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Just Imported:

World's Smallest Adding Machine

Fits

In Your Pockft! Saves You Time,

Money And

Mistakes! Perfect For Salesmen, Students, Housewives,
Business Men, Storekeepers, Etc. Adds and Subtracts
Up To 1,000,000 In Seconds!

IT NEVER MAKES A MISTAKE

WHAT IT ITILL
e BALANCES CHECK

IH) FOR YOU:
BOOK

e KEEPS YOU ON BUDGET
« CHECKS GROCERY TAPES
e DOES HOME WORK
e TOTALS SALES SUPS

 CHECKS SCORES

e TOTALS CAR MILEAGE
e DOES 1001 OTHER ADDING AND

SUBTRACTING CHORES — EACH

SECONDS!

IN

FROM WEST BERLIN, GERMANY, COMES NEWS OF AN AMAZ-
ING time saving, work saving, money saving invention. The
world's smallest, precision made adding machine that adds

lip to 1,000,000 .
it in seconds

A beautifully made ma-
chine that saves you
endlesa hours of mental
work every year . . .
saves you time . .. cuts
out costly mistakes . .

lets you check bills,'
catch errors, add up
SAVES YOU

MANY DOLLARS!

Here's a money saving
use for amazing ADDI-

ATOR, the world’s
smallest adding ma-
chine. Add up vyour

Super-Market items as
fast as you take them
off the shelves. Know
how much you're spend-
ing as you go along!
SAVE byknowing when
to stop spending. Stay
within  your budget!
And eliminate costly
mistakes at the check-
out counter by knowing
the total before the
clerk has punched a
single figure!

subtiacts to 1,000,000
and never makes a mistake!

does

your budget, keep scores
and perform 1,001 other

adding and subtracing
chores ... all m a
matter of set-or.ds and

without a single men-
tal effort on your part!

A German Invention

The secret is a scien-
tific principle acknowl-
edged to be perfect by
experts throughout the
worl.l.  Developed by
German scientists, AD-
DJ-ATOR is now being
used all over Europe.
Pan American Airways,
Ainerican Express and
other companies as
well as millions of peo-
ple like you in 51 coun-
tries use and rave over
ADDIATOR

From all over come
reports of nerve-wrack-
ing additions of long col-
umns becoming easy as
a game ... of the speed
... the sureness . .. the
simplicity of this mir-
acle machine! Think
what this means to you.
Now at last you can
check everything you
buy .. . every bill ...
every statement. .. and
never lose a penny be-
cause of mistakes. You
can add up your budget
. . check your children’s

school work . .. add up
checks . . . inventories
. records of car
mileage . expenses

keep track of what you
spend each day . . .
yes, do 1,001 everyday
adding and subtracting
jobs.

3Vi MILLION
ADDIATORS IN
USE. SAVING
TIME, WORK
AND MONEY

Used By
European
Governments,
Giant Firms
Throughout the
World!

Marvel of Design
Never Needs Repairs

Not a toy—not a gadget.
Amazing ADDIATOR
and all its moving parts
a»v constructed entirely
of aluminum or brass.
It lasts a lifetime. Rest
of all, even a child can
add or subtract up to
1,000,000 without a mis-
take.

ADDIATOR Is In
Short Supply!

All that amazing new
ADDIATOR costs is
$3.08. That’s because it
is made in West Ger-
many. Yet it is just as
accurate as costly office
adding machines. But
because it comes from
West Germany, and the
demand in Europe is
tremendous, the sup-
plies available in this
country are very limited.
Only if you act at once
can we guarantee to fill
your order. This free
trial offer will not be re-
peated in this paper this
year. To get your AD-
DIATOR for yourself or
for a gift, mail the free
trial coupon today.

{ ADDIATOR is sent to |
|
|
|
|

you complete with §
FREE CARRYING CASE j
with Full Money Buck |

Guarantee.

ADDIATOR Is Super

Accurate — Super Fast!

Add or subtract the longest columns without

effort.
seconds . .

Addiator checks bank statements
. checks bills .

in

. . budgets . . . doer

homework. NO MORE MISTAKES, keeps a
running total, automatically!

FREE TRIAL OFFER

Stop being a slave to your bank statement in

figures. Avoid the costly nothing flat . . . figures
mistakes everyone up your mileage .. .does
makes of being too lazy 1,001 adding or sub-
to cheek bills and state- tracting jobs for you

ments.  Try
.ADDIATOR
jweek free.

for

amazing 'and NEVER MAKKS A
one *M1STAKE.

I'so it to check britfge.

. See how beautifully con- ,canasta and other scoies.

Istructed it is . .
‘easy to
kers
isilent the operation.
|See for
ADDIATOR adds
jyour bills in seconds . .

1totals your \frocery bills lentirely free.

read the num-
... how smooth and ;onds.

yourself how agree
up !endless time, effort and

. how <l et your children check

jtheir homework in see-
Put ADDIATOR
I toevery test. If you don’t
it will saw you

. "money, you have used it
It won’t

like lightnirg .. .checks 'cost you a penny.
3Va Million Amazing ADDIATORS Now In Ute Throughout

The World Be The First

In Your Area To Own One

j MAIL FREE TRIAL COUPON TODAY
I HARRISON HOME PRODUCTS CORP., Dept. DA-6

I P.O. Box 444. Great Neck. N. Y.

I Please scud my ADDIATOR with Free carrying case as

checked below for one week®

s NO RISK TRIAL. IK ADDI-

1 ATOR does not do all my adding and subtracting for me

| in seconds . . .

I'it doesn't save me time, effort and money . .
immediately including postage

I will refund my money
1

without ever making a mistake . . if

. then you

) lenclose $3.)S with full money hack guarantee.

Send ADDIATOR

I () Send ADDIATOR
phis C.0.D.

guarantee
Name

postpaid. 1 save all C.0.D.

C.0.D.
postage

I will pay postman
Some money back

SAVE! Order one ADDIATOR lor yeurtelf, another tor o *ift.

” DTWO ADDIATORS tent (or $6.98. You to«« Si.00..



Time to take out

SUCCESS
INSURAN

Chances are you carry life insurance. And
health insurance. And insurance on your car.

But a man with a growing family needs
“success insurance,” too.

Here’s how it works: Each week you invest
a few hours’ spare time and a few dollars in
specialized training at home. You follow a reg-
ular program of self-improvement. On the job,
you apply w'hat you learn.

In a few shor-f months, your policy starts to
pay off.

First, you win recognition from your em-
ployer. Second, you find new opportunities
opening up for you. Third, you’re one of the
first in line for promotion, one of the last to
take a cut or be laid off should times get tough.

And when you get your I. C.S. diploma,

For Real Job Security—Getan |I. C. S. Diploma!

you’re in a class with leaders in every field of
business and industry.

Specialized training as offered by I. C. S. is as
good “success insurance” as you can buy. 257
courses to choose from. Texts are up-to-date,
easy-to-follow, authoritative, Instruction is
practical, personalized. You learn as you earn,
and you pay as you go.

Find out more about I.C. S. "success insurance."
Mail the coupon today for three free books:
(1) Opportunity Handbook for the field of your
choice, (2) 36-page pocket guide, "How to Suc-
ceed," (3) sample lesson (Math.) demonstrating
the I.C. S, method.

Accredited Member,

I.C.S., Scranton 15, Penna. national Home Study Council

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 44301 D, SCRANTON 15. PENNA.

(Partial list of 257 courses)

Without cost or obligation, send me "HOW to SUCCEED” and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson);

AVIATION CIVIL
Aero-Engineering Technology

Aircraft & Engine Mechanic

ARCHITECTURE
and BUILDING
CONSTRUCTION

oo

ENGINEERING
Civil Engineering

O Good English O Industrial Electronics
O Practical Radio-TV EngVg

High School Mathematics
Practical Telephony

Short Story Writing

oo

O Air Conditioning

O Architecture

O Arch. Drawing and
Designing

O Building Contractor

O Building Estimator

O Carpentry end Millwork

BUSINESS
O Accounting
O Advertising
O Business Administration
O Business Management
0O Cost Accounting
O Creative Salesmanship

ooooooo

Construction Engineering
Highway Engineering
Professional Engineer (Civil)
Reading Struc. Blueprints
Structural Engineering
Surveying and Mapping

DRAFTING

oooo

DO Carpenter Foreman Managing a Small Business f h
D Heating . 8 Profesgslognal Secretary t ﬁ:zcgﬁgcazgﬁllggaﬂin g
O oo Public Accounting O Drafting Machine Degi n 5
glaulnmlgniggComraclor § Purchasing Agent [m} Electricgal Drafting 9 5
[m) iesqring Arch. Blueprints 2:::;3:222:3 and g g/lheecer}ar’\l/llcee‘xélDDr?;[fl{i\ﬁg S
Management :
O Commercial Art o Trafficg Management O Structural Drafting E
5 Magazine & Book lilus. CHEMICAL ELECTRICAL o
Sign Lettering Analytical Chemistry O Electrical Engineering o
O Sketching and Paintin g Chemical Engineering O Elec. Engr. Technician &)
9 9 O Chem. Lab. Technician O Elec. Light and Power o
TOMOTIVE O Elements of Nuclear Energy O Practical Electrician o
Autormbfles O General Chemistry O Practical Lineman
BAum Body Rebuilding O Natural Gas Prod, and Trans. O Professional Engineer (Elec) p
and Refinishing O Petroleum Prod, and Engr.
O Auto Engine Tuneup O Professional Engineer (Cgem) HIGH SCHOOL
O Auto Technician O Pulp and Paper Making O High School Diploma [m]

Name-
City—

Occupation-

-Home Address-

LEADERSHIP
Industrial Foremanship
Industrial Supervision
Personnel-Labor Relations
Supervision

MECHANICAL

and SHOP

Diesel Engines

Gas-Elec. Welding

Industrial Engineering
Industrial Instrumentatioo
Industrial Metallurgy
Industrial Safety

Machine Design

Machine Shop Practice
Mechanical Engineering
Professional Engineer (Mech)
Quality Control

Reading Shop Blueprints
Refrigeration and

Air Conditioning

Tool Design O Tool Making

RADIO, TELEVISION
General Electronics Tech.

_ Working Hours-

u}
O Radio-TV Servicing

RAILROAD i1

Car Inspector and Air Brakl
Diesel Electrician

Diesel Engr. and Firemao
Diesel Locomotive

oooo

STEAM and
DIESEL POWER
Combustion Engineering
Power Plant Engineer
Stationary Diesel Engr.
Stationary Fireman

oooo

TEXTILE

Carding and Spinning
Cotton Manufacture

Cotton Warping and Weaving
Loom Fixing Technician
Textile Designing

Textile Finishing & Dyeing
Throwing

O Warping and Weaving

O Worsted Manufacturing

ooooooo

-A.M. to PM—

Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, IW.,
Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.

Montreal, Canada. . .



This magazine has been STREAM-
TO OUR READERS LINED for your convenience. It con-
tains the same number of pages and words as before, but with this
thinner paper, you will find it easier to read and handle. We would like
to hear from you, telling us whether you agree or disagree with this
change, so won’t you please drop us a card? Thank you. The Editors.

WESTERN

LOVE FLAMED ACROSS THE BAR B .o
| didn't know if | could get beneath Emily's coldness and find any warmth thera — but one
thing I'd do: I'd teach her to curb some of that arrogance she displayed.

THEY CALLED ME SHERIFF ANNIE ..ot
This man who figured that a girl as sheriff was hitting a new low in sheer degeneracy thought
he was all | had to worry about, but he was the least of my troubles.

THE FLAME MAIDEN .o Peter Norcross
Lee Vane was on the trail of a legend — the flame maiden. But that legend covered up
something pretty grim, he suspected — and he was sure when he found Mady Niles . . .

TENDERFOOT'S DUTY oo, Donna Reece

Perhaps some men would have shrugged it off, forgot about it, when a girl like Sue Bowen
spurned their aid. But Jay Ridley wouldn't take no for an answer, when he could see that
Sue was in danger — whether she believed it or not!

THE MARSHAL STOOD ALONE ..o Olin Grant

Nancy Kline had come from the East, but she wasn't slow on the uptake. It was plain enough
that Clint Jensen was facing powerful forces, and that no one dared to side the marshal
against lawlessness. Not even Jensen's brother, who'd turned traitor!

MARIE ANTOINETTE PARK, Editor

ItOIIUHT A. tv. ,OW M)ESf Managing Editor

WIVTICIi.V UOMANI'KS; July Ift.'.v. Published I>i-monthly by COIl.PM HIA
ITHUI’AT1>XS. INC.. 1 Apple Siivtfi, Holyoke .MasL ~Editorial ami
execul ive offiima td M| Lhim*h gtredt. New York 13, New York. Entered as second
class m:tiHer fU the Post Office at Il lyoks, Mass., under the act of March 3. 1879.
-*»r per cop\; vearlv subsciriptions SI.Sd. AYhen submitting manuscripts enclose/
slum ped self-add leased envoilope for their return if found unavailable. The li-
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Catch More Fish...

N

AUTOMATICALLY!

SENSATIONAL BOB-O-MATIC CASTING FLOAT HOOKS
YOUR FISH AUTOMATICALLY THE INSTANT HE BITES

Here's a really clever new invention that now automatically
enables you to catch those fish you've been losing. Human reaction
is often too slow to set the hook at the right instant, so Bob-O-

Matic does it for you automatically. The instant a fish bites—
WHAM! the automatic trigger goes to work of lightning speed set-
ting the hook firmly in the mouth of the fish in just 1/50 of a sec-
ond YOUR FISH IS CAUGHT! Takes only one second to re-set trig-

ger. Fish over ond over until you've caught more than you can
carry. Don't delay! Order now and really enjoy fishing at its very
best Complete with instructions

ftp*?* oprifcHf

i&. shawyowexustly where
ofce W r h riding and
eautoroatkaUy; dtkwr tb*

the depth
yow

X M m

Cast more effectively with Bob-

O-Matic  than with ordinary

floating rigs because the weight

is concentrated in one place

close to the sinker and the

baited hook
Bob-O-Matic assures you of coming home
with the biggest catch and the most ad-
miring glances You can fish off a boat,
a bridge, leave for a drink, or take o
nap. Bob-O-Matic does the work for you
It hooks the fish and keeps him hooked
Money Back Guarantee
Sporfman's Post Dept. BT-35
Lynbrook, N. Y.
Rush Bob-O-Matic automatic fisher to me
at once on 10 day free trial offer at $1.98
Q Send C.O.D. | will pay postman on de-

livery plus a few cents postage.
Q | enclose payment. Sportsman's Post will
Money Back Guarantee pay postage.

Bob-O-Matic is guaranteed to catch fish automatically. 1

If you're not 100%
refunded.

delighted, your

Name
money will be |
» Address



XovsA JLamé&d
adxwaA Jh&
iBah $

Probably no man could change
Emily into a warmer, more human

girl — but I'd teach her to hide
some of her contempt before | rode
on my way . ..

HE AFTERNOON” sun was

I broiling down on Bartlett Wells

and most of the town's people
had gone under cover for their siesta.
The dust lay deep in the street and
there was a film of it over the false-
fronted adobe and frame buildings.
There was a taste of it in my throat
as | watched my horse being watered
in the livery trough before | found the
nearest saloon.

The livery man said. “Here he
comes new. The man you was askin’
about." He pointed to a buckboard
and a team of fine strong bays driven
by a bonnetted girl. Then | saw the
man riding beside it. lie sat tall in
the saddle, his Stetson slanted down
over his eyes and his face the color
old saddle leather. “That's Drago
Rawlc." lie said.

I nodded. | knew Drago Rawle. He
was my step-brother and the man I'd
come clear across Texas to find. He
looked older, harder, and | wondered
if he’d changed as much as | had. It’d
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been six years since he’d left the home
ranch to seek adventure and a whole
lot had happened to a lot of folks in
that time. .. There’d been a Civil war.

After | gave orders about the feed
for my big black, who was called
Satan, for good reason, | started up
the raised planked sidewalk fronting
the business houses and the bank. The
wooden awning was some protection
against the sun, but it sure felt like
a bake oven.

Drago tied his horse beside the
team at the hitching rail in front of
the mercantile, then he helped the
girl down from the buckboard and
they went inside. For all | knew, she
could be my new sister-in-law, though
that idea seemed mighty strange.
Drago had always been one to ride
alone. He used to like to cut up with
the dance hall girls, but he wasn’t ever
likely to get serious.

Crossing the street, | tried to whip
the dust out of my black pants with
my hat. My flannel shirt was too
travel-stained to do much about, but |
adjusted my gun belt and let it go at
that. | was right excited about seeing
Drago and | wasn’t going to put our
meeting off any longer, whether the
girl was his wife or not.

I pushed open the door and blinked
to accustom my eyes to the dimness.
The two of them were talking to the
clerk and | stood there listening for a
minute. The girl, in a slim-waisted
dress and red gold hair, was doing all
the talking.

“Oh, stop arguing, Drago,” she or-
dered imperiously and | drew in my
breath. There never had been anyone
alive who talked to Drago like that,
excepting Pa, and he always caused a
fight between them. “l know exactly
what my father wants,” she said.

All my brother did was nod and he
stepped back a little so | could see him
better. He had changed. He was leaner
and his face harder and more con-
trolled. Then he said real quiet like,
“‘Sure, you know, Miss Emily.”

T STIFFENED with anger, because

her voice had held an insulting kind
of arrogance, as though Drago were
dirt under her feet. 1°d never heard
any female brush his opinions aside
like trash before, and | didn’t like it
one damn bit. It seemed mighty funny
that Drago would stand for it. I know
I would have turned and walked away
from her and kept right on walking.

She handed a list to the clerk and
said, “Drago will pick it up in an
hour,” Not asking him if he would, but
ordering him in a round about way. To
tell the truth. | felt real embarrassed
for him.

The girl wanted to brush past me,
but | stood where | was and didn't
move, so she couldn’t. Her eyes
flashed into mine. Then | got a feel-
ing that 1'd seen those blue eyes and
the tilt of her tawny head before.

“Remember me, Drago?” | said and
moved into more light. He frowned,
studying me, and | laughed and said,
“It’s Chris.”

“Chris!” he echoed. Then we were
pounding each other’s back and both
of us were talking at once.

A cold, annoyed voice broke into
our reunion. “I’m waiting, Drago.”
the girl said like she was royalty. “You
know I’'m in a hurry.”

Our laughter fell away. | looked at
her and her eyes flashed into mine
again. “Youre real impatient,
Ma’am,” | said. “I’'m Chris Rawle and
Drago’s my brother. We haven’t seen
each other in years. It would seem like
you could go away on your own busi-
ness and leave us in peace.”

Her face was white with anger. “I'm
Emily Bartlett,” she informed me.
“And Drago’s my father’s foreman. |
don’t care if you haven’t seen each
other since you both fell out of the
cradle.”

To niy amazement, Drago looked
uncomfortable. “Suppose | meet you
at the buckboard in an hour. Miss
Emily,” he said and there was no
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denying he kept looking down at the
floor.

Everybody in Texas knew the vast
Bar B ranch and being foreman of it
was a big job. and | didn’t want to do
anything to spoil it for Dragc. If he
wanted to keep it bad enough to crawl
around for this snip of a daughter, that
was his business.

“I’ll hang around for a few days,'11
told him. “So we can meet at the hotel
when you got free time.”

Drago smiled. “You’ll get your horse
and ride out to the Bar B with us.”
He side-glanced at Emily. “Mr. Bart-
lett will be pleased you turned up.
You'll like the boss.” There’d been no
emphasis on "the boss” but Emily
colored.

'fm leaving in an hour, Drago,” she
said coolly, “Be ready.” Her eyes slid
over me in disdain. | don’t think she
missed one speck of dust or perspira-
tion stain. Her skirts flounced a little
as she walked out the door.

I was smiling when | turned back
to Drago. There was something so
steely cold in his face that | felt a chill
and my smile was gone. 1°d seen gun
slingers who had that same still look
before their hands streaked for their
guns.

There was a moment’s silence before
| said loo heartily, “Well, come on,
let’s wet our throats.”

“We got something to celebrate,”
Drago agreed.

r|-,HE OASIS across the street was

empty, since most folks had sense
enough to siesta during the torrid heat
of the day. Drago took a bottle and
glasses from the barkeep and we went
back to a table.

Drago poured and we raised our
glasses in a silent toast. The raw liquor
cut the dust in my throat. Drago
shoved back his hat and studied me.

“You don’t look much like the kid
I left,” he finally said. “And you're the
last hombre | expected to see around
here.” He gulped his drink.

“l wanted to find you a lot sooner,”
| told him. “But things kind of piled
up-”
“Yeah,” he said, “they do.” He
poured himself another drink and
pushed the bottle toward me.
“There're a lot of things happened we
don’t need to go into, Chris. That’s all
the past.” He smiled with his lips, but
it didn’t warm the bleakness in his
eyes. “Eve been ramroding the Bar B
for several years and you couldn’t find
a better boss than Amos Bartlett.” He
took the makings out of his shirt pock-
et and rolled a cigarette. “And if | do
say so, you couldn’t find a better fore-
man in Texas than me. It’s a big job
I’'m doing.” There was pride in his
voice. “Amos made a fortune by sell-
ing beef to the Armv during the war.
He owns damned near everything
around these parts and he lets me run
the ranch my own way.” His face
hardened. "It's too bad his daughter
ain’t human.”

Six years change a lot of things and
it was only natural that Drago and |
had to get acquainted again. He was
five years older, and six years ago,
when he left home, that had made a lot
of difference. | used to think Drago
was about the greatest man | ever
saw, on account of the way he could
fork a horse and shoot a gun. | used
to think there was no one faster on the
draw.

Somehow, | didn’t like to ask him
what he’d done in the war. It was a
man’s own business what side he
fought for. “Pa,” | told him, “gave all
his money to the cause. He even sold
the ranch for it.” Drago’s eyes raked
my face. “He died broke, like a hell
of a lot of Texans did.”

“That wasn’t real smart, was it?”
Drago said without much, if any in-
terest.

Drago and | had different Ma’. His
died when he was a little shaver and
it was my Ma who brought him up. |
often wondered if Drago would have
gone off hunting adventure if Ma had
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lived. Seeing him again was bringing
back a mighty lot of things 1'd forgot-
ten. Little, unimportant things that all
added up to the old ranch and home.
“You been drifting?” he asked.
“Mostly,” | smiled. “After the hos-
tilities finished, if they ever are, | was
restless. Seemed like no place could
hold me long. A job to get a little
money, then 1°d drift along.”
“No girl?” Drago laughed silently.
‘No time,” | laughed too. “l never
lit in one place long enough. Then,
suddenly, one day | got fed up. | got
sick of being a saddle tramp and |
wanted to settle down on a ranch of
my own." | looked at him levelly.
“That’s when | started looking for
you, Drago.” He stared back at me,
his face expressionless. “I thought you
might like to throw in with me, unless
you had something a lot better to do.”
I poured a drink. | studied the table
because | didn’t want him to know
how much 1’d counted on him going
partners, how much | wanted it to be
like family again. “Well,” | said
casually, “You got something better.”

HTHE WHISKEY tasted sour. | knew
A now 1d been chasing memories,
but a man can get damn lonely after a
war. Drago had made a new life and
forgotten most of the past. Hell, he'd
hardly recognized me today. It’s been
a long, long ride, | decided. But worth
it, because it ended a sentimental
journey.

Drago shoved back his chair. “Wait
here and I’ll finish the chores. The
old man wanted a new fangled hand-
saw, but Emily argued.” His mouth
twisted. “I’ll go exchange the one she
picked out.”

“Why do you take that kind of talk
from her?” | asked. “You let her treat
you like dirt. And, brother, that ain’t
the way you used to be.”

He looked steadily at me. “First,”
he said in a flinty tone, “there’s Amos.
Second, she’ll get all that’s coming to
her one fine day.” There was that still
coldness in him again that made me

ROMANCES

sorry for Emily Bartlett. 1 could see
my brother had developed into a wait-
ing man, and they’re the dangerous
ones.

“l just can’t see how a man could
put up with her for years,” | said.

“You got it wrong, Chris,” he in-
formed me. “She just got here six
months ago. She left when her Ma
died and she was about eleven. She’s
been brought up in New Orleans by
Amos’ sister. No,” he said flatly, “she
ain’t been here very long.” He slapped
me on the back and went out.

| decided Amos must be a real fine
man, or Drago would have thrown the
ramrod’s job in his face when Emily
came. If my brother ever did quit and
join up with me, it probably would be
Emily I'd have to thank. Her aunt had
made one beautiful arrogant witch out
of her, all right.

