glass is liable to fall
and hurt somebody.”

He picked up an old carton top he
had brought from the back room and
started to tack it fast to the wall. He
was aware Dora had walked behind
the counter.

“These will work as good as a ham-
mer,” she said.

Dick turned, saw her holding up the

holstered guns. “How did you know
about these?” he asked softly.

“The drawer was open when | kept
shop one night. | happened to see
them.”

Dick pulled them out of her hand.
He squeezed past her, put them in the
drawer, then slammed it shut. He
would have to get rid of them. He
should have done it long ago.

She came beside him. “You’re not
afraid, Dick. You pulled that gunfight-
er off the farmer. You’re not afraid—
what is it.”

He looked into her serious face. He
put his hands on her shoulders, hard-
ly noticing he was doing what he had
ached to do since he had seen her; he
simply was trying to make it easier to
say what he must.

“Come on back here.”

He led her by the hand to the back
storeroom where Pete wouldn’t hear.
They stopped in the shadowy room
and faced each other. He opened his
mouth, shook his head...it wasnt
easy.

“What troubles you so?” she asked
quietly.

T_JE PUT his hands into his pockets

and made his arms stiff. “There
were a lot of things. . .the past, |ve
hid. 1 didn’t want you to ever know.
The guns—I dont know why | ever
kept them. I told myself it was in case
of robbery, but that isn’t the truth.
Maybe they mean too much to me,
maybe | can never let them go.”

He paused, then said bluntly, “Dora,
I've killed six men.”

Pie watched her face, expecting the
tightness, expecting the bleak, fearful
stare he had seen so many times in
the past when people had learned who
he was.

But her face didn’t change, except
for a slight, serious frown. And in a

little while, she said, “Was it fair
fighting?”
Dick shrugged. “Fair...? Each

man drew first. But they didnt have
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any more chance against me than if
I had shot them in the back. I can re-
member the look on their faces—Iike
they still doubted | could draw that
fast.

“l left all that on my backtrail—
I tried to. One of those men had a
family. | tried to help out. | had mon-
ey. But she wouldn’t take nothing off
me.

“That’s when | took an oath before
God | wouldn’t use my guns on another
man. Well, | kept the oath, but I also
kept the guns. | don’t know why, ex-
cepting | never been much good at
much but—Using them.”

He stopped, amazed at the way the
words had rushed, and slightly
ashamed as he realized how much he
had needed to tell someone.

Dora bit her lip and gazed at the
floor. Dick wished she would speak,
let him, know what she was thinking.
Damn it! He should have chosen his
words, maybe even written them down
first, like making a speech.

“It’s funny,” he said. “You’re the

only one | really wanted to keep all
that from, and you’re the only one that
knows now.”

“I'm glad you told me,” she said,
looking up. “I—I believe you had a
good reason to do what you did.”

“Is any reason good enough to Kill
a man?”

“Sometimes it’s a good thing to use
guns; sometimes there is no choice. A
law officer has to use them. If you
used them against men like Carson,
it’d be a good thing.”

Dick shook his head in frustration.
“l took an oath. Six lives—do you un-
derstand what that is?”

Dora moved toward him, her eyes
wide with determination. “l under-
stand. But what about the farmers?
What about Sol Petersen? Don’t you
see—a man has to use whatever he
has against men like Carson?”

“l don’t know,” Dick said. He knew
that his face showed his confusion. “I
took an oath.”

He heard the sound of someone’
boots on the porch. He held up his
hand for Dora to be silent. Several
men were coming into the store.

“Wait here,” he whispered.

T TE WENT to the doorway, saw

Carson and a stranger waiting.
Through habit he walked behind the
counter, wondering if they'had heard.

“Clay, | want you to meet Frank
Bastion,” Carson said, smiling. “He’s
the man that’s gonna take over this
enterprise.”

Dick’s eyes were fixed on Carson’s
smile, and Carson’s words were only
noises without meaning. It seemed that
Carson was always smiling, like a man
trying to hide from a conscience that
screamed dead men’s names at night.
Or maybe men like Carson didn’t
hear...

“Clay, you've had enough time. You
got until twelve o’clock—that’s two
hours—to decide if you’re selling or
not. But we’ve been over that before.
| just ain’t got no use for nesters and
them as helps them. I’ll be over in the
saloon when you make up your mind.”

Carson walked to tire door, looked
back. “One thing plumb slipped my
mind. The price has gone down; 1l
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give you five hundred dollars for the
works.”

Dick watched Carson and Bastion
walk across the street and enter the
saloon. His long slender fingers lay
balled on the counter. He looked

around the store, at the nail bins, the
knife counter, the stacks of pans—all
his new life was in this business.
Sometimes a man had no choice. ..
Suddenly, his decision reached, he
hurried to the drawer. He pulled it
open and lifted out the gunbelts with
the twin holsters. The weight felt
sharply reassuring in his hand, and all
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at once he knew why he had kept the
guns.

Dick buckled them around his thin
waist as he walked to the back room.
He wanted to see Dora first. That was
important.

Dora stared at the guns. She stood
unmoving, one small hand pressed to
the neckline of the blue cotton dress.

She’s scared, Dick thought. But this
was what she wanted.

“Dick—" she started, then was un-
able to finish.

He waited a little, but he wanted to
be on with it. Waiting made him think,
and thinking again made his stomach
go sour. Everything had to be smooth
and fast; thinking brought fear.

“I’'m going across,” he said at last.

She shook her head. “No, Dick! You
dont have to prove anything to me.”

“l know. | just gotta—"
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“Those things | said, maybe | didn’t
mean them. Things might work out
some other way.”

Dick stepped to her and put his arms
around her shoulders. When he
touched her he noticed his fingers were
feeling strange. This waiting was no
good. “What you said was right. 17d
of come to the same conclusion, any-
how.”

He made himself leave her. He
walked to the door. “You stay back
here,” he said.

“I’Il wait for you, Dick.”

He stalked half the length of the
store and stopped. He moved his fin-
gers, limbering them. They were damp
with nervousness. Too much waiting.

“Pete!” he yelled. “Pete!”

T TE SAW Pete’s shoulder through
A * the window as he rose from the
porch. Then Pete squinted through the
screen door, but wouldn’t be able to
see into the shadows. “What you want,
Clay? You wanta see Carson?”

“l want to see you,” Dick said.
“Come on in.”

He heard Pete mumble something
to himself as he reached for the door
handle. He opened it and entered. He
stopped suddenly when he saw the guns
on Dick’s waist. The door slammed
like a shot.

Pete’s eyes narrowed. “You aiming
to try something?”

“I'm ready when you are.”

Pete’s hands hung at his sides. He
rubbed the palm of his right hand
slowly on his thigh. He nodded slight-
ly at some secre-t thought.

“Come on,” Dick said. He thought
of Dora in the back room. Was she
waiting breathlessly for the shot? Hed
get it over with quickly for her sake.

“Ain’t never been but one man ever
carried his left gun butt forward,”
Pete said. “l knew | saw you before.
You're Jesse Plite!”

“Jesse Plite died,” Dick said, “un-
til Carson brought him back to life.

But he’s going to die when this is over,
one way or another.”

Pete’s palm still moved slowly on
his thigh. Dick watched it carefully.
One split second could kill a man.

“Come on,” Dick said; “make your
play or get out of town.”

Pete’s eyes wavered, like a man
looking for cover. “I ain’t never backed
down to a man yet.”

“You mean you ain’t never stood up
to a man. Maybe if | had a stove you
could put some dynimite in it.”

Pete’s hand stopped. He glared at
Dick, the silence and stillness stretch-
ing the seconds to minutes. Pete was
breaking, Dick knew. Except that his
pride wouldn’t let him do it easily.

Pete said weakly, “lI got no fight
with Jesse Plite.”

“l got a fight with Carson,” Dick
said. “Are you working for Carson
or are you riding?”

Pete made an embarrassed grin and
shrugged, keeping the movement de-
liberately slow. “Well, I guess I’'m Tid-
in".”

“Okey. Go to the livery stable and
get a horse—"

“My horse is over in front of the
saloon.”

“Never mind that one. Get one at
the stable. And | wanta see you ride
out the other way, and make it fast.”

Pete hesitated a moment, then turned
and went out. Dick walked to the
door and watched Pete walk swiftly to
the stable. He remained there until he
saw Pete ride out of the barn and
start down the street, out of town.

TLTE KNEW that Dora was watching
-1 A him from the back room. He said,
“One down.” He walked across the
dusty street, the bright sunshine hurt-
ing his eyes after the store. He real-
ized some of the old excitement was
coming back; the feeling of powerful-
ness that could never come from physi-
cal strength alone. He tried to suppress
it. After this his guns were coming off
m—0ne way or another.
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Dick’s sandals were silent as he
crossed the porch and pushed through
the batwing. He saw he had taken Car-
son completely by surprise, as he had
wished to do. Carson didn’t look from
his conversation with Bastion until he
heard the swish of the batwings. The
surprise was plain on his face.

Nobody spoke unnecessary words.
Dick looked straight ahead with a jug-
gler’s preoccupation so he could com-
mand both the bartender and the men
at the table at once. Carson was armed,
and there would be a shotgun behind
the bar.

“You, Bastion, and the bartender—
get out,” Dick said.

Nobody moved, watching him.

“l said get out,” Dick repeated. He
moved his hand a little nearer his gun.

The bartender started first, then
Bastion rose. Dick tensed; Carson
might draw when the stranger came
between them. But Carson didn't
draw, keeping his hands flat on the
table. Dick stepped aside so the men
could file past him. “Get plumb up the
street, if you want to live,” he said.

Dick heard them move up the board-
walk. He and Carson stared at each
other. The corner of Carson’s lip
twitched.

Dick walked slowly to the center
of the bar, seeing Carson’s head turn
slowly to follow him. He stopped when
he was sure no unseen gun might plug
him from outside.

“Well, Carson, what say we bury
the hatchet and get together—my
way?”

Carson made a small nervous titter.
“No hard feelings? You can’t blame me
for putting a little pressure on.”

“That’s right, anybody might have
done the same thing.” Dick left him-
self grin.

Carson was half grinning himself.
“You wanta be cut in, is that it?”

“No,” Dick said, still grinning. “I
want to cut you out.”

The smirk on Carson’s face froze.
“l—I1 don’t understand.”

“Stand up!” Dick said.

Carson rose slowly. “What are you
going to do?”

“l don’t rightly know,” Dick said.
“l mean, | don’t rightly know if I'm
going to shoot you in the head or the
gut. You got any preference?”

[""ARSON said nothing. His face was
cold sober now, as he realized ex-
actly what was going on.

“Maybe you’d like to cuddle up to
some dynimite. That seems to be your
favorite way of going under.”

The twitch in Carson’s face started
again.

“Come on. You like to show them
guns off; let’s see what you can do
with them.”

Carson was edging towards the bat-
winged door. His voice rose suddenly.
“Petel Pete!” But there was no an-
swer other than the silent hum of death
in the room.

“Go on and take a look,” Dick said.

Carson almost ran to the entrance,
looked toward the hardware store.

“Pete rode that-away. For the dura-
tion. He wouldn’t of been much help,
anyways.”

Carson turned back to face Dick.
His face looked tired, like that of a
man who stays up nights to scheme.

“Unbuckle your gun,” Dick said;
“let it drop.”

Carson’s hands came up quickly to
the gunbuckle. He let the belt fall
heavily to the floor. His face held a
sudden light of hope, suspecting, per-
haps, that Dick would not shoot him
without a gun.

“Kick it over to your table,” Dick
said.

Carson kicked it, the gun and belt
slid on the smooth floor to rest under
the table.

Dick unbuckled his own guns then.
He laid them carefully on the bar. But
that would be too handy. He half
turned to drop them behind the coun-
ter.

He spun around to see Carson mak-
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ing a stooped run for the gun under
the table, looking clumsy in his haste,

Dick met him a few feet short of
the table, pushed him off balance. Car-
son sprawled awkwardly over a chair

and stretched out on the floor. He
scrambled quickly to his feet.

They paused, facing each other, and
Carson suddenly looked immense,
towering a half foot over Dick. His
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arms bent slightly at the elbows, his
fists clenched.

Dick waited for the charge. Maybe
what he lacked in weight and reach,
his slight body could make up in speed.
That was the gamble now, and every-
thing was at stake.

Carson came lumbering forward.
Dick held his ground until the last mo-
ment, then doubled and stepped side-
ways. Carson went half past him be-
fore he was jarred by Dick’s fist com-
ing straight from the shoulder. Dick's
fists struck repeated!}' against Carson’s
ribs, beneath his armpit. He saw Car-
son wince with pain, heard him groan.
Carson turned toward him, his hand
raking down across Dick’s face. The
fingernails tore flesh, and Dick felt
the warm, sticky sensation of blood.

JTACK STEPPED in again, and ran

smack into Carson’s fist. It felt
as if his head was going to rock off his
shoulders. Carson pressed the advan-
tage of his reach, throwing blows to
Dick’s face before he could move
back.

The saloon came back into focus.
Carson was rushing on him, his face a
grimace, one fist cocked. Dick went
under it by instinct. He brought his
head up and forward, catching Carson
in the neck.

Carson staggered backward, hold-
ing his hands to his neck, uttering a
strangled cry. He was blinded with
tears of pain.

Dick followed him. He pulled Car-
son’s hands down with his left hand,
and hit him with his right. He hit him
again and again, until the blood spout-
ed in a dozen places frm Carson’s fea-
tures.

Dick let go of the front of Carson’s
coat, finally. Carson crumpled to the
floor. He weakly pulled his hands to
his throat, a little less than aware. He
made a horrible sound as he tried to
draw air through his throat.

Dick lifted a partly full beer mug
off the bar, carried it over to Carson,

and splashed it into his face, making
him sputter and cough. He reached
down and grabbed him, noticing the
blood on his hands. Carson was heavy
and limp, but Dick found he could
move him by his armpits.

With his back he pushed open the
batwings, pulling Carson across the
porch, his boots clumping as his legs
dragged down the steps. Dick let him
flop. Dirt stuck to the blood on his
head when he rolled in his torment.

A crowd had gathered now. Dick
looked around at the ring of faces. He
saw the bartender and Bastion, but
they made no move, probably had no
thought to help Carson. There were
merchants and bewhiskered farmer's,
several of the latter wearing grins.
They had suffered most beneath the
pressure of Carson’s thumb.

Carson’s groans ceased. He tried to
sit up.

“Get his horse, somebody,” Dick
said.

Dick watched Carson reach full con-
sciousness. Then one of the men came
through the crowd with Carson’s big
gelding.

Dick said, “I’m giving you the same
proposition you gave everybody else.
Get out of town and don’t come back.
You held a lot of porver in this town,
but there isn’t one man you can call
your friend.” He motioned to the men.
“Put him on.”

Four men grabbed him with willing
hands, lifted him into the saddle. Car-
son slumped wearily, his feet pawing
to find the stirrups. One of the men
cracked the horse’s rump with the flat
of his hand, yelled, “Yahoo!” and the
horse sprung forward.

Dick watched until Carson was past
the last building, then started for the
hardware store. Halfway across the
street he remembered he had forgotten
his guns. He stopped a moment, then
shrugged. He had no use for them.

He hurried up the steps and pushed
through the door. Dora was waiting,
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waiting there in his own hardware
store, flushed with relief.

“Oh, Dick! You’re hurt!” Her hands
went tenderly to his face.