Then | snapped my fingers as | re-
membered. 1°'d thought 1°d seen those
blue eyes and that tilt of a tawny head
before. And | had, in a completely dif-
ferent setting.

It had been in St. Louis, where 1d
just been paid off by a small wagon
train for riding scout for them from
Santa Fe. | was down at the dock with
half the town, waiting for the Prairie
Belle up from New Orleans. | was
gawking, with the rest of them, when
the passengers came down the gang-
plank. There were some real pretty
girls whose complexions would be
ruined by the hot winds and the west-
ern sun. All kinds and shapes came
down that gangplank, adventurers,
traders, dance hall girls, entertainers,
gamblers, families, gentlemen and a
few ladies.

There was the wusual waterfront
bustle of unloading wares, trading
goods and supplies for the wagon
trains. There was the usual din of
voices. And then | noticed that not all
the passengers had disembarked.
There was still one on deck, a girl
with red gold hair peeking out from
under her bonnet and the bluest eyes
I ever saw. | particularly noticed the
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tilt of her head as she watched the
milling sweating crowd below her on
the dock. There was an arrogance
about the way she held it that, I re-
member | thought, wouldn't last long
if she were to become a real and in-
tegral part of the west. It's a raw,
tough land that can break a girl like
her.

She turned as an older man in a
frock coat and high hat and a lady in
crinolines came to her side. They
spoke together for a few minutes, then
the three of them made their way
down the gangplank. 1canted a hip on
a crate and watched her. wondering
who she was and where she was go-

. 2.

IGHT AS Emily
Bartlett walked to-
ward where | was,
one of the dance
hall girls | knew
came up to me and
put her hand on my
arm. 1 forgot about
the blue-eyed girl,
struck me as mighty
funny that we'd run into each other
again, and that she was a cattle bar-
on’s daughter and more arrogant even
than she'd appeared that day on the
Prairie Belle.

| poured a drink. The heiress to the
Bar B was as contemptible a girl as
I’d ever seen, judging by her attitude
tov.*rd my brother. Xobody ought to
treat another human like dirt and |
decided Td steer clear of Emily Bart-
lett.

That set me to thinking about her
father. And. again. | decided Amos
Bartlett must be about as fine as they
come or Drago wouldn't take her in-
solence. And he’d sure changed. The
Drago | used to know would have
,bawled her out so bad shed never for-
get it, then go draw his pay.

After | settled up with the barkeep,

I went on outside and found Drago
hauling groceries to the buckboard. |
started to pitch in and help him, but
he said he was on his last load and for
me to go get my horse.

“You sure it’ll be all right with the
lady?” | grinned.

Drago’s mouth lightened. “Get your
horse, Chris,” he ordered.

My eyes narrowed at his tone, then
I shrugged and walked down to the
livery. He had enough on his mind
without my acting proddy. | couldn't
help but wonder why Emily couldn’t
have driven the buckboard in alone for
supplies? You’d think the Bar B fore-
man would have more important things
to do than wet nurse a spoiled, no-
account girl.

I’d scarcely gotten in my saddle be-
fore the buckboard went flying past
me. Drago and | rode down the street
in Emily’s dust, though we weren't
running our horses the way she was.

Drago looked over my big black and
there was admiration in his eyes.
"That's quite a horse," he said.

| patted the satin smooth neck.

"He’s plenty mean." | admitted.
“That’s why | call him Satan.” |
smiled.

It was while we rode along that
Drago filled me in on Amos Bartlett
and his problems: His father had been
the first settler in this part of Texas
and named the nlace where he camped
the first night, Bartlett Wells. The old
man built up a big herd running to
thousands of longhorns, and helped
himself to all the land he wanted.
During the war with Mexico-the ranch
had suffered some, but he recouped his
losses and the ranch got bigger than
ever. Amos had been brought up to
believe he was King of the range and
that his word was law.

It was at the peak of his father’s
greatness that Amos inherited the
great Bar B. Nobody in the Territory
questioned the Bar B’s supremacy and
no king ever ruled with a firmer, surer
hand. Those were the good years.

Later, small ranchers filtered in be-
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cause of the lush grazing land and the
plentiful water. Slowly, they edged
into what Amos considered his land
and, since he owned the bank at Bart-
lett Wells, he gradually began fore-
closing on the ranchers’ mortgages
which the bank held. When small
ranchers needed money for further
development, Amos refused the leans.
When a rancher, sick and discouraged,
gave it up, it was Amos who took over
his spread. He became more and more
unpopular in the region until more
than a few men hated him violently.
“He’ hard,” Drago admitted. ‘But
he acts as he thinks best. He feels that
he saves some of the ranchers from
further losses, the ones who were
doomed to failure from the beginning.”

AS HE TALKED, | began to won-

der if Drago didnt have a touch
of hero worship in admiration of Amos
Bartlett’s ability. |1 knew it pointed up
the weakness and laziness of our own
father, whod been content with a
small ranch and herd. Pa’s easy-going
way had always angered Drago.

Ahead, Emily turned to look back
at us. “Why the escort?” | asked.
“Can’t she go to town alone?”

“Amos is afraid, like 1 am, that one
of his enemies might act up with her,”
Drago said. “He wants to avoid any-
thing unpleasant right now. You see,
Chris, he’s going to run for State
Senator.”

My smile twisted. “If he squeezes
the ranchers how can he hope to get
their votes?” | asked. “He don’t act
too smart.”

Drago’s eyes clashed with mine.
“Amos Bartlett will get what he
wants.”

“By buying votes?”

Drago’ bronzed face tightened and
his voice was edgy. “He’s the best man
for the job,” he stated flatly. “Be-
sides, votes come from all over, not
just around Bartlett Wells.”

| shut up. It wasn’t any of my busi-
ness and | sure didn’t want to make
my brother sore the first day. But |

couldn't help but wonder if Amos
Bartlett would make a good represen-
tative for the people. If he’d ever have
their welfare at heart, or only his own.
To him, the men who came to settle
here were interlopers, people to be
frozen out, or driven off.

The cattle barons are rugged indi-
vidualists, feudal in their thought and
action. It is almost impossible for them
to live in a cooperative society with
smaller ranchers. It galled them to
have to recognize rights of other men.
And in order to become a State Sena-
tor, Bartlett would have to change his
whole attitude. | dont like a man who
does that just so he’ll win. | could sure
see where Emily got her arrogance, but
knowing it didnt make me like her

any better.
We’d been riding for some time now,
through  fine graze land which

stretched as far as the eye could see.
In the distance, we saw herds of fine
sleek cattle grazing. Emily, | noticed,
sat straight on the wagon seat, her
back stiff. It would be tough always
being the princess, if you didn’t love it
the way Emily must.

She’d campaign for her father, but
she’d have to learn to unbend. | doubt-
ed if she could make it seem sincere,
because | could see she didn’t like us
common folks.

“l suppose.” | said to Drago, “she’s
got a lot of beaux who want to marry
the Bar B.”

Drago said gruffly, “Every man who
was single in this part of the state
came around after she got home. She
didnt seem to pay them any mind.”
He pointed to a ranch house way off
to the right. “Ruth Patton, her best
friend, lives there. She’s a real fine
girl, though she's going to marry Spike
Loomis who runs the Rocking W, and
he’s the push behind the faction out to
defeat Amos.”

“That must make it nice for the
girls,” | said.

“It’s not good. This is Bar B.” He
nodded at the big overhead wooden
sign on top the fence posts bearing the
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Bar B brand and Amos Bartlett under
it.

Emily turned the buckboard up the
wagon road. We must have ridden fif-
teen miles before the low adobe house
stretched out wide and deep in front
of us. It could have withstood raids
during the Mexican war. The cotton-
woods afforded yard shade not only
in front but to the many outbuildings,
beyond which were the corrals.

VJiiTFE CAUGHT up with Emily and |

helped her down out of the wag-
on. “Thank you,” she said icily. Some
of the hands came to unload and she
barely glanced at them as she went
into the house.

A real friendly girl, | thought deri-
sively. One to warm a man’s heart.

After Drago finished introducing me
around, we went to the spacious bunk-
house. | dumped my bed roll, then |
went to the wash shack to shave and
clean up.

I was putting on a clean shirt when
one of the men yelled, “Hey, Drago,
the boss wants you.”

“Come on,” he said and | followed
him back to the big house with its
foot-deep recessed windows.

Emily was in the big main room, but
as we stepped inside the house she left
it. Amos Bartlett was about six-one,
almost as tall as | am and a lot heavi-
er. He had a fine looking head with
thick black hair cut with a streak of
silver, which added to his distinguished
appearance. His appraisal of me was
shrewd and quick. Here was a man
who made up his mind fast, then act-
ed. Even if he were wrong, | doubted
if he could change course once hed
embarked on one. | don’t suppose a
man brought up as a king of all he
surveys can ever learn much humility.
There was no softness in him, and it
would bother him about as much as
swatting a bothersome fly to have to
foreclose a mortgage. There was pride
in his bearing, the kind of pride that
would keep him going until he
dropped. All these things | thought as

I looked at him while Drago intro-
duced me.

His handshake was hard and firm,
though his smile didn’t reach up into
the cold grayness of his eyes. He was
very cordial to me when he made me
welcome, urging me to stay as long as
I could. Then he told Drago to take
what time he could off, to be with me.

“Emily!” he shouted and she came
to the door. “Tell Maria that Drago
and Chris will stay for supper.” He
went to his office and came back with
whiskey and glasses. “Sit down.” he
told me and gestured expansively. “My
house is yours,” he said. | bowed in
acknowledgment, like a Spanish Don.

Frankly, | hadn’t expected to be ac-
cepted like this and because of it, |
could see he thought a whole lot of
Drago. | knew my brother wouldn't
want to pull up stakes here and go
ranching on a small scale with me. |
didn’t think I'd stay around for long.

Just before supper was laid by the
housekeeper, Emily returned. | stared.
She’d put on a red-gold wide skirted
dress, that matched her tawny hair,
and it was tied around the waist with
a velvet ribbon the blue of her eyes.
The off-the-shoulder bodice was well
fitted over small, uplifted breasts and
she carried a pretty little fan. | decid-
ed she must think she was still in New
Orleans.

She met my eyes and pink showed in
her face because of my frank admira-
tion. She might be intolerably rude, but
she was a beauty. She knew it and
flaunted it, as though to let us know
she wasn’t for the likes of us. For her
we didn’t exist as men. |ve known
dance hall girls | respected a hell of
a lot more.

A/TR. BARTLETT rose and escorted
A her to a high back Spanish chair
with old world courtesy, then he went
on talking. It was nice to see the rapt
attention she gave her father and a
fool could see the two of them adored
each other.

| sat across from her at the long
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supper table and | couldnt keep my
eyes off her. Lordy. but she was beau-
tiful! 1t was then | decided I'd teach
her a few manners before | left. Prob-
ably no man could teach her kindness,
but she could learn to hide some of her
contempt and arrogance.

“Are you staying here long?” she
askefl as if she’d read my mind.

“That depends, Ma’am,b | said.

Amos set down his coffee cup. “l’ve
been thinking I could use you, Chris,”
he said, “if you want to go on my pay-
roll.”

“Sorry,” | said. “But thanks.”

He ignored what I'd just said. “I
can use you on my campaign trips.”

“Sorry,” | repeated. “But 1'm on a
vacation.” | didnt want to help him
get to be a State Senator. | wasn't sure
about his value to the people of Texas.
At present, | didn’t think he'd do any
kind of a job for them.

Emily looked amused. “I don't think
Chris likes us,” she said and it was
my turn to feel my ears burn. “But
he’ll do what you want eventually.
Papa. They always do." She said it
with so much bored certainty that |
boiled.

It was fine by me if Drago wanted
to take this kind of thing, but | didn't
have to. “I’ll stay my own man,
Ma’am,” | .said.

Her eyes clashed with mine again,
then she laughed and it sounded like a
merry little brook rippling over rocks.
It surprised me it had such a nice
sound. “Suppose you go riding with me
tomorrow, Chris,” she said and Drago
looked startled.

Amos Bartlett pushed back his
chair. “I have business frith Drago. if
you two will excuse us.” My brother
followed him into the office and closed
the door.

Emily toyed with her coffee spoon,
obviously waiting for me to say some-
thing. Once she looked at me, her eyes
brimming with amusement.

“l saw you in St. Louis.” | told her
and knew | was a fool. “You got off
the Prairie Belle.”

“You remembered? 1’'m surprised,
considering all the girls you must have
known—and seen.” Her voice was
sharp and | stared at her. “I know
your kind.” she said. “Any man as at-
tractive as you, is certain to think all
women will fall at his feet. But not all

of them will, Chris Rawle, that |
promise you. Xow, if you’ll excuse
me.”

“Gladly,” | said and before she

could pick up her fan, 1 left the room.
I closed the heavy door behind me,
glad for the cool fresh air.

To say | was puzzled was sure mild
for what | felt. | suspected some un-
derhanded game, because the idea of
Emily Bartlett telling me | was all
that attractive was laughable. | was
no great shakes with the ladies. In the
first place, while I don’t frighten dogs
and horses, no female has ever said
much about my looks. I'm tall and
lean, and if you like black hair and
eyes and a knife scar cutting from my
forehead to my left ear, | might get
along all right.

I suspected Emily wanted me to
work for her father and, for some
reason, thought having seen and re-
membered me on the dock in St. Louis
would help turn the trick. Emily Bart-
lett had a hell of a lot to learn.

TT WAS MY night for surprises, be-
A cause Emily followed me out of the
house and called before | was half way
to the bunkbouse. She came off the
porch and we met under the cotton-
woods. This girl could change like a
chameleon. Xow, she was soft and
seductive and meant me no good. |
expect she could make most men like
mush when she wanted, and her tactics
would have amused me if they hadnjj
been kind of insulting to my intelli-
gence. I'll admit she made me tingle
up my spine when the moonlight shone
down on her bare shoulders.

“Are you riding with me tomor-
row?” she asked.

“I’d thought
Drago.”

I'd go along with
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She put her hand on my arm. ‘T can
show you all he can," she said.

"You could show me a whole lot
more. Ma’am." | laughed. "You win.
But I'm going to be frank. | know why
you’re giving me the softening-up
treatment and so long as you know |
know, it’s okay/”

1 waited for the explosion, but none
came. There was only tightening of
her lovely red lips to show she’d heard.
We were standing close to each other,
when the front door opened again.
1)rago stopped short when he saw us,
then turned to cross the yard toward
the bunkhouse.

“Hold it,” | called. “Good night,
Ma’am. I'll be ready to ride in the
morning." | left her under the trees.

Drago was silent until we reached
the bunkhouse door. "I think you
ought to take up Amos' offer/' he
told me. ‘Theres no sense in your
drifting around like you've been doing.
Pa would hate it. And Amos will pay
real good." He hesitated and looked
kind of sheepish. “And I'd kind of like
you to stick around."

"1'll see,” | said and clapped him on
the shoulder. It felt good that he
wanted me.

His next words jolted me with their
bitterness. "Emily’s a witch,” he said.

We went inside where | met more
of the crew and we played poker. But
when the lights were out. and | was
lying in my bunk, | thought about
what Drago said about Emily and his
hard bitterness. It came to me like a
bolt of lightening that Drago would
like to marry her, because she could
give him the Bar B. He thought only
Emily stood in the way of his ambi-
tion. | think I felt a little sad.

Then | remembered that he'd said
that someday she’d get what was com-
ing to her. And my brother was a wait-
ing man! Probably he thought he was
big enough to put her in her place,
once he got the chance. | wasnt so
sure he was. but | knew he'd die try-
ing. It was hard to tell if he honestly-
loved her, or only what she represent-

ed. 1’d have to stay awhile longer to
answer that.

EXT MORNING,
instead of riding
with Drago like 1
wanted, | stayed be-
hind when he and
the boys rode out to
relieve the night
crew. At the corral
a rannie was break-
ing a bronc and | was laughing at the
way they were going around and
around, when Emily joined me. She
was slim and beautiful in a riding skirt
and bright green blouse.

"Ready?" she asked and apparently
had decided to be nice and pleasant
today.

"Sure, Ma'am,” | told her and de-
cided I'd be pleasant too. "Where do
we ride?"

"l thought cross country, to one of
our line camps.” Her smile was warm
and there was a kind of sparkle in her
eyes when she called to one of the men
to bring her horse.

I whistled when | saw her magnifi-
cent sorrel, who pranced and whirled
when she got into the saddle. While 1
untied Satan, she dug her spurs in and
took off, leaving me behind. Showing
off. | thought sourly-, and stepped into
my own saddle. Fiery Satan didn't
need any urging to race. He plunged,
then pounded down the road after the
sorrel.

This horse of mine can go like the
devil and he had the power to stay
with it. Seme fine horse flesh had
raced him and ended up eating his
dust. If Emily were trying to prove her
superiority, she’d picked a bad w-ay to
do it.

Then she glanced back over her
shoulder in amazement, that | was
right behind. She dug in her spurs,
acknowledging that the race was on,
and sped across the rangeland with
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me at her heels. Jack rabbits leaped
cut of our way and gophers Aayed
down in their holes as we thundered
through the grass. Satan caught the
sorrel and passed him. then | pulled up
slowly to a walk.

Emily was flushed with excitement
when she came up and rode close be-
side Satan so she could pat his neck.
“He’s wonderful,” she cried. “Oh, my,
how I'd like to own him.”

“So would a lot of folks.” | smiled.
“There’s nothing wrong with your
own.”

“l know.” She eyed Satan. “I'd still
love to own yours.”

We headed away from where the
herds grazed and walked for a while
to blow out our horses. Beyond us a
couple of miles was a bluff, the sun
painting it vivid red and yellow. Wind-
stunted mesquite and sage grew sparse-
ly and boulders faced the steep sides.

“I'll' show you an old cave,"” Emily
said. '‘During the Aiexican war raid-
ing parties used it for a headquarters.”

“And today it’s still probably used
by raiding parties.” | squinted into the
sun. “Do you have much rustling?”

“Not so much it bothers us. The
Bar B runs so many longhorns we ex-
pect a certain amount of it,” she said.

It would be true. What were a hun-
dred or so head if you run thirty to
forty thousand cattle? 1 glanced at
Emily and was glad she was in a good
humor, it was making the ride a lot
better.

We wove around the lowest rung of
the boulders and finally she pulled
up. There was a cave and we dismount-
ed to inspect it’s cool depths.

Outside again in the sunlight, she
stood looking across the acres of her
vast land, her head held as though she
were surveying her own kingdom,
which | guess she was. For some rea-
son it irritated me. | had a sudden
overpowering desire to wipe out her
smug self-satisfaction.

T MOVED to her. turned her around
and took her into my arms. There

was no gentleness in me when | found
her mouth, which was soft and sweet.
Though she struggled furiously at first,
she stopped. | hardly noticed. The
blood was pounding in my temples as
it ran wild through my veins. My
breath was ragged as | hungrily kissed
the tip of her ears, her throat and her
bewitching lips.

At last, | stepped back and shook
my head in disbelief that 1’d wanted to
kiss her. About all the excuse | had
was that my desire had suddenly be-
come too strong.

Emily cracked her whip across my
face. “How dare you kiss a Bartlett?”
she stormed. The rage and arrogance
blazed from her.

I put my hand to my cheek and
looked at her. She wmas shaking with
fury. Bartlett, why, the way she said
that name you’d have thought it was
some kind of god. To save my life |
couldnt help it, | burst out laughing.
It surely wasn’t the proper thing to do
after 1’d almost assaulted the girl, but
she was so doggone funny.

For a minute, Emily looked at me as
if 1 was demented. Then she swung up
in the saddle and looked dowm scorn-
fully at me. “I am waiting,” she spaced
her wrnrds, “for an apology.”

Somehow, | managed to quit laugh-
ing and | stepped to her side. “I’'m
really sorry, Maam,” | said. “I'm
generally a whole lot more particular
about whom | kiss.” Our eyes held.
“Ma’am, dont you ever use that tone
of voice to me again. I’'m not Drago. |
won't take it. The next time you use it
on me, so help me, I’'m going to give
you the spanking. Ma’am, that’s been
long overdue.”

| dodged the flick of the whip. Then
she wheeled her horse, his hooves mak-
ing sparks on the stones, and rode off.
When | was sure she was headed to-
ward home, | veered off cross-country
to try to find Drago. Of course, now
I'd have to move into town, but it
wouldnt be for long. In another day or
two 1’d head on south and find myself
a little spread. To tell the truth, Id
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had all 1 wanted of the Bar B—and
Emily.

One of the riders guarding a herd
told me where to locate my brother
and | rode through cattle which grazed
for miles around. | found him at the
number 2 line camp and we had noon
dinner at the chuck wagon with the
riders.

Afterwards, we all sat around in the
shade smoking and spinning each other
tall tales. Finally, the men got back
to work at the horse corrals and a few
went off to replenish the salt supply.

I hunkered down beside Drago. “I’'m
going to move on in to the hotel,” |
said. “Amos might be fine, but I'm not
like you, | can’t take Emily."

He eyed me coldly. “Suppose we
leave her out of it." His voice was
deadly quiet.

“Fine by me,” | agreed and went to
tighten the cinch on Satan. If he loved
that girl | sure pitied him. It was
evident that Amos Bartlett liked my
brother, but that didnt mean he’d like
him for a son-in-law. I had a hunch
that even if Emily loved Drago, her
father would never allow her to marry
him. It would gall him too much for
his foreman to marry his only daughter
and know that his empire would go to
Drago. Of course, | could be dead
wrong, but | didn’t think so.

T WAS ALMOST certain my brother

didn’t figure it that way. He thought
Emily alone stood in his way. It was a
bad situation that could only get
worse, and | was glad now | wouldn’t
be around to see the outcome.

Drago rode with me back to the
ranch house and waited while | went
in to make my manners. Marie told me
the bos- had ridden into Bartlett Wells
and wouldn’t be back until late. Emily
wasn’t anywhere in sight, so | let that
go-

When | went back outside | thought
I saw a curtain move at Emily’s bed-
room window. | think she watched me
fasten on my blanket roll.

Drago said, “I’ll be in tomorrow,
Chris.”

That was that. | rode off the Bar B
without a backward look, or a regret.
Halfway to town | saw the ranch
house that Drago had pointed out as
belonging to Ruth Patton, that friend
of Emily’s. A rider cut into the road
and pulled up and waited for me.

“Howdy, stranger.” His smile was
real friendly. “I’'m Spike Loomis, own-
er of the Rocking W."

“Chris Rawle, Drago’s brother," |
told him and remembered he was head-
ing up the anti-Bartlett faction. I liked
his looks, but his eyes were consider-
ably less friendly when he found out
who | was. It’s a good idea to always
get the other side of the story if you
can, and | wanted Spike Loomis to
talk. | leaned on my saddle horn.
“Bartlett asked me to go campaigning
with him, but | turned him down.”

Spike glanced at my two six guns
and half smiled. “Reckon Amos will
have use for those,” he said. “You look
like you're right handy with them."
His voice got harsh. “The sooner that
hombrc gets it through his thick skull
that nobody with any decent thought
about the future is going to elect him.
the better,” His eyes narrowed. “With
one hand Amos promises that we
should have a Cattleman’s Association
so we can get a fair and square deal
with our grievances. With the other
hand, he forces some poor devil out
of ranching.” Spike shook his head.
“It’s too bad you don’t join up and
help us. We’re the group who may
need a good gun. It’ll look,bad for
Amos if his own community goes
against him at the polls. 1t’ll hurt him,
but he don’t seem to think about that.
He talks with a forked tongue, like
the Indians say.”

| was tempted, real tempted to
throw in with Spike Loomis and his
crowd. Only Drago being foreman of
the Bar B stopped me. It would be a
whole lot better for me to ride on.

When we reached town, Spike must
have read my thoughts, because he
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stretched out his hand after we
hitched our horses in front of the
hotel. “If you change your mind.
Chris, and decide to help us protect
the people of Texas from a sidewinder,
you let me know.” He half saluted and
strode on down the sidewalk.

After checking in, | took my saddle
bags upstairs to a room overlooking
the street. Then | took Satan to the
livery and gave the old man there in-
structions about his feed.

Lights were coming on now in the
town, and last minute shoppers were
hurrying along. Three cowboys rode in
to hitch un at the Oasis and a buck-
board rattled down the street. Later
on, I’d find me a poker game and if
Drago came we'd have a few drinks.

UST THEN 1 caught sight of Amos,

who was walking along slowly with
a woman by his side. Light from the
mercantile shone on them and | saw
she was pretty. The attention she was
giving to Amos was unmistakable, so
was the possessive way she held his
arm. Well, | thought and smiled, he
didn't care if the whole town knew it.
This must have been of long-standing
and | wondered what Emily thought
about it. and if it had been her fault
he hadn't married the woman.

He saw me and stopped. “Meet Miss
Roxanne Defoe.” He made a gallant
gesture of his bow. “This is Drago's
brother, Chris,” he said. “Miss Defoe
owns the hat shop here, though | guess
I don’t have to mention it.” He smiled
and motioned to the flowered one she
was wearing.

Her eyes were warm and seemed a
little glad when she welcomed me to
Bartlett Wells. She said, “I hear you’re
riding the circuit with Amos when he
goes campaigning.”

I smiled. “You
Ma’am.”

Amos laughed indulgently. “Pay him
no mind,” he said genially. “He’ll come
along, you’ll see.”

If hedd been alone | would have
told him off. As it was | held on to my

heard wrong.

temper. But it made me tired the way
he thought he could shove people
around to his liking. Somewhere along
the line he’d made a mistake about me
and not read me right.

“l rode in with Spike Loomis,” |
told him and didnt add anything
more.

Amos Bartlett turned brick red.
“That no account scalawag,” he
boomed. "He thinks he can force my
hand. Watch me, Chris. Watch me
show him who’s boss around these
parts.”

“No, Amos,” Roxanne said sooth-
ingly. “Don’t get all riled up over
nothing.” Then she said good-bye to
me and urged him down the street.

For a moment, | stood looking after
them, She was a small, nice looking
woman, but | wondered about her his-
tory. Amos could have taken her out
of a traveling show, or a dance hall
and set her up in business, | decided.
She looked like she’d lived a lot and
found a kind of peace now. At least,
he'd given her that and, for some
reason, | was glad. Roxanne would
be good for any man with her calm,
and the gentleness in her voice.

I walked over to the Oasis and
looked around. Spike was at the bar
and | joined him. Before he said much,
he introduced me to the cowhands who
were standing there. After a few
drinks, we went down to the cafe for
supper. | couldnt help but admire
Spike for not talking about Amos to
me and pressing his own cause.

When he was in the saddle to go
home, he stuck out his hand again.
“Anytime. Chris, you want to fight for
what's right, come and see me.”

For most of that ninvit, while |
played poker, | tried to put his words
out of my mind.

During the course of that evening, |
picked up a lot of talk about Amos
Bartlett. Some men grumbled, some
had anger deep in them, mostly they
felt hamstrung by his power. The tNk
was that, though he’d proposed a Cat-
tleman’s Association, he veered away
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from it when cornered. And most of
the ranchers and townsmen knew that
if they got an Association it wouldn’t
do them much good, unless Amos’
power was broken. He’d control that,
just as he controlled everything else.
There, too, his word would be law.

I didnt know any way to break
that power, unless through Emily. In-
stantly, | knew that was a foolish
idea. There was no appealing to her
better nature because, as far as |
knew, she hadnt any. Otherwise, when
her best friend Ruth, and the man she
loved tried to make Amos see the
viewpoint of the small ranchers, Emily
would have thrown in with them.

I wondered how Amos slept nights
but, then, hard men always sleep. He
had no conscience. He was the law.

The funny thing was that | was the
one who didn’t sleep too well. | kept
remembering the soft warmth of
Emily’s lips when | kissed her. Then
I touched my cheek and felt the sting
of her riding whip again. | reckon |
smiled in the darkness.

_ 4 -

HE NEXT morning
I  walked around
town and talked
some more politics
to everybody. |
found no one who
wanted Amos to rep-
resent him in the
Legislature, but
most of them admitted that he'd get
their votes. Too many men owed mon-
ey to Amos’ bank and had no choice. .

Drago didn’t get into town until late
that afternoon and he was in a black
glowering mood. | didn't question him
and finally in the saloon he burst out
with it.

“Amos had a big row last night at
the house with Spike Loomis. He threw
him out bodily,” Drago shook his
head. “l dont like it. Amos is mad-
der than hell.” He laughed shortly. “I
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wouldn’t want to be in Spike's shoes,
because he’s in real trouble.”

“But what can Bartlett do to him
just because Spike’s against his elec-
tion,” | asked. “He can’t shut Spike
up.”

Drago rubbed his hand along his
jaw. “Let’s stop talking about it. And,
you remember this, Amos is right.”

“That’s what you think,” | said,
angry at my brother for thinking as
he did. We glared at each other and |
suddenly laughed. It broke the tension
between us.

“You sure don’t act nice, do you?”
Drago said and then he shrugged.
“We’re going to meet Emily at the
church social,” he informed me. “Can
| get cleaned up in your room?”

“Sure,” | said and stared at him.
“Only I'm not going to meet Emily
at any church social. I'm the last one
she’d want to meet her.”

My brother looked a little confused
about it. "The funny thing is. you're
wrong. She does.”

“I'm afraid | cant believe you."

“She liked you, Chris.” He sounded
as if he didn't want to believe it. “She
told me to bring you, but that she’d
never known a man who could be so
insolent. | guess she’s right.” His eyes
bore into mine. “lI don’t know what
happened between you two, but she
told me to bring you along. | wish just
once she wanted me somewhere.” He
sounded bitter again.

There wasnt any answer | could
make. Curiosity alone caused me to
walk with Drago down to the residen-
tial street with its white cupola church
at the end. This, | thought, could be a
real nice town if it didn’t have to
knuckle under to the Bartletts,

For an instant, I almost wished |
was one of the robbing bands that
roamed and raided other parts of
Texas. Then | could break in and
burn every scrap of paper in the
bank’s safe and in Amos’ desk at the
ranch, and people could be free. It was
an idea | could never make work. Like
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the rest of them, | couldn't do any-
thing but wish.

Just before we reached the church
and the lantern lit yard, | told Drago,
*T reckon | won't stay long. If you de-
cide to break away, you'll find me
playing cards at the OasiW | smiled.
"Seems like 1’'m being real lucky with
poker.”

From his expression, | doubted if
he'd come. Again, he was wet nursing
Emily and. for all |1 knew, he liked it.
lle'd changed a lot. But there was no
use me raising a fever over it.

A bevy of girls in pretty dresses
moved about like butterflies. Some
were at tables selling their wares to
raise money for the church, others
milled around. Most of the men were
self-consciously grouped around the
lemonade bowl in the side yard. Quite
a few I'd met, and they seemed friend-
ly when Drago and | joined them, af-
ter saving Howdee to the minister and
his missus.

A FTER A while, | looked around
** for Roxanne, then | realized |
was making a mistake. She wouldn't
be welcome here. | decided, and she
probably was as nice a lady as you'd
find.

Emily came through the gate alone.
If she’d looked wonderful before, it
was nothing to what she looked now.
Only even | knew she was over-
dressed. She looked like she was ready
for a party in New Orleans or St
Louis, and all the other girls seemed
self conscious in their simple hand-
made muslins and cambrics.

A dark-haired girl went up to Emily
and they stood talking. "That’s Ruth,"
Drago told me. “Spike's girl."

She was nice looking and a man
would trust her at first sight. She’d
taken Emily’s hand and w's leading
her to the side and | was startled. It
was unbelievable, but Emily looked
kind of embarrassed and uncomforta-
ble. Against my good judgment, |
pitied her. For all I knew, she didn’t

fit in with Texas ways, and | blamed
her father for a lot of it. 1 had a hunch
Emily knew she was the one dressed
wrong for tonight.

"Come on,” Drago said gruffly and
we walked across the yard to join the
girls. | felt mighty nervous, because |
didn't know what Emily would say,
It's true she told Drago to bring me,
but that could have been because she
wanted to bawl me out for kissing her
in front of everybody. On" thing sure
about Emih'. you had no idea what
she'd do next.

When she looked at me. her smile
was hesitant and | thought | caught a
deep glow in her eyes. It was wrong,
1 knew that, but | couldn't help feel-
ing good that she hadn't forgotten our
kiss either. Hell, any man would have
left just like I did.

Ruth was real friendly to me and |
wasnt surprised when she told me
Spike said he'd met me. | guess she
was trying to act especially nice so 1d
maybe join up with her side. If Emily
knew about her father's fight with
Spike last night, she gave no indica-
tion of it. We all talked about how nice
the lights looked and what a big crowd
was here and how pretty all the girls
were. Just talk.

Drago and | bought a lot of pin-
cushions and aprons and fudge to give
the girls. When their arms were loaded
Emily said. "Would you mind if. we
put these things back so they can sell
them again?”

"The church needs all the money
we can raise.” Ruth said and we went
back and returned the stuff.

For some reason, it bothered me
that it had been Emily who’d suggest-
ed it. | suppose, because it seemed out
of character. It was something | hadn’t
believed she'd ever think about.

It was a pleasant get-together, that’s
so important in ranch life. Women live
far distances from each other and it's
seldom that they get a chance to visit.
Men stood in groups talking cattle
prices and the coming elections, while
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the women gossiped and the children
played tag around the yard.

T GUESS | was the first to hear the

horse galloping fast up the street.
The urgency in it made me tighten up.
Then a man slid out of the saddle and
made straight for Drago, who left us
and went a ways off.

“That’s one of our riders,” Emily
said and her eyes were worried.

I walked over to my brother and the
Bar B man. Drago grabbed my arm.
“Spike’s foreman, Will Grant, was
found shot to death on the range near
Spike’s house,” he said. “Amos wants
me right away. Will you see Emily
gets home?”

“I’ll take care of her, you go ahead,”
I told him. Drago even swung up in
back of his rider in order to get to his
own horse at the livery quicker.

Emily and Ruth ran over to me.
“What’s wrong, Chris?" Emily wanted
to know.

“There’s been a little trouble,” |
told them. “And your father wanted
Drago.”

Jvmily’s eyes searched mine and |
could tell she wasn’t satisfied with my
answer. “1’m going home. Now.-” There
was the old command in her voice, but
there wasn’t anything | could do about
it. And it was nothing to me who she
ordered around for the rest of her life.

Ruth said, “Is it all right, Chris?”

Spike was the one to tell her, so |
said, “l hope so,” and let it go at that.

“Wait.” Emily ordered, “while | get
my cloak.” She was back in a couple of
minutes and we started over to Main
Street. “l have to change into riding
clothes at the hotel, but you get our
horses.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” | answered just like
| used to do to my old sergeant in the
army. Her face flushed a little, but she
kept that alcof, arrogant tilt to her
tawny head.

In a short time, we were riding out
of town. Neither of us talked. | didn't,
because | was figuring that Amos
Bartlett might have engineered this

killing tonight. He’d been as mad as
hell at Spike last night and this might
be a warning for Spike to shut up.

Then it occurred to me that Bart-
lett wouldnt order one of his men to
shoot down Spike's foreman, he
wouldnt want anybody to have that
on him. That meant if Bartlett were
responsible, he had to have done the
shooting himself. | wondered what my
brother would think of his hero now?

Emily reined up. Her eyes clung to
my face and her slim body was tense.
“What happened, Chris?” she demand-
ed.

So | told her. | heard her faint
gasp, then she turned her head and
stared off into the night. After that,
she rode faster.

The moon came up, then | stiffened
and raised up in my stirrups. The
moon didn't come up in that direction,
so the hazy light off in the distance
was something else.

“Emily!” | shouted and she slowed.
“That’s no moon, that’s fire! What’s
over in that direction?” | pointed.

“It’s the Rocking W. Spike’.” Her
voice broke and she spurred her sorrel.
I thundered along beside her, wrapt up
in my own somber thoughts.

Killing Spike’s foreman hadn’t been
enough for Amos, now he had to fire
the man’s house! As we drew nearer
we saw the flames shooting high into
the air and other riders coming in
from all directions.

VV/'HEN WE reached the outskirts
** of Spike’s yard it had become a
burning inferno and | stopped Emily
by a cottonwood. “You wait right
here,” | ordered. | stepped out of my
saddle and handed her Satan’s reins.
All the men were doing what they
could, but nothing could save the
house. As | got closer | saw they'd
turned to the outbuildings in an effort
to save something. Loud curses cut
through the noise of the crackling fire.
I saw Spike, his face smoke blackened
and his eyes bloodshot and wild. | felt
physically sick at this wanton dislruc-
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tion of a man’s life and another man’s
work and hopes.

I ran to the pump, where the water
came so slowly it was practically of
no use, but I, too, joined the bucket
brigade.

Then a sudden thought struck me.
Was it possible that some outlaw
band, such as had been maurauding.
had moved into this part of Texas?
Spike’s foreman might have run into
one of the gang and so signed his death
warrant and the fire could be a warn-
ing to Spike not to tell, if he knew
anything. Perhaps, just perhaps, Amos
Bartlett wasn’t responsible.

Spike was throwing water on a burn-
ing cook shack roof, which had ignited
from sparks from the house, and |
wondered what he thought about this
night's havoc? Just then there was a
shattering crash as the roof of the
house collapsed, sending a shower of
sparks into the sky. It was utter bed-
lam, men cursed as they tried desper-
ately to save whatever they could.

Finally, there were only occasional
sparks and flareups. There was the
quiet that comes when a man’s struggle
and work lay in ashes at his feet. |
hoped the horses were out of the barn,
and supposed they were, since their
screams hadn’t pierced through the
other sounds. All the men looked as
drained as | felt. Right then | had but
one desire, to look into Amos Bart-
lett’s eyes and know whether he’d done
this thing.

If he had, 1'd force him to draw his
gun. Because | would Kill him.

I remembered Emily was waiting
with our horses by the tree, and | pat-
ted Spike's shoulder sympathetically
and went to join her. She was still
holding Satan, but evidently she’d had
quite a time because fire can terrorize
horses.

“Lets go,” | said and swung into
the saddle.

“Poor Spike.” Her voice was deeply
sad. “Will, his foreman is killed and
now this. 1 don’t know what he and
Ruth will do.”

“Maybe your father can tell them,”
| snapped. “It could be he’s back of
this, after his fight with Spike last
night.”

For the second time, her whip
slashed across my face and there was
a drop of blood on my hand when |
touched it. Her sorrel reared, then
plunged and bolted with her. | didn’t
give a whoop in hell if she was thrown
and lay there for the rest of her life. |
was fed to the ears with the Bartletts.
But there was still one thing | had to
do—I had to see Amos Bartlett.

FAMILY TRIED to beat me home in
order to talk to her father first,
but Satan was strong and as fast as the
wind and he overtook her. | decided to
let her ride the rest of the way home
alone and | spurred ahead. | had to be
the one to tell her father and Drago.

| beat her, as | knew | would, and
slipped out of the saddle. | pushed
the front door open and stood looking
at my brother and Amos drinking in
front of the fire. They both stared at
me and Amos got up.

"Spike’s burned out,” | said evenly
and walked close to him. | looked
steadily into his eyes and didn’t see
any flicker of guilt. There was only
surprise and shock.

“l  guess some drunken
dropped a cigarette,” he said.

Drago looked shocked too. “Can |
do anything?” he asked me.

“Of course not,” Amos shouted at
him, then he paced the floor.

“Where's Emily?” Drago demanded
tersely.

It was then she burst in the door.
“It was so awful, Papa,” she cried.
“l hate Spike, but | wouldn’t have
wanted anything like this to happen
to him. What will he and Ruth do?”

Her father kept pacing, until he
finally stopped in front of Drago.
“Looks like we got ourselves some
thieving renegades around here.” His
smile was cold. “And | got to admit
they came at a right handy time for

hand
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me. Now, I'll campaign against outlaws
and demand extra State rangers.”

I grabbed his shirt and bunched it.
“Listen to me, you dirty son. A man's
foreman and friend was killed. Spike’s
been burned out. What are you going
to do to help him?” Amos stiffened
with outrage.

Emily yelled. “You’re rotten mean,
Chris.”

“Easy, kid,” Drago said and got up.

I paid no attention, it was Amos |
wanted. “How are you going to help?”
I repeated and shook him a little.
“Spike hasn’t enough money to hope
to rebuild and he already owes your
bank.” | shoved Bartlett into a chair
and his eyes blazed at me just the way
his daughter’s did.

She came flying at me and pounded
my chest with her fists. “Get out of
here,” she ordered and choked in her
fury. “How dare you talk to my father
like that.”

My laugh was short as | moved
away from her. “You ought to be
damn glad | didn’t kill him." | put
my hands on my hips, handy to my
guns. “Spike’s a good man,” | said
evenly. “He’ decent and a credit to
the west. I'm going to tell you some-
thing, Mr. Bartlett.” His eyes bore
into mine and his face was red. “If
you don’t tear up the notes Spike
signed and lend him money to start
over, 1’m going to get up in the middle
of your campaign speeches and blast
the hell out of you for the kind of man
you are.”

Emily cried, “Oh, how | hate you!”

“I'm sorry, boss.” Drago was un-
comfortable. “Chris is just excited and
blowing off his temper. The fire kind
of got him going a little.”

That tore my last shred of control.
I clipped my brother on the jaw and
waited until he crashed to the floor,
then | turned and walked out.

Emily ran after me, tugging at my
sleeve. “You wouldn’t spoil Papa’s
chance of election. You couldn’t be so
cruel when he wants it so much.” She
was half sobbing.

My hands bit into her shoulders as
| turned her toward me. “What kind
of a girl are you?” | demanded. “It
never occurred to you to help your
friend Ruth and the man she’s going
to marry.” | was suddenly tireder than
I ever remembered. “What are you
made of, Emily?” | asked wearily.
“Besides arrogance. You look out over
Texas land and see it only as your
personal kingdom with you and your
father its rulers. You don’t even see
people who have a right here too, just
as much as you do.” I guess | shook
her a little. I know she was staring up
at me in the moonlight, her eyes wide.
“You’re spoiled, and selfish and self-
centered. You haven’t a generous
thought in your tawny head. My Lord,
you don't own the sun and the moon.

They’re for everybody. Someday
you'll learn it the hard way.” | left
her and got my horse.

I rode off, disgusted with mv

brother and the Bartletts. | felt dazed
with the tragedy tonight and the kind
of men who thought they could use it
for their own advantage. And it was
Emily’ tragedy too. because she had
proven her utter selfishness. | wdshed
she wasn’t the kind of girl she was.
She could do so much good and be so
wonderful.

5 -

T WAS BRIGHT
moonlight and the
clumps of sage made
shadows in the
night. A jack rabbit
jumped in front of
me and Satan shied,
then galloped on in
his steady rhythm. |
guess | couldnt lie to myself out here
under the Texas stars. And | knew |
wanted Emily to be the kind of girl a
man could really love.

It was late when | reached my hotel
room and | pulled off my clothes and
climbed into bed. | didnt want any
poker tonight.
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From one of the saloons there was
the sound of a piano and laughter. |
folded my arms under my head and
stared at the ceiling. A breeze stirred
the curtains.

It didn’t seem plausible that Amos
could be responsible for all that had
happened tonight. No man could be
that good an actor. And that meant
that a bunch of outlaws were operat-
ing around Bartlett Wells. The cave
Emily had shown me could convenient-
ly be used again by rustlers and a
marauding band. I’ll admit, it didn't
seem too likely, since everyone around
knew about the cave, but | might pick
up some signs that it had been used in
the last day or so. Tomorrow | could
find out.

At breakfast the next morning, eve-
rybody was talking about Will's get-
ting killed and the fire. The men were
grave. It's a serious matter when a
town is threatened, as this one seemed
to be. by a band of renegades. There
could be all manner of depredation and
nobody knew what to do. or how to do
it. The sheriff, | learned, was off
hunting, his whereabouts unknown.

| started out of town in the direction
of the Bar B and the cave Emily had
shown me. I1’d almost reached the
place when | saw a rider's dust coming
toward me and | pulled up by a mes-
quite and waited. It wasnt long before
I saw it was Emily and my jaw tight-
ened.

Anybody would have to admit that
she made a really pretty picture with
her tawny hair flying. It wasn’t quite
so pretty when she stopped and glared
at me. “l didn’t want to see you
again.” she said.

‘That’s good, because | don’t want
to see you either,” | told her mildly.
“Especially right now.” | was worried.
If the outlaws were holed up in the
cave, this was no place for Emily. “It
would make a lot more sense if your
father and some of his armed riders
came this way,” | told her. “Nobody
knows where we’ll find those rene-
gades.”

“l have a gun,” she informed me
coolly and | noticed it and the belt.

Who knew how well she could
shoot? A bad gun is a lot worse than
no gun at all. | thought I caught fear
deep in her eyes. And | wondered if
the same idea had struck her that had
me. that the outlaws might be waiting
for us in the cave.

"My father.” she said haughtily in
answer to my remark, “will be at the
bank today, so he couldn’t ride here.”
Quite obviously she didn't like me any
more than | did her.

Then, for no good reason, | remem-
bered our kiss and my throat tight-
ened.

I made myself think calmly. If bad
men had invaded this part of Texas, |
had no concern for Emily because her
house could withstand a siege, it was
the small families | worried about. It
seriously hurts development of a state
when a town goes down in flames. ..
A treed town is a terrible thing to see.
It discouraged emigration and settle-
ment for a long time to come.

AVTE RODE on toward the hills and

” | knew if anybody was inside the
cave he could get a pot shot at us if
we came straight up the steep incline.
I veered off and Emily followed me,
for once without an argument.

When 1 finally swung out of my sad-
dle, she wanted to go with me, but-I
told her to stay where she was in the
rocky gully, “Shoot to kill if anybody
comes this way.” | told her.

Then on foot, | picked my way
quietly toward the cave. There wasn’t
any lookout and there would be one if
the bandits had holed up here. | was
a lot bolder the last few yards, though
| did stop to listen for the neigh of a
horse or voices. There was nothing.

I came out into the open at the
mouth of the cave, my guns ready.
There wasn’t anyone around, but in-
side | found the marks of horses
hooves in the dust and dirt, and there
was the remains of a fire. How many
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had been here | couldn’t tell, theyd
milled around too much.

A heavy load lifted. This cleared
things up for me and | knew Amos
Bartlett had an apology coming from
me for what 1°d thought about him.

Quickly, I went back to where 17d
left Emily. To my complete surprise,
she’d obeyed me for once, and stayed
right where 1°d left her.

She was pale under her honey tan
and she was trembling when | said,
“We had visitors all right.”

Her eyes flashed. “I despise you,”
she said thickly, “for thinking my fa-
ther was to blame for Will’s death, or
the burning of Spike’s house. How
could you think anything so terrible?”

She acted much too relieved about
it and | studied her thoughtfully, “You
thought so,” | said quietly.

After she gasped, she ran to her
sorrel, leaving me standing there. |
didn’t attempt to catch up with her.
My job was to let the folks in Bart-
lett Wells know that this bunch of out-
laws could still be in the vicinity.

Riding back toward town. | thought
hard about Emily. One reason she'd
been so upset last night could have
been because she was scared to death
her father had been responsible. By
this time she had to know that he con-
sidered him a law unto himself, and
no ordinary restrictions applied to him.
Emily could easily believe that the
end justified the “means” where a
Bartlett was concerned. She’d been
brought up that way, | suppose.

Ruth’s house was the first | stopped
at and she came right out. Her eyes
were sunken from lack of sleep and
tears. Looking at her, | felt she was
drained of emotion and too tired to
care about anything. But | was wrong.
When she looked up at me her chin
stiffened and she managed a smile.

“I'm mighty sorry about all this,”
| told her.

“We’ll make out, Chris. Nobody’s
going to drive Spike out, not even
Amos Bartlett.” Her mouth tightened.

This was the kind of girl Texas

needed. Then | told her what 1’d found
in the cave and she promised to send
her father’s cowboys to warn the other
settlers.

UMPIRE’S seeing Amos late this

afternoon about a loan so he can
rebuild.” Her eyes begged me to say
it would be all right. “He won’t need
much money to put up shacks until he
can drive his cattle to market. That
sale money will be enough to help him
get started over again.”

“Then all he needs is a small loan
right away,” | said. | hadn*t heard any
of this from Amos and | hoped Ruth
was right.

“My father cant do it for us.” She
looked sad. “We dont have cash
enough, father started this ranch on a
shoestring, but. at least, he doesn’t
owe Amos.”

“Itll turn out all right.” | smiled
and touched the brim of my hat. then
| wheeled Satan and took off for town.