“It’s all right,” Dick said. He fig-
ured he must look pretty bad—Carson
had got in some good licks. But he sure

BEAM

didn’t feel bad. How could a man feel
bad when he had a growing hardware
store and a girl like Dora to help look
after it.

“And, Dora,” he said, “l didnt use
the guns.”

BUSCOE--CATTLE MAN

(continued frotn page 39)

Tim made a fortune with that herd of
his. Seems they could be turned into
those soft steaks that melted in your
mouth. Fetched fancy prices all over
the world. But when the last one was
et up, no more. You can read it all in
the Cattleman’s Gazette. They kept
them old papers in the firehouse in Dal-
las. Come to think of it, that firehouse
burned down, so you got to take my
word for it.

TS7TE FINALLY git on our way. For

” two days we travel and on the
third day we see a sad sight. There on
some rocks is a man, a female critter,
and a kid. All a-c:ryin’ as if the judge-
ment day had a come.

“Find out what’s wrong,” Bear Bus-
coe tells me.

So | git off my horse and speak to
what passes for a man. But when |
heard the sad story, | sit down next to
'em. They are a bunch of nesters.
That slimy rat, Jed Slimpers from the
Big Bar Ranch wants to git ’em off
the land. So he gives the kid some
matches and shows how they git light-
ed. The poor kid burned down the
cabin. | tell that to my pal.

“Hugh,” is all he says. But | knows
what he means. When he is mad, he
is angry. Off his horse he slides and
begins to work.

With his bear hands he uproots one
hundred trees. Then he takes out his
pocket knife and starts to shave off
the branches. He is a-goin’ make them
folks a new cabin. Comes night. Dark
as can be but Bear Buscoe knows how
to git light.

“Zssssss” he whistles and millions
of fireflies come around and shine
their lights till that sun comes up again.
The cabin is finished. But not my pal.
He puts his ear to the ground and lis-
tens.

“Water down there and |
well.”

So he scoops out the dirt with his
left hand and the water jumps right
up

dig a

We left them happy folks and head-
ed south by north. I knows what is
goin’ happen. Big Bar Ranch is due
for a lesson in justice. By noon we
gits there. Jed Slimpers takes one look
at Bear Buscoe and knows there’s
trouble on the ranch.

“Git everyone out of the ranch house
pronto,” orders my pal.

And all the men folks dash out
because they feared somethin’ terri-
ble. They wuz right. Bear Buscoe
stands in front of the place and tickles
his nose twice. He gives one of those
terrible sneezes. Like a tornado but
wurst. The whole ranch house tum-
bles down to the ground.

“Teach you to show Kkids how to
burn down a house,” he says. “If |
iver hear agin you doin’ a mean thing,
then 1 will git real mad,” he warned
that low down skunk, Jed Slimpers.

We rode away quiet like. Bear Bus-
coe says something to me that makes
my spine git chilled.

“Lucky for that Jed Slimpers | had
a cold in my nose or I would have
blowed everything across the Rio
Grande.”

ic
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Newspaper Editor

by JOHN L.

LTHOUGH there may be
A newspapers today that distort,

or actually invent, news, none
of them are as blatant about it as was
the Homer Mining Index under the
editorial guidance of J. W. E. Town-
send, better known as “Lying Jim”
Townsend. Townsend, incidentally,
was said to be the person after whom
Bret Harte patterned his character
“Truthful James”.

Lundy was a typical gold mining
town near the California-Nevada bor-
der in the High Sierras. A number of
the mines in the area were owned by
an English company. While the mines
were good producers, the rugged ter-
rain and the heavy snowfall during
seven months of the year ran the op-
erating costs up to the point that the
company realized something had to
be done to assure the current stock-
holders, as well as to attract new in-
vestors. The solution was to start a
newspaper, which would be circulated
not only in the Lundy area, but also
to all of the stockholders and prospec-
tive stockholders in England.

A complete plant was provided and
Townsend was hired as editor. It’s
doubtful that the promoters could have
found a better man for the particular
job they wanted done.
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Each issue of the Index carried ad-
vertisements from several grocery
stores, two -large dry goods stores,
three or four banks, a wholesale house,
millinery stores, haberdashers, hard-
ware stores and several saloons.

It also printed schedules of services
for five different churches and pub-
lished a railroad timetable showing the
daily arrival and departure of trains
connecting Lundy with the entire
United States.

All of this must have made excel-
lent reading for the British investors,
but the actual fact was that with the
possible exception of the saloons, none
of these business establishments exist-
ed. The express company, which main-
tained an office in Lundy, handled all
of the banking as well as the shipping.
There were no railroads and no church-
es. In fact, at this time the first gold-
rush fever was over and Lundy had
settled down to a somewhat monot-
onous existence, enlivened only by oc-
casional shooting scrapes.

It was as a social reporter, however,
that “Lying Jim” really hit his peak.
An avid reader of the Index would
note that the Lundy Opera House (also
non-existent) often presented some of
the most famous entertainers in the
American theatrical world. On these
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frequent occasions, Jim would describe
the first-night festivities at great length
including a report on the people attend-
ing and their costumes.

"THESE ARTICLES made a wonder-
“m ful impression on the trusting Brit-
ish investors, since they resembled sto-
ries of similar events appearing in the
large metropolitan newspapers. And
well they might have. Jim merely
clipped his society reports from San
Francisco newspapers and, by merely
changing the names of the people in-
volved, prepared the society page for
the Index.

However, even those stockholders
who were entirely convinced that
Lundy was a booming metropolis must
have puzzled over the last two pages
of each issue.

This was the section in which Jim
reported the real news of the area,
often editorializing with an acid pen.
He also used this section to dun delin-
quent subscribers by name and com-
ment, often adversely, on his fellow
citizens. Strangely enough, in an area
and during a period when editing a

newspaper was a precarious job at
best, there is no record that Jim was
ever assaulted, or even threatened, for
his sarcastic and malicious articles.

While the Homer Mining Index no
longer exists, one leading San Francis-
co daily newspaper will never forget it.

Several years ago, the paper ran a
series of articles on the so-called
“ghost towns” of the Sierras. An en-
terprising reporter built the history of
Lundy almost entirely from tire avail-
able files of the Index and had an
artist copy the sketches of Lundy at
its peak as they had appeared in “Ly-
ing Jim’s” newspaper.

There was many a red face a few
days after the story appeared when it
was discovered that the paved streets
and large buildings had existed only
in the fertile imagination of “Lying
Jim” Townsend. But the crudest blow
was to learn that the sketches, so care-
fully copied to illustrate the story, were
actually sketches of San Francisco’s
southern neighbor and arch-rival—Los
Angeles.

15 NEW, complete, action-packed stories
and the current issue features
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HERIFF JOHN CALLAHAN
Swas busy filling his cartridge belt
when the door to his office
opened. His deputy, Ben Morgan, had
ridden hard to bring him the news.
“Jerry Slaff is alive! He’s back here
with about fifty armed men. All from
across the border and they’ve taken
over. You can’t enter or leave town
without their permission. The tele-
graph wires were cut and you can’t
get a message out of Gulch Creek.
What are you going to do about it?”
The sheriff continued with his car-
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by [VSAT RAMD

Sheriff Callahan couldn’t move

against a Kkiller without proof.

But now fate was putting justice
into his hands.

tridge belt. Then he checked his Colt
and buckled on the belt. For seven
years he had waited for a day of reck-
oning and now it>had finally come.

“Jerry has a right to justice,” he
said as he walked toward the window.
“Wonder how Max Hill feels about
it?”

Down the main street of Hartstown
rode a young man on a magnificent
stallion. He was young and his skin
had been burned brown by the hot
sun of Mexico. Behind him were a
dozen other men from beyond the Rio
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Grande. The young man stopped be-
fore the sheriff’s office and dismount-
ed. One of the men with him held the
reins of his horse as Jerry entered.

“Hello, Sheriff,” was the simple
greeting. “I’m back. I’'m going to get
my thousand horses from Max Hill.”

“With interest,” added the sheriff.

There was no smile on the young
man’s face. lie had planned this ven-
ture for a long time. Revenge is not
something to sweeten the human soul.

“l hope you won't interfere with
me,” snapped back the young man.
“I'm certain you wouldn’t want the
town burned to the ground.”

“Is that a threat?” challenged the
sheriff.

“Take it anyway you want,” retort-
ed Jerry. “You didn’t do anything
when my father was Kkilled, and he
was one of your best friends. Why
should you do anything now?”

The sheriff winced as the truth of
the words struck home. He watched
the young man and his protective group
of riders go south along the one and
only main street of the town. Then
he returned to his office. His thoughts
went back seven years.

The Hill outfit had been losing mon-
ey. Half interest in the ranch was
owned by some people in England.
Max Hill ran the ranch and owned
the other interest. There were people
who said that he and his foreman, Joe
Denters, were milking the ranch. But
Max claimed that rustlers were gnaw-
ing at his livestock. Other ranchers
also demanded action. They were pow-
erful. Then on that tragic Thursday, a
group of men struck at a small cabin
where Herman Slaff lived with his
young son, Jerry. Herman had built up
a stock of a thousand horses. He
claimed he did so by clever trading.
Max and other ranchers said Herman
was nothing but a rustler. The small
cabin was burned to the ground; the
horses vanished, and the body of Her-
man Slaff swung from the limb of a
tree.
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The boy vanished, though it was
known that riders of the Hill outfit
had been out looking for him. Some of
the small homesteaders demanded ac-
tion to punish the killers. It was ru-
mored that Max Hill, Joe Denters, and
Pete Chappel had taken care of that
lynching party. But a rumor was one
thing.. .and legal proof another. Sher-
iff John Callahan knew it would be
useless to arrest Max Hill and the oth-
ers on mere hearsay.

As for the boy, Jerry, all kinds of
stories began to come across the bor-
der. Finally it was learned he had been
adopted by Juan Martinez who owned
large ranching interests in Mexico. It
must be the vaqueros from Mexico who
were riding with Jerry for his revenge.

T)ETE CHAPPEL was sitting alone

at a table in the Crimson Cafe
when Jerry entered. Normally at this
hour the place should have been filled;
but stories had circulated and there
was tension in the air. Pete Chappel
had his two hands on the table. In his
right hand was a derringer. Fie looked
at the young man whom he hardly
recognized.

“They say you came back to get
me,” were the words he managed to
get past his lips.

. The young man’s right hand wasn’t
close to his holster. He was fixing his
eyes on a man he had seen hundreds of
times in his mind.

“You helped lynch my father. Why
shouldnt you pay the penalty?”

Pete Chappel figured he could fire
before the young man in front of him
reached for his gun.

“Should you be thinking of getting
me,” suggested Jerry, “lI might remind
you of the men in town with me. They
would take care of you, then leave
you for the vultures. Every one of them
is a man who has felt the sting and
lash of injustice. That’s why they
rode with me to help me avenge my
wrong.”

Pete swung the gun into action.
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There was but one shot and he fell
to the floor. Jerry was startled and
he went for his gun.

“As the law, / had to get him,” said
the reassuring voice of the sheriff from
the balcony. “He went for you and
would have shot you.”

There was no thanks on the lips of
the young man. He had been cheated
out of one of his victims. There would
be two more. For he had sent a mes-
sage to the Hill ranch.

“We could make a break for it and
reach Fort Benton,” suggested Joe
Denters to his boss. “I don’t feel like
dying right now. We could get soldiers
and a United States Marshal. They
can’t do this to us.”

“But they are,” corrected Max Hill.
“Remember | sent out three of our
men for help, and riderless horses re-
turned. 1 don’t think they finished
those riders. Probably holding them
captive. But it worked. The rest of our
bunch have vanished. Told me it wasn’t
their fight. So what’re we going to do?
The message said if we came to the
Crimson Cafe we would have a chance
for our lives. Otherwise we’ll be burned
right here in the ranch house. Come
on, Joe! | think we can outsmart that
kid. Too bad we didn’t find him when
we searched.”

Max and Joe dismounted from their
horses outside the Crimson Cafe. They
tied the reins to the convenient hitch-
ing rail. Hill took a small bottle from
his saddle bag. He was conscious of
being watched by a group of armed
men. He and Joe entered the cafe.

“l see you two are here,” were the
words that greeted them.

Max Hill showed the bottle he was
holding and explained its purpose.

“There’s nitroglycerine in this bot-
tle. You try anything and I’ll throw
the bottle outside and blow up those
men who came with you.”

“That’s a threat to Kkill,” said the
unexpected voice of the sheriff. “Give
me that bottle; otherwise consider
yourself under arrest.”

SHOWDOWN 3

Joe Denters went for his gun. Jerry
was behind the sheriff who had quick-
ly shifted his position. That made it
difficult for the young man to shoot
without injuring the sheriff. John Cal-
lahan was quick as lightning and Den-
ters fired wild as he was hit in the
chest.

“Give me that bottle or fight,” chal-
lenged the sheriff.

IV/jfAX HILL was uncertain as to
A what to do. He had figured on how
to handle Jerry. Before he could de-
cide, the warm muzzle of the Colt was
against the pit of his stomach. And the
strong right hand of the sheriff
wrenched the bottle away. Max Hill
tried to recover the bottle and the gun
spoke its message of doom. He fell
back against the table and slumped
into a chair. Life was ebbing away!

“Before it’s too late,” suggested the
sheriff, “you might try to right the
wrong you did. | have a paper pre-
pared. You sign it. You give Jerry all
the livestock left on your ranch.”

The sheriff placed the paper on the
table and thrust a pencil into the dy-
ing man’s hand. When he finished
scrawling his name he was gone.

A large group of men leading live-
stock had crossed the Rio Grande into
Mexico. Next to Jerry rode his foster
father.

“You are now satisfied, my son,”
remarked Juan Martinez. “You are
now a man. You will marry Rosita
and have many muchachos. For there
is justice in this world.”

“l am satisfied now, father,” replied
the young man. “What | was in the
past died with those men. Perhaps it
is good their blood is not on my hands.
The sheriff was truly a friend.”

Ben Morgan looked out the window.
All was peaceful now in Hartstown.
But there was a puzzled look on his
face.

“I’ll never know if you planned to
get those three or eliminated them in
the execution of your duties. The gov-
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ernor seems satisfied you upheld the
jaw »

“Justice was finally done and that’s
all that counts,” snapped back the

MIRROR MAGIC

HEN THE traders who travelled

westward in the 1850s introduced
the plains Indian to the looking glass,
they never realized that the Redskin
would find so many practical new uses
for it: for once it was discovered that
mirrors reflect sunlight, and that the
resulting flash can be visible a long way
off, it was used the way moderns em-
ploy the telephone. It attracted atten-
tion, gave warning, and when the num-
ber of flashes were determined before-
hand. it also issued explicit directions in
regard to every pursuit of life that was
nearest and dearest to the heart of any
Indian: namely, hunting, war, feasting,
and—of course—Ilove.

When an Indian went a-wooing, he
seated himself on some little hillock
near the camp, where he could be in
full view of the tepee of his sweetheart.
Then he flashed a square of light di-
rectly inside it. The second flash went
to the left. The third, to the right. Then
he quietly waited, while the girl in the
case suddenly decided that she had to
go out for wood or water—which was
obviously right near the place where he
was waiting.

Should an Indian desire to call his
friends to a feast, he could tell his
guests exactly when the food was pip-
ing hot and ready, by relying on a pre-
vious mirror flash arrangement, which
confirmed the invitation and told them
that the time to come was now.