I thought a whole lot riding in and
it was the bank where | stopped and
tied my horse. Amos was behind a
desk in back of the grilled windows,
right near the safe that contained pa-
per that could ruin a lot of ranchers
and merchants.

Amos didn't exactly look happy
about seeing me, but he motioned me
inside. Without any fancy frills, |
told him what 1'd found in the cave
and he acted like he’d expected some-
thing of the sort.

“You going to help Spike out with
a small loan, Mr. Bartlett, until he
can sell his cattle?” | asked bluntly.

“I'm going to help him by buying
him out.” His smile was smugly
pleased.

I leaned on his desk and eyed him
steadily. “You do that, amigo,*’ | said
softly, “and 11l blast you off any cam-
paign platform you crawl up on.” |
walked to the front of the bank and
unfastened my money belt.

For a minute, | held it in my hand
and looked at it. Here was a small
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ranch and a bunch of good cattle.
Then | counted out a thousand dollars
because, hell, 1 could wait a while
longer.

The cashier watched me with in-
terest, his small bird-like eyes follow-
in my every action. | walked over to
him and told him to deposit the thou-
sand in Spike’s name and see that he
knew about it the minute he came in
the bank, before he talked to Mr.
Bartlett. “And don’t say who deposit-

ed it for him,” | said and his eyes
darted toward Amos and back to me
again.

My hands dropped to my guns and
the little man’s face got gray. “You'l
be in trouble if you don’t follow or-
ders. Savvy?”

Outside, | took in a deep breath of
air. Amos wasn’t going to drive Spike
out, not if a thousand bucks could
help it. The anger lay deep in me that
such men should live. One good bullet
from my gun would let a lot of people
out of their misery.

After taking Satan to the livery. |
walked up to the Oasis, thinking a
whiskey might settle my temper. My
m_ondey belt felt lighter, but so did my
mind.

UST AS | was leaving the bar,

Drago came in and got a mite red
when he saw me. “That was a bad
thing you did,” he told me belligerent-
ly. “It’s a damn good thing you’re my
brother. 1°d gun most men down for
smashing my jaw.”

“Cool down,” | said and shoved the
bottle down the bar to him. “Who’s
going to round up these outlaws with
the sheriff away? I’'m certain your
boss won’t get off the seat of his
pants to help.”

Drago glared at me. “I ’'m going after
them. Not that it’s any of your busi-
ness.”

“l dealt myself in the game, Drago.”
I said and finished my drink. “I ride
with you.” Then | got an idea that
liked to double me up with laughter.

When | could | said, “It would sure
be funny if that gang cleaned out
Amos’ bank.”

“Ah, that wouldn’t hurt him none,”
Drago growled. “And suppose you
shut your mouth here in Bartlett
Wells. Get your saddle bags, Chris,
and be on your way.”

We took each other’s measure and
the barkeep moved down to the other
end. “It's too late for me to ride on,”
| said.

“And you keep away from Emily,”
he snapped. “She’s not your kind.”

I put my hands flat on the bar to
keep from balling them into fists.
“Don’t tell me what to do, Drago,” |
said softly. “lI don’t like it. As for
Emily, | got no use for her and she’s
got none for me.” My eyes held his.
“And you’re a coward, or you’d go in
and win her, if you could.” I put mon-
ey on the bar and started out. At the
door | turned. “When do we ride?” |
said.

Drago looked at me as if | were a
stranger he’d just met and didn’t like
or trust. “We ride,” he told me harsh-
ly, “when my men get back and tell
me what way the bandits went. Amos
thinks theyve hightailed it out of
here.”

“Without robbing his bank? Or get-
ting some loot somewhere else for their
trouble?” | hooted at him. “Amos is a
fool.”

Outside, | almost bumped square
into Roxanne Defoe and | apologized
all over myself. In the daylight she
looked more worn than under kerosine
lamplight at night, though the becom-
ing rose dress brought color to her
cheeks. Her smile was still as warm.

After hesitating she said, “Hello,
Chris.”

“Howdy, Ma’am.” | touched my hat
brim. She started past, but | took her
bundles and fell into step beside her.

A couple of townspeople nodded
coolly at her and she held her head as
high as Emily did. Anybody would
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have to have plenty of respect for this
little lady. No one had to tell me that
Amos would feel it was beneath him if
he married Roxanne, just as he’d feel
that Emily would be down-graded if
she married a mere foreman.

We stopped at the door of a small
cottage on the outskirts of town that
had a big sign that said MILLINERY.
| opened the door for her and stepped
in behind her.

After she took off her bonnet, she
waited a minute before she said,
“Would you like some coffee, Chris?”

“Id surely love it, Ma’am. Thank
you.”

The room was busy looking, with a
long table piled with a disarray of
bolts of ribbon and artificial flowers
and untrimmed bonnets of all sizes
and shapes. But | liked it, somehow
it was homey.

DOXANNE came back from the
im'mkitchen with a tray of molasses
cookies, and coffee that was strong
and hot. As we talked about St. Louis,
which she knew having studied danc-
ing there, | felt she was uncertain
about telling me what was really on
her mind. | smiled encouragingly and
thought 1°d been right about her hav-
ing been a dance hall girl.

She took a deep breath. “You’re an
outsider, Chris, what do people away
from here think about the coming
elections for our Legislature?”

“Not much, Ma’am. | didn’t know
hardly anything until Drago told me
Mr. Bartlett wanted to be senator.” |
drank my coffee. “Most folks are
thinking about the outlaw's who’re
running wild through Texas.”

Her eyes filled with tears. “Amos is
so set on winning, | dont know what
it’ll do to him to lose.”

“Lose?” | laughed. “Why he cant,
not when men owe his bank money.”

After a while she smiled sadly.
“He’ll lose.” Her eyes held mine
steadily. “l want Amos to. It will do
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him and Emily good.” She spoke like
a loving wife and mother, who might
have to scold her family for its own
good. | mentally saluted her. She put
her cup down carefully. “lve talked
too much. Chris,” she murmured. “But
I've seen many men in my life and |
know when | can trust one.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” | said quiet-

She picked up a festive bonnet and
put it down again. “That’s for Ruth’s
honeymoon,” she told me sadly. “I’'m
afraid it’ll have to wait now.”

I was thinking how good Roxanne
was and how much the Bar B needed
her steadying hand as | said good-bye
and went up the street.

New signs, some youngsters were
hammering up on buildings and the
wooden awning posts, caught my eye.
POLITICAL RALLY, they said. Then
came Amos Bartlett’s name, in big
letters, as speaker. It was for 6:30
tomorrow night in the Qasis.

Tomorrow was Thursday and 1°d
sure be there. Unless there was some
word of the marauders, | suspected
everybody in and around the Wells
would be there too. | hoped the dis-
couraged ranchers wouldn’t be cow-
ards, that when the time came they’d
stand up like men for what they knew
was right. Texas had no place for
yellow bellies.

Amos hadn't wasted any time. His
decision must have been sadden and
I wondered what had precipitated it.
Then | recalled that he’d said how he
could use the subject of outlaws in his
campaign, and he wasn’t wasting time.
Folks were stirred up about Will’s
killing and the burning of Spike’s
house, so Amos was striking now. |
gave him credit for his shrewdness.

| leaned up against a post and built
a cigarette. Some men looked at the
signs, muttered and went away. Then
I saw Spike ride up to the bank and
I crossed over to the Oasis to be off
the street in case that weasel at the
bank spilled my name to Spike.
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6.

RAGO HAD left
me a note. His men
had reported no out-
laws were around,
so like Amos said,
they'd left this dis-
trict. | still thought
such reasoning was
plum foolish. My
brother added that he wished me luck,
if he didn’t see me again, and maybe
our paths would cross again some time.

If 1°d planned to ride out right now,
this note would have changed my
plans. It seemed somehow important
to me to have my opinion of my broth-
er justified to my own satisfaction. He
was a waiting man, 1°d thought earlier,
who’d eventually tell Emily off, but
even as | thought about it I knew |
was wrong. Drago wouldn’t. He had a
yellow streak in him, and though he
might love her, his position with Amos
overshadowed even that. He’d never
jeopardize it.

Spike came in through the batwing
doors and over to stand behind me as
I crumpled up the note. “Ruth and I
are going to get married right off,” he
said and the happiness spilled out of
him. “We’ll have to stay with her Pa
until 1 can build.” He slapped me on
the back. “You know who put a thou-
sand bucks to my account in the bank?
Amos. So help me, Amos! And he
didn’t even try to buy me out. You
suppose lie's getting decent?”

Anger churned through me. That
son! | twirled the glass around and
didn’t look at Spike. “He tell you he
fattened the account?” | asked casual-

“Not in so many words.” Spike
chuckled. "I threatened to kill him if
he didn’t lend me enough to start over,
and Amos said to go look, it was there
for me, and to get out of the bank.
Sure enough, the cashier said he had a
thousand for me.”

I grinned because | felt good. Now
Spike and Ruth could be married and
they’d be all right. Sometime when he
was on his feet, he could pay me back.
“Going to vote for Amos?” | asked.

'mNo!” he thundered.

Then | told him about the Bar B
riders' report to Drago and that |
didn't believe it.

Spike shoved back his hat. “That
cave isn't the only place around here
where they could hide out. There's an
old abandoned adobe ranch house two
or three miles beyond the butte.” He
fired a cigarette. "l had a hunch they
might hole up there. Since Ruth told
me what you’d found in the cave that
made you think they'd been there, |
don’t think Amos and some of his rid-
ers killed Will and burned me out.”
His eyes brightened. “If you haven’t
anything to do. want to take a pasear
out there? I'll tell you what, you come
with me now to Ruth's for supper.
We'll take supplies because she has it
kind of rough and | don't want to im-
pose on her larder.” He smiled. “After
dark we can go investigate.”

“Suits me.” | told him. | was get-
ting tired of inactivity.

I insisted on adding some delicacies
to the order at the store, then we tied
the packages on back of our saddles
and set off. Spike was a fine man and
1 wished |°’d gotten along half as well
with my brother. Then | got an idea.
Spike would never make it real good
here, even if he rebuilt, because a
small rancher couldn’t buck the power-
ful Bar B. If Spike threw in with me,
maybe we could both make a lot of
money. It was an idea 1d let roll
around in my mind for a little.

DUTH RAN out to meet us and she

welcomed me so warmly | felt
wonderful. When Spike told her about
the thousand, she could hardly believe
it. That made me feel good too. But |
would have been less than human if |
didnt envy Spike, and she blushed
real pretty when | told her so.
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It was homelike in the big kitchen
and she acted all excited at the things
I'd brought. Then 1 blinked hard.
Standing in the doorway to the main
room was Emily!

A different Emily from the one I'd
seen before. She wore a ruffled apron
over a simple blue cambric and her
tawny hair hung loose in waves to her
shoulders. She looked a lot younger
and more vulnerable. Her eyes glowed
when they met mine and clung for a
second.

I didn’t know you’d be here.” she
said and turned to help Ruth with sup-
per.

It was as if | was rooted to the spot
and couldn’t move. Maybe it was the
way she looked tonight that brought
me face to face with the truth.

I was in love with Emily Bartlett!

It was as if I'd been poleaxed. A
man like me couldn't love a princess.
When 1°d rode to the Bar B | hadnt
thought love would flame for me
across her range. That was the reason
I'd wanted her to change and be a
warmer, more human girl, even though
I hadn’t thought she ever would. Now,
| knew no matter what, | loved her
with all my being. | didn’t want to
marry her because of who she was. |
knew we could never be happy under
the shadow of the Bar B and her fa-
ther. And, no matter if she loved a
man, she’d never go with him and
leave the kingdom.

Ruth threw' her arms around Emily.
“Your father lent Spike a thousand
dollars! Isnt it glorious?”

Emily managed to smile, but | could
see she doubted if Amos Bartlett
would. She flicked her eyes to me and
they narrowed just a little, but she
made no comment.

I didn’t join in the talk about the
upcoming wedding. All | could do was
Wish it were mine, that the girl 1d
found could be one who'd be by my
side to build a little place all our own.
I wished she could love me as | loved
her, without any of the arrogance and

superiority. Those things | couldn't
live with. Looking at Emily, my heart
felt sore and empty.

After we helped with the dishes, |
was anxious to ride, to get away from
Emily. Tonight she seemed to have
forgotten she wvras a cattle king’s
daughter, and seemed natural and un-
spoiled.

Then Emily said, “Ruth, let’s ride
with them and scout the house too.”

| protested, but Ruth agreed and,
sensibly enough, pointed out that the
two of us wouldn’t get into a gun fight
with a big band of outlaws, and no-
body would start one if the girls were
with us.

“Well just be two girls riding in
the moonlight with our men.” Ruth
glanced at Spike and giggled.

There wasn’t much | could do about
it when | saw that Spike agreed with
the girls. | guess he just wanted Ruth
near him tonight.

YV7E RODE across the moonbright
” land. Ruth and her man were off
to our right and Emily and | were
alone. “It’s beautiful, isn't it,” she
said, “with the stars so close.”

“You wouldn’t be happy anywhere
else, would you?”

She turned to look at me. “I would
be happy anyplace if the man | loved
lived there.”

“It would take a terrible lot of cat-
tle for a man to afford you, Ma’am.” f
laughed as best | could.

“You’re wrong, Chris,” she said
angrily. “And it shows how little you
know about me. I'd scrub floors and
brand calves for the man | loved.” she
said it vehemently and pushed her
horse into a faster lope.

About the only thing she left wiih
me was confusion. Maybe 1 didn't
know Emily, but she’d shown me a
whole lot of arrogant, bad tempered
girl. 1 put my hand to my cheek and
felt the sting of the whip. Emily was
like a firecracker all right, and |
smiled and spurred Satan after her.

Ahead, we could see the outline of
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the trees shadowing the adobe house
and Ruth and Spike joined us. The
house was dark, but from around the
back | heard the soft nicker of a horse
and the clink of a bridle. Fear froze
through me. Night riders! And we had
two girls here with us.

“Sing,” | ordered sharply, and
broke loudly into “Oh, Susannah.”
They joined in. We had to do some-
thing to show we weren't a sheriff's
party.

“Hev, Chris!” Drago called and he
and his m;n rode out from behind the
house. He stiffened when he saw
Emily and turned on me. “You blasted
stupid fool.” he bellowed. “What do
you mean bringing Emily here? We
could have been outlaws.”

There wasn't much I could say, be-
cause my brother spoke the truth. But
Spike told him, “But you weren'.
Drago. No harm's done. And Chris
and | could have handled it.”

“Keep out of this,” Drago bit the
words and stepped out of his saddle.
He handed the reins to one of his men
and came to stand by Satan. “You’'ve
done nothing but stir things up, Chris.
You’ve insulted my boss and risked his
daughters life. Get down off that
horse and I’ll teach you to mix in mv
business. | ought to shoot you down
for the troublemaker you are.” There
was fury mixed with the bitterness in
him.

“You're a fool,” | said mildly. Spike
and the girls were quiet, realizing this

was strictly between Drago and me. It
was the last way | wanted it to end
between us, but I got off my horse and
unfastened my gun belt. | dropped it
beside Drago's.

He rushed me, shoving me off
balance. He threw a vicious right that
connected and dropped me to my
knees. While | was groggy and strug-
gling to get to my feet, Drago tried to
kick in my ribs, but | rolled out of the
way and got up. There was a red haze
before my eyes and | forgot that he
was anything but a dirty fighter in-
tent on killing me. I hit him in the
belly and doubled him wup, then |
brought up a hard uppercut that
smashed his nose. | think | heard
Emily call out something, but |
couldn't be sure. This time when
Drago rushed me | was ready and | hit
him with everything | had.

| stood there, breathing hard, and
watched him stagger and fall on his
face.

Emily came running to us. | stepped
back so she could get to Drago and |
guess | knew then if she loved a man
his lack of wealth wouldnt be a bar-
rier between them.

But Emily came to me!

She clutched my arms. “Are you
hurt?” she asked and | saw tears
glistening in her eyes, as she dabbed
her handkerchief on the cut on my
forehead. “Oh, Chris,” she whispered.
“Chris,” And | held her close for a.
moment before | let her go.

“I'm fine,” | said. “Let’s ride.” We
left Drago there for his riders to take
home.

We were all pretty sober going back
to Ruth’s house. They knew7 | felt
badly about the fight with my brother,
because they knew this was the end of
things between us. Though they insist-
ed, | didn’t go inside where Emily was
spending the night. There wasnt any
use telling her that 1°d be riding south
the dawn after the rally.

I looked down at her and took away
the picture of Emily standing in tjie
doorway, the light shining on her hair,
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her lips slightly parted and her eyes
luminous.

At the livery where | left Satan, |
still didn't know why | didnt get my
saddle bags and ride on. It could only
be harder than it already was for me
to see Emily again.

A LITTLE after six the next day, |

cut across to the Oasis and Amos
Bartlett’s speech. The place was al-
ready packed, with more people com-
ing up the walk. Rigs and horses lined
all the hitchrails on Main Street.

They’d made a raised platform at
one end of the saloon and it was
draped with bunting. There was the
Texas flag along side the American.

Amos, dressed in black broadcloth,
beamed down at the folks. He was sure
a confident hombre. As | leaned up
against the wall by the door, T noticed
Emily sitting in the back with Ruth
and | waved at them.

After about half a dozen speeches
introducing Amos to everybody who
knew him anyhow, he started in on us.

“Friends and fellow Texans,” he
bellowed. “l know you’re like me in
being true Texans, to the point where
you all think and breathe what’s best
for Texas. | know that you know what
icc all know, that is, that we got to
rid our great state of thieves and out-
laws that are blighting our fair land
like the locusts and pestilence of old.
I'm not asking, I'm demanding that
you help me in keeping Texas great
by sending me to the Legislature.
There | shall see to it that the State
Rangers are enlarged.”

His wvoice boomed on, but Id
stopped listening to him. 1'd had a
sudden notion that if | were an outlaw
there’d be no better time than this to
rob the Bartlett bank. As I started to
slip out, the boos and catcalls began.
Man, how they hooted at Amos Bart-
lett!

“Throw him out,” a voice shouted.

“Down with the dirty crook,” an-
other called and almost everybody in
the Oasis took it up.

I got out the front door and, keep-
ing in the shadows, started down the
street. Then | heard my name called
softly and turned around. It was
Emily running after me.

“l saw you,” she said breathlessly.
“l was afraid you’d be leaving town
without saying good-bye, Chris.”

My throat got tight and funny. “No,
darling,” | said huskily before |
thought. “1’'m robber hunting.”

“I’'m going with you,” she informed
me. “It’s my father’s bank.” There
was a little of her arrogance and |
smiled. Somehow, | didn’t mind just
a little of it, like this.

There was action at the bank, all
right. Seven men spilled out the doors
and | began shooting. They ran for
their horses, but I spilled two of them
out of their saddles. The rest were gal-
loping down the street, their guns
blazing.

One man was dead, the other wasn't
far from it. “Talk,” | told him. “Did
your gang kill Will Grant and fire the
Loomis place?”

Slowly he nodded his head. “Yes.”
he whispered. “He knew us. He’d tell
Loomis.” And the outlaw wouldn't be
talking any more.

TNSIDE the bank, they'd forced open

the safe in Amos’ office and papers
were thrown all over the floor. “My
father was afraid of something like
this and took most of the money out. to
the ranch,” Emily said.

She began picking up papers and the
next thing | knew, she was tearing
them up into tiny pieces. | took one
out of her hands and it was a mortgage
of somebody named Yates. Emily
grabbed it and tore it up too. | didn’t
help, this was her own.

“Why?” | asked quietly.

“Because |'ve learned a lot.” Her
eyes held mine. “Time has passed for
the great cattle barons. We've got to
work together as a community. My fa-
ther has to learn that, just as | did.”

“l see,” | said. Apparently Amos
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was talking so loud up at the Oasis
nobody noticed the racket here. Emily
tore up the last mortgage and | smiled.
“Finished?-’

Her eyes glowed as she took my
hand. “You told me a lot about my-
self 1 never knew before. Take me
with you, Chris. | love you and I'll try
so very hard.”

I pulled her to me and she clung,
then put her tawny head against my
chest. ‘T reckon | couldn't go without
you. darling. Do you think Spike and
Ruth would like to go with us? WY
could have our own houses, but we
could work a ranch together.-

“I'm sure of it.— Her .-mile was
beautiful. “Spike said last night he

33

wished you’d ask him. Ruth suspects
that money came from you. she knows
my father." She shut her eyes. “My
father won’t win. | think he’ll know he
must withdraw his name and let the
men choose their own man. | think he’ll
be a lot finer when he learns he cant
buy people, or frighten them.” She
smiled into my eyes then. “Resides
Rnannne will help. He'll marry her
now and know some happiness again.
I've begged him to. but he was too
proud to marry a milliner.”

Em*bt lifted her lins to mine. It was
a long kiss filled with gentleness and
passion. | knew a great job and thank-
fulness that love had flamed across
the Bar 1 for Emile- Bartlett, too.
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I had more to worry about than
this man who belittled girl sher-

iffs ...
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EE ANNIE/" Bobbie

m _ called, “l guess you're the

best shot in Oklahoma Ter-
ritory. Do it some more.” He ran
farther across the backyard this time
and threw the tin can higher in the air.
| blazed away, making it dance before
it hit the ground, while the youngster
whooped.

He retrieved it and tossed it again,
like | was paying him to do so | could
practice my draw. Before my gun
cleared leather, there was a succession
of shots from behind me so rapid they



blurred into each other and the can
danced wildly.

I whirled. Tom Briggs had come
around to the back of the office build-
ing, but it wasn't the fun loving cow-
hand’s gun that smoked. It belonged to
a stranger, a tall, prairie-browned man
wearing a plaid open-collared shirt,
and black pants tucked into handsome-
ly decorated boots. His guns were tied
down like gunmen fasten them. His
dark eyes, regardless of the amuse-
ment they held now, could. | sensed,
become deadly cold. He certainly
wasnt like the average ranny that
drifted through town.

“You could be a right smart shot
with a few years' practice. For a little
bitty girl that is.” he added mockingly
as he holstered his gun. Then he
turned to Tom. “Don't tell me she’s
the sheriffl What's the matter? Aren't
there any men in Salt Forks?"

“That's enough." | snapped. "Did
you want to see me about something?"

Tom's eves twinkled. "I got to go,”
he said, "but Jim here has something
to tell you, Sheriff Annie." He scurried
off.

“Suppose you come into my office.
| said coldly. | didn’t like, this man. |
didn’t trust his looks. His spurs jingled
as he followed me inside the small
building, with its good sized cell at
the rear of the room. | pushed a hair-
pin more firmly into my dark braids.

and sat down at Pa's desk. Somehow,
just being there gave me the extra
feeling of confidence | needed, because
it appeared that this might become my
first official duty since Pa swore me in
last year.

“Salt Forks is pretty well off the
trail and stage route.” | said. "What
brings you here and who are you any-
way?”

“Jim Pritchard, Ma'am, and I'm
just riding through.” I studied him as
he rolled a cigarette and lit it. “I
think you should know,” he said,
“that there's a dead body about five
miles out by the clear water. You
know where | mean? At the base of
that volcanic rock.”

“There’s what!"” | sat straigbter.
hardly believing my ears. “Is it one of
the wagoners?” | breathed easier when
he assured me it wasnt, that he'd
stopped by the salt lagoons to make
sure.

HTHAT MOCKING light came back
into his dark eyes. “I’ll be right
glad to ride back with you, in case you
need a reliable gun.”
“Why, you, you,” | sputtered, then
managed to steady down. “What would
I need even my own guns for? A man
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doesn’t kill and stay around to gloat,
doe-s he?”

“Maybe not, but there’s a rumor
that the Dandy Kid has trailed back
this wav. and he could be holed up in
the rocks waiting to plug anyone who
comes along.”

The Dandy Kid! The man I'd
vowed to kill. Hot blood zinged
through me, and the anger that had
never died flamed brightly. 1°’d been
waiting to meet him for a year now
and | never dared to hope he’d come
back this way. It seemed too foolhardy
on his part. “Let him try to gun me
down,” | said grimly. “Just let him
try!”

“Well,” Jim said, “since you won’t
let me see how you handle dead bodies
and outlaws, I'll be going back to my
drink. Do you mind if | sort of stick
around Salt Forks? |’'m mighty curious
to watch a girl sheriff operate. Let's
say, if she's as pretty as you are.”

I flushed. “I can’t help it if you
choose to,” | said as haughtily as any-
one my height can. “But I'll have to
ask you for your guns. This is a family
town. Llalf the men don’t own fire-
arms, and the other half doesn’t even
know how to load them. | wouldn't
want you getting any fancy notions
about using your six shooters, just for
the fun of it.”

| had the satisfaction of making him
yelp in protest, but 1 was firm. “I
don’t know you, Jim. Either you hang
them up, or be out of town before |
get back. | aim to keep it peaceful
here, whether you think 1’'m capable
of doing it or not.”

Jim shook his head. “I’'m real sorry
I can’t oblige,” he said coldly. “But I
don't hand over my guns for any sher-
iff in this or any other Territory.” He
turned and walked stiffly out of the
front door. | watched him go across to
the saloon and, for a second, | sort of
wished he’d handed over that belt,
even though he sure riled me like no
other man had... | hated his leaving
so soon!

I checked my cartridges and went
out into the hot afternoon sunshine.
The drowsy street was still, only a few
horses were tied up at the rails.
There’s not much going on at any time
in Salt Forks. There’re only a few
stores and a handful of houses, includ-
ing my small one, clustered off from
the dusty main street. Of course, there
are outlying ranches and the cowhands
bring money in on Saturday nights.
Like I told Jim. this is a family town,
its main business is salt. We ship it all
over the county in huge wagon loads
from the lagoons five miles away.

I did wonder if Jim were having his
last drink with Tom, but | had more
to think about than a stranger who be-
littled girl sheriffs!

AT THE LIVERY, | saddled my

horse and selected another one on
which to transport the dead body, then
I rode out of town and veered across
the prairie. Through the sun-haze |
could see the distant jagged rise of
volcanic rock a mile or so beyond the
lagoons.

The Dandy Kid might be up there
somewhere, and hope was in me that
he’d show himself. | wanted him in mv
sights. Oh, how | wanted him there!
It was tire Dandy Kid who’d ridden
into Salt Forks last year after a prison
break, and who'd shot my father down
in cold blood when Pa recognized his
face from the Wanted dodger. Pa had
swmrn me in before he died, because |
was the only one in town who could
really use a gun.

We’d lost the Kid's trail by the
time | organized an inexperienced
posse. But now his nelv trail would
cross mine, if rumor were right.

| tried to figure who might be dead.
Unless, of course, the Kid truly had
returned and brought his outlaw band
along to some hideout, and it was one
of them who’d caught his bullet. No
townsman was missing, or I'd have
heard.

| rode hard. The prairie gave way to
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desolation of thorn bush and mesquite,
the closer | approached the lagoons. |
could see the picketed mules and the
large wagons by the shimmering crys-
talized shore. Men in brine-crusted
clothes were shovelling the crude salt,
but since none of them had been hurt
I bypassed them, waving as | rode on
under the scorching sun. | studied the
rise, hoping for a glint of a rifle, but
there was none.

I thought about this new murder, if
it was one. My job would be to find
and bring in the killer. The responsi-
bility lay heavy, and | hoped Pa up
there somewhere would guide me. |
must not fail! All of Salt Forks would
look to me to see that justice was done.

Bushes hid a clear view of the wa-
ter, and | dismounted the better to
search. But look though 1 did, |
couldn’t find any dead man. Then, in
the deep shadow cast by overhanging
rock, I saw a darker shape on the
ground and ran over to it

| stood there staring, my mind rac-
ing and anger riding me hard. There
at my feet lay a body all right. The
body of a dead mule!

“The low-down, good-for-nothing
onery skunk,” 1| yelled. I'd fix him
plenty, and Tom too. The cowboy was
always playing jokes and | kicked my-
self that I'd fallen into a trap. But |
blamed Jim most. Tom alone, wouldn't
have dared pull that trick on me.

| just hoped for Jim’s sake he’'d be
out of town when | got back, but |
doubted he would be. He and Tom
would be laughing all over town about
how 1’d hightailed it out to the flats.

I was furious, too, that Jim would
dare tell me a make-up rumor about
the Kid when Tom must have told him
he’d killed Pa. That wasnt funnv at
all.

I was still mad as hops when | tied
up at the rail in front of the saloon
and pushed ihrough the batwing doors.

Torn was at the bar and saw me
first. He took one look at my face
and left fast for the kitchen.

Jim turned around, so did the cow-

hands standing there. From their ex-
pressions, they’d been just waiting for
me to burst in.

“Well, well, if it isn't Sheriff
Annie.” Jim’s eyes crinkled with sup-
pressed laughter.

“Hand over your guns,” | snapped.
“Or I'll arrest you for disturbing the
peace.” This was one way | knew that
would guarantee he’d leave town.

“What peace?” he asked.

“Mine!” | said.

PVERYBODY roared and color
flamed my face. “Hand them
over.” | drew my guns. “l mean it

You’re a double-barreled skunk and |
won't hesitate to use these if | need
to. And | don't miss, mister.”

There was dead silence in the sa-
loon. and Jim looked at me like Id
lost my mind.

Tom called from the kitchen door.
“Honest, Sheriff Annie, it was all my
fault. 1 didn't know you’d get so mad-
like. We was only teasing.”

The men at the bar moved uncom-
fortably and | motioned with my guns.
“Unbuckle, mister.”

After a moment, Jim did as | told
him, though he was angry clear
through. | took his belt. “Another
thing,” | said. “You picked a poor
subject to tease me about, that’s the
Dandy Kid. | don't forgive you for
that.”

I walked out and across to the
office, where | tossed his belt on a peg
behind the door and dropped his guns
into a desk drawer. Jim wouldnt lin-
ger long in town without them, and Id
be goshamighty glad when he picked
them up and rode out. | hated the man
and never wanted to see him again.

Then like | always do every day, |
studied the accumulated dodgers so |’d
be certain if any wanted man came
into town. A worse bunch of gunslicks
I 've never seen. Actually, | was hunt-
ing for Jim’s face, and hoped 1°d find
it there. I didn’t.

After a bit, | put them aside and got
out my embroidery, to keep my fingers
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busy and to pass the time. | cant al-
ways target practice.

The door burst open and Jim strode
into the room, then he burst out laugh-
ing and threatened to rock the walls.
“Oh, no,” he groaned when he could
manage to talk. “l’ve never seen any-
thing so silly in my life. 1 reckon it’s
your short riding skirt, and boots, and
guns and your hat cocked back on
your head. A little bitty sheriff—em-
broidering.”

“Get out” | yelled and dropped the
antimacassar into a drawer.

He pulled up a chair and sat down,
tilting his own hat back with a fore-
finger, then he rolled a cigarette.
“Let’s get something straight.” he said.
“l don’t hit below the belt. Rumor
does have it that the Kid and his men
took off this way.”

Relief flooded through me but, |
eyed him suspiciously. “You look like
a gunslick yourself. How do | know
you’re not here to draw off the mar-
shal and his men and me, while the
Kid strikes someplace else?”

“You dont,” he said and got up.
“Now may | have my guns? If the
Kid’ in the neighborhood I’'m going
to need them, and you’re going to need
help.”

“1I'm nothing of the sort,” | told
him. “l can handle anything that
comes my way. Besides, | don’t know
a thing about you. Just where do you
come from anyway?”

“South,” he said. “Now can | have
my irons?”

“No,” | said again and, “get out.
I’'m busy.” | readied for some papers.

TIE CAME around to my side of the

desk and jerked me out of the
chair. “All right, I'll take this then.”
He drew me up close to him and, bend-
ing down, he kissed me full on the
mouth. | stood there stiff and unyield-
ing and let him do it, because | knew
if 1 fought against it he’d never let me
go. But gradually, | didn’t want him to
stop and | was kissing him back. |
trembled like an aspen leaf under his

caressing hand. My breath came fast-
er and | clung to him, pressing even
closer against him, my hands clasped
around his neck.

When Jim let me go | couldn’t meet
his eyes. “Get out,” | ordered for the
second time, then | ran out of the
back door and into the yard. | was
terribly upset because, admittedly, his
kisses had stirred something in me |
never knew existed.

Other men have kissed me. but
they’ve not been shattering like Jim’s.
They’d left no impression on me one
way or the ether. And | hated myself
for having cooperated so thoroughly,
for wanting more of those kisses from
a man | hated. | couldn’t understand
myself.

When | finally went back inside,
Jim’s guns were gone from the drawer
and his belt from the peg.

I guess | knew all along, |1 wouldn’t
be able to hold them long, and | was
glad he’d taken them and gone. At
least, now I'd have some peace of
rnind.

Bobbie came in just then to toss
cans for my target practice, but | paid
him off. | wasn’t in the mood. First,
though, he did an errand. Down at the
livery he learned that Jim had just
taken his horse. He’d finally done
what 1°d told him to. Jim had ridden
on his way.

Was it, | wondered, to rendezvous
with the Dandy Kid? There had to be
something shadowy about his past, else
he’d have explained more definitely
where he came from and why. But if
this were where he was going, why had
he warned me about the Kid in the
first place? Unless, like 1°d suspi-
cioncd, it was to draw the law away
from where the outlaw had actually
gone.

Curiosity. | guess it was, sent me to
the telegraph office and | wired Pa’s
friend and mine, Marshal Glidden at
the Junction, twenty-five miles north.
The answer reached me at home while
I was picking at my supper in the
kitchen.
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No one of Jim's description was on
his wanted list. The Marshal verified
the rumor about the Kid, warning me
not to tackle him myself, but to wire
him instantly if the outlaw showed up.

All | prayed was that the Killer
would! But, somehow, with Jim out
of town, trust or no trust, | felt terri-
bly alone. Kissing a man like him is
no good. It makes a girl soft-like and
there wasnt any room in my life for
that. Remembrance of hew the Kid
had unmercifully gunned Pa down,
made me square ray shoulders.

A FTER | washed the dishes, | left

the little house where Pa and |°d
been so happy, and went around to see
all the neighbors to explain about the
Kid. | urged the wagoners to take
rifles with them, or better still, stay
away from the lagoon until the Dandy
Kid’s whereabouts was certain. | man-
aged to calm their wives’ fears, assur-
ing them the Marshal would be along
anytime it was really necessary. That
the rumor still could be untrue.

Tomorrow I'd fide out and warn the
ranchers to put a tighter watch on
their herds and, more particularly, on
their horses. The Killer might be need-
ing fresh ones.

Thought of the outlaw drove me
hard and, instead of returning home
and to bed, | knew 1’d have to ride out
to the rise of rock. It could be that
the band, if it were there, would get
careless and 1°d be able to spot a camp
fire somewhere.

I knew this was too big a job for one
girl, even a good shot like I am. I°d
certainly need the Marsha 1 but it
would be a great help if | could some-
way locate the hide out. | determined
to go hunting for it.

The prairie was moonwashed and
peaceful. Yet a threat hung over it
Night birds chirped and far off a dog
barked, but soon guns would blaze if
| had my way.

I reached the lagoons, scanning the
rocks ahead for a sign, but | was still

too far away. The irregular coned top
was dark and menacing even in the
moonlight.

Then | saw a horse and rider
pounding hard down the road from the
clear water. | spurred across to the
wagons, hoping | hadn’t been silhouet-
ted against the sky as he was, and that
he hadn’t seen me. But it was a doubt-
ful hope. | slid out of my saddle and
drew my horse into the shadows.
There | unholstered my guns and
waited.

The man came at a gallop, then
changed his course and headed direct-
ly for where | was hidden. He didn’t
ride past me. It was Jim.

“Hey, Annie,” he called.
shoot, it’s me.”

Disgust and shame filled me that I'd
let him hold me close, that I'd kissed
him. Even though Marshal Glidden
didnt have him on any list, | knew
him now for what 1’d suspicioned—a
gunslick.
d“Where have you been?” | demand-
ed.

“Looking for the Kid,” he told me.
“Same as you.”

"You're trying to rendezvous with
the Kid. I'm trying to kill him,” |
blazed. “There’s a difference.” He
didn’t interrupt. "My guess,” | went
on, “is that you'’ve gotten mixed up in
your orders someway. You haven’t got
your directions to his hideout
straight.”

“That’s the way you figure it?” he
asked.

“Can you think of a better explana-
tion for your actions?” | took a step
forward. “All right,” | snapped.
“You’re under arrest.”

“Don’t

JCVEN IN the moonlight | saw his
o+ gyes crinkle with amusement.
“What’s it for this time, little Sheriff
Annie?” he asked and his tone turned
my heart over.

“On suspicion,” | said. “Cohorting
with the Dandy Kid. And I'll kill you,
Jim, if you make a move for your
guns. Remember a girl can kill a man
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dead same as a man can. Now un-
buckle that belt and let it drop slow
and easy.”

"You wouldnt kill me, Annie, not
after the way you kissed me this after-
noon.” He sort of drawled it. “You
know what? 1d like to Kkiss you
again.”

I closed my eyes for a fraction of a
second. It was enough though. He
moved like a cat and clipped me on the
jaw. He caught me as | fell.

When | came to, | was tied to my
horse. Trotting along, he’d almost
reached Salt Forks and his stable
stall. 1t was useless for me to look for
Jim. | wouldn’t know where to begin,
and | cussed long and hard for being
weak. Like | said, it makes a girl soft-
like to be kissed the way Jim Kissed
me. Only because of that, he'd won
back there at the lagoon. He'd be
laughing at me now.

A fine sheriff 1 was! | was a wee
bit grateful to Jim for tying me in such
a way that | could untie myself! And
tomorrow was another day. I'd go
search for that hideout and there'd be
no nonsense the next time | met up
with Jim.

I didn't have the opportunity to
look though, because first | had to
notify the ranchers about the Dandy
Kid. That took all day, considering
the way they were scattered around.

It was late when | returned to town
and 1 stopped off at the office to see
if anyone had left word for me about
anything. 1’d barely lit the kerosene
lamp when | heard horses gallop up
the street, and gun shots followed by
loud whoops.

I ran to the door in time to see
seven riders, wearing guns, tie up at
the hitch rail. They stepped out of
their saddles, still whooping it up. and
swaggered into the saloon. Even from
where | stood, | could hear them vyell
for whiskey.

Was it the Dandy Kid and his
band? My heart beat faster as hate
drilled through me. This could be it!
I’d gun down the Kid as he’d gunned

Pa, or be killed in the trying. Then
I remembered Marshal Glidden’s in-
structions, and | had brains enough to
admit | wouldn’t be able to kill them
all single handed. 1°d send for him, but
first I must be sure this was the out-
law outfit.

I crossed the street and followed the
men, my hands hovering over my guns,
then | stopped dead inside the batwing
doors. Jim stood at the end of the bar,
and it was evident the roisterers knew
him, even though he hadn't ridden in
with them.

Something inside me died. His half-
smile didn't infuriate me. It just didn’t
do anything.

"All right, boys,” | called loudly
enough to be heard over the din. "It’s
all right if you want to have a drink
to celebrate whatever you’re celebrat-
ing, but when you’re finished ride on
out and stay out. We don’t want your
kind lingering here in Salt Forks.”

The men wheeled around when |
started to speak, and from my study
of the dodgers, | knew the Kid wasn’t
among them, though most of them
were wanted by the law. They were
startled at first, then they rocked with
laughter, pounding each other on the
back. All but Jim. He just watched me.

A BURLY, bearded fellow’s face
** Pproke into a grin. "Well, now,'1
he said. "What do you know?” He
walked over and flicked my badge
with his finger. "A qgirl sheriff. And
ain't she cute, boys?”

"Take your hands off me,™ | or-
dered.

His companions turned back to their
whiskey as though they owned the
place and had no intention of leaving.
The big man tossed dowm the drink he
was holding, dropped the glass onto
the floor. He wiped his beard with the
back of his hand. “And if we like it
here, honey?” he said. “What will a
pretty girl like you do about it.”

Suddenly his bear like arms jerked
me to him, and his beard scratched my
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face as he tried to kiss me. “Let me
go,” | yelled. | fought to reach my
guns, but he slid his arms down pin-
ioning mine. | could only kick and
turn my face this way and that to
avoid his slobering mouth, while rage
tightened me.

To my unearthly surprise, it was
Jim who came to my rescue. He pulled
the man away. “Lay off,” he ordered
goodnaturedly. “The lady doesn’t want
to be kissed, didnt you hear.”

Without a by-your-leave, Jim swung
me up into his arms, like | was a sack.
1 wildly protested, while the men gaf-
fawed. Jim carried me out of the sa-
loon, across the street and into my
office. He jerked open the cell door,
dumped me down onto the bunk and
grabbed my guns, even before | could
draw one of them. Then he turned the
lock on me.

“Now stay put,” he said. “There*?
not a thing a little bitty girl can do.”

“It’s the Kid’s band.” 1 rattled the
bars. “And you’re the king pin of it.
Get out of my sight. | hate you.” This
last | yelled at nothing because Jim
had slammed the front door, likely
locking that too.

I sat down on the bunk trying to
figure out what to do next. | thought
1 understood now. The riders hadn’t
appeared to be thinking of riding on.
Instead of joining the Kid someplace
else, it could be that, because we’re a
peaceful town, off trails and stage
routes, the Kid had decided to hole up
here with his band. It wouldn't be the
first time a peaceful town had been
treed. | determined if it were, it would
be over my dead body.

But first, | had to get out and send
for Marshal Glidden. And | didn"’t
know how.

It wasn’t likely to occur to any of
my neighbors that | was locked in my
own jail, even if the kerosene lamps
weren't lit cut at my house. | often
rode across the prairie stopping the
night with ranch friends. Bobbie
wouldn’t be around until late morning
to toss cans. For all anyone knew I

could starve to death in my cell, wdiile
the town was being taken over by an
outlaw mob. No townsman would be
able to cope wuth that situation. Once
that happened, there’d be the devil’s
own ruckus reclaiming it for decent
people. It had to be stopped before it
started. Yet, here | whs behind bars!

I moodily watched the front door,
hoping somebody would walk in, but
nobody did. Late that night | heard
horses ride off and | managed to doze.
| suppose the worry had exhausted me.
At least. | thought, there’d been no
shooting up the town so far. For that
I was thankful.

'T'HE SUN was up when the front
door opened and woke me. Tom
called, '“You there, Miss Annie?"”

| sprang up. "Let me out of here,” |
cried. "And hurry.”

“Just take it easy.” He set a tray on
the desk. He dropped the big key ring,
finally retrieved it, and managed to
find the keyhole.

“What happened last night?” | de-
manded.

"1 don't rightly know?7” he said and
scratched his head. “The men left like
you told them to and Jim went along.
I found a note just now7 under my
hotel reem door. Said you was locked
in the jail house, and to get you some
coffee.”

I didn't even hear him. So Jim had
gone with his pals, just like 1'd been
sure he would.

Now?7 1 had to pick up their trail,
but first | had to wire the Marshal.
He’d come as soon as possible with a
posse, but | might save him valuable
time if 1 could spot the Kid’s hide-
amay. |'d stand watch to see if he
moved on and I’d trail him if he de-
cided to, marking well my route for
the lawman.

Next, |1 sent Tom through town to
tell people to stay off the streets and
for the shopkeepers to not unboard
their stores, just in case the outlaws
came back. Then | headed for the
lagoons.
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| tried not to think about Jim be-
cause of the hate boiling in me. Hate
was no good for steady nerves that |
needed now for the job ahead. | sighed
though. Why did he have to be so at-
tractive? And why did his Kkisses send
such thrills through me when he was a
no-good? | deeply regretted that I
ever met him. It seemed a little unreal
that soon he’d be dead. | ached inside
about that, but | finally dosed my
mind to it.

There were a few less workers than
usual at the salt shore, their rifles
close. When they saw me they dropped
their shovels and hurried to meet me,
fear and worry etching their faces.
They’d heard about our visitors last
night. So far, they hadn't seen any
riders, but they were glad when | in-
sisted that they forget loading salt and
head on back to town. | appreciated it
when they told me | was a fine sheriff
and | only wished | could echo their
words. | dont know what they’d have
said if 1'd told them 1’d been
thoroughly kissed, and had Kkissed
back one of the outlaws. They’d have
precious little respect, I'm afraid. |
didn’t have any myself.

Today | rode with even more
serious intent than | had before. |
studied the rise ahead, wondering if
lookouts would spot me. It gave me a
squirmy feeling. Even though | was
out of range, I might be riding closer
with every hoofbeat.
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T_JORSES had been at the clear wa-
ter. That was certain, as | ex-
amined the ground. Elation was in me
as | finally picked up the rough trail
they’d followed. A thought occurred to
me. If | were caught sneaking along,
and it was unlikely I wouldn’t be, |
could be held as hostage. The Kid
would be glad to dicker with the
Marshal when the lawman caught up
with me. And I’d find some way. at
that time, to use his guns.
My horse had the devil’s own time
picking his way around the large
weather-smoothed  boulder. 1 left
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shreds of my handkerchief on the
scraggy bushes to guide me out, if |
were lucky enough to get out. My eyes
darted this way and that, and my guns
were ready. | was cautious not to rat-
tle too many stones, but it was hope-
less to go anywhere without making a
racket on this kind of trail.

An hour later, I wound around a
boulder that towered over me and then
dipped down to a small canyon. |
pulled up ard stared down at a group
of mesquite-covered shelters. 17
found the hideout.

In the center of the clearing, the
big burly bearded man Jim had called
Red, was rubbing down his horse. |
wondered where Jim was, then some-
thing made the big man look up. It
was too late then to turn tail and run.
Again, my weakness for the attractive
man had betrayed me.

There was nothing else to do, so |
held up my spare white handkerchief
and waved it aloft, as | rode slowly
down the incline.

Red ran to meet my horse. ‘'\\ell,
well,” he smirked, “if it ain’t the girl
sheriff.” His face hardened. “The Kid
ain’t going to like this.”

He pulled me out of the saddle and
grabbed my guns, then he led me
across to one of the shelters. Two men
came outside. | knew from the dodgers
who the beady-eyed one was. The
Dandy Kid. Pa’s killer. The man be-
side him was Jim.

Other outlaws appeared and crowd-
ed close. Meeting the Kid’s eyes, |
knew he wouldn’t give a darn about
holding me hostage. He wasn't the
kind of man to dicker and fear
crawled into me, knotting mv stomach.

I did the only thing I could think of.
I broke away from Red’s grip and ran
to Jim. "Why did you leave me?-" |
cried loudly. | stood on tiptoes and
put my arms around his neck and
kissed him. Behind us the men
laughed. Jim clutched me to him and
kissed me back.

Then he buried his face in my hair.
“Follow my lead,” he whispered.
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“Maybe | can get you out of here
alive.”

The kiss did it. My voice trembled
with love, because all along it had been
that. “Take me wit" you when you
ride out.” | begged. "1 guess I'm just
in love with an outlaw.”

The Dandy Kid said softly. "Can't
you keep your lady sheriffs where
they belong, Jim?” Because he wasn’t
angry it made me fear him more.

T WHEELED. “You let us be” |

scolded. “I want to talk to my
man,” | took Jim's arm, made a face
at the outlaws and they parted to let
us through. Before we were out of
earshot, Red and two other men ran
for horses, and | knew they'd been
sent to scout my backtrail.

“This is what I've been afraid of.”
Jim groaned. “That you’d come. We
can't start shooting because we haven't
a chance to get out alive, so we'll wait
until dark and buslnvack the guards,
if we can. It’s our only chance.”

“Our?” | asked. "You're not one of
them?” His eyes were warm and mv
heart leaped. “The Marshal's on his
way, | wired him this morning.”

Up on the bluff a shot rang out,
followed rapidly by others. “He's here
now,” Jim smiled.

The Kid was walking with catlike
steps across the clearing, his face emo-
tionless, but | felt the wings of death
brush me. | pretended | didn’t notice,
and moved so that Jim turning with
me had his side facing the outlaw.

The Kid’s voice was a monotone.
“So you took me in, Jim. You're no
more a rustler than the girl is.” His
hand streaked for his gun, but 1d
slipped one of Jim’s out of its holster.

As the Kid’s gun spoke so did mine.
Only mine spoke a second ahead of
his. When he fell | knew 1°d paid back
for Pa. I'd saved Jim’ life, but | had
no time to think about it.

Jim was firing now and so was I,
making our shots count. The remain-
ing outlaws scattered when the
Marshal shouted from the bluff. The
battle was over.

A long time later, Jim and | were
alone in my office. It was the first
chance we’d had to talk. After the
Marshal had gotten my first wire,
he’d decided he better give me some
help in case | should need it. He and
the posse had started out before | ever
sent the second wire. Tom had told
him where | was heading and they'd
picked up the trail I'd left.

“1 still don’t see why you didn't tell
me at once: why you didn’t tell me
you were after the Kid because he
stole your favorite horse,” | told Jim.