Information in regard to game when
a group of Indians hunted was com-
municated in a very similar manner:
the scouts who were sent in advance
flashed back whatever information they
discovered: if it consisted of four bands
of buffalo, for example, four distinct

sheriff. “The kid’s father was my best
friend. He wouldn’t have wanted blood
on his son’s hands.”
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flashes were relayed back to the party.
This indicated the quantity. A flutter-
ing motion followed, which was inter-
preted as “buffalo.” Other game was
identified by different types of signals,
and the direction was determined by
the way the glass was turned.

The warring Indian also employed
well-planned-out mirror signals: should
the advance guard of scouts discover a
large number of the enemy close at
hand, the mirror was given a tremulous
motion instead of distinct flashes. This
told the party in the rear to scatter at
once and secrete themselves. If there
were distinct flashes, they were to
hurry forward, moving to the left or
right as the flashes indicated. Obvious-
ly, such signals had to be changed fre-
quently, and were planned with great
care the night before the battle.

It’s interesting to note that when the
American troops discovered such sig-
nalling that they were considered to be
ingenious enough to be adapted and de-
veloped into the heliograph—which was
widely used in the Boer War by the
British. However, the Indian’s top use
for the mirror, despite all this was
the same as the white man’s: a way
that helped him obtain delight from his
own personal adornment.

In turn, of course, the mirror must
be adorned as well, by placing it in a
wooden frame complete with a handle
that was often as much as a full foot in
length. This was carved into what was
really an exquisite work of art, and
then beautifully painted and enhanced
with handsome brass tack studding.



HALL DANE

The town’s lawman ought to
set a good example, was the
way the bartender saw it.

HE SHERIFF’S rock hard fist

struck the drunk on the point

of his jaw and the man col-
lapsed as though torpedoed. “Anybody
else got anything to say about the
daughter of Matt Grimes?” he in-
quired, looking contemptuously down
at his victim.
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The bar room was silent as the
grave. Saddletramps and drifters for
the most part, the hangers on in the
Bat Wing saloon saw no reason to risk
the drunk’ fate. They filed out.

The sheriff sidled up to the bar.
“Whiskey,” he said. “Straight.”

Without a word the bartender
poured out the drink.

The sheriff tilted his glass and its
contents went down in one long swal-
low. He wiped his mouth with the
back of a hairy hand.

“l have had all this sort of talk I
am going to stand,” he announced. “If
any of them so much as thinks a wrong
thing about that girl 1 personally will
mop the floor with them.”
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“Aw, Charley," said the bartender
placatingly, “Don’t get yourself
steamed up for nothing. The boys
didn’t mean anything.”

“I know what they meant,” said the
sheriff belligerently.

“He was drunk,” said the bartender
pointing at the crumpled figure on the
floor.

“Makes it worse,” said the sheriff;
“for her name to be on the lips of
such scum is something | will not toler-
ate.”

The bartender straightened up and
his eyes narrowed. “Speaking as sher-
iff of this here county or as just plain
Charley Hawkins?”

The sheriff glared. “As both,” he
said loud enough for all to hear; “and
I mean every damn word of it.”

The bartender thought it over. “He
was in no condition to fight back.”

“What do | care? He wasnt too
damn drunk to befoul the name of the
finest woman in these parts.”

“Maybe you got a point there,” the
bartender conceded, “But you got to
remember one thing. He didn’t know
she was that.” The sheriff refused to
argue the matter. “What | said still
goes.”

The bartender shrugged and went
about the business of cleaning up the
empty glasses and mugs he had placed
on the far end of the bar. “No skin
off my nose,” he said philosophically,
“but you oughtn’t to forget that you
are the law.”

“Just what do you mean saying
that?”

“You’'re the sheriff, aint you?”
“You’re damn right I'm the sher-
iff.”

“Seems like it’s your duty then to
set a good example for the rest of us
here citizens, as you might say.”

TTHE SHERIFF snorted disdain-

fully. “Don’t give me that hog-
wash. | have been packin’ this star for
more years than | can remember, and

I never have felt no need for advice
as to how to run my office.”

The bartender smiled. “There’s al-
ways a first time.”

“Meaning what?”

The bartender took off his coat and
laid it carefully on the bar. “Just this.
I am a law-abiding man, and rough
loud talk in my place of business ain’t
pleasing to me none at all.”

“You aimin’ to do something about
it?”

The bartender came out from be-
hind the bar and stood facing the oth-
er. “l heard tell once,” he said, “that
you was something of a man who
didn’t need no gun to speak for him.”

Without a word, the sheriff took off
his gunbelt and laid it on the bar. “You
heard right.”

“In that case”. . .said the bartender,
and his fist clipped the sheriff high on
the cheek bone. Hawkins staggered
back.

The bartender followed up his ad-
vantage. In swift succession a series of
blows struck the sheriff, and he found
himself on his back looking up at the
bartender, who stood watching him
warily.

Anger shone in the sheriff’s eyes but
the bartender didnt seem to mind.
“Where | come from, men that talk
big are able to back it up with their
fists.”

The sheriff painfully rose to his
feet. “Seems to me,” he said, “I re-
member something of the sort, but it
was a long time ago. | was younger
then.”

The bartender smiled. “The trou-
ble with you Charley is that you are
too damn romantic. You and me both
know that dame is no good; yet here
you go slamming drunks around and
playing He-tiger in this sheep corral.
Any way you figure it, it just dont
make sense.”

The sheriff bellied up to the bar.
“This bar still open?”

“l reckon so; what’ll you have?”

“l need medical attention,” said the
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sheriff, “but I’ll settle for a shot of
whiskey.”

The bartender poured the drink;
when the glass was full, he looked at
the sheriff keenly a few moments and
then filled another glass for himself.

“Mud in your eye.”

“Salud,” said the sheriff.

“This here bar,” said the bartend-
er, “is one place it ain’t no crime to
speak the truth.”

“If 1 was ten years younger, or even
five,” said the sheriff, “I would argue
the point with you. But that last lick
you gave me on the jaw damn near
jarred me loose from any interest in
any truth at all.”

“It’s all in the point of view,” said
the bartender.

“Lying on your back,” the sheriff
said, “and looking up at a ranny like
you with two clubs for fists ain’t no
view point useful to me.”

“Education,” said the bartender
modestly, “is a wonderful thing.”

The sheriff grinned. “You really
think she is bad?”

The bartender winked. “If she
hadn’t a been,” he said, “l wouldnt
a married her.”

They laughed so loud they woke
the drunk.

WESTERN BRANDS AND CHANGES

Special Feature by J. ]. Mathews

TpHE PURPOSE of a brand was to
show ownership of stock, and an in-
telligent rancher would try to figure out
a brand that would be difficult for the
rustler to change. One of the first re-
corded brands in Texas was that of
Richard H. Chishom, of Gonzales, and
entered before the Alamo in 1832. The
purpose of public registration of brands
was so that cattlemen could detect a
blotched or illegal brand. In Texas, the
brands were recorded by counties while
other states had state brand books.

Some of the brands of the southwest
were based upon objects. One would be
very dumb not to figure out that a scis-
sors was the name of a brand made in
that object! And there was likewise a
Bible Brand; Broken Arrow Brand;
Hat Brand; Rocking Chair Brand; and
Anvil Brand.

Changing brands illegally wasn’t
dangerous—provided you didn’t get
caught. Yet that statement is probably
an understatement, for there were vigi-
lante groups who went into action when
the cattle rustlers and horse-thieves got
too active. Out in Montana, it turned
into murder. The Vigilante Group was
known as Stuart’s Stranglers. When
they heard about a stock thief, they

went into action—tracked him down,
caught him, and hung him. And upon
his clothing they left a placard labeled
either “Horse Thief” or “Cattle Thief.”
The simple result of this action was to
sweep the range clear of rustlers.

When it came to changing brands,
the rustlers didn’t have to use running
irons. Bailing wire or telegraph wire
when heated would do the trick. But
there was still another way to alter a
brand. Will James wasn’t exactly
ashamed of the fact that he had done
some rustling. The old man who taught
him a new stunt did it with a little bot-
tle of acid. He would dip a stick into
the bottle of acid and work over the old
brand. Net result was a new brand that
looked as old as the first and blended
with it.

Of course there were a lot of jobs
connected with putting the rustler out
of business. Anything from being a pri-
vate range detective like Tom Horn, to
being a cattle inspector like Dee Har-
key. But being an undertaker, depend-
ing upon dead rustlers, didn’t pay for
one simple reason. Who was going to
stand the cost of taking down the body
from a tree and giving the corpse a de-
cent funeral?
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A TURKEY-SHOOTING MATCH

S THE nature of a
country changes, so
too may change the
way in which people
find relaxation in
certain types of
sport. When a man
had a rifle and a pis-
tol, it was only nat-
ural that he would
look for some kind
of sport in which he could show his
skill. And shooting matches for side
bets were not unusual in the small
western community of yesterday.

Toyah was one of those terrible
wicked infant towns; it was only a
few months old, but it contained over
a dozen saloons and gambling halls.
That meant that the cowboy who want-
ed relaxation had the opportunity—
provided he also had the cash—of
drinking alcohol in any of its various
forms, falling for a dance girl, or try-
ing to see if he could beat the other
fellow at poker. This was New Year’s
day in Toyah. The question arose:
What kind of sport shall we provide
to usher in the end of a year?

Mr. Miller, who was justice of the
town, decided upon a sport that was
almost dying out—a turkey shooting
match. It was something that great-
great-great-great-grandfather enjoyed.
A man would put up posters that on a
certain day there would be a “Turkey
Shooting Match.” You paid a fee and
got the chance to shoot at a turkey
with your gun. In the days of the flint-
locks and percussion cap guns it really
required skill to get your bird.

But in Toyah, most of the people,
including the large number of railroad-
ers who had hit the town on the

by Zachary Strong

T.P.R.R. carried pistols. So this match
was to be one in which you could use
your sixgun, derringer, single shot, or
whatever you had. But Mr. Miller was
no dope. He had sent to Dallas, six
hundred miles east, after the turkeys
and they set him back three dollars
each; so he figured out the distance at
which the customers would shoot in
order that most of them would miss.
Tickets were sold at twenty-five cents
each. If you were such a good shot as
to kill a turkey, you were then en-
titled to a free shot until you missed.

Into the wicked town of Toyah came
Charles A. Siringo. He could handle a
sixshooter, ride the toughest horse, and
look any badman straight in the face—
even if that man were crosseyed.
Charley stopped at the Alverado House
in Toyah. It was run by old man New-
ell, who had a pretty fifteen-year-old
daughter. Bulah had a pair of sparkling
eyes and Charley fell for her. What
happened? Better let him tell the story
in his own words.

“Miss Bulah made a remark in my
presence that she wished someone
would win a fat turkey and give it to
her. Now was my time to make a
‘mash,” so | assured her that | would
bring in a dozen or two and lay them at
her feet. When the shooting com-
menced, | was on hand and secured
the ticket which was marked number
eleven.

“Everything being ready, Mr. Miller
placed the turkey in an iron box with
nothing but its head visible and then
set the box thirty-five yards from the
line. The shooting had to be done with
pistols ‘off hand.’

“Ten shots were fired and still Mr.
Turkey was casting shy glances to-
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wards the large crowds of several hun-
dred men. Mr. Miller wore a pleasant
smile when he shouted number eleven.
“l stepped forward trembling like
an aspen leaf, for fear | would miss
and thereby fail to win Miss Bulah’s
admiration. | was afraid, should the
bullet miss its mark, that the few
dozen birds would be all killed before
my time would come around again,
there being so many men waiting for a
shot. At last | cut loose and off went
the turkey’s head, also Mr. Miller’s
happy smile. You see he lacked two
bits of getting cost for the bird.
Another one was put up, and off went
his head. This was too much for Mr.
Miller, two birds gone already and
only two dollars and six bits in the
pot. He finally, after humming and
hawing awhile, said: 'Gentlemen, |
don’t like to weaken this early in the
game, but you all know | have got
a large family to support and conse-
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quently | will have to rule this young
man out of the ring. He’s too slick
with a pistol to have around a game of
this kind anyway.’

“l hated to quit of course, but it
was best, for | might have missed the
very next time, and as it was, Bulah
would think that | would have carried
out my promise if | had been allowed
to keep on.”

Does this description of the western
sport sort of get your memory a bit
disturbed? Something in it that is fa-
miliar. Sure, for if you go around to
some fairs, concessions, and carnivals,
then you have seen a modern version
of the sport. A little pig is in a lock-
up. If you hit the door, out he comes!
Only instead of bullets you use base-
balls. As for turkey? If you want it
you either go to the butcher or the
restaurant.
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The only way to find who was the killer was to
free all the suspects!

HE DEAD MAN was thin. A
I white sheet, crimped down over
each bony rib, reflected light
from the narrow window boarded
through, to hold the sawdust packing
of the thick walls. The dripping wa-
ter tower overhead, punctuated the
doctor’s words.

“The knife blade,” he rolled the
corpse over and held a narrow rule
against the biceps, “had to be at least
twelve inches long.”

Judge Bartlett laid a warm hand on
the icy arm and studied the white
face. “Stranger-—" he muttered. “How
long’ll he keep, Doc?”

“In here?” The doctor glanced at
the heavy, sawdust packed timbers.
“Maybe forty-eight hours.”

The judge nodded, lifted the oiled
wooden ratchet and walked out to the
street. The Texas heat slapped over
the dust. He pulled his black hat firm-
ly onto his bushy head, flicked the
long coat tails in a futile attempt to
brush off the cloying odor of death,
and moved thoughtfully toward the
Mesa County Courthouse. He kicked
open the heavy door to his chambers,
crossed the room to lower a green
shade, and slid into the chair behind
the flat-topped desk.

Constable John Savage eased back
in his usual round chair and raised
dark gray eyes to the judge’s gloomy
face. “Find out anything down at Doc
Benson’s morgue?” he asked softly.

The judge looked startled. “You
been waiting here? Why the hell
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LONG BLADE

by A. I. BAKER

merent you out questioning those
Mexicans?”

“Figured you’d ask that,” muttered
the lean constable. “I went out and
rounded ’em all up. Got ’em in the
calaboose. Seven Mexicans and one In-
dian. Every one with a knife that’d—"

“Oh, don’t tell me!” groaned the
judge. “All right,” he sighed, “give me
the details. Not like you got it figured,
but the facts.”

“Not before you pour a drink.” The
constable’s tone was brusk. “It’ll take
a drunken man to sort this one out.”

With a studied motion, the heavy-
set judge flipped the cork from a bot-
tle, poured two glasses and edged one
cautiously across the desk. The consta-
ble drank.

“All right, Judge. This dead man’s
coming across the mesa country from
Dallas. About four miles south of here,
he runs into a crew of Mexicans bail-
ing volunteer hay. Now, maybe he’s
never seen a haybailer working, so he
stops and gets friendly with the crew.
Well—"

John Savage’s gray eyes narrowed
in thought as he continued. “He leaves
the crew about sundown, heading for
town and a room. One or more of those
Mexicans follow him and catch up
about a mile out. Maybe he figures
they’re coming in for a drink and lets
them close in. That’s it. He’s stabbed
right off that horse, stabbed again on
the ground, his money’s stolen and
he’s left there. The Killer. ..”

“The killer?” Judge Bartlett pinched



his flushed cheek. “Which one? Seven
Mexicans and one Indian. They'll sit
in jail till Mexico becomes part of
Texas,..”

“Like mummies,” finished the con-
stable.

The judge, thumb and fingers pry-
ing at the cork, drew- in a breath and
exploded. “I've got to think! See you
at court time.”