“When | found out about your Pa.
I knew | had to get to him before you
tangled with him. | was scared the
damn Kid would kill you."

I shook my head. "But how did you
ever angle into that gang?"

“They believed my story, that | was
wanted for rustlir* By joining up. |
knew sometime 1°’d get my chance at
the Dandy Kid."

He came around to my side of the
desk and this time he didn’t jerk me
out of my chair. “Do you still want to
be a little bitty sheriff?”” he asked
softly. “Or will you ride south with
me to my spread?”

“I’'m not a very good sheriff and the
Marshal’s going to send in a compe-
tent man. | like the south.” | smiled
up at him.

Then | went all soft-like again, the
way this attractive man had alvt.ys
made me feel. | stood on tiptoe again
for his kiss, and | said goodbye to
Sheriff Annie as his lips crushed down
on mine.

THE END
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by Peter Norcross

She was a vision, this mysterious flame maiden—

that was apparent. But she seemed to be a vision

of hell; and Lee Vane found himself caught in a
sinister trap with Madv Niles ...

ERGEANT LEE VANE sudden-
Sly awoke, aware that the dogs

were stirring in their snow nests
and rumbling low growls. Snug and
warm in his sleeping-bag he lay for a
few seconds motionless and alert. A
breeze sighing through the trees bore
upon its breath softly falling snow,
the flakes hissing gently as they float-
ed into the still-glowing embers of the
fire. Beneath the snow-burdened ever-
greens something stirred and the dogs
growled more threateningly. The vague
outlines of a form showed close to the
remains of the fire and spoke: “Don’t
draw your gun!”

“Eh?” Vane jerked to a sitting posi-
tion and breath spurted from his lungs
in a steamy plume of surprise, for it
was not a harsh command, but words
uttered in a voice low and musical.

“I have you covered,” the soft voice
went on. “Don’t move!” Followed
swift movement and the fire suddenly
blazed as a handful of resinous
branches were flung upon it.

“Well, 11l be...” exclaimed Vane,
as he saw that a revolver was pointing
straight at him, and that the weapon
was held by a girl.

She was young and she was pretty.

She stood to Vanes left. To the
north the aurora borealis fanned weird
rods of tinted light in the heavens.
The glow from the sky and the light
from the flickering flames dancing
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about the girl caused her to appear
almost ghostly. But the heavy revolver
she held showed real enough. Ignoring
the weapon. Vane got to his feet. He
built up the fire until it illuminated
the whole glade.

“Now,” he said, taking a step to-
wards her, “what is the meaning of
this?”

She did not recoil and he saw her
face more Distinctly. It was a lovely
face, but it bore a look of stark horror.

“You must go.” She spoke insistent-
ly, her voice a-quiver with dread. “You
were watched all day. You are head-
ing for Ghost Lake. You must go no
further.”

Unmistakably, Vane saw, she was in
deadly earnest. And strange, almost
unbelievable tales had emanated from
the Ghost Lake district lately—that
was why he was here.

A GIRL HAD appeared to travelers,

whispered tales had it—the Flame
Maiden, the natives called her—and
warned them to turn back. To those
who did not turn back things hap-
pened. Some vanished—never to be
heard of again. Others were found aim-
less wanderers—mentally deranged—
gibbering idiots. Their ravings had
been the same—they had seen the
Flame Maiden. And too many men
had been found in this region with
unbalanced minds to longer regard the



tales as superstitious prattle. The
Mounted had been ordered to invest
tigate. And now this girl was here
telling him to turn back, and empha-
sizing her command with a gun. Lee
Vane’s lips tightened and he stepped
to her side.
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"Young lady.” he said firmly, ‘T
am not a native to be easily scared.
Drop this silly, melodramatic nonsense
and get down to brass tacks.”

"It is not silly, melodramatic non-
sense.” She shivered slightly. “I wish
that it was. Look!” She swept back
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the hood of her parka and stepped
closer to the fire. “Don’t you recognize
me?”

“Good Lord! Mady Niles!” Vane
exclaimed as he eyed the wealth of
gleaming curls now tumbling about her
face. Excerpts from an official notifi-

cation flashed into his mind: “Girl,
aged twenty. Violet eyes. Clear,
healthy complexion. Slim, graceful

build. Most striking feature, naturally
curly, flame-colored hair.”

Together with her father, Arthur
Niles, chief engineer with the Silver
Beech Radium Ore Company at Great
Bear Lake, she had vanished complete-
ly one blizzardy night. And as he eyed
her hair, gleaming and scintillating in
the glow of the fire, Vane understood
why natives to whom she had appeared

and warned called her the Flame
Maiden.

“Well.. he began.

CHE INTERRUPTED: “lI suppose

A that the Mounted have been hunt-
ing for father and me ever since we
disappeared?”

“Yes.” Vane smiled quietly. “And
this is certainly a lucky break for me;
I've found you and solved the mystery
of the Flame Maiden all at one stroke.
If you will lead me to your father Il
take you both back.”

Mady Niles shook her head, her
eyes fri'-htened, pleading.

“l wish you could, but others have
tried, and—oh, you must have heard
the tales,”

“Others have tried?” Vane stiffened.
“Explain further, please,” he said
gently.

“My father and | were kidnapped
by a man | know only as Garfield,”
she began hurriedly. “Garfield has
two other men with him. We are on an
island in Ghost Lake. To keep others
away Sloane forces me to steal upon
travelers, threaten them with this pis-
tol, order them to turn back and also
reveal my hair and call myself the

Flame Maiden. Most have heeded my
warning; some have not, and..  She
ended with a shiver.

“According to the tales I’ve heard.
Garfield captures them and destroys
their reason,” Vane finished for her.
“Dyou expect me to believe anything
so fantastic?”

“Yet it’s the truth!” She stepped
closer, her face livid. “l have seen
them. He shuts them in a small cabin
for hours. When he releases them they
are out of their minds.”

“Then,” Vane said firmly, “this man
Garfield and his two companions must
be taken in charge. Please guide me to
the island.”

“l daren’t.” Again she shivered
slightly. “One policeman hasnt a
chance. You must get help. Remember
they are three to one and armed and
desperate.”

“l wonder.” Lee Vane smiled faint-
ly. “Most of these ‘desperate’ charac-
ters submit tamely enough when it
comes to a showdown, you know. But
perhaps it would be better to return
for the other two members of my de-
tachment, and you are returning with
me.”

“No!” she protested tremulously,
“l can't. If | do, then Garfield will
carry out his threat to imprison my
father in that cabin. | must return
alone to the island.”

“You’re going with me,” Vane said
firmly. “We’ll take care of your fa-
ther.”

“No!” She stepped back afrighted-
ly. “Oh, look!”

Vane wheeled to follow her pointing
finger. “I see nothing. ..” he began as
he turned back, then swore as he saw
that he had been tricked. The girl was
gone.

Savagely he flung in pursuit. He had
not gone fifty paces before he realized
the hopelessness of trying to follow her
through the night-shrouded woods. He
made his way back to camp to await
daylight.
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\WANE SPENT the few remaining
” hours until daylight conning it ail
over for the hundredth time.

First, the furore caused by the dis-
appearance of the mining engineer and
his daughter. Then the weird tales
emanating from the Ghost Lake dis-
trict. But this region was all of two
hundred miles from Great Bear Lake;
at first they had seen no connection
between the two happenings. But now
Vane knew there was a connection.

But why had Garfield kidnapped
Arthur Niles and his daughter? There
had been no demand for ransom; that
was one thing that had made their
disappearance the more baffling. And
why had this man Garfield instituted
a reign of terror in the district? And
exactly how did he destroy the minds
of the too inquisitive ones? His reason
was obvious; to turn them loose to im-
press and frighten others. And he had
succeeded:  trappers, natives and
others now avoided the Ghost Lake
district like the plague. For over a
week of hard mushing, apart from the
girl, he had not met a soul.

He stirred and glanced about him.
Dawn was beginning to filter through
the trees. He fed and tethered the
dogs. Ghost Lake was but a few miles
away and he would not need the ani-
mals to follow the girl. Then he cooked
and ate a hearty breakfast.

ID-MORNING found Lee Vane

standing on a high bluff staring
out over the frozen snow-covered ex-
panse of Ghost Lake. An icy wind
was scooping the snow all about him
in whirling clouds. Through the welter
of frozen particles he could discern an
island a bare half-mile from shore. By
peering steadily he could just make
out a faint trail beneath the fresh film
of snow. He started to clamber down
the high bluff.

Reaching the bottom, he paused to
get his service revolver from under his
parka. Three men, the girl had said,
so he might need it. He was still fum-

bling with the holster flap when some-
thing seemed to fill the air all about
him with a swishing sound. His arms
and head and shoulders were suddenly
entrapped in something which held him
powerless. It was like he was wrapped
in a great spider web.

And then he saw two men. He took
a vicious blow on the temple and eve-
rything went black.

Head athrob, brain dazed, Sergeant
Vane opened pain-weighted eyes. He
tried to struggle to his feet, and found
that he was bound hand and foot.
With an effort he lifted his head and
at once a jarring pain burst in his side.
Dully he realized that he was being
kicked.

"Well, young fella,” a hard voice
said, "we had to take vcu. You was too
dumb to turn back when warned.”

Vane stared and saw that he was in
a roughly-built shack, and that three
men stood close. One of them stooped
and cut the lashings about the
sergeant's feet.

“Get up!" ordered the man who had
first spoken.

Vane got to his feet. Then he saw
the girl. She was staring at him with
eyes eloguent with reproach and
dread. At her side was a middle-aged
man. Vane took him to be her father.
In his eyes was that same look of re-
proach and dread.

Vane turned back to the man who.
had kicked him.

"Are you the man known as Gar-
field?” he asked, then his eyes gleamed
in surprise. "Garfield,” he repeated
softly, eyeing the man closely, noting
his auburn hair and week’s growth of
beard. “l’ve seen your face before—
on a United States reward poster.
‘Red’ Harvey was the name under the
picture.”

“And a lotta good thatll do you
now,” the man grinned. “Sure |’'m
‘Red’ Harvey, and here’s a coupla my
pals also wanted across the line for
a mite of plain and fancy murdering.
What’re you going to do about it?”
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Vane did not reply at once; his eyes
were roving all about the cabin swiftly
appraising. He saw his revolver and
cartridge pouch hanging upon a nail,
and next to it—his lips twisted—a
square of heavy fish netting. So that
was what had felt like a giant spider
web!

“Take it all in—you aint got long,”
Garfield said.

The words brought Vane’s eyes back
to his captors. For a moment he eyed
them steadily, then: ‘You men are
fools,” he said tautly. “Better men
than you have tried to get away with
high-handed stuff up here. They’re in
jail now- or dead.”

"Yeh?" Garfield grinned mockingly.
“Well, we're playing safe. No Kkilling
unless we have to. Weve a better
scheme that makes sure no one can
squeal on us. We'll fix the old man and
the girl the same way when we've done
with them."

“But why all this?" Vane asked.

Garfield pointed to the far end of
the big room. "In case you don’t know,
that's gold-milling machinery.”

Vane turned his head and stared.

The machinery, a small mill for
crushing the rock, and mechanism for
extracting the precious metal, was such
as could easily be transported to this
remote spot by a dog team.

Starry lumps of ore lay on the
parked floor. It was high-grade stuff.
The wire gold was plainly discernible.
Vane understood the whole thing now.
Garfield had brought the mining en-
gineer to the island and forced him to
conduct the technical operation of ex-
tracting the gold from the rich ore. His
daughter's welfare had been the club
which had driven the mining engineer
to obey.

["GARFIELD and his two compan-

ions, since they were “wanted-
men. could not appear openly and file
claim to the rich lode. So they had
been working it secretly, and by build-
ing up the legend of the Flame Maid-
en, and turning loose, deprived of their

reason, those who had learned too
much, had sought to frighten away all
who ventured near. It was a damnable
scheme and it had worked.

“Simple yet airtight, eh?” Garfield
taunted. His voice suddenly hardened
and he thrust his face within an inch
of Vane's. “And now. Mister Nosey
Mountie, we’re going for a little walk
—ending at a cabin. In only a few
hours your brain'll be gone". Followed
by his two henchmen bringing l.ee
Vane, he led the way from the build-
ing.

The party halted before a small log
cabin. "Looks just like an ordinary
old shack, eh?" Garfield asked as he
unlocked the door. “Well, Mountie,
you’ll soon learn different.”

The other men pushed Vane inside,
flung him on to the one bunk the
building contained and lashed him
securely, then left him there.
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AS BEST he could Lee Vane stared

about him. All he could see was
that the place was absolutely bare
from dirt floor to log ceiling. It
was bitterly cold. The wide cracks be-
tween the logs were unchinked. And
there was no bedding upon the bunk
on which he lay, only a sacking-cov-
ered pillow that concealed something
hard. How could just being lashed to
the bunk in this rough shack destroy
a man’s reason? Yet...\VVane recalled
the others, and remembering caused
him to struggle. The ropes only cut in
more deeply.

Later, when he was almost numb
with cold, a soft whisper made him
turn his head. “Are you conscious?”

“Yes.” He could just discern Mady
Niles’ shadow outside the wall against
which he lay.

“They’ve gone for a load of ore, but
they might be back any moment,”
came hurriedly. “l can’t get in the
door, but I’'m going to try to cut you
loose.” A knife lashed to a stick was
poked through a chink between the
logs.

“Tell me if | jab you,” came further
whispered words.

Fumblingly the blade found a thong,
commenced to sawZ A faint grunt es-
caped Vane as the knife point pricked
his arm.

“Have | cut you?” came the ago-
nized whisper. “l can’t see you at all.”
“Cut away,” Vane whispered back.

He could hear her frightened
breathing and suddenly she gasped,
as there came a loud shout and the
tramping of feet.

“Theyve missed me! Do your
best!” The knife and stick fell across
Lee Vane’s body and he heard her re-
ceding footsteps. Followed a rough,
“Where've you been?” and the slam-
ming of a door.

COR A FEW seconds Vane waited,

then moved an arm. It stopped. He
moved it again. The veins stood out
upon his forehead with the effort.
Then the strand the girl had sawed

upon snapped, freeing his right hand.
With the knife he began to work upon
the other ropes. They were of rawhide,
stiff, tough. He freed himself at last
and got to his feet—and suddenly
clutched wildly at the wall for sup-
port, his brain reeling, fevered. The
attack passed, but he realized that he
had got free just in time! Something
had already begun to affect him. What
it was he could find out later.

A cautious testing of the door
showed him that it was secured from
the outside, and it was too stoutly
built to break down. The place was
windowless. He was still a prisoner.

Staring through a chink he saw that
twilight had fallen and a light glowed
in the larger cabin. In some way he
must attract attention, make them
come and open the door. He thought
swiftly then commenced to shout,
wildly, Vane backed to the bunk and
stretched himself prone.

Now he could see the man’s shadow
as he crouched and peered through a
chink. Deliberately Vane commenced
to rave.

“Fooled 'em. fooled ’em! A thou-
sand bucks expense money in my body
belt and they never found it.” He end-
ed with a crazed cackle then held his
breath, waiting.

He heard the man mutter to him-
self, then the door opened cautiously.
Sighting the sergeant still lying prone
he slowly advanced to his side.

“It ain’t taking you long to go,” he
grunted, staring down. “Usually takes
a day and a night. Well, | sure can use
a thousand bucks in cash.” Putting
down the lantern he leaned over the
bunk.

“Cr—ack!”

TJIS SHOULDER braced against

the bunk Vane put all he had into
the blow, and his fist caught the man
full on the jaw. He slumped sighingly.
In hurried seconds Vane had lashed
him to the bunk, picked up the re-
volver and the lantern and made his
way outside.
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“Everything okay?” The question
was shouted to him as he emerged, by
Garfield, now standing at the door of
the large building.

“Sure,” Vane replied, and turned his
back as if to again lock the door.
Came the sound of a door closing and
Lee Vane breathed easier: in the
gloom Garfield had thought him to be
the other man. For a moment Vane
stood immobile, thinking rapidly, then
slowly, quietly, made his way toward
the main building.

Dousing the lantern he cautiously
peered through a window. Seated upon
chairs he saw Garfield and the other
man, and Mady Niles and her father,
and the girl and her parent were in be-
tween the door and their captors. He
could not enter and cover the kidnap-
ers with his gun, for they could shoot
from behind the shelter of their prison-
ers, and Vane did not doubt but that
they would shoot.

He groped in his brain for another
ruse, then stepped up to the door and
rapped loudly, at once then stepping
to one side. From within the cabin
came startled exclamations, and he
sensed suddenly stiffened attitudes
and staring eyes. Followed muttered
words, the scraping of a chair and
heavy footsteps. The door flung open
and Garfield's companion, gun in
hand, appeared.

Vane’s revolver slammed down on
the other man’s head. At the same in-
stant Lee Vane leaped back to the
window. He saw that Garfield had
backed to the far wall, and was hold-
ing the girl in front of him with his
left arm. His right hand held a heavy
revolver. The engineer was on his feet,
white-faced, his eyes on his daughter.

A GAIN VANE did some fast, cool
thinking. Two men out but Gar-
field was still on his feet and armed
and protected by the girl.
“Scared to come in, Mountie?”
“No!” As he accepted the challenge
Vane hurled his revolver through the

window. The sudden crash of break-
ing glass had the desired effect. The
tensed Garfield swung swiftly toward
the window and fired—and in that
brief instant Vane was back at the
door and had launched himself. A hun-
dred and eighty pounds of bulletin"
force he sailed through the air. With
both hands he grabbed for Garfield's
right wrist and hung on. The heavy re-
volver was jerked clear and went spin-
ning to the floor.

“Get gun! Watch other man,” Vane
panted as he thrust the girl to one
side, then Garfield was at him.

Garfield was bigger and heavier
than Lee Vane, and he fought with
deadly, murderous savagery. Vane
ducked and dodged, shooting in swift
punches at every opening. Flis left
caught Garfield full on the chin; he
expected to see the man drop. Instead
Garfield cursed through blood-flecked
lips and rushed.

From the corner of an eye Vane saw
that Mady and her father had tied the
unconscious man, dragged him inside
and shut the door. The girl had the
revolver, but dared not use it. Her fa-
ther, obviously ill and weak, could not
throw himself effectively into the
tangled whirl of hurtling bodies and
flying fists. Everything depended upon
Vane’s unaided efforts. The knowledge
braced him.

Garfield ftsaght silently, cunningly,
with every trick he knew. Again, he
rushed. Vane slipped.

TTIE FISTS twisted into an iron ball
in the small of Vane's back gouged
relentlessly. The sharp agony made
him twist and writhe furiously in con-
vulsive torture. Desperately he strug-
gled—and his right hand jerked free.
He rained short jabs at the other
man's face. They had no effect. Gar-
field tightened his grip, the veins swell-
ing in his neck from the effort. The
sight of the veins called to some unas-
sailable portion of Vane's brain. He
unclenched his fist, and, even as his
spine commenced to crack, with the
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wedge of his hand struck and struck
again at those purple veins. Again
Vane struck. Garfield staggered back,
clasping a hand to his neck.

As Garfield stood there swaying on
his feet, still feeling his neck, Vane
swung with all his strength to the
heart. Again he smashed to the same
mark. Garfield swayed, sagged. Vane
braced himself, then with all his
weight behind it, smashed his right to
the side of the neck. Garfield half
turned, crumpled slowly to the floor.

For a moment Lee Vane stood pant-
ing, refilling his lungs with life-giving
air, then turned to Mady Niles and her
father. “Watch him!" he said briefly,
turned and made his way outside to
the small cabin. Not until he had his
three prisoners tied securely and lined
up in the main building did he voice
the question that had never been ab-
sent from his mind.

“That cabin?” he asked the engi-
neer. “What makes it work the way it
does?”

A SHIVER ran through the older
man as he answered:

“It is the pillow on the bunk,” he
said slowly. “When they kidnapped us
they also stole some pitch-blend from
the Silver Beech Mine. It contains ra-
dium. Not enough to kill, perhaps, but
enough to do great damage to the
brain.”

“Good Lord!” Vane breathed. And
this middle-aged engineer and his
daughter had been unwilling parties to
the whole devilish scheme. But that
nightmare was now ended. He turned
to look at Mady—a flame-haired girl
regarding him steadily with lovely
eves from which all horror now had
fled.

The Flame Maiden! The Ghost
Lake mystery was solved but the
Flame Maiden remained—infinitely
real and wholly desirable. And from
the look in her eyes Lee Vane had a
hunch that to him she might become
even more real.

THE END
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by Donna Reece

Sue Bowan had spurned him
when he tried to warn her
against the “Mr. Clane”, who
was purportedly giving her a
job, taking care of “Clane's
mother” in the wilderness. But
Jay Ridley knew that the duty of
an honorable man did not stop
there. He had to find out what
was leally planned for this
girl...
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between the breaking up of the

huge ice-packs and the return of
the deep snow, had come to the north
country. A land of sound, replacing
for a short time the great desolation
of white silence. And with summer had
come the rehabitation of the woods.
Bears from their winter sleep, ravens,
hawks, chickadees, flocks of ptarmi-

SUMMER, that brief interlude



gan, and the many other denizens of
the great, wooded area. V’s of wild
geese went honking overhead. Truly,
the north in summer was God's coun-
try.

A faint breeze, blowing up from the
south, was helping Jay Ridley as he
swung a broad paddle in the stern of
his heavily-laden canoe. He felt as fit
as the big north itself. Dark hair, deep,
serious eyes, full lips, strong teeth and
a well-knit frame standing close to six
feet—that was Ridley. A flannel shirt,
open at the throat, whip-cord trousers
and deer-skin moccasins were helping
him to forget his white-collar days.

He had burned his bridges behind
him. casting civilization and all it had
ever meant to him to the winds. His
past, while nothing for any man to be
ashamed of, was a dosed book. He
wanted freedom and in the vast Yukon
region he knew, if anywhere in the
world, lie would find it.

A HEAD. A large lake trout broke
the surface and disappeared again
leaving ever-widening rings. On the
bank, near at hand, a jump-too-late
rabbit provided breakfast for a quick,
four-legged hunter. Further north the
caribou would be falling prey to
wolves. It was just the law of the
north. The strong or quick surviving
at the expense of the weak or slow.
There va nothing cruel about the ar-
rangement arv more than death was
cruel to the humans far to the south-
ward. It was the untamed Yukon.
With him, Ridley had brought sup-
plies enough to last him until the fol-
lowing spring. By then he hoped to be
independent of civilization with no
need for going back. A good store of
salt, tea. canned goods, quinine, am-
munition. blankets, heavy clothing,
steel traps, a tent, fishing tackle,
needles and so many other things
necessary to a tenderfoot, weighted
down an otherwise light craft.
Zach Yarrow, the older trader in the
post at the southern end of the lake,
had welcomed him heartily and had

given him much good advice. In re-
turn, Ridley had bought many things
from him and had presented him with
a fine pair of field glasses.

For the best trapping, the trader
advised him to continue along up the
east shore of the big lake, till he came
to a shallow inlet near a huge, over-
hanging rock. Up that stream a few
miles he would find himself in the
very heart of the north, where white
men had never trapped and the In-
dians bad been content to take no
more than they needed for their frugal
needs.

nrO JAY RIDLEY, all that had

sounded like paradise. Away from
everything. Freedom. A land of begin-
ning again where dreams would have
a chance to come true.

Then OIld Yarrow drew, what had
been a cloud across the sunlight to
other adventurers. In that so perfect
a region, there dwelled a band of the
most ferocious Indians in all the north.
These Indians had once been rulers,
by their very ferociousness, of all other
tribes for hundreds of miles around.
Yet more like thieves or pirates than
rulers, for yearly the more peaceful
tribes were taxed the twenty most
beautiful pelts of the season's catch.
To be caught holding out a pelt meant
to face a massacre. After a few whole-
sale massacres the ferocious Wabas
had no difficulty in collecting the
revenue.

But, since the advent of the white
men, the oppressed tribes had banded
together, obtained firearms at the
price of many more pelts than the
guns’ worth and had repulsed every
effort of the Wabas ever to take again
any of their season’s catch.

In return, the Wabas. dwindling in
numbers under the rain of bullets
which met their every attempt to re-
gain their grip on their former, weaker
brothers, turned their viciousness to-
ward the whites of the region.

Without the firearms of the whites,
the other tribes would never have es-
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caped bondage. The remaining Wabas
grew more and more savage. Where
once they had been proud, arrogant
creatures of high courage, now they
had become mean, vicious killers, lurk-
ing in the dark to kill unseen.