CEVERAL hours later, Constable
ASavage, one eye cocked toward the
judge’s chambers, laid out his evidence
on the long table in front of the bench.
Eight knives and a garroting string
that belonged to the Indian. The weap-
ons glinted against the sharp polish of
the wood and reflected against the
shiny bars of the prisoner’s cage. Over-
head, polished lamps caught the silent
glow of the room.

The constable walked out through
a side entrance and across the alley
to the adobe jail. Soon, the clumping
feet of the seven suspects filed through
the same door and were ushered into
the barred cage by the constable.
Again, he stared at the assortment of
knives on the table, then strode down
the long aisle and threw open the
street doors. A few early spectators
nodded and hurried toward the front.
They settled down into the spaced
chairs and returned the sullen stares
of the seven murder suspects.

The Mexicans were squat, the In-
dian tall and lean. Their rough denim
work clothes were enhanced by bits
of colored stitching over the shoulders
and around the pockets. The Indian
had a conch belt of silver holding his
pale orange blouse in a flare. He dis-
dained the bench and squatted against
the wall.

When the square clock behind the
judge’s bench bonged out the hour of
two, John Savage walked to the door
and rapped sharply. The judge swept
into the courtroom. His bushy hair had
been carefully brushed down. His
string tie formed a neat bow and the
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black ends dangled onto the showy
breast of his shirt. His face was set
sternly as he moved to his bench and
reached for the gavel.

As Judge Bartlett banged the gavel,
he threw a smoldering glance at the
half seated prosecuting lawyer and an-
nounced. “Court’s in session.” He
glared at the ensuing noise made by
the room full of people seating them-
selves. When the scuffling and creak-
ing had subsided, he threw a curious
glance at the barred cage holding the
seven field hands.

“What’s the charge against these
men?” And was suddenly tossing a
friendly smile at the Mexicans.

“Suspected murder, Your Honor,”
the county prosecutor, Blodgett, an-
nounced drily.

“Stand up, when you address the
court!” the judge howled.

Blodgett rose, in gangling awkward-
ness, and repeated. “Suspected mur-
der, Your Honor.”

“Murder’s a harsh word, Mr. Prose-
cutor!” The judge said, darting a sym-
pathetic glance at the prisoners. A
hopeful flicker appeared in the eyes
of the man on the end. Blodgett shook
his head and turned a harried look at
the constable.

“May | introduce a witness, Your
Honor?”

“Of course. Let’s see what evidence
you have against these—working men.”

“Constable John Savage, will take
the stand and be sworn—I mean,
sworn in.”

The clerk intoned rapid words over
the Bible under Savage’s hand, then
seated himself in the heavy chair on
the raised dais that creaked against
the judge’s bench.

“Now, Mr. Constable, will you tell
what you know of these men and their

actions during the last twenty-four
hours?”

OHN SAVAGE explained how he had
picked the men up, four miles east
of town. The prosecutor nodded. “I
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understand, but tell us one thing,” he
paused majestically, “were these men
armed? That’s what | want to know.
Did they carry long-bladed knives
that could cut their way into the flesh
of a man, and...”

“You are not on the stage, Mister
Blodgett!” The judge slapped his gav-
el and pointed its handle at the young
man. “This court is not easily influ-
enced by theatrics. Please be seated. |
will ask the constable some questions.”
While the bewildered Blodgett slumped
into his chair, the judge threw another
benelovent glance toward the cage and
the smiles, that had begun to rise with
hope, broadened the flat faces of the
prisoners.

“Now, Mr. Constable,” the judge be-
gan. “Did you relieve these men of
yonder weapons arranged on the ta-
ble?”

“l did—Your Honor.”

“Can you identify these knives?”

“Yes!” snapped the constable.

“Then do so!” roared the judge.
“There! That knife on the end. Whose
knife is that?”

For long seconds, the constable
stared at the knife. It was a blue-han-
dled weapon with a short, broad blade.
The crowded room hushed. In the
back, a whiskered man spat heavily
at a spittoon. The prisoners dropped
their eyes.

John Savage was now thoroughly
bewildered. Was the judge trying to
free a guilty man? Perhaps all of the
prisoners werent involved but one of
them most certainly was.

“Well—Mr. Constable?” The judge’s
voice crackled.

“No.” Savage answered tersely.
“No. | can’t tell whose knife it is.”
Heat entered his voice. “When | took
those knives away, | was too busy to
tag them!”

“Can you tell me which prisoner
owns any of those knives?” growled
the judge. “Take any one. That long
blade for instance. Surely, you should

remember which prisoner carried that
one?”

“No, |
Swer.

The judge turned an eye toward the
prisoners. “A foot-long blade. Which of
you men owns that knife?”

Dully, stoldily, the seven men
stared back at the judge then, collec-
tively, dropped their eyes to the floor.

“Mr. Prosecutor!” The judge rose
with a shout. The lawyer seemed to
have shriveled. His face was red from
the heat of the room. He was a limp
bag of creased clothes trying to rise
with dignity.

“Yes, Your Honor?”

“Can these men understand Ameri-
can? Have they a defense attorney?”
“Judge. ..” began the prosecutor.

“Just an all-around miscarriage of
justice!” boomed the judge. He
brought the gavel down on the block
like he was driving nails. “Release
these men!” he shouted. “Get them out
of that cage. Hurry up, unlock it!”

The constable stared, then went to
the cell door. The judge began shuf-
fling angry hands through the papers
on his bench. He yelled at the bailiff.
“Where’s them release forms? What
the hell kind of court is this? Help
Savage get those men out!”

The spectators were suddenly on their
feet and churning out into the aisle.
Angry mutters and glares were shot at
the fuming judge. He continued his
tirade and the harshly banging gavel
broke down, sending splinters from the
bench’s edging. The gavel head split
and rolled across the floor.

“I’ll have order!” he bellowed. Re-
luctantly, the men shuffled back and
began to quiet.

QAVAGE led the happily grinning
Aprisoners from the barred cage and
lined them up in front of the table.
“Now, amigos,” the judge brushed
a hand through his crop of hair and
smiled on the grinning Mexicans. “You
understand English?” They nodded

don’t,” was the short an-
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and Judge Bartlett continued. “We’ve
all had a bad morning. There is, real-
ly, no evidence against you. You are re-
leased.” His voice was soft and the
prisoners returned his smile.

He rose, and turned to go, when he
was halted by a question.

“Senor Judge?” The broad face of
the speaker carried the scar of a slit
through his facial muscles. His hat was
held against his waist differentially.

“Ye-ess?” The judge returned.

“The knives—they will be re-
turned?” The smile became oily.

“Oh. Yes, of course. Pick up your
knives and then leave.”

An angrier mutter rose from the
citizens but the judge threw a quick,
hooded glance at Savage and a huge
weight seemed to lift from the con-
stable’s chest as he caught that look.
He moved forward.

Hurriedly, the prisoners snatched
the knives off the table and their
blades disappeared under the short
denim jackets.

“There—now.” The judge’s voice

was cool but shot through the room
like an arrow. The constable clamped a
heavy hand onto the shoulder of the
stocky, scarred Mexican. Stunned, the
man felt the long knife yanked from
his waist and, with a protesting lurch,
he was thrust back into the barred
cage.

“There’s your case, Mr. County
Prosecutor!” The judge pointed a long
arm at the sullen man again behind
bars. “That knife was the only one
long-bladed enough to have done the
killing. He claimed the knife and...”

“l deed not do eet alone!” The ac-
cused screamed. “Jailisco was weeth
me!” He pointed a shaking finger at
the Indian.

“Well, now, thanks!” The judge
beamed. “Lock up the Indian with
him.” He turned away, still grinning.
“There’s your case and the only
lengthy thing about it was that knife-
blade!” His shoulders were shaking
with mirth as he headed for his cham-
bers.

*

Keen Morgan was an outlaw and a cow-thief, but
there was a limit beyond which he wouldn’t go. And
when Lew Bradlow wanted to kidnap Jan Tolson,
Morgan suddenly realized it was time to switch sides
—even though it meant that both rustlers and
ranchhands would be gunning for him!
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Quiz Feature by James Hines
What famous gunfighter, without stopping, once rode thirty-five miles
in his underwear?
What does a cowpuncher mean, when he says, “l ve busted my cinch?”

What noted gunfighter’s father was a Methodist minister and later a
lawyer?

Name three noted frontiersmen who were killed in the defense of the
Alamo,

What does the term “arroyos,” mean?

How old was John Wesley Hardin, the noted gunfighter, when he killed
his first man?

In the oldtime cowboy song, “The Old Chisholm Trail”, when did the
cowboy start up the trail?

In cowboy lingo, what does the following mean: cavvieyard, reata, raw-
hide, snake?

What is a nester?

True or False? John Wesley Hardin, noted gunfighter, once practiced
law?

Which two of our western states, were the last ones to be admitted to
the Union?

True or False? Wild Hogs were so numerous in the early days of the
West that settlers devised traps to catch them.

When and where did the famous Apache war chief Geronimo die?
What western state has the nickname the “Sagebrush State”?

What noted gunfighter, when he was twenty-five years old, was sen-
tenced to twenty-five years in prison, and is said to have killed twenty-
five men at that time?

What date did Congress set, as the day upon which white settlers could
stake out a claim in the “Indian Territory"?

Can you name three western states that lead in the production of silver?
What western city has the greatest copper-mining camp in the world?
What two western states lead in the production of sheep?

When was John Wesley Hardin, known in the cow country as Wes
Hardin, famous gunfighter, killed?

(Answers on page 130)
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Sometimes when a man finds faith
in himself, it’s astonishing at the
amount of courage he can show,

GUTS
AND

BOOTS

LD DOC PETERS buried his

by Helene Huff
head deeper into the pillow

O when a knock on the front door

awakened him. He shrugged and
turned over. “Reckon it’s another
shooting at the Red Lady Saloon. I> |
can’t save ’em, then | gotta say they’re
laid out good.” Seemed as how a doc-,
tor couldn’t get a good night’s sleep'
without a waking-up.

As the pounding became louder, he
sleepily stuck out his feet and felt
around for his boots. He pulled them
on. Then he reached for the bottle on
the floor and took a quick slug to
wake him up. He wiped his mouth
on his undershirt sleeve. He struck a
match and lighted the kerosene lamp.
Then he placed his specs on the end
of his nose and shuffled his way to the
door.

Emmy Lou Mertzon stood there,
looking weepy and beautiful with her
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black hair unstuck from her long curls.

“Jumping Johnny,” Doc said, “What
you doing out in the middle of the
night?”

“I've left Bob.” Her eyes were red
like she’d been crying.

“You what?” he exploded. “Why,
Emmy, you can't go leaving Bob Wil-
liams. He’s the sharpest shooting, big-
gest talking, putting-folks-under-his-
thumb fellow in Rippling Springs. If'n
he knows where you’re at, he’ll come
busting in here and. ..” He adjusted
his specs farther up his nose with a
trembling hand. “l ain’t no spring
chicken and | ain’t near ready to cash
in my chips.” He started to shut the
door. “You scamper right on back to
him.”

Emmy wasnt any bigger than a
short yearling, but she was strong. She
pushed inside the door. “Doc, you've
known me since the morning you
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brought me vyelling into the light of
day. You can’t want me to go back to
Bob.”

“You’re hitched up proper to him.
Don't see there’s nothing else to do.
What’s he done to you?”

Emmy’s hands went to her hips.
“You’re scared, Doc. You’re plumb
scared. Then it’s true what folks have
been saying all these years. That you’re
a sot and yellow and not a real doc-
tor.”

Doc swallowed, then took a deep
breath, “Emmy, you ain’t believing
that.”

“They say,” she continued, her eyes
shooting sparks, “that new Doc Can-
ner what come riding into town in
a buggy with a derby on his head and
gloves on his hands and low-cut shoes
and pants and coats that match—they
say he’s a real doctor with a paper to
prove it. They say he’s come here to
wait for a coughing-death.”

“Woman talk!” the doctor said bel-
ligerently. But he was wounded. Been
practicing here in the Indian Territory
going on twenty years, but folks was
right. He hadn’t had no real doctor
training. Just read up on some medi-
cine books and took them examina-
tions that the medical board gave in
the city. Cost him twenty-five bucks,
it did, to get a license to practice medi-
cine.

TIE TOOK off his specs and pol-

ished them. “Emmy,” he said at
last, “I reckon folks is right. I ain’t
much of a doctor and | ain’t got no
guts.”

Emmy’s chin shot up. “You’re
wrong, Doc; all wrong. You have guts,
plenty of them, but you aint never
had the call to use them. Well, you got
the call now.”

“l never calculated 1°’d get mixed
up in woman trouble, even if you are
like my own wife Melinda what went
with the fever.”

“That’s why you've got to help me.

Cause | am like your own kid, al-
most.”

Doc shook his head dazedly. If his
own wife had been like Emmy here,
maybe he would have been brave; but
she was one to back away from trou-
ble, saying if’n you kept your own
hands clean, you was doing your duty.
Suddenly, Doc felt a feeling of strength
flood through him. He’d never had
anyone call his hand before and believe
in him—believe that he could be some-
thing better than he was.

“What you want me to do, Emmy?”

“Bob’s framed Lew Lewis. Claimed
Lew was caught branding a calf
what... Well, you know. Lew could
change a brand real handy. But Bob
planned it, I know he did.” She blurt-
ed, “Bob and his gang are at Lew’s
hanging now, and...”

Doc stared at her. “Lew caught?
But, Emmy, Lew ain’t guilty. Why,
there ain’t a finer man betwist here
and the Canadian. He don't hardly
seem like no rustler.”

“Oh, Doc you gotta save him. If
anything happened to Lew, I...”

“Emmy, how come you hitched up
with Bob when you could of had
Lew?”

She sighed. “I guess | was flattered
that Bob, the richest man in the coun-
try, took a fancy to me. And then when
Lew said he wouldn’t have nothing to
do with me if | even so mucn as went
riding with Bob, | blew up. Guess |
just wanted to show Lew.”

Doc went into the other room,
strapped his gipbelt around his hips,
and put on his hat. “Where’s the neck-
tie party at?”

“At the gap six miles south of town.
But | don't think you can get there
in time. There’s nothing much we can
do for Lew now excepting for me to
leave Bob and the country. You got to
help me.”

“You stay put, Emmy, Maybe |
can help Lew yet.”
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YJTfHEN HE got to the gap, he saw

** Lew’s body swinging from the
tree. No sound broke the stillness. He
rode his horse under Lew’s body, slid
his feet out of the stirrups, then stood
up in the saddle. “Easy, boy,” he said
to the horse.

Taking out his pocket knife, Doc
cut the rope and, as the dead weight
fell into his arms, he slid his legs
aross the saddle. The horse shied, then
steadied.

Doc dismounted, then pulled the
limp form off the horse’s back. He
laid Lew flat on the ground, then got a
rock and placed his head on it. He
felt for Lew’s pulse and put his ear to
his heart. Finally, he slid the noose
from around the rope-burned neck.

“He ain’t dead,” Doc said. “Jest
proves he ain't guilty, because he
should of been cold by now.” Doc took
a bottle out of his coat pocket and
poured some of the firey liquid down
Lew’ throat. Doc watched until he
saw Lew unconsciously swallow it.

“Jumping Johnny, he’s gonna make
it,” Doc cried. “Here, Lew; have a
good slug.” This time Lew coughed
and his eyes opened. He grinned at
Doc.

“Sure was swinging pretty,” Doc
commented drily. “Jest like a bird
flying around.”

“Doc,” Lew spoke with effort, “one
thing | gotta say. You either cure or
kill a guy in a jiffy. That medicine
you make up for everything from
callouses to stopping up a gunwound
sure brings quick results.”