Many a trapper’ cabin had fallen
in fiery ruins about his head while a
band of Wabas danced in the woods
about it. To rush out and be captured
by them meant worse than death.
Long-drawnout tortures had been
practiced by those savages, each vic-
tim being inflicted by all the punish-
ment given his predecessor plus any
new deviltry which the Indians had
been able to think up meanwhile.

rT*HE OLD trader had told of some

of the tortures and, immediately,
Jay Ridley had begun trying to banish
them from his mind. As Yarrow had
said, many would-be trappers had
heard the story and turned back. The
beautiful pelts of the Wabas’ country
had continued to go into the hands of
the whisky peddlers—the only men,
white of skin, having free access to
that region.

Ridley, while not being a superman
of any sort, was by no means a cow-
ward. He had the same impulses that
must have ruled the many who had
turned back on hearing of the savages
0? the north region. And of the few
who had gone on and never came back.
Even when a man thinks he is all
through with his own kind, life still
holds a bit of sweetness and a few
pelts seem but a small reward for
which to risk one’s self.

Yet in Jay Ridley there was the
primitive desire to fight. To even turn
aside seemed too much like running
away from a few blood-thirsty savages.
With an automatic, a rifle, and plenty
of ammunition, a man was well
equipped to take care of himself.
Since his eighteenth birthday, Ridley
had always prided himself on being a
man. In spite of the risks, he chose to
go ahead where others turned back.

“Well, 1 wish you luck, young fel-

ler,” Zach Yarrow had said with a
handclasp as Ridley left the post.
“That’s one thing youll need lots of
and no one can sell you a bit.”

CROM THE peaceful appearance of

the country about him, Ridley might
never have suspected that to go ashore
might mean never to push off again.
It was all too clean and big. Great,
billowy clouds sailed majesticly across
the wide, blue sky, reflected with the
wooded shores in the deep blue of the
lake, making two perfect pictures—
one upside down.

Tenderfoot that he was, Ridley kept
far enough from the shore to make the
accurate shooting of arrow or rifle
difficult. He needed his precious cargo
and a hole through either himself or
his frail craft would cause no little
annoyance.

At dusk he passed a small island,
noting mentally that it would make a
fine camp site for the night. Never-
theless, he kept right on as if the
island had not been there. After night-
fall he swung landward and, in the
darkness along the shore, he silently
made his way back to the island. He
already felt Tike one of the wild things
that remained alive only by its quick-
ness and cunning.

A small fire' on the lake side of the
bit of land sufficed for his evening
meal of bacon and beans. A glowing
pipe brought a feeling of contentment
and security. Then, with the coolness
of the night coming on, he rolled in his
blankets and listened to the soothing
lap-lapping of the little waves against
the shore until he fell into deep slum-
ber.

T~\AY WRAS breaking when Jay Rid-
ley awoke. He was cold. The
early morning swim he had planned
was postponed and a vigorous face-
washing in the cold water took its
place. The swinging of an ax and three
cups of hot coffee soon had him feel-
ing normal again.
By the broad light of day, the
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thought of savages and torture seemed
remote indeed. With a whoopee at the
sheer joy of living and being free, he
shoved off and sent the canoe north-
ward with a speed and sureness that
surprised himself.

For three days he paddled north-
ward. Then the lake gave way to the
wide, shallow stream at the over-
hanging rock that Zach Yarrow had
told him to watch for. The distant
shores were replaced by the shadows
of the nearby spruce and pines. Beaver
and otter splashed the water ahead and
the woods on each side abounded in
small game and birds. A hunter’s para-
dise enfolded him and night enfolded
all.

A few miles further up that stream
and within the next few days, the
vigorous chopping of an axe could have
been heard. Trees fell, branches were
hacked off, then the trunks were cut
into certain lengths and notched near
the ends.

As the cabin progressed. Ridley
found more and more satisfaction in
the work. He was doing something. He
was really living. With the usual wor-
ries and cares of civilization left so far
behind, his new life was a glorious
holiday.

Rolling logs up skids and into place
was hard work. The muscles in Rid-
ley's back and shoulders developed al-
most overnight. Each day the work
seemed easier, yet actually it was
harder with lifting the logs higher.
Each night there was a little more
pride in his accomplishment and a bit
more sureness to his step. Ridley was
developing the self-reliance so neces-
sary to a lone man in the north coun-
try. But he also was developing a lit-
tle disregard for the old trader's warn-
ing, which was not good.

With the cabin finished, “chinked”
with moss and mud, the spruce roof
poles covered with the canvas from
the tent, the big, stone fireplace ac-
commodating logs that laid down to
burn and with a quartzite mantel-
piece on which to set his pipes and

tobacco, Ridley felt well satisfied with
his handicraft. A pioneer indeed.

XE EVENING as he sat on a

stump near the cabin dressing a
rabbit, an arrow came out of the
woods nearby and buried its head in
the cabin wall behind him. Before he
could get his rifle, he knew it was
useless to waste a shot. But he fired
once in the direction from which the
arrow had come, more in answer than
in hopes of hitting anything.

The next day he set about building
a stockade about his cabin. All about
the cabin and twenty feet from it, he
dug a deep trench. Trees of all sizes,
the nearest to the cabin, were felled,
cut into the proper length and pointed
sharply at one end.

Even by working early and late, it
was a week before he had the stockade
finished. Then, around on the inside
of the fence where anyone climbing
over would strike, he strung a length
of fish-line through hook-eyes. Any-
thing striking that line would cause it
to pull the trigger of his old six-shoot-
er which was set, pointed out, through
a small port-hole in the cabin wall.

That arrangement was fine until one
rainy night the moisture caused the
line to tighten until a false alarm re-
sulted. Needless to say. Jay Ridley
slept no more that night, but had a
good laugh on himself the next morn-
ing when he realized what had been
the cause. From then on he made
rainy day allowances by lengthening
the string.

He took the arrow which had struck
the cabin, broke it in two, nailed the
pieces crosswise to a tall stick, then
nailed the stick to the gate of his
stockade. That was his challenge to
his unseen foe.

HTHE SUMMER turned into fall.

The Indians, outside of that one
arrow, had left Ridley unmolested. In-
vestigation would have shown that,
while their hatred toward the white
race had lessened in no perceptible
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degree, their drunkenness had in-
creased until their huge store of furs,
hidden, in a deep, cold cave, had
shrunken until a mere handful of pelts
were left. But even in their drunken
stupor, their craftiness had kept their
silver fox pelts hidden.

The squaws, too, were lying about
almost as drunk as their braves. The
storing away of dried fish, berries,
roots and other food for the winter
was being neglected totally. Disaster
threatened but was ignored by nearly
the whole tribe under the hilarious
spell of the alcohol.

The medicine-man, too, was a
drunkard. His name meaning Great
Mountain Shaker was forgotten as his
shaking hands reached for more and
more liquor. The natives followed his
lead in ignoring the protests of the
vicious, young chief, Eagle Feather.

On seeing his people becoming a
worthless lot, unable to support him in
his desired ease of life, Eagle Feather
bade them all go to the dogs, strode to
the fur cave and taking the finest of
the pelts, dared anyone to oppose him.
The shock of his action made the tribe
almost sober for a short time, but
while the whisky lasted, it banished
their troubles.

Nat Ordway, being a crafty whisky
peddler, took but small quantities at a
time to the Indians. In that manner,
he kept the supply low and the value
high. He knew they were holding out
the finest of the pelts from him, but
he retaliated by cutting the alcoholic
content of the stuff he passed off as
whisky.

He stayed later than usual that trip,
hoping to get those silver fox pelts.
Trip after trip from his secret cache
of liquor to the Wabas’ village netted
him but ordinary furs.

W/-HEN ORDWAY found out about
A Eagle Feather’s breaking with the
tribe, and especially of his taking the
prime pelts, he was greatly disturbed.
Eagle Feather would never trade them
for whisky. Gladly would Nat have

murdered the Indian for them, but Nat
Ordway was afraid of the young brave.
To miss would be to die horribly and
Nat wanted to live easily. And he had
no idea where to look for the self-made
exile.

But Nat was due to meet him soon.
On his way back from the Wabas’
village he was suddenly confronted by
the young chief. Ordway thought that
his time had come. He thought the In-
dian was going to murder him for the
condition of the tribe, but he was
wrong.

Eagle Feather, the light of madness
in his eyes, grunted a greeting which
held little respect.

"How, Eagle Feather.”
greeted with forced ease.

The Indian stared in stony silence.

"Come.” he finally said, and with-
out a backward glance, turned and
slipped into the woods.

Ordway followed with mixed feel-
ings. Was he heading toward priceless
skins—or death?

After ten minutes’ walk, the In-
dian halted by a flat rock. From be-
neath. in a little crevice, he drew forth
a beautiful pelt. A silver fox in the
finest of condition.

"This | give for gun,” he stated.

Ordway hesitated, turning a prob-
lem over in his mind. To give this In-
dian a gun would be to give the In-
dian long-range power, thereby mak-
ing him equal to a white man. Nat
Ordway liked to keep at least one ace
in the hole and Nat was thinking of
no one but himself.

Ordway

piNALLY he hit upon the bit of
*mstrategy of giving the young chief
a revolver, thus keeping him from any
accurate, long-range shooting. Nat
knew that placing any gun in the
hands of Eagle Feather was one of the
worst things he could do, but as usual
he was thinking only of Ordway and
a nice profit. It had been said that
Nat would have sold his mother as a
slave for a little money and Nat had
laughed loudly and asked why not.
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‘T’ give you this gun. Eagle
Feather." he offered, extending the
revolver. He felt like shooting the In-
dian with it instead, but. with the craft
Eager Feather was capable of, he
knew the other prime pelts would
never be found after his death.

‘sHow many bullets?" bargained the
Indian.

“Six boxes," promptly returned the
whisky-peddler.

“l take."

The transfer was made and both
seemed well satisfied. The Indian was
to return to Ordways present camp
with him for the boxes of shells.

"How about those other skins, Eagle
Feather?"

"They are mine."

‘Yeah. | know," agreed Nat in none
too good humor, “but what do you
want for them?"

The Indian stopped and .looked
sharply into Ordway s face. A mad
light burned in Eagle Feather's eyes.
His lips moved but he seemed reluc-
tant to speak.

Realizing that he had a small for-
tune within his grasp. Ordway was
desperate mentally, yet cautious phys-
ically.

“Name it. Eagle Feather. | get you
anything—one  hundred  blankets?
Long gun and one hundred boxes bul-
lets? What do you want?”

"I want...” again Eagle Feather
hesitated; then abruptly he burst out,
“young, white woman!"

TF NAT WAS surprised at the de-

mand, he failed to show it. The furs
were as good as his at that moment.
Eagle Feather would keep his word
and exchange for a woman. Well could
Ordway afford to go clear to Dawson,
if necessary, to get one. To him, the
exchange held no more scruples than
the swapping of horses might have
done.

“How many like this?” he asked,
holding up the silver fox.

Eagle Feather counted off eight on
his fingers.

“Not for eight, Eagle Feather.
Those and two more—ten—no less.”
“l will give ten when | have young,
white woman,” Eagle Feather stated
drawing himself up to regal bearing
as if daring Ordway to doubt his word.

“In five weeks | will bring her to
the little river one day north,” stated
the whisky-peddler.

The Indian grunted in reply, but
the wild light in his eyes seemed to
have been fanned into a flame. But
once had he seen a young, white wom-
an, but never had he forgotten or lost
his desire for one.

With a white squaw he would, in-
deed, be a great chief. Then he would
kill this spoiler of men as he would
a snake. Unknown to the tribe he
would kill him—it would be too late
then for them to object. Gradually he
would rebuild his people to the
strength and power that was the
Wabas’ rightful heritage.

The next day the tribe was routed
out of their drunken stupor by the
hard-hitting, mad, young chieftain who
had come back to reclaim them in
spite of themselves. He cuffed them
mightily, squaws and braves. He spat
on them for their filth and ordered
the village moved to a cleaner spot.

PVERY BOTTLE he could find was
«*-' broken. Any Indian too drunk to
move was tossed into a cold stream
nearby. The Shaker of Mighty Moun-
tains became a humble “yes” man.
Well he knew the viciousness and
strength of Eagle Feather’s forefathers
and little wanted to feel the brunt of
the force now dominating the young
chief.

The new village was soon in order.
Braves were assigned to food-gather-
ing expeditions and warned against re-
turning empty-handed. The squaws
toiled mightily at the gathering of
winter fuel and the sewing of heavy
garments.

Where disaster had faced them in
the cold months, the relentless driving
of Eagle Feather took them into a po-
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sition of security, such as had not been
known in a score of years.

Although it was not the mating
season, Eagle Feather ordered mar-
riage wherever possible. The tribe
must not only be perpetuated, it must
be made to grow.

Rut the procedure by marriage was
too slow. Eagle Feather had had his
ambition aroused. Raids were made on
villages to the south. The unsuspecting
Indians there fell easy prey to the
Wabas. The male captives were Killed
at once. The women and girls were
taken back to the Wabas’ village. With
pride, Eagle Feather watched his tribe
grow.

Soon now it would be time for him
to meet the whisky-peddler. Then he
would show the tribe what it meant to
feast in true Indian style. And that
young, white trapper, up on Little Low
Water, would be captured and brought
in for torture. Again the Wabas would
be a great, blood-thirsty tribe. A few
guns had been taken in the surprise
raids, but until he killed the whisky-
man there would be no shells for them.

A'S NAT ORDWAY had figured, the

taking of a girl from nearer than
Dawson would have, indeed, been
risky business. There were so few one
would readily have been missed and
traced. In Dawson he could merely
advertise for one to be a companion to
his old mother while he was off visit-
ing his traps, eh? Of course the girl
would be gone all winter but would
be well repaid.

A girl would fall for that line all
right. He would try to get one with no
strings on her. One without relatives
to squawk or look for her. What an
easy little fortune for a smart fellow.

Eagle Feather, oh, he would be good
to her. An Indian queen she was going
to be. What an honor! Queen Utakher
of the Wabas. Jake found a good deal
of amusement and a greater amount of
satisfaction in his little plan.

At Dawson he set himself up in a
hotel, bought some store clothes, and
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advertised for a companion for his old
mother.

The first two or three he tallied to
were hard females and Ordway was
not taking any chances with that much
at stake. He would wait until he found
one more suitable.

npHE THIRD day after he adver-

tised, she came in. Nat could only
sit and look. Surely the breaks were
all with him this trip. Here she was,
made to order for the part.

A short dress stopped at a pair of
shapely calves which were clothed in
bright-colored woolen stockings, rolled
just below the knee. A pair of large
trusting eyes seemed to say, “Be good
to me—please!” Blonde hair and
white, even teeth made one think of
those big, mama dolls the traders
sometimes sell at Christmas time. For
this girl Eagle Feather should give
fifteen prime pelts.

"I'm Sue Bowen and | saw your
ad,” she stated, it seemed, in a hope-
ful voice.

‘Well! Sue, as | said in the ad, |
want a girl as companion for my old
mother. We live in a cabin way up at
the head of Great Blue Lake, a long
way from here. The girl who takes the
job won’t get back before next sum-
mer, but the pay is good and there's
hardly no wnrk at all. Just keep my
old mother from being lonesome. |
aint home much—away at the traps
most of the time.”

He paused, wondering if he had
made it sound too good. But apparent-
ly not. The qirl, evidently, believed
every word.

“l—I think I would like that,” she
said.

“How about your folks—wouldn't
they object to you going away for a
long time?”

“l havent any folks—there’s just
me. | used to work over in the dance
hall but I had to get out. The boss
said if | didn't want to be nice to the
customers | had no business being
there.”
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“Well, Sue, you won’t be bothered
with those customers any more. You’re
hired. A hundred a month and found.
When can you start?”

“Oh. thank you, Mr. Clane. | can
start any time.”

Ordway coughed and cleared his
throat. The “Mr. Clane” had caught
him off guard. He had forgotten for
the moment that he had adopted that
name for the duration of his stay in
Dawson.

"That's fine—supposing we start to-
night. That will give us time to buy
you some trail clothes. Did you have
dinner yet?”

“Xo—not since the day before yes-
terday—only some bread.”

“Well, you just come along with me
and see how much you can eat.”

TF FOLKS in Dawson saw Sue Bow-

en and Ordway together, they
showed no thought or care. Dawson
was a city of transients. Strange part-
ners came and went continually. If a
nice-looking girl happened to be with
a coarse-looking man, that was her
business. A possible shrug of the shoul-
ders might be evoked.

And that also applied to when they
left Dawson that night at dark. Music
jangled from the lighted doorways of
barrooms and dance halls.

At one place a drunken fellow leered
at Sue. and said, “Hello, Kid, leave
your Pop and let’s go places, huh?”
At the same time he staggered down
the steps and put a detaining hand on
her arm .

Ordway hit the harmless drunk a
terrific blow on the jaw and the fellow
went down. Seizing the girl, Nat hur-
ried her along,

“We’d better get along,” he said,
“before somebody thinks he’s dead
and stops us.”

Any misgivings the girl might have
had about going into the woods with
this stranger, were banished. He would
look out for her, and any man who
thought enough of his mother to do
what was doing for her must be a

good man. Almost anything would be
better than staying in Datvson, fight-
ing drunken men and slowly starving.

Y RIDLEY, feeling out of sorts

with himself one crisp morning, of
a sudden decided to visit Zach Yarrow',
the trader before winter set in. His to-
bacco supply had not stood up as he
had expected and coffee also would
need replacing before the spring thaws
would release him.

Storing his movable things in the
secret cellar he had laboriously dug,
to prevent thieving Indians from car-
rying them off during his absence, he
took a few provisions and his rifle and
set out southward. He planned to
spend a couple of days there and
counting the four days’ trip each way,
he would be gone about ten days. By
then the fall would be about gone and
with new fur coats on his four-legged
neighbors, it would be time to get
busy.

When he arrived at the post there
WEre two white customers there. One,
a rough-looking man, the other, a pret-
ty girl. For a moment, Jay felt mis-
givings about burying himself so far
from such interesting creatures as
girls.

As she turned, he looked deep into
her eyes. He knew that his face, while
not handsome, was fairly passable and
his good build called for some flicker
of interest as is always present when
youth meets youth, esnecially in the
wilds. But, hardlv believing his own
eyes, he met cold rebuff. The qgirl
ignored him further, deliberately turn-
ing her back.

“Wow!” thought Ridley. “Wonder
what | ever did to deserve that?”

But try as he would to make him-
self believe she was not worth both-
ering with, he could not k°op his eyes
from her. Sitting on the further end
of the counter, he watched the man
with her make some purchases, seize
her bv the arm and hurry down to the
lake. There thev embarked in a bright,
blue canoe and headed northward, the
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girl swinging a paddle, gracefully but
not very effectively, in the bow.

“Who’ your sociable friends,
Zach?” called Ridley over his shoul-
der from the doorway where he stood
watching the girl.

The old man came from behind the
counter and stood at Ridley’s side.

“Now, Jay, that’s got me worried.
That there man is Nat Ordway, the
whisky-peddler, but try an’ prove itl
The girl is new in this region an’ she
ain’t wearin’ any weddin’ ring either.”

I_TE£ SIGHED and then took a big
bite from a plug of dark tobacco.

“When they come ashore,” he con-
tinued, “l heard her say something
about buying something for his moth-
er, and he told her to never mind—
just buy for herself. Now, Ordway
ain’t got no mother—at least not up
.here, so it looks bad! Yes, sir, it looks
mighty bad! Furthermore, she dis-
tinctly called him Mr, Clane’ onct.”

Jay Ridley stood in deep thought
for a moment.

“Say, Zach, did she look like a
rounder to you?”

“No, Jay, she didn't. That’s why
| say it looks bad.”

“Well, I'm going up there and tell
her just wdiat she's up against. May-
be it’s none of my affair, but I’'m still
a man and it looks like a man’s duty!”

“You’re more’n’ half right. Son. but
keep your gun handy—Nat Ordway
won'’t like it one bit!”

TIJTARDLY had Yarrow finished

talking when Ridley was out of
the post and racing for his canoe.
Twilight had replaced the gray after-
noon and night fell swiftly.

Being much more adept and with-
out a load in the canoe, Ridley sent
the craft skimming off the water like
a veteran. Almost before he realized
it, he was nearing the island where he
had camped in his former trip.

There was a small fire there. Cau-
tiously he swung the bow and landed
on the opposite side from where they
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had camped. Care would be necessary
if he was to help the girl escape from
her perilous situation.

As he topped the little rise that
shielded their camp, Ridley saw the
girl washing the tin dishes that had
just been used for supper' in the lake.
Ordway lay back on a blanket smok-
ing a pipe, a picture of contentment.
He had made no move that might have
frightened his companion. He was
about to pick up a nugget in furs
which meant more to him than a hun-
dred women.

“Lie still, Ordway!”

The sharp command set Nat rigid
with mixed emotions, yet he knew bet-
ter than to reach for his gun. The girl
turning, saw a tense figure pointing a
gun at Mr. Clane. It was the young
man she had seen at the trading post.
She started forward.

“Listen, S’ster,” the clear voice con-
tinued, “you just walk over to Mr.
Ordway, gently lift his gun and keep
from between us. Hold it in vour fin-
gertips and drop it in front of me.”

The girl looked questioningly at
Ordway.

“Go ahead. Sue. Do what the young
fool says. He’ crazy enough to shoot
us both.”

The girl complied with bad grace.

“Now maybe we can talk,” suggest-
ed Ridley. “Believing it my duty, |
followed you here to warn you against
the man you are with,” he said looking
at Sue Bowen.

“l am sure that was very thought-
ful of you,” she said with very dry
sarcasm.

AY WINCED under the sting.

“Mr. Clane is not Mr. Clane at
all,” he continued nevertheless, “he's
Nat Ordway, the rum-peddler—sells
whisky to the Indians. And Nat Ord-
way has no mother. | think you should
go back with me while you still have
the chance.”

“And | think you should mind your
own business, whoever you are! | am
working for Mr. Clane or Ordway or
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whatever his name might be and that’s
my affair. He is one of the few gentle-
men in the north country. Is that an-
swer enough to still the white man’s
urge to do his duty?”

With that she turned her back on
him and strode back to her dishwash-
ing.

Jay Ridley burned with the desire to
shake her, but, as she had just said, it
was none of his business.

‘Well, Tenderfoot, you got your an-
swer—>beat it!” Nat Ordway had won.

JpHDLEY made a hasty, humiliated

exit. Back to Zach Yarrow' he went
and told the story.

“Too bad,” observed Zach sadly.
“She looked like a bright lass, too.”

Ridley stayed only half the time he
had planned, then set off toward his
cabin. Somehow he could not get the
thought of the girl out of his mind. He
knew' she would be needing him sooner
or later, but what could he do about
it? Just mind his own business—that’s
what she had told him to do.

Eagle Feather, in the short month
since bargaining with Ordway, had
grown to be quite a figure among the
tribes of the north. Many red-skinned
maidens were offered to him a? his
squaw’s, but Eagle Feather was to have
a white squaw. He told no one. He
wanted the surprise of it to travel from
mouth to mouth as his other, recent
successes had done. But egotism was
smothering his sagacity.

Almost gaily, he went to meet Ord-
way who would bring the girl as he
had promised. Eagle Feather took the
ten prize pelts and the revolver. He
had learned how to use the gun and
had become quite a marksman, in his
own opinion.

At the appointed place and time,
Eagle Feather stepped from his place
of concealment. He had gazed on the
young white woman and his eyes had
told him she was all he could have
wished for.

“How,” greeted the tall, young chief.

The girl turned an inquiring gaze
on the Indian.

“How,” returned Ordway.
meet Chief Eagle Feather
Wabas tribe.”

The brave stood motionless, regard-
ing her. Like, or dislike, neither
showed on his countenance.

The girl smiled but not very brave-
ly. Her woman’ intuition was telling
her something very uncomforting.

“Eagle Feather, we keep our bar-
gain, eh?"

“Yes.” replied the brave.

“0.K., here’s the girl.”

With those words he reached for the
pelts hanging over Eagle Feather’s arm
and hand.

The girl could not believe her ears.
She was being sold to a brave. They
were miles from the nearest white man.
Oh, why had she been so hasty when
that young stranger had tried to warn
her?

“You beast!” she cried, springing
at Ordway, a wild clawing fury. “I
won't go—you’ll take me back!”