“Yeah.” Then he was overcome with
shame. “Lew, | aint no real doc.
Everybody knows it, but | done what |
could to help people.”

Lew grinned, then closed his eyes.

Doc was figuring. Still enough dark
left to take Lew to his house without
anyone knowing, if he rode down the
alley and went in the back door. Take
Lew a few days to get his neck loos-
ened up. Then he sure would be a sur-
prise to some folks, mainly Bob.
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They’d think Lew was risen from the
dead when he showed his face on the
street. Doc laughed. Sure would be
some joke on those who strung Lew up.
He took a slug of his medicine, then
draped Lew, stomach down, across the
front of the saddle. Doc draped his
coat over the middle of him. There
wasn’t anything he could do about the
legs and arms hanging out.

When he got to his combination
office-home, it was about sun-up time,
but Doc didn't see anyone moving
around. He opened his door, then
locked it behind him. Emmy was curled
up in a knot by the stove. He carried
Lew in and put him on the bed. Then
he took off his boots and belt and
pulled up the cover.

PMMY OPENED her eyes as he

came into the kitchen. “Lew...”
she asked, her voice still heavy with
sleep.

“In there.” Doc motioned to her.
She ran in to Lew. At the side of the
bed, she looked appealing at Doc. “Is
he...”

“Tough as a outlaw horse. He’s
gonna make it.”

Her smile was tremendous. She
threw her arms around his neck and
kissed him on the forehead. “I knew
you could do it, doc. | knew you
could.”

“Wasn’t nothing, Emmy.”

She looked at Lew, and ran her
hand over his face. “We better get him
away right now; I’ll go with him.”

Doc shook his head. “We cant go
moving him.” Jumping Johnny, he’s
had a hell of a shock being strung up
by the neck. Reckon it’ll take two or
three days before he can take out.”

“I"Il take care of him.”

Doc thought a minute. “It’s ain’t
going to be real safe perfecting a hung
outlaw and a runaway wife. It sure
aint going to lead to a healthful old

“Scared, Doc?” Emmy’s voice was
soft.

“Who, me?” He was relieved that he
didn’t feel at all scared. “Hell, no.”

“Then it’s settled; I’ll stay here and
nurse Lew. Nobody’ll know we’re
here.”

“Hope not. Well, 1'll amble out on
the town and see what’s new floating
around.”

Although it was early morning, the
hanging party was still celebrating at
Bob’s Red Lady Saloon. Doc noted
that the town’s only mirror was shot
up. Bob was in high spirits. Doc
reckoned he hadn’t checked his rooms
to see if Emmy was there.

“Have a drink, Doc,” Bob called.
“On the house. We just strung up Lew
Sanders. Sure tied a neat knot. We
been needing to get rid of him a long
time now.”

Doc started to the bar, then stopped.
Somehow, he didn’t feel the need for a
drink. Maybe for the first time in his
life, he could look at himself and like
what he saw. “Don’t reckon | will
now,” Doc allowed.

Bob yelled. “Not as potent as your
own homemade brand, eh, Doc?” The
men roared with laughter.

Doc looked steadily at Bob. “What’d
Lew do?”

“Cattle rustling. Caught him red-
handed and fixed him up without no
waiting.”

“Yeah.” Doc’s voice was dry. “You
ain’t never taken to Lew knowing
Emmy was sweet on him before she
tied up with you.” Doc didn’t know
what had come over him. Here he was
practically asking for a fight when
he’d spent his life avoiding them.

Bobs face paled and his lips
straightened out. “You drunken fake,
you...” And then he laughed. “Guess
you’re more liquoured up than you
know, Doc, It ain’t like you to act this
way.”

Doc knew this was his chance to get
out while he could still walk, but he
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liked this new powerful feeling. “Lew
was my friend, he wasn’t an outlaw
and you know it.” He hooked his
fingers in his gunbelt. “Looking for
outlaws, they’re swarming thick right
here in this here room. Gunmen, rus-
tlers, robbers, cheating gamblers.
Right here.”

The room was so still that Doc
heard his stomach growl. He had clean
forgot about eating breakfast.

“Get out, Doc,” Bob commanded.
“You're talking crazy. If it wasn’t you,
| would of...”

Doc hesitated. He wanted to stay,
but he thought about Emmy and Lew
back at his place. Right now they
needed him. Maybe Emmy would need
a brave man around to protect her if
word leaked out she was there. His
shoulders drooping, he nodded his head
dully, walked, over, drank the booze in
a glass on the bar and staggered out.

Best thing, he thought; let them
think he was tanked up. Calculated he
was out of his mind. Couldn’t afford to
let them know he was a changed man
yet. He’d take care of that after
Emmy and Lew left the country.

Laughter followed him out the
swinging door. “Old sot, spouting off
like he was full of vinegar. Never
knowed a bigger coward what could
straddle the fence without slipping.”

Doc grinned.

YT WAS A couple of hours later when

Bob flung open Doc’s door. “You
seen Emmy?” he demanded.

“Emmy? Sure, | seen her yesterday
in at the Tates General Mercantile
Store. She was buying up some pink
ribbon.”

“Not yesterday,” Bob said impa-
tiently. “Last night? Today.”

“Ain’t she home?” Doc asked inno-
cently.

“If she was, | wouldnt be hunting
her! Give me a straight answer.” He
grabbed Doc by the front of his shirt.

“l ain’t seen her recent.”

At this moment, a bed spring

squeaked. Bob let the Doc loose in a
hurry and strode across the room to
the door. Doc beat him to it. “Don’t
go in,” he whispered. “That there’s a
lady friend in there. You got to think
of her honorable name.” He licked his
lips and grinned slyly at Bob.

Bob’s hand hesitated on the door.
“Doc, you old devil. 1 wouldn't of
known you had it in you.”

Doc shrugged. “l ain’t one to ad-
vertise none.”

Bob turned and went out the front
door. “If you see Emmy, you send her
packing to me; Il learn her to walk
out on me when my back’s turned.”

Doc closed the door gently. Then he
went across to the bedroom door.
“They’re closing in, Emmy. It ain’t
safe for you and Lew to stay here.”
He looked at Lew, who opened his eyes.

“How you feeling?”

Lew swallowed with difficulty. “I
aint running out. 1 got some personal
debts to settle and a job to finish up.”

Emmy knelt down. “If you love me,
Lew, you’ll take me away. Forget all
that.”

He looked at her a long time, then
he reached up a hand and smoothed
her hair. “It’s because | do that I aint
leaving yet. | got to fix it sos you’re
a widow and can marry me legal be-
fore we go away. Besides, | ain’t what
you think.”

“I don’t care what you are,” Emmy’s
voice was close to tears. “Lew, it might
be you, not Bob. And what kind of
life would | have with him then?”

“Don’t worry, Emmy. But you bet-
ter go away now. Doc can take you
over into Texas. You can leave when
it’s dark and I'll come along in a few
days.”

Doc nodded. “I been thinking. Baob,
he might come back today. He knows
I dont have any women friends, when
he gets around to thinking about it.
He might get kind of curious. Got a
sleeve gun ready if | need it, but |
dont want to expose you. | ain’t
got no handy place to hide you, but
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I got to figure out something quick.”

He sat at the kitchen table. Once
his hand reached for the bottle, and
then he snatched it back. Drinking was
behind him and he had to think clear.
Emmy and Lew was depending on him.

He stood up. “I got a dandy idea.
Emmy, jest fold yourself up here inside
this 100-pound flour sack what’s emp-
ty and Il just pull the tie fast.” As
she got inside, Doc said, “It’ll be a
whole site harder for you, Lew, with
your sore neck to double your six feet
up inside the potato sack, but...”

"DOB STOOD at the open door. His
w*eyes popped when he saw Lew.
“You ain’t here,” he stuttered. “I’'m
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seeing things. We strung you up. You
ain’t here,” he repeated, as if he was
trying to convince himself.

Lew stood still, his arms hanging
useless by his side. He wore no gun-
belt, but he grinned.

Doc stepped in front of Lew in an
easy movement. “Don’t appreciate you
busting in here without knocking.”

“You old hypocrite,” Bob snarled.
“l bet you got Emmy hid away. Be-
fore | look though, I'm going to take
care of Lew for good this time.”

Doc stepped closer. “You ain’t go-
ing to touch your gun.” His shoulder
twitched slightly and the gun fell into
his big hand, which closed around it.

Bob’s laugh was nasty. “What’s hi
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you, doc? All of a sudden, you got
guts.”

Doc said, “A woman changed me.
A good woman what believed | was
better than I am. She proved | could
be what | always wanted.”

“You ain't got long to be it.” Bob
reached.

“You draw and Il ventilate you
like a pincushion,” Doc warned.

Bob laughed, drew.. .and two shots
rang through the room; two bodies
fell to the floor. Lew reached down,
picked up Doc’s little gun and walked
over to Bob. He turned him over with
his foot. “Dead,” he said. “Those lit-
tle guns are as good as a cannon at
close range. You fooled him for sure.”

“Got him, did 1?” Doc smiled. “He
never figured | might be prepared.”

Lew bent over him. “Where’s he
hit you?”

“Ain’t nothing, Lew. Reckon he
winged me is all.” Emmy was kicking
up a terrible ruckus in the flour sack.
Doc said, “Better let her out quick.”
Then he blacked out.

When he came to, young Dr. Can-
ner was bending over him, holding
some sweet smelling medicine under
Doc’s nose. Doc struggled to a sitting
position and threw the bottle aside.
“Jumping Johnny,” he roared, “that’s
enough to turn a man’s belly. Emmy,
get me my special medicine. | reckon
a drop or two won’t hurt me while I’'m
getting to my feet.”

Emmy handed the bottle to him.
Doc took a slug, then another. He
looked around. “Sometimes a man
needs this after a shock.” He lifted the
bottle to his lips again, then threw it
in the corner where it smashed. “Dont
reckon | had a whopping shock. Things
*5 working out dandy.”

Then he looked at Dr. Canner.
“Hear you ain’t healthy. Been having
weakly critters here a long spell now.”
Doc peered at the pale face. “First
thing you gotta do,” he said enthusiasti-
cally, “is get you a saddle horse and
stop riding in that buggy. Harden you
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up. Then take off that high stiff col-
lar. Cuts off circulation. Then | reckon
some of my special medicine might
kick some life in you. One sure thing,
you’ll sleep like a dead man if’n you
take it nights.”

Dr. Canner grinned. “I ve been hear-
ing about your medicine and | have
nothing to lose. 1'll take a sample. What
do | owe you?”

Old Doc looked at him in amaze-
ment. “Jumping Johnny, son, aint we
both docs? It ain’t legal to take pay.
Let’s call it perfessional courtesy.”

T~\OC PAUSED. “lI been thinking
m~-'~considerable last twenty-four hours.
I reckon I’'m getting too old to go gal-
livanting on calls, so’s how about me
turning over my practice to you?”

“Folks wouldnt let you go,” Dr.
Canner said. “They think a lot of
you.”

Old Doc blushed. “Talk moren
they think. But not the way you think.
They think 1'm a fraud, and yellow,
and a drunkard—and they was right.
But I’m a changed man now. | reckon
I want to go somewheres for a clean
start.”

Emmy’s hand crept into one of
Doc’s. “They know what you are.
They know you’ve got a heart so big
that you was gruff all the time and
they know you'’ve done the best you
could and it’s been good too!”

Doc felt a weight lift off his heart.
“Emmy, that’s mighty nice of you to
say that, but | reckon | better be shov-
ing. Thing is, | reckon | got a murder
charge hanging fire and I...”

“l guess you’re about the biggest
hero we got in Rippling Springs,” Lew
said. “U. S. Marshals are on the way.
We been trying to pin down Bob for
a spell; seems he wasnt only a cattle
rustler and gambler, but he branched
out into bank robberies.”

“How about you and that cattle
rustling you was caught with yester-
day?” Doc asked.

Lew grinned. “Had some experience
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in changing brands before | joined the
law. Sometimes it takes like to catch
like, but I'm all reformed now that I’'m
'with the government. | been keeping
my eye on this gang some time now.”

Doc’s eyes popped. “You a U. S
Marshal?”

“Sure, Doc. I'll tell ’em you shot in
self defense. . .and gave him fair warn-
ing, and waited until he drew. ..and
there’s a big reward you’ll be collect-
ing for Bob.”

Doc grinned. “Say, Canner, how’s
about us getting together? You can
make the calls and do the night work
and I’ll take the town work. Open
air’s what you need. We’ll build you
up so you’ll look like you was raised
hereahouts.”

“Sure, Doc.”

Emmy and Lew started out the door.
Old Doc called, “Emmy, | sure do aim
to thank you for that talking to you
give me. Seems as how my whole
life’s changed. You might say I'm a
new man!”

CRAIG RICE

WESTERN ACTION

“Doc, you was all man before. You
just needed a nudging to show what
you were.”

He stroked his chin as the door
closed behind them. “You know, some-
times women is peculiar. They know
more about a man than he knows about
hisself.” He grinned. “Yes, sir, they
sure are the most wonderful people on
earth. Takes a woman to make a man
out of a boy.”

Young Doc Canner took off his high
collar and threw it to the floor. Then
he put on Doc’s felt hat. “Do | look
like a real doctor now?”

“Jumping Johnny,” Old Doc ex-
ploded, “you aint rightly dressed in
the feet with them bare shoes. We got
to get along and buy you some boots
with heels.”

“You're the doctor,” Canner said.
Old Doc smiled. “Guts,” he said,

“you gotta have plenty of guts—and
boots.”
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by Elton Webster

Y OU NEVER can tell about
babies. Take, for instance, a
lusty, red-faced boy child

whose age is still counted in weeks,

and not even a mother can foretell his
future. He might some day ride to
fame in a bucking shell at Cheyenne—
or he might become a sheepherder.

Such are the heights and depths of hu-

man possibilities.

Walt King became a sheepherder.

Not by intent, but by accident. It
happened so: with the major share of
his savings he had purchased a gen-
erous acreage of Arizona grazing land
from a friend whose cattle venture had
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There are some men upon whom
Fortune smiles; but when Walt
King won the stock of a sheep-
man in a poker game, Fortune
laughed out loud!

not proved a success. He knew the Box
A and knew that the investment was
good. That was no accident.

But when a man runs a month’s pay
into four thousand dollars in an eve-
ning of poker—and gives a loser a
chance to break even in a big pot—
and fills a bobtail flush to win over a
pat straight—well, that is an accident.

With the purchase of the Box A,
King ended his period of service as
foreman of a cattle outfit, quit his job
and rode jauntily southward to become
a cattle baron in his own right. He was
still a hundred miles from his new pos-
session when the poker game occurred.
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A stranger in a strange town, he ac-

cepted a piace at the gambling table to

wile away a dull evening, determined

to hold himself to conservative play.

But the game flourished, and no one

but a fool will handicap a talent for

draw poker by penurious betting. And,

too, there were drinks whose potency

was reflected in the pots.

TN THE EARLY dawn, therefore,

Walt King .sat behind an imposing
mountain of chips that were his win-
nings and looked down at a pot that
had grown out of all proportion to the
hand he held. His four spades were
flanked by a diamond of meager spots,
and there was a young fortune in the
pot.

“Come on stranger. Be a sport and
give a feller a chance t’ get even!” The
man across the table placed a nasty
inflection on his challenge, and Walt
shoved a pile of chips into the already
bloated pot. After all, he could lose this
pot and still be far ahead of the game.

“All right,” he said. “Ill call. One
card, Mister Dealer.”

The man across the table grinned.
“Ill play these.”

Walt’s card still lay as it had fallen,
face down beside his chips. He covered
it -with his four spades and shuffled
them together, watching the man op-
posite.

“I’ll set myself in.” The man with
the pat hand shoved all that remained
of his chips into the pot, and King
glanced down at his hand.

Without a change of expression, he
matched the man’s stack and shoved
his own staggering winnings behind
tire call. “I'm seein’ yer stack—an’
raisin’ yuh mine,” he murmured.

It was a tense moment. The man
across the table paled slightly and
fumbled his cards. “He’s bluffin’ yuh,
Shep.” A third player interpreted
Walt’s bet, and King smiled. Funny
what odd nicknames some men get, he
thought, Shep. Now, where would a
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man pick up a handle like that? “He’s
bluffin’. He knows y’ set jmrself in on
a pat hand, an’ he’s runnin’ a whiz-
zer.”

The man called Shep swore dazedly;
then his face brightened with an idea.
“I’ll call yuh with a bill o’ sale fer
livestock t’ equal yer bet.”

Walt looked up at the other men
about the table. “I’'m a stranger here.
I'll leave it t’ yuh-a’l if he’s got crit-
ters t” cover th” bet. If he has, |1’'m sat-
isfied. 1’m aimin’ t’ stock a ranch any-
how.”

The men nodded confirmation. “He’s
got ’em all right, stranger.” And so the
bill of sale was written and eagerly
signed, the quantity of livestock being
left blank to be filled in. And the pot
was called.

Walt watched Shop’ eager fingers
separating his pat hand: King, Queen,
Jack, ten and nine. A straight, King
high. “Nice hand,” he remarked. His
own cards were on the table now, face
up in a neat pack. Gently he moved
them apart so that all were visible:
the Ace, King, ten, eight, four and—
three, of Spades.

And the “livestock” he had won
were—sheep! That was the accident!
And it was not until the next morning
that Walt King realized the extent of
the joke. He had acquired a sizeable
flock of white elephants!

“Naw, y- cant sell them woolies
around here. An’ y’ can’t keep ’em
here, either. We just laid down th’ law
t’ their previous owner that he had to
get out, an’ | reckon he’s plumb glad
t’ get rid of ’em. Now it’s up t’ yuh!
Th’ quicker yuh get them baa-baa’s
out o’ here th’ better it’ll be fer all
concerned!”

Of course he could have ridden on
about his business, comfortably win-
ner over and above his sheep, leaving
the flock to the mercy of the range.
But he refused to admit defeat, even
from sheep. Damned if he would be
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made a laughing stock, even in a
strange country!

And so he took the flock, and with
it the Mexican boy and the two collies
who served it, and moved on toward
the Box A, Once he had ridden nearly
to Championship fame in a bucking
shell at Cheyenne. Now—he was a
sheepherder!

Days of slow travel as escort and
chaperon of a baa-ing flock will rasp
the temper of any man. But to a cow
man, bred to despise the “woolies” and
all who are connected with them, the
task was a torture. Walt King was not
in the sweetest of moods when his am-
bling charges were finally shoved with-
in the boundaries of their new home.
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A HASTY trip to Vista, nearest

town, had provided the first needs
of the new rancho. Walt had found his
purchase just about as he had expect-
ed it: a rude cabin meagerly furnished
with the necessities of bachelor living,
good water, a good range. His prede-
cessor had found failure not in the
country but in the men; better gam-
blers than himself! Walt had guessed
as much, knowing his man. There was
no reason here for failure with cattle.
But sheep—

Walt swung down from his saddle
beside the floor of his new home, leav-
ing his mount tied with dangling reins.
It was noon and he must ride again to
Vista to stock the place »vith food and
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supplies. As he turned to the door his
glance was caught by an arresting
patch of white upon the grey boarding
and Walt frowned, puzzled.

It was a note on a scrap of soiled
paper, pinned to the door with a sliver
of wood inserted in a ‘rack. Walt
pulled it away and stared at the mes-
sage.

“Mister Sheepherder:

You ain’t wanted on this range,
This is cow country. Get out or
there’ll be trouble—plenty and
pronto.

Cattlemen’s Vigilante Society”

Walt’s fist clenched, crumpling the
paper viciously. “Trouble, says you,”
he growled. “All right, let ’er come!”
‘Cattlemen’s Vigilante Society’, eh?
Well, th” Cattlemen’s Vigilante Society
can go plumb straight t’ helll” His
hand lifted to hurl the crumpled ball
from him and then poised, startled. A
tiny gurgle of amused laughter behind
him made him whirl, his right hand
dropping instinctively to the gun that
swung at his hip.

His jaw dropped as his eyes fell
upon his visitor. It was a girl! Walt’s
eyes widened as his glance swept over
her, from the tiny, ’broidered boots
with their spurred heels to the crown
of the great Stetson. She was the pret-
tiest thing he had ever seen. Walt de-
cided that point even before his fum-
bling hand left the gun butt to sweep
his own hat from his head. Brown hair
that curled roguishly from beneath the
shadowing sombrero; eyes twinkling
with merriment; lips as red as ber-
ries; cheeks tanned a little by Arizona
sun and dimpled now, befwitellingly,
as she laughed.

“Oh,” she ended her laughter to
beam upon him. “If father could only
have heard you! When he gets really
angry his face gets all red. .. Nearly
as red as yours is now.”

WESTERN ACTION

Walt flushed still more and hated
himself for it. His hand dropped to his
side, reminding him of the threatening
message he had been about to discard.
Instantly his anger returned.

“l reckon y’re th’ author o’ this,
then.” He straightened the crumpled
paper and held it toward her, threat-
eningly.

“Oh, no. | was just riding by and
saw a man put it there. So | read it,
and then I saw you coming and hid to
see what you’d do.”

VJTTALT GLANCED about in search

” of her mount and she read the
question before he asked it. “My horse
is behind your house,” she told him.
“That’s where | hid.”

“Y’ said yuh saw a man put this
here. Who was he?”

“Now, that would be telling,
wouldn’t it? And | couldnt be giving
information to the enemy, you know.
And of course we are enemies. You just
said that the Cattlemen’s Vigilante So-
ciety could go plumb straight to hell,”
she mocked his growling tone perfect-
ly, “and since my father is its presi-
dent, and since | wouldnt have my fa-
ther going to hell for anything in the
world, why naturally that makes us
enemies.”

She paused, her cool gaze traveling
slowly over the man before her. He
was tall and broad hnd decent looking
—almost handsome, she thought, with
the deep auburn of his hair accenting
his blondness. And he was dressed as
all the men she knew were dressed:
booted and chapped and spurred and
hatted, a Colt in a low hung holster,
the holster tip tied above his knee.

“You know,” she said, “you don’t
look like a sheepherder at all.”

Her tone was not at all that of an
enemy, but Walt King was too angry
to notice the friendliness of her. “I
reckon yuh think ’‘cause a man’s run-
nin” a bunch o’ woolies he ought t’
look like a murderer,” he growled.
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Malt didn’t like sheep, either.

“And you talk like a cattle man”
the girl continued.

Walt’s look of utter rage set her
laughing again and he flung away into
the cabin, her laughter goading his an-
ger. Inside, while he recovered his lit-
tle fortune from its hiding place and
extracted from it enough to cover his
purchases, he found his anger cooling
as rapidly as it had come. She was a
pretty kid, he reflected; and anyway
she probably had nothing to do with
the note. He might tell her the truth—
that he was a sheepherder by accident.
But no; that would look as if he were
begging off because of the Vigilante’s
warning. No, he wouldn’t tell her. But
he would be civil to her.,. Yes, hed
be civil, at least!

That is, if she was still there. ..
She was. When he appeared again out-
side the cabin the girl had established
herself in the friendship of Walt’s
mount, and he stared, talking mean-
while in a murmuring undertone. She
turned as Walt appeared and smiled
at him. “l like your horse,” she said.
“Much too good for a sheepherder, |
think.”

The smile disarmed her thrust and
Walt remembered his determination to
be civil. “Yeah. Funny he’s made up
with yuh so quick. | call him Tow-
some because he seems t’ think me an’
him are a plenty on any party. Looks
like I'll have t’ change that, now that
hes made up with you.”

“You might at least say you approve
of his judgment.” Her eyes were spar-
kling with coquetry again and Walt
succumbed to their friendliness.

“Sure | do! He’s a smart horse. ..
I’'m plumb sorry t’ take him away from
yuh, but | sure got to have him if I’'m
goin’ t’ town in time t’ buy groceries.
However. . .” Walt was determined to
be civil now—at least! “Maybe he’ll
be seein’ yuh again, Miss, t’ strengthen
yer friendship like.”

“Of course! In fact, I'll just ride to
town with—him, to make the most of
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the opportunity! That is, if his owner
doesn’t object.”

It was really strange that a sheep-
herder and a cattleman’s daughter
should find so much of interest to oc-
cupy their conversation, and yet when
they reached town no chance observer
would ever have supposed them to be
enemies. They separated before the
general store where Walt would buy
his supplies and the girl made much of
her farewell to Twosome.

“I’d stay with you longer, darling.”
she told him, “only I must hurry and
take these preserves to Mrs. O’Rourke.
She’s sick, you know. . .and, anyway,
I’ll see you again, won’t 1?”

She was talking to the horse, but
Walt cut in with an answer. “That’s a
promise, | hope.”

She laughed gayly and her horse was
already bearing her down the street
while she waved goodby. Wait watched
her go, smiling thoughtfully. She was
really a queen, -he reflected. Pretty as
the devil and darned interesting com-

pany.

OOD LORD! He slapped his leg

in sudden remembrance. He hadn
asked her name! What a fooll But
someone in town would know. He
would ask about her before he left
town, sure.

His supplies purchased and a wag-
on promised to carry them out to the
Box A, he crossed the street to a build-
ing whose blatant front gave promise
of thirst quenching potions inside. Be-
side the door of the saloon an ancient
poster gave notice of a reward for
some long captured criminal. It re-
minded Walt of the message lately
placed upon his own door, and he
paused, regarding it.

With sudden resolve he tore the pos-
ter from its place and carefully re-
moved the tacks that had held it. From
his pocket he produced another soiled
scrap of paper and a pencil stub. On
the reverse of the poster he scribbled
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a brief message. Unfolding the warning
note which he had almost thrown away
before the girl’s interruption, he placed
it above the poster against the wall and
set a tack to hold them both. His gun
butt served as a hammer and he tacked
the corners down neatly.

He stepped back then and regarded
his work with some pride. The note
from the Cattlemen’s Vigilante Society
was superimposed upon his answer to
it, and the wording of the latter mes-
sage was as terse as the one above:

TO WHOEVER IT MAY CON-
CERN:

I AIM TO BE AT HOME
REGULAR AND PERMA-

NENT. TROUBLE IS MY
MIDDLE NAME.
WALT KING.

He entered the saloon for a drink—
had two, while he consulted the bar-
tender concerning the weather, the
possibility of rain, the quality of whis-
key—and the name of a certain girl
who had brown, curly hair and blue
eyes. The bartender seemed suspi-
ciously ignorant upon the last subject;
the more so inasmuch as the sign on
the front of his establishment read
quite plainly O’Rourke’s Saloon—and
the girl had distinctly said that
she was bearing preserves to Mrs.
O’Rourke.

Walt paid for his drinks, accom-
panying his coin with a particularly
sour look aimed at the bartender. The
look passed unnoticed and Walt
walked out, finding a small amount of
consolation in the fact that a little
group of men paused from their in-
spection of his recent handiwork to eye
him dubiously as he passed.

pURTHER down the street he en-
A tered the tiny cubicle which served
Vista as Postoffice and asked for his
mail. There were two letters, one of
which he opened and read with evi-
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Walt iUjiJg Knew what night-raiding would mean
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dent interest. Having finished it, he re-
turned to the postman’s window and
smiled blankly.

“What day o’ th’ month is it, pard-
ner?” he asked.

“It’s th’ twenty-third—an’ | ain’t
pardner t’ no sheepherder!” The post-
master’s reply was intended as a scath-
ing rebuke, but it seemed to have little
effect upon his customer.

“Th’ twenty-third, eh? Thanks...
Too bad y’ aint interested in sheep.”
His remark was altogether friendly.
“There’s money in them woolies, now.
Y’d be surprised!”

Outside on the street again he re-
traced his steps toward O’Rourke’s
Saloon. The group of men about the
posted message was larger now and
seemed peculiarly absorbed by it. The
buzz of their voices reached him as he
neared them, but the conversation end-
ed abruptly as they became aware of
him. He surveyed them coolly, walk-
ing with unhurried step.

They were cattle men, a dozen or
more of them, led, seemingly by a tall,
middle aged man who formed the cen-
ter of the group. He was as tall as
King; six feet at least and bulkily
built. He wore a mustache which
drooped with exaggerated ferocity be-
side the corners of his mouth.

As Walt came abreast of the group
the tall man pushed through the circle
about him and blocked the way. His
scowl was accentuated by the mus-
tache into a fearsome thing. Walt
paused facing him, his look of blank
inquiry seeming to enrage the cattle
man still more.

“Y’re th’ author o’ that damn’ inso-
lent scrawl, ain’t yuh?”

Walt turned an expressionless face
to the poster, read it with elaborate
care, and then nodded slowly. “Yeah.
It sure looks a heap like my handwrit-
in”. Y’ been havin’ some trouble read-
in” it?” he inquired, politely.

The tall man snorted. “I can read it
too dama’ well!” He took a step near-
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er and thrust his face toward King, his
jaw protruding belligerently. “Now, y’
listen t’ me, feller: “I’'m Mathews,
President of th’ Cattlemen’s Vigilante
Society. We done warned yuh t’ get
them damn’ sheep off this range, an’
we mean business. Sheep ruins th’
range, an’ we ain’t a-goin’ t’ stand for
’'em. What’s more, no sheepherdin’ son
is goin’ t” get smart an’ get away with
it!...”

Walt’s bland good humor had van-
ished under the epithet and his jaw
jutted out now as aggressively as that
of the older man. His words cutting
into the other’s threats were terse and
hard. “I’ll give yuh just about three
seconds t’ eat that name yuh called
me!”

Mathews’ anger almost choked him,
and his eloquence gave way to a sput-
tering of profanity. The audacity of
Walt’s challenge maddened him and he
swung furiously, his heavy fists flail-
ing across the sheepman’s shoulders.

WHIt saw the blows coming and side-
stepped. As Mathews lunged forward,
carried by the impetus of his attack,
Walt hooked a hard left and right in
quick time to the man’s jaw. Mathews
jerked erect as the blows landed and
charged again, bellowing.

The group of cattle men, confident
of their champion, drew back to form
a circle which was rapidly filled in by
new arrivals drawn by the sound of the
battle.

Walt met Mathews’ charge fairly
time and they came together in a flurry
of thudding fists. Walt planted a solid
right in his opponent’s face as he came
in and took a swinging left to the side
of his jaw in payment. It was a heavy
blow and Walt welcomed the brief re-
spite of the clinch that followed.

Instantly, however, he realized his
error. This was no ring encounter un-
der Marquis of Queensbury rules. He
found himself crushed in the grip of
powerful arms and bent backward as

[Turn To Page 112]
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Mathews made use of his superior
weight. Walt drove his fists into the
kidneys and heard the man grunt ex-
plosively. And then he was swung clear
of the ground, still helpless in that
mighty grip. He twisted his body des-
perately and the cattleman flung him
away...

Walt fell heavily, the shock of it
taken partially upon his arms and
shoulders. Mathews lunged after him
and Walt rolled toward the char-e,
catching the booted feet in a tripping
tackle. The big man crashed down,
stumbling over Walt’s prone body, and
the sheepman sprang up, shaking his
head like a drenched dog to clear it of
the daze of his fall.

JIFATHEWS struggled to his feet,
¢  surprised at Walt’s failure to fol-
low up his advantage. Once more he
charged and Walt sidestepped swiftly,
cutting in viciously to the side of the
jaw as Mathews passed him. This time
he followed the blow, catching Math-
ews with a sharp hook as he turned
and lifting him again with a left that
snapped the cattleman’s head back.
Instantly King’ right came up in a
smashing hook that seemed to lift
Mathews from his feet.

It was a knockout, as complete as if
that driving fist had been a sledge.
Mathews fell backward, crashing down
like a felled tree, unconscious before he
hit the ground.

Walt watched him fall.. .turned
slowly to sweep the circle of men about
him with a smouldering gaze. “Trou-
ble,” he remarked, tersely, “is my
middle name. If theres any more o’
you hombres hankerin’ for it I'll be
glad t—"

A darting, slender figure broke
through the circle opposite him and
ran, crying, to the prone figure on the
ground. “Dad!., Oh Dad, have they
killed you?” She dropped to her knees
beside Mathews and lifted the bat-
tered head in her arms.

WESTERN ACTION

Walt King lifted an uncertain hand
to his eyes, trying hard to brush from
them the scene that must be a dream.
The girl was his visitor at the ranch
... the girl who had carried preserves
to Mrs. O’Rourke! Well, that ended
that, with appalling definiteness! He
liked that girl; liked her a hell of a lot
—and now he had whipped her Dadl

Mathews opened his eyes slowly
and struggled free from the girl’s arms.
He attained a sitting posture and
glared up at King, his anger returning
with his consciousness.

“I reckon yuh win, sheepherder,” he
said. “And they ain’t nothin’ | can say
to yuh, now that my gal’s horned in.
But get this straight: this thing aint
ended! | ain’t holdin’ no grudge
against yuh fer th’ lickin’ yuh give me,
but we ain’t gonna stand fer no woolies
on this range! You move ’em out, or
they’ll be hell t’ pay an’ yuh a-payin’
it!”

Walt heard the words and under-
stood their meaning, but they seemed
far away and unreal. His eyes were
focused upon a pair of blue ones that
blazed at him from a spot beside and
almost level with Mathews’ shoulder
as he stood erect—a pair of eyes that
had lost all the brimming fun he had
seen in them an hour ago—eyes that
were beautiful even now despite the
hatred he read in them.

He stood so, silent and facing the
girl, until her low voice followed the
heavier one of her father: *“I hate
you!” she said, distinctly. “l hope
they—Kkill you, you—sheepherder!

She made the name an epithet that
stung more deep than the one which
had caused the fight. Walt nodded
slowly, accepting her anger as a nat-
ural and justifiable thing; turned slow-
ly and walked straight to the store
where Twosome waited.

The girl’s anger died in her gasp of
dismay as he turned his back upon the

crowd. Most of these men were ranch-
[Turn To Page 114]
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men and of these she had no fear. But
there were others... She glimpsed a
furtive hand already hovering above a
bolstered gun...another... She left
her father’s side, darting out to stand
between the departing figure and the
clump of men who watched him go,
her eyes intent upon the crowd. Math-
ews sensed the danger an instant later
and joined his daughter, his low growl
menacing. “There won’t be any shoot-
in’,” he stated, shortly. “Leastways, no
shootin’ a man in th” back.”

TITFALT KING had exhausted his vo-
” cabulary of profanity long before
the distance to the Box A was covered.
He began at the beginning of a lengthy
list of grievances—not forgetting the
sheepman whose woes he had won at
cards—and cursed his way systemati-
cally down to the present fiasco that
culminated in a girl’s blazing anger.
There was hardly any doubt in the
world that he was the champion hard-
luck cowboy of all time. He was con-
vinced of it. Emphatically convinced!

Days followed in which Walt found
much time for further reflection upon
his misfortune. The Mexican boy and
the collies needed little of his help in
tending the flock and he devoted his
time in part to chores and odd jobs at
the cabin. His supplies came out from
Vista as per his agreement with the
wagoner and he -wes mildly surprised.
They were not planning to starve him
out, at least.

KATORE DAYS, and Twosome had
carried Walt King into every cor-
ner of the domain that was theirs; ex-
plored every wandering arroyo and
every bend of the whispering little
stream that cut the ranch in halves.
And then a day when Red guided the
horse beyond the limits of his own
boundaries, along the banks of the
stream to its mouth at the river a few
miles beyond.
He dismounted then and led Two-

ACTION

some down a rough cow path that
marked a ford across the pebbly shal-
lows. There .was succulent grass be-
neath the shade of the river bank and
he left the horse' to graze while he
strolled aimlessly up the stream.

A hundred yards above the ford the
river changed from a broad, shallow
plate of sliding ripples to run for
awhile between narrowing banks.
There was just room to walk between
the water and the bank on the side
Walt followed, while on the opposite
side the perpendicular wall rose twen-
ty feet above the current which licked
at its base.

A little further on, where the little
canyon changed its course, the river
had hollowed out a deep pocket in the
bank, the current lashing against it in
never-ceasing greed. Further out from
the wall the water was comparatively
still and Walt guessed that the pool
formed by this backwash was deep be-
neath its quiet surface.

He watched awhile, wondering idly
how soon the over-hanging wall would
cave and drop another mouthful of
soil to those greedy jaws below. And
then a shimmering reflection on the
mirroring surface of the pool sent his
eyes aloft to the rim opposite him.

There, silhouetted against the blue
of the sky, a trim figure in a scarlet
swimming suit stood poised for a dive.
It was the Mathews girl! He caught
the gleam of sunlight on the copper
brown of her curls. If that bank should
cave in now!

He tried to shout, to tell her of what
he feared; saw the first trickle of crum-
bling soil that told him he was too
late. Her knees bent for the thrust
that would send her into space, and
the tiny jar of it was the final straw
that started the slide. The ground
crumbled beneath her, so that her leap
became a fall as the feet missed their
support. Her body turned in the air,
and she brought her knees up instinc-

\Turn To Page 116]
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WESTERN ACTION

tively to guard against the flat slap of
the impact. Behind her a deep sector
of the bank leaned out toward the riv-
ver, slowly at first, ripping free from
the grass roots above—poised, and
thundered down into geysers of leaping,
triumphant spray.

Walt’s hands were jerking at the
buckles of chaps and gunbelt even as
the girl’s curled-up body struck the
water. He kicked free from them and
plunged, a flat, hard dive, reaching out
even as he hit the water to begin a
powerful overhand.

He saw an outflung arm for a sec-
ond in the churning surf ahead and
realized with sickening certainty that
the girl was helpless... cursed at the
water that seemed to hold him back as
if with malevolent, clinging hands.

She was not in sight when he
reached the spot and he dived, swim-
ming down into the vicious shirls and
eddies that were molding and digest-
ing the new meal. Down, until his
lungs seemed about to burst—until his
mind rebelled against the will that
forced him on—until his outflung hand
brushed a cold arm that he caught and
gripped.

The undertow laid its grim fingers
upon them jealously. Walt felt the
sledge strokes of his heart, pounding
as lungs labored for oxygen. He fought
upward against the river demons with
a desperate strength. . .felt at last the
rush of precious air upon his face. ..

The current caught them savagely
and hurled them against the wall,
Walt’s shoulder fending off the blow
and shielding the limp form in his
arms. A moment later and they were
swept clear of the narrows, into the
shallowing waters of the lower river.

Walt staggered through the glitter-
ing ripples of the ford and laid his bur-
den upon the new grass beneath the
bank. Minutes then that were hours
while he labored over her, his breath

[Turn To Page 118]
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rasping in sobbing gasps between his
teeth...

She moved at last and he lifted her
head in his arms, brushing the cling-
ing curls from her face. She was
breathing almost naturally now and he
stooped swiftly, his lips touching hers.
“Thank God,” he whispered. And
then, turning shining eyes to the riv-
er: “Yuh didnt get her, damn vuh! |
took her away from yuh!”

Y ATER, AFTER he had silenced
*m' her impulsive thanks with his
gruff disclaimor of credit, he brought
her pony and her clothes from the oth-
er bank and left her awhile, walking
swiftly upstream. She could hear him
there, whistling reassuringly, while she
dressed, and she smiled happily at the
reflection of her face in the water as
she straightened the tangled mass of
her hair.

When he returned he wore again
the leather gear of the rider, but his
coppery hair still glistened damply in
the sunlight. She welcomed him smil-
ingly. “The last time | saw you,” she
said, “I told you | hated you. |—want
to take that back—now.” He flushed
and his eyes dropped before hers. “In
fact, since the river didn’t get me—
since you took me away from it, you
know—we’il just have to be friends,
won’t we?”

He looked up at her, startled. Was
she quoting his own words, or was it
just the chance phrasing of accident?
If she had heard that...she might
have been aware of his kiss, too. Her
eyes were full of dancing lights and
there was no answer in them.

“Only it wasn't really the river, you
know. The river and | are friends. |
was all right until | came to the top
again and something hit me. . .part of
the slide, | suppose. But—we are
friends, aren’t we? Dad said you had
a perfect right to hit him, and I'm
sorry for what | said..”

“Sure, Miss. Lord, I—I didn’t blame

[Turn To Page 120]
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AN facts.j If your hair roots are dead,l
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can do about 1t.» But if your roots
still have life in them, you may be able
to do something about it."If you are los-
ing your hair due to insufficient circulation of
the blood and tissue fluid you can be helped.’
Medical science recommends massage and brush-
ing, but human nature being what it is, we never
get around to giving ourselves the proper amount of
- hair-saving massaee and brushing. L
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and bald spots appear.
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blood flows to the hair roots, and fatigue will often be relieved. With improved
circulation nutrition is brought to the hair roots more freely and your hair will
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tAs though by magic, VIBRA BRUSH e — =]
helps increase the circulation of | VIBRA BRUSH CORP.? Dept.A-136 J

blood and_tissue fluid. VIBRA :
BRUSH will help release the natu- |42 Broadway, New York City 4, N. Y. g

ral oils in your scalp. Loose dan- | please send me the Underwriters Lab- |
drurf and accumulated dirt are easily « oratory Approved VIBRA BRUSH for b
removed. You feel clean and in- | 10 days trial period. I enclose $1, upon!
gorated. VIBRA BRUSH massages | arrival | will pay postman only $8.95 |
and stimulates the Natural®way = plus postage and handling. If not de- m
without harsh —rubbing that~may I jighted | may return VIBRA BRUSH J

damage hair and irritate scalp. | within 10 days for prompt refund of |
tTry VIBRA BRUSH at our risk full purchase price.

jfor 2 weeks. If you don’t say it’s I
Jthe greatest bIess):/ing ever des%gned | O | enclose $12.98. Send DeLuxe Model. :
Ifor the hair, if it doesn’t help you.!

send the brush right back for.full | Name |
and prompt refund—you lose noth- I
ing!*. VIBRA BRUSH “~comes] com-, \]Address

plete to you with 8-ft.|cord/plug,1 ) S
on-off switch. Made of durable an- | City State. I
odized Aluminum.-Bristle ,head is | O SAVE POSTAGE—check here if you J

jinstantly detachable a for rinsing.  ®enclose $9.95 with coupon.
:Only  $9.95 postpaid?® If ordering
[C.OD. send $1 payArbalai® plus I 'O 1 enclose $12.98. Send DeLuxe Model.

postage on arrival. I-




120

How to Become a .
e 11*GAME WARDEN

*GOVT: HUNTER
Join Forestry, Wildlife Services!-

Lei your love of field & forest guide you ioTeal

success! Be a career conservationist—p/oiV. with

wildlife amid scenic surround log*, *way from

city pressures. Prepare now, spare-iimc. It Sfun,

fascinating! Enjoy good pay, security, prestige.

No special schooling or experience required.

Openings for men 17-45. HELP FLLLDEMAND

IN YOUR AREA! Write now—today! 1

HOME STUDY EDUCATORS

De0i.D>3103d S. la Brea, Los Angeles 19, Calif
smct-AYOB'CHART!' litICft>uwat”stHoolifSg.'etc< astfniv
amt icitf fel ffitf SuoessthVi.A tW I detiiiil;.

MAKE MORE MONEY in this uncrowded field. New
CTI Shop-Method teaches repair and installation
at home. You get 23 big practical training Jcifs—
you build and keep an air conditioner, treezer,
refrigerator or milk cooler. Earn up to $5”»n
hour while training. Write tor new FREE BOOK.

COMVEROAL TRACES INSTITUTE Degpt. R-14!
1400 ©ceenleaf Avenue ¢ Chicago 26, I,

MIN® PtlJHiD AROUND—WHY TAKE ITT «ji A
Don't let Bullies and Wise-Guys make you . ***
look silly-defend yourself. Give bigger, j\,
stronger pests the surprise of their lives. &
It’s easy when you know POLICE JIU- /V
«JITSU. As taught to Police, Marines, Sol-
diers, G-men. 37 power-packed lessons in -
1volume. Full of"show-how” illustrations. f
Learn quickly—easily! Send only $1 NOW -
&')IOSIFaidi' Be Satisfieg or Money Back! "

48> V®I* M,, U* it, Cil

nripgfl fREEI Thl» Beautiful BIG IH mlraf<
LEATHER CRAFT CATALOG

M ake Leather Purses, Selfs, Billfolds
j. C, LARSON CO., 820 So. Tripp Av*.
Otparlmont '5544 Chicago 24, Hlinoi#

WESTERN ACTION

yuh. And o’ course we're friends.”

She was on her way to town again,
she told him, taking more delicacies
to Mrs. O’Rourke, and none of his
solicitous advice could persuade her to
postpone her trip.' “I’'m all right now ”
she insisted. “If |1 went back now 1d
have to tell Dad what happened, and
I won’t—yet. .. | do thank you, Mr.
Walt King! [I'm awfully grateful,
whether you want me to be or not!”
She was serious for an instant, and
Walt flushed again.

She laughed then and left him, and
he watched her ride away, conscious of
a poignant happiness that throbbed in
his veins like a heady liquor. And
then...

“Well, 1I'll be damned!” he whis-
pered. “I fergot t” ask her her name!”

That night outside the cabin at the
Box A, King sat and watched while
yellow stars were born out of the dark
mists of the sky to brighten and glow
like pinpoints of light on a cloudy sea.
He stretched his legs along the curly
turf of matted grass and leaned back
luxuriously against the wall of his
home.

He had not made a light. Sitting in
the dark and staring into the light he
was alone with his thoughts, and
thoughts tonight, were pleasant com-
pany.

Today was the last of the month.
Tomorrow, if there had been no delay,
he would have a visitor as promised
in the letter that had come for him to
Vista. An important guest, this one.
Walt smiled dreamily, thinking of the
other guest whose going had left such
nameless longings in his heart. He
wondered if she would like him bet-
ter. . .after tomorrow?

Like him? He would never be sat-
isfied with just her friendship. He
knew that now, and somehow the
knowing of it was an added joy.

The distant drumming of hoofs on
hard prairie turf aroused him and he

[Turn To Page 122]
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stood up, facing the trail toward the
town. This was no ordinary traveler,
this rider. Men do not ride at such a
pace on common errands.

The horse and rider loomed upon
him from the darkness suddenly and
the clatter of hoofs made an echoing
din in his ears. His hand rested caress-
ingly upon the butt of the gun at his
hip.

T TE SPRANG forward, recognizing

her voice before his eyes could
be sure of her. She was out of the sad-
dle before the horse had stopped, her
hands clutching at his arm.

“They’re coming after you, Walt!
I heard them talking in O’Rourke’s
saloon. | slipped out the back way to
avoid the men up front and they were
in a room at the back. | heard them
talking.” She was frightened and her
words tumbled over each other so rap-
idly that he was slow in understand-
ing. Coming for him.. Who?

“It’s all right, honey.” He caught
her hands and bent over her, his voice
soothing and gentle. “Who is it that’s
:c:_o[)nin’ for me? The Vigilante’s out-
it?”

“No. Oh no! | wouldnt let Dad’s
men come! | could have stopped them.
But those others... They’re bad men,
Walt; rustlers, and worse, some of
them. Dad’s men have tried to drive
them away but they come back.. .
They’re coming for you, Walt. |
heard them. They think you have a lot
of money hidden here and they’ll Kkill
you to get it! You must hurry—come
home with me. They were ready to
leave Vista when | came away.”

Walt nodded slowly. The news of
his killing at cards had followed him.
These men had heard of it and the
lure of easy money had attracted
them. The girl was right; they would
kill for what they wanted. Plenty of
drifting scum in all these border
towns. He knew the breed.. .

[Turn To Page 124]
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WESTERN ACTION

They were coming now. He caught
the first faint rumble of their approach
in the still night air. They must have
ridden hard to be so close upon the
girl’s track. Eager, like wolves scent-
ing a kill. ..

“No. I'll stay an’ meet them!”
King’s jaw set stubbornly. “Hurry!
Get on yer horse and ride, honey—
Tell yer Dad what’s up if you want to,
and tell him t’ come here...”

“l won't! I won’t move unless you
come. ..”

The riders were very near now. Walt
sensed the iron resistance of the girl’s
will and saw the futility of argument.
He caught the bridle of her mount and
led him around the cabin, out of sight
from the trail. The girl followed, silent
now but determined.

“You stay here,” Walt told her.
“It’ll be all right. Thanks t’ you, they
ain’t got th’ advantage of surprisin’ me.
I can get th’ drop on ’em and send ’em
packin’...”

The horsemen were thundering into
the ranchyard now, their clamor pro-
faning the night silences. Walt slipped
along the shadowed wall of the cabin
to a corner from which he could get a
view of the front, and the girl fol-
lowed him, breathless with excitement.

There were four men before the
door of the cabin; three still sitting in
their saddles while the fourth advanced
toward the darkened door. The dark-
ness and the silence seemed to puzzle
him for he paused and Walt heard him
call, gruffly: “Hello, inside there!”
There was no answer and the man
called again. “Come on out, y’ damn
sheepherder! We done warned yuh t’
get yer woolies off this range...”

Walt smiled grimly into the dark.
They had planned to pose as Vigilan-
tes, guessing, perhaps, that he would be
loath to resist with gunplay against

'Solid ranchmen.

King’s gun was clear of its holster
as he stepped beyond the corner of
the wall, and his voice was clear and
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hard; “Stick
coyotes!”

The man at the door whirled to-
ward the speaker, cursing. His gun
flashed up and Walt hurled a shot into
the red flame of its challenge. Other
guns were speaking now and Walt
heard the whine of their slugs in his
ears. His holdup had failed

A Dbullet seared the muscles of his
upper arm and Walt felt the warm flow
of blood inside his sleeve as he turned
his gun upon the mounted men. The
man at the door had dropped already
before his first shot. The horses, fran-
tic at sound and sight of the firing,
were plunging now and their fright was
disconcerting the attack.

King’ gun blazed again as one of
the riders swung his weapon down for
a shot, and the man lurched in the sad-
dle and was thrown as his horse lunged.
A stabbing pain burned into Walt’s
shoulder and his left arm dropped
limp. His gun roared again, and he
staggered to the wall, leaning against
it for support while he searched for a
target.

'em up!—yuh damn’

¥ TALF DAZED, he heard a strident

shout of warning from one of the
attackers: “Fan it, Pete! Somebody’s
cornin’!” The remaining two horsemen
whirled in flight and Walt lifted his
gun to send a parting shot into their
retreat. Dimly, as from a great dis-
tance, he heard the rapid drum of run-
ning horses—heard men shouting.
Someone touched him with clinging,
eager hands and he heard a nearer
voice this time, speaking welcome
words: “Walt!.. Oh, my darling, have
they—are you hurt, Walt? Speak to
me, can’t you?”

A little later, when the first shock
of his wounds had passed, Walt King
looked up from his cot into anxious
eyes that were very blue and very
deep. Still later, he saw, beyond the

girl as she leaned above him, the loom-j
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WESTERN ACTION

ing figure of a man with heavy, droop-
ing mustaches. It was Mathews.

“Feelin’ better, young feller?” The
ranchman’s voice boomed heartily; so
heartily that Walt wondered if he had
learned already about the visitor who
would come tomorrow.

“Sure. I'm—all right, | guess. Fool-
ish of me t’ pass out like that.”

“Not so foolish. I reckon, with a .44
slug smashing yer shoulder that-a-way.
An’ y’ did a right thorough job ’fore
yuh passed out, 1’d say. Two 0’ them
hombres is plumb salivated, an’ anoth-
er one got winged some. My gang
caught ’em ’fore they could get away.
Yuh done us a service fer sure, King,
riddin’ us o’ them coyotes.”

“They’d a rid yuh of a sheepherder,
too, | reckon, if you hadnt come up
just when yuh did. Flowd that hap-
pen, Mathews?”

Mathews shifted his feet and looked
down, embarrassed. “Well, now, th’
fact is, we was cornin’ over t’ sort-a-
escort yuh off the range, King. Th’
boys was kinda sore about them
woolies, an’.. An’ then we seen yuh
m\ss in trouble, and we didn’t aim t*
have yuh Kkilled so we rode in, an...”

Mathews paused then, staring down
at the girl perched upon Walt’s bed.
The message of her silent lips and her
frown penetrated his understanding -at
last and he backed awkwardly toward
the door. He stopped there for a mo-
ment and his eyes turned from the
girl’s face to the man on the bed.
“About them sheep o’ yers, King. |
reckon, long as yuh keep ’em grazed
on yer own land we ain’t got any room
t’ kick. Y’ can ferget about that, if
y will.”

[Turn To Page 128]
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For the first time science has found a
new healing substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain —without surgery.

In case after case, while gently relieving
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took
place.

Most amazing of all —results were so
thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a
problem!”

The secret is a new healing substance
(Bio-Dyne*) —discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in *mp-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count-
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TTE DISAPPEARED, and once

more the blue eyes were very near
Walt’s face. He smiled up at them
happily. “This is our unlucky day,
seems like,” he said. “First you fall in
th’ river, an’ then | get shot up.”

Something he saw in her eyes made
him pause, and then he added, softly.
“Maybe |I’'m wrong, sweetheart. May-
be it’s our—Ilucky day! .Could you,
maybe, fall in love with a sheepherd-
er?”

Her answer brought his one strong
arm about her, pulling her down until
her lips touched his; clung, this time,
and seemed loath ever to leave again.

“Our second Kiss,” she whispered,
afterward, and Walt stared at her, re-
alizing her meaning.

“Yuh did know, then,” he challenged
her, happily. And then, whimsically:
“Maybe | better not sell them sheep,
after all. Seems like they brought me
luck.”

“Sell
puzzled.

“Sure.” He grinned at her, teasing-
ly. “Y” already said | didn't look like
a sheepman! | won ’em in a poker
game an’ couldnt get rid of ’em. But
I wired a man | know that raises sheep
and he’s cornin’ for ’em tomorrow. And
then 1’m goin’ t’ stock this ranch with
cattle, and then...”

“And then?” Her eyes were full of
dancing lights again, but this time he
found an answer there.

“And then I’'m goin’ t’ see if yuh
could love me when I'm not a sheep-
herder,” he promised. “Which reminds
me, sweetheart—"“It’s about time yuh
told me yer name, dont y’ think?”

She laughed then and bent over him
again. “Does it matter?” she whis-
pered. “l like—what you called me—
and the rest of my name | intend to
change soon, anyway!”

And, to Walt at least, it didn’t seem
to matter.

them?” She stared at him,
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A N SW E R S To Western Brain-Mixers

John Wesley Hardin the noted gunfighter, in a fight shot a man in
Abilene, Kansas, and rode thirty-five miles in his underwear without
stopping.

He means that he has broke the girth attaching saddle to horse.

John Wesley Hardin’s father was a Methodist minister and later a law-
yer.

The valiant commander, Lieut.-Col. W. B. Travis, David Crockett, and
Col. James Bowie, for whom the bowie knife was named.

Arroyos means dry bed. In the Southwest, in the dry season many small
rivers vanish, leaving dry creek beds which are called arroyos.

Wes Hardin was fifteen years old when he killed his first man.

The cowboy started up the trail October 23rd. He started up the trail
with the 2 U-herd.

In order they mean: A horse herd, A rope, A crude type of leather made
from cowhide, To drag by means of a rope.

A nester is a homesteader on a.government claim.

True. John Wesley Hardin the noted gunfighter, once practiced law.
Arizona and New Mexico were our two last states to be admitted to the
Union.

True. Wild hogs were so numerous in the early days of the West, that
settlers devised traps to catch them.

Near Lawton at Fort Sill, Oklahoma, in 1909.

Nevada has the nickname of the Stagebrush State.

Wes Hardin the famous gunfighter.

April 22, 1889, was the date that Congress set, as the day upon which
white settlers could stake out a claim in the Indian Territory.

Idaho, Utah and Montana.

Butte, Montana, had the greatest copper-mining camp in the world.
Texas and Montana.

Wes Hardin, the noted gunman, was killed August 19, 1895, by a man
named John Selman. Witnesses testified that Hardin made no move to
draw his guns, although he carried two.

A Thrilling Novel of Midnight Murder

HOMICIDE HONEYMOON
by Donald Bayne Hobart

plus a new "Simon Aik" story, THE HOOFS
OF SATAN by Edward D. Hoch

FAMOUS DETECTIVE

February issue now on sale at all stands STORIES
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THE NEW FIGURE SLIMMER COMBINATION
ADJUSTABLE WAIST AND ABDOMINAL LEVELER

Now reduce that waist and abdominal bulging look in-
stantly. Figure Slimmer pushes back in the droopy bulg-
mg abdominal protuberance and lets you take in your
waistline and do away with flabby midriff look instantly.
Look at the picture and see how it works.

SLENDERIZES BOTH ABDOMEN AND WAIST

Figure-Slimmecr corrects the faults of other garments. Some
hold in the stomach but push out the waist. Figure Slimmer
slenderizes both the waist and abdominal appearance at the
same time. You will look inches slimmer and feel wonderful.

Figure Slimmer is wonderful for that falling-apart back feeling.
It’s firm, gentle compressing action makes you feel good and
secure and enables you to continue to do your daily work feel-
ing less tired, less broken down. Send for Figure

Slimmer now and begin enjoying a figure-

slimmed appearance at once.

APPffijjUH»HES SLIMMER—LOOK BETTER

Don’tlet aheavy w-eighing-down “corporation”
and a balloon waistline get you down. Figure
Slimmer flattens your front and takes in inches
of your appearance. Clothes will look well
on you now!

Figure Slimmer’s adjustable feature makes it
easy for you to have a small waistline look.
Trousers now look good and fit swell. You can
take yourself in more inches if you wish, with

this novel adjustable feature. WARD GREEN COMPANY, Dpr. P-853

« Wes* 61 S*. N. Y. 23, N. V.

Gentlemen:

Rush for ten days approval the new Figure Slimmer. After wearing
for ten days | can return it for full refund of purchase price if not
completely satisfied with results.

Check one:

S E N D N O M O N EY O Send C.0.D. and | wili pay postman plus postage.
You need risk no money to try Figure Slimmer, O lenclose S3.49. Send it prepaid. (S3.98 for waist sizes 46 and up.)
just fill out the coupon and ‘we will rush you EXTRA crotch pieces—50jf ca.
the Figure Summer hy return mail. Wear it ten
days. Then if >ou are not satisfied with the re- My waist measure is....... inches
suits >>u had expected return it and the full pur-
chase pricewill be refunded. Mail coupon now. NAME

Only 53-49 for waist sizes up to 45. $5.98
for waist sizes 46 and up. All sizes include ADDRESS

crotch piece.
CITY * ZONE.......STATE




SCIENTIFIC NEWNATURAL NAIL FORMULA BUILDS OUT SHORT
NAILS! Not a Polish. Not a “falsie”, but a treatment

to LENGTHEN NAILS! Repairs torn nails...

Smooths jagged edges!

BEEOAE
Have Lovelier Nails Than You Ever Dreamed Possible

Upset because your nails just won't grow? Embarrassed to show your hands in
public because of short, broken off nails? You need no longer suffer! Now you
can be proud to show your lovelier hands on dates, parties, dances and elsewhere.
Amazing new NAIL-GRO gives you the long, beautiful tapering nails you've always
wanted and needed to give you confidence and assurance in your appearance.

New Glamour And Beauty With Firsi Application

1—Broken or short nails leave

NAIL-GRO is a liquid plastic material applied directly to fingernails just like nail your hands looking ugl){ and
polish. Discovered by science, it sets to a clear, hard surface—looks and feels like uncared for. Bgt the_res no
your regular nail—actually grows with your nail. It can be cut, filed, polished—yet need for suffering this way
it's so strong, it can t break or tear—even when you're cleaning house, washing any longer.

dishes, doing laundry, playing the piano, or typing. In just minutes, you have
longer, lovelier nails—just the kind of hands men love to hold, caress—and place

rings on.
A onl
FULL y
| YEAR'S 2*98
i SUPPLY

He|pS PUt An End TO The 2'Simply p'lace Nail form under
Nall B|t|ng Hablt your nail and apply powder

with a wet brush. |It's just
These nails are so sturdy, nail biters like applying nail polish and
won™ chew or mangle them. They'll doesn't require any more time*
help put an end to a nail biting
habit that is destroying your loveli-
ness and possibly ruining your
chances for social success.

Manicure Lasts Days
Longer

Colored nail polishes stay on Nail-
Gro twice as long as they do on
ordinary nails—and nail polish re-

mover takes polish off faster and -When nail hardens, remove
easier, So don't delay! Order now! nail form and Presto! a longer
See the pride and admiration in his lovelier nail is yours. Nail is
eyes when he holds your hand. Only now ready for filing and pol-
2.98 for a full years supply. Enough ishing. Looks and feels com-
10 D F T . | for 50 Nails. pletely real.
y Smoothee Co. Dept.
There's no need to continue with short, broken, lynbrook, N. Y. t
unpleasant looking nails. See for yourself how e Please rush me my Nail-Gro at once for only $2.98. | under-
Nail-Gro can give you a longer tapering nail stand that if | am not 100% delighted with the results from K
B ' . my purchase after TO Day Free Trial, | may return for prompt
that adds loveliness you never dreamed possible.

3 refund of full purchase price.

You Risk Nothing! Try it 10 Days free. If you are I n | enclose payment. Smoothee Co. will pay postage.

not 100% delighted, simply return the unused [m] Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery plus a few
B N . cents postage.

portion for full refund. Rush coupon now in time

for that special event you want to look your best

for. Only $2.98. 0 UEITTT O T