Tears were streaming down her
face. Ordway knocked her from her
feet. Dazed, she lay on the ground,
watching with unbelieving eyes.

Again Ordway reached for the furs.
As his hand lifted them from the In-
dian’s arm. an explosion occurred. Ord-
way fell, blood spurting from a hole
in his chest. In Eagle Feather’s hand,
which had been hidden under the pelts,
there lay a smoking revolver.

“Sue,
of the

/[FATHERING up the pelts as Ord-

way gasped his last, Eagle Feather
motioned for the girl to follow. She
struggled to her feet not knowing
whether she was glad or sorry at Ord-
way’s well-deserved death.

Lightly the Indian strode through
the deep woods. Once Sue ran away,
thinking she would rather die in the
wilderness than go with the red man.
The treatment she received at his
hands, as he caught her by the hair,
quickly put an end to that thought.

At the village, one brave, thinking
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a new torture victim had been brought
in, thrust a sharp stick at her. Imme-
diately the chief whirled, seized the
man bodily and raising him high,
hurled him savagely to the ground.
What bones had been left whole by
the awful punishment were quickly
battered and broken by the savage
kicking of Eagle Feather's feet.

The girl was made violently ill by
the terrible scene and had to be car-
ried the rest of the way. At the lodge
of the chief, Eagle Feather deposited
her on a bearskin which had been
spread over a bed of pine boughs. Call-
ing an old squaw, he gave her terse in-
structions in their strange tongue and
strode out. The old crone brewed tea
from herbs and, with a toothless smile,
presented it to Sue. The girl tasted a
little, then drank the rest. Almost im-
mediately she was asleep.

OVEN THOUGH Jay Ridley had
= returned to the post and spent that
night and most of the next day, his
light canoe and long, sweeping strokes
of the paddle brought him to the little
river on which his cabin was located
not many hours behind Ordway and
the girl.

Zach Yarrow s words were still run-
ning through his mind: “One arrow
they sent you. Lad? Well, that shows
they know you are there and 1’m sur-
prised you haven’t heard more from
them. But you will, so don’t get care-
less. You never can tell what those
devils will do till it’s all over!”

Paddling cautiously up the shallow
inlet, on the watch for hidden foes,
Ridley sawr the bright, blue canoe in
which Ordway had brought the girl
north. It lay on the bank, unconcealed,
as if it’s owner had been expecting to
make a quick getaway.

Jay. still smarting from the girl’s
verbal lashing, was intrigued. Perhaps
Ordway had shown his hand. Ridley
wanted to be on hand when that oc-
curred if for nothing else than to have
her appeal to him for help.

Fifty feet from the canoe he stum-

bled across the body of Jake Ordway.
A bullet had entered his chest at close
range, killing him almost instantly. A
look of surprise was still in the un-
closed eyes.

Ridley became more alert than he
had ever been during his months in the
woods. He studied the footprints which
approached and left the body. The girl
had accompanied Ordway to the spot
and had left with an Indian.

Why Ordway had been killed mat-
tered little. If the girl had done it, she
was justified. It was very evident that
Ordway had brought the girl here for
the Indian and deserved worse than
killing.

A LONG THE game trail. Ridley
** followed the tracks. At one place
the girl had evidently broken away but
had been caught and brought back
again.

As daylight began to fade, Ridley
came within sound of an Indian vil-
lage. Drums were being beaten in a
mad rhythm. Some kind of celebration
was going on. Fear that it might be the
torturing of the white girl left him
cold. He hastened forward, and find-
ing no guards about, crept near.

With but his automatic and a few
full clips, he knew that whatever he
might accomplish would be by stealth
rather than force.

A huge fire had been lighted in the
center of the great circle of wigwams.
In the space between the fire and the
tepees, there danced and shouted a
mad ring of savages, waving bows, ar-
rows, spears and warclubs. The drums
beat faster and the dancers vyelled
louder. Great chunks of meat were
roasting over the flames on crude spits,
turned continually by young Indian
boys. Scanning the motley assembly of
dancers and spectators, Jay Ridley
could find no white face among them.

Even knowing that one slip would
cost him his life, he determined to find
and, if humanly possible to do so,
rescue her—even though it was none
of his business, he thought grimly.
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"CROM A lodge decorated by bright
ornaments and colored clay mark-
ings, there stepped a tall, grave, young
Indian, fairly handsome except for the
high, strong cheek-bones of his race.

Holding his hands aloft, he called
for silence in a tongue that was totally
foreign to the white watcher.

The tall, young Indian spoke clear-
ly and slowly. He was emphasizing
the importance a" something or other.
Then, with a backward sweep of his
arm, he drew the white girl from the
lodge he had appeared from. Behind,
and pushing her. was an old woman.

Ridley had found his objective.
Carefully, yet with haste, he circled
the village, coming up behind the
chief's lodge. There were no guards
about for who was there to miss or
attempt to rescue the girl?

Sue. on being released, crept back
into the dim interior of the dirty
abode. Her recent experience had hum-
bled her mightily. There she prayed
without the faintest hope of succor.

The chief, still outside, called the
braves forward and, in a voice that
spoke ill of failure, sent them to bring
in the young white trapper, alive, for
torture as part of his mating celebra-
tion.

In ten minutes the camp was desert-
ed, save for the youngest and oldest of
the natives. Eagle Feather returned to
the wigwam where the girl lay trem-
bling with fear.

To act with any hope of success was
to strike at once and boldly. Although
he had not understood why, he was
thanking his lucky stars that the
braves had been sent out of the village.
With sort of a plan, Ridley again cir-
cled the wigwams. He had noticed that,
while most of the tepees were made of
caribou skins sewn with the sinews of
deer, there were many made of bark.
At a point furthest from the lodge
wherein the girl lay, Ridley gathered
some twigs and set fire to one of the
tepees.

Before the blaze was discovered, it
had gained a good start and Ridley

was back at the ornamented wigwam.
Crying the alarm, the old braves,
women and children ran to fight the
flame which soon spread to two other
wigwams. Even the old crone from the
chief’s lodge went to scream inarticu-
late instructions, to which none paid
any heed.

The chief remained with the girl,
regarding fire-fighting beneath his
dignity.

TT WAS Jay Ridley's moment to act

and he did—not because he was un-
afraid. but because he was afraid not
to. It was his only chance. He knew
that it would be either himself or the
chief never leaving the wigwam alive,
but meanwhile the girl would have a
chance to escape.

With a curse for being such a fool
as to throw- himself away over a thank-
less female, he plunged into the lodge.
A grunt of surprise burst from Eagle
Feather. Ridley swung his automatic,
fired a shot at the rising figure’s head
in the dim light and missed. Then the
automatic jammed.

A second roar burst in a flame
across the narrow space. A shot tore
through the fleshy part of Jay’s thigh
and he went down just in time to save
his head from being blov/n off by a
following shot.

He wrenched the brave’s feet from
beneath him and Eagle Feather fell
heavily, his gun being knocked out of
his hand. A kick in the stomach sent
Ridley sprawling. Then Eagle Feather
was upon him. Great arms, fingers,
legs, feet and teeth assailed him. Lights
flashed within his head with every
thump he received. He was over-
matched. With a thought to the horror
of what lay ahead of him when he was
overpowered—the torture that would
celebrate the girl’s wedding, Ridley
called on his body to do what seemed
impossible.

With a mighty lunge he threw the
tall savage from him. His fingers
groped about in the dark for his gun
to use as a club, but in vain. He tried
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to call out to the girl to run, but was
again struck by the vicious savage.

Again they went down and again
Ridley took a terrible pummeling. His
short, jolting blows seemed to have
no effect on the brave. Jay’s remain-
ing strength was giving out. He could
feel himself weakening, but some inner
urge kept him, first punching and
then choking his adversary.

TTHE POWERFUL fingers of the

brave groped for his eyes. Ridley
bit them till his mouth was full of
blood. His nose felt as if it had been
torn from his face and his body, now
nearly naked, had been battered until
it felt as though it was nothing but a
bloody pulp.

The strength of the brave seemed
everlasting. His blow's seemed to gain
force. Ridley was almost at his mercy.
It was the beginning of the end, but
he would go down like a man. The
weight of the savage seemed to keep
the breath from his body.

Advancing and retreating about
them was Sue Bowen, an earthen jar
in her hand, looking for an opportunity
to help. But the antagonists were all
over the place. Two animals could
never have fought so viciously or un-
relentingly.

They were still for a moment. Ap-
parently the rescuer was beaten. But.
no, it was a trick. As the brave raised
himself, sure of victory, Ridley’s knee
struck him with terrific force in the
groin. At the same instant the earthen
jug wielded by the girl struck him
heavily on the head. Either blow would
have felled the savage—both put him
beyond need of their further atten-
tion.

TN A FLASH Jay Ridley was on his

feet looking for his automatic. Find-
ing it, he released the jammed shell
and slipped a fresh clip into place. The
girl was crying and dabbing his bat-
tered face.

“Dont bother, Sister, it may be
lots worse before we’re free.”

ROMANCES

“It’s all my stupid fault,” she was
sobbing.

Motioning for the girl to follow?7 he
started out.

Drawn by the gunshots in the chief's
wigwam, many of the tribe had gath-
ered outside. It was against the tribal
law for them to enter under any cir-
cumstances. To go out would be to
attract many arrows. Ridley withdrew
hastily.

For a slight movement, he reward-
ed Eagle Feather with another whack
on the head. Then with his knife, he
cut a slit in the rear wall and gingerly
stepping out, helped the girl.

As they fled toward the woods a
great shout broke behind them. Ar-
row's flitted all about, only one finding
a mark. That went through the calf
of Jay’s right leg. Turning, he fired
two shots at the pursuers, downing
one. The others fell back.

Off to the north they heard a re-
volver shot. Rod grinned in spite of
his pain.

“That was my alarm clock,” he told
the girl as they ran through the woods.
“The braves have climbed the stock-
ade.”

“Where can we go?” she panted.

“River—canoe!” he gasped in reply.

As fast as they ran, it seemed that
the Indians behind were gaining again.
Striking the game trail, Ridley sent the
girl ahead with a shove, turned, fired
two more shots, causing the pursuers
to stop, and again was with the girl,
running like mad.

Again the Indians came on. Perhaus
they feared the wrath of Eagle Feath-
er, should the whites be permitted to
escape. Ridley glanced back. As he did
so, the girl stumbled and fell heavily
over the body of Nat Ordway. All
seemed lost. Ridley fired another shot
back at the Indians. With so much
gained and the river so near he could
not give up without a little more strug-
gle. He seized the unconscious girl in
his arms, and in spite of his wounds,
sped like a deer to the canoes.

His canoe, being closest to the wa-



TENDERFOOT’S DUTY 65

ter, be dumped the girl into that and
pushed off. As he passed Ordway’s
canoe he had wanted to put a shot
through it, but, with the girl in his
arms and the Indian pack again at
his heels, he had no chance.

A vyell at the water's edge told him
that his pursuers had arrived. They
lost no time in setting Ordway’s canoe
afloat and four in that continuing the
chase while those left on the bank sent
showers of arrows.

Jay kept to the shadows and pad-
died for life. He wanted to outdistance
those following along the bank before
trying to halt the other canoe. Then
arrows from the following craft be-
came the real menace. He had to risk
all on ths remaining shots in his auto-
matic.

Resting his paddle, he turned with
all the calmness he could muster. The
moon, breaking over the trees, gave
him a clear target, but it also helped
his enemies. Savagely they plied their
paddles. Their violent rocking caused
their arrows to fly in all directions.

The Indian in the stern, seeing Rid-
ley stop paddling, swung the craft at
an angle to give those seated in the
bottom, with the bows and arrows, a
better chance. But his swinging was his
undoing. Rod’s bullet struck him. Over
the side he went, taking his paddle
with him.

ALMOST simultaneously an arrow
struck Jay’s hand, knocking the
automatic overboard.

Both craft were at a loss. In the
Indian’s canoe there was little control
until one of them, taking the bow pad-
dle. clambered onto the stern seat.
From then on their progress was com-
paratively slow. Jay quickly took ad-
vantage of the confusion. Disregard-
ing as much as possible his new wound,
he struck out with the paddle putting
much precious space between his canoe
and the following one.

But his advantage was short-lived.
The pursuers again gained. Too, they
were conserving their arrows, waiting

until they got within a more accurate
shooting range. He was paddling on
nerve alone, exhaustion was about to
pull him down to defeat. His battered,
tired body cried for respite, but the
brain kept urging it on and on and on.
A thought presented itself. With a kick
of the paddle he splashed water over
the form of the girl, some of it strik-
ing her face.

She moaned and opened her eyes.
Instantly she started to spring up, al-
most upsetting the craft.

“Lie down and be still* he com-
manded.

“Are they—will they—" she stam-
mered.

"No. they won’t!" he answered with
more conviction than he felt.

He paddled harder, but failed to in-
crease his lead on the other craft. It
was just a matter of time when the
pursuers would be the victors.

Another thought entered his head.
His rifle. Where was that? He had
left it in the bow of the canoe.

"Sister, see if you can find my rifle
—1 think it’s up in the bow,” he said.

The most welcome sight in the world
was the rifle as the girl handed it to
him. With a bloody grin, Jay Ridley
felt a great weight lifted from his
shoulders. Deliberately he let the sav-
ages gain. Then he fired four shots,
raking the pursuing craft from stem
to stern. The chase was over.

TPHREF DAYS later. Ridley, a

limping but happy woodsman and
Indian fighter, landed at the trading
post. The beautiful Sue Bowen was
with him.

Zach Yarrow came hobbling out to
greet them.

"Well. Lad! What have you been
doing?” he asked, much concerned.

“Oh, just getting myself a life job
looking out for someone.” he answered
with a smile at the girl in the bow,
“isn’t that right. Sister?”

‘mlt’s right, Jay. but can’t you think
of a better name than that to call me?”

Til try, Sweetheart!”
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Nancy Kline was new to the

West; but even so, she could see

that Clint Jensen was alone

against the evil forces that

threatened to engulf this
town ...
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G RIMLY. Clint Jensen tight-
ened the cinches under the
gray horse's belly. He straight-

ened up, a tall, square-jawed man with

a golden mane. There was a dangerous

light in his gray eyes as he walked

the mare out to the front of the livery-
stable.

Younger brother, Duke, was waiting
for him at the door. Duke was twenty-
five, four years younger than the ex-
town marshal of Rimrock. He sat
astride a big black gelding, watching
Clint, a cigar clamped between his
lips, dark eyes glittering with anger.
He was tall, but not as tall as Clint,
He had the older brother’s high cheek
bones and the straight, thin nose.

“Reckon it’s time to ride,” Clint
observed. His thin lips curled in con-
tempt as he listened to the sounds
farther dowrn the street, knowing what
they meant. The town of Rimrock was
going to give them a send-off. and they
would like to do it with a rail, but they
were afraid of the Jensen guns.

Duke Jensen’s big hand caressed
the butt of the .45 hanging from his
left side. The younger brother shot
from the left and he shot straight. The
three Brislows lying peacefully in the
little cemetery on the hill bore ample
testimony to this fact.

“Maybe,” Duke said hopefully,
“they’ll try to stop us, Clint.”

The man withthe golden  hair
laughed coldly. He thought of sheriff
Johnny Wales. The sheriff of Green
County would sell his soul before he
got up enough nerve to pull a weapon
on either of the Jensens.

They rode slowlydown the side
street and out into the open. They saw
the crowd gathered outside the ram-
shackle Palace Hotel. Moving out into
the middle of the dusty street, they
walked the horses quietly toward the
crowd. The way out of Rimrock led
past the Palace Hotel. They could
have taken another side street and
avoided this but neither man had con-
sidered it.

“The Brislows still have friends in



Rimrock,” Clint said softly. "We’ll
have to ride careful-like, Duke.” He
knew how the Brislows and their
friends fought. Even while riding down
the center of the street they could ex-
pect a bullet in the back at any mo-
ment.

The crowd saw them coming and
the uproar died down. Slowly, a path
opened as the two horsemen ap-
proached. Clint Jensen saw Johnny
Wales in the crowd. The sheriff had
never liked the Jensens because they'd
kept him in the shade. The timid lit-
tle man with the silver badge and the
silent gun had advised the town com-
mittee against hiring them in the be-
ginning.

“This town,” committee man Bill
Farris had said, “is big enough to sup-
port a marshal, an’ we need one.”

The Jensens had ridden in from
Dodge City where Clint had made a
reputation. He’d cleaned out the tough
Daley bunch and Dodge was the bet-
ter for it. Rimrock had the Brislows
and other lawless elements. The Wells*
Fargo stage had been the object of
their depredations. Cattle rustlers had
been rampant in Rimrock and the
honest ranchers wanted action.

The Jensens had given them action.
In a pitched battle on the main street
of Rimrock, after several warnings,
they had shot up the Brislows, the
worst offenders.

Ed and Dale Brislow along with
cousin Red, were known to be in the
cattle business illegally. The town of
Rimrock knew about it unofficially but
the Brislows rode through the streets
whenever they chose and sheriff John-
ny Wales looked the other way. Ed
and cousin Red, had reputations as
gun men.

"This town,” Clint told Ed Brislow,
"ain’t big enough for two families like
ours. Reckon you better stay away,
Brislow.”

DIG ED HAD laughed in the face of
the elder Jensen. He’d heard of
Clint’s reputation but he was unafraid.
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Two days later, it was rumored the
Brislows had neatly turned two hun-
dred Bar B cattle over on their own
spread and were revising brands prior
to shipping them on to the railroad.

They had shot up rancher, Tom
Henderson, when the old man wanted
to ride out and see for himself. Clint
and Duke were preparing to ride out
to the Brislow ranch, when the Bris-
lows trotted quietly down the street.

The Brislows had come in for a
showdown. The three of them, even
young Dale, age seventeen, were heavi-
ly armed.

“Reckon I'd like to take them
guns,” Clint smiled when the three dis-
mounted in front of the White Chief
Saloon.

Ed Brislow grinned coldly. Brother
Ed was the oldest and the most dan-
gerous of the trio. He’d been in several
shooting scrapes in Rimrock, and was
reputed as deadly as a cobra in a gun-
fight.

Ed Brislow looked at sheriff John-
ny Wales staring at him from behind
the saloon door.

“The sheriff,” Brislow grated, "ain’t
botherin’ us an’ he’s the law an’ order
around here, Jensen.”

Clint shrugged. Duke stood behind
him, fingers twitching in the gun belt.
Duke had stood with him in Dodge
City also.

“Tom Henderson,” Clint said quiet-
ly, “claims you shot at him when he
came out to your place lookin’ for
strays.” The elderly rancher had a
bullet in the calf of his leg.

"The old fool,” Ed Brislow rasped,
“was trespassin’.”

“Snootin’ a man,” Clint said, "is
illegal. 1’1l take yore guns. Brislow.”

CD BRISLOW stepped back a step.
*-t He was as tall as Clint, but not as
solidly built. He had thin black hair,
a lean hatchet face and pale blue eyes.

“You aint takin’ my gun, Jensen,”
big Ed snapped. He glanced at his
brother and cousin. Red Brislow spat
out a stream of tobacco juice. He was
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short and stocky with a mop of rust-
colored hair.

Young Dale, grim, white-faced, but
brave, shifted his position and watched
Duke Jensen. Dale Brislow because
of his youth, was pitied rather than
condemned in Rimrock. They’d seen
him around often and he was well-
liked, but he was loyal to Big Ed.

Sheriff Wales had come out of the
saloon to intervene and then the sher-
iff had ducked back again as the guns
exploded. No one knew who had fired
the first shot. On the stand, at the
trial, Clint testified that Ed Brislow
had gone for his gun and he’d beaten
him to it

Big Ed had slumped still firing. Red
Brislow tried to open up on Duke, as
Clint was preoccupied. The younger
Jensen had shot him through the arm
then through the heart. On examina-
tion of Ed Brislow*| body after the
shooting, it was revealed, the elder
Brislow had been killed with the first
shot fired by Clint Jensen.

Young Dale had yanked out his gun
as the shooting began. He ducked be-
hind a post on the steps of the Whilr
Chief Saloon. His first shot had
knocked Clint’s hat from his head.
Another slug had grazed Duke’s arm.

“Stop, kid!” Clint roared but Dale
flashed another shot at him kicking up
dust at his feet,

Duke’s gun had roared from the left
side and Dale Brislow tumbled from
behind the post. The three Brislows
were dead and the shots were still re-
echoing up and down the streets of
Rimrock.

AT THE trial, Duke said he’d fired

at the younger Brislow, to protect
Clint, who had refused to shoot. Pop
Brislow, father of the three, had
brought up the murder charge against
the Jensens.

Because young Dale had been pop-
ular, and he’d put up a brave fight,
the town of Rimrock was divided be-
tween two factions. Sheriff Wales,
glad to get rid of the Jensens, testified

that he had tried to stop the shooting
but that the Jensens wouldn’t let him.

"You were hiding in the saloon,”
Clint Jensen told the sheriff at the
trial. “You had no intention of arrest-
ing the Brislows, even though they
had shot Tom Henderson.”

“It’s a lie,” Johnny Wales almost
screamed. “You Jensens w-anted to
grab all the glory before | had a
chance to do anything.”

Black eyes gleaming with rage,
Duke Jensen tried to smash the little
man with his fist.

The Jensens were acquitted but the
town committee immediately took
steps to release them as town marshals.
They were leaving Rimrock with a
black shadow over their heads. Men
claimed they were too free with their
guns; they shot first and asked ques-
tions later.

The Sheriff Wales faction were
crowded outside the Palace Hotel as
they rode up. Johnny Wales glared at
them from the porch of the hotel. Clint
Jensen saw the hard faces of the citi-
zens. He'd tried his best to free Rim-
rock from the wave of crime which
had swept through it.

The Brislows had been one family
of bad men. There had been others.
Many of them had left the city the
day Clint Jensen signed up as town
marshal. They’d heard of his reputa-
tion in Dodge. He roamed the streets
of Rimrock with a six shooter on his
hip and a sawed off shotgun slung be-
neath his coat.

The crowd watched silently as the
brothers passed through. Clint glanced
at the rigid face of young Duke. He
saw the bitterness around the corners
of the mouth. Duke was taking this
seriously. He’d been disillusioned.
They wanted to be law officers and
they were treated like criminals after
the performance of their duty.

“Let’s get out,” Duke said dully.
“I’'m fed up on this.”

Clint nodded. In Dodge City, Duke
had joined him as a deputy. The
younger man was fearless and he'd
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liked his job. He'd been enthused
vxhen Rimrock put through the call for
them.

rTPHEY PASSED the last few delapi-
A dated buildings on the outskirts of
town before Duke spoke again. No
plans had been made as to where they
were going. When the notice was re-
ceived that the town committee had
met secretly and dropped them, they'd
gone out to the livery stable and sad-
dled up.

Clint usually made the plans. The
older brother had been loose longer
than Duke.

“Reckon you have some plans?"
Duke asked finally. “We could hold
up the stage or go down to the border
and take up smuggling.”

Clint Jinsen grinned. “We're law-
men,” he stated, "and if we can't work
in one city we can work in another.”

“Lawmen?” Duke stared at him.
The younger man slapped his horse
impatiently. He rode up ahead. "You
can talk for yourself. Clint,” he called
back angrily. “I e had enough.”

Clint Jensen moistened his lips. He
hadnt thought Duke had gone as far
as this. He knew the younger brother
had been stretched to the point of
snapping at the mock trial instituted
by Pop Brislow. The Brislows were
crooked and they'd been wiped out re-
sisting an arrest. Grudgingly, the jury
had decided upon that verdict.

Jogging along toward the west. Clint
made up his mind. In the year 1SS0.
all trails led to the barren wastelands
around Big Bow. Men were scooping
gray-colored clay from the hillsides
and were finding themselves fabulous-
ly rich.

Y7ROM A quiet cow town, nestling

in the crock of the Big Bow creek,
the settlement had mushroomed into a
blaring city of three thousand rabid
silver seekers. Silver was on every
tongue; men found it in their food and
dreamed about it in their sleep.

Duke Jensen dropped back again.

“Where we going?” he asked finally.

“Big Bow." Clint said. “They’ll be
needin’ lawv- men from what | hear.”

Duke laughed coldly. “You can
speak for yourself. Clint,” he snapped
again.

Clint Jensen stared at the younger
brother. He'd been a law man since he
was eighteen and sheriff Toby Smith
of Heilman made him a deputy. Wear-
ing a silver badge had done things for
the quiet boy from the range. Years
later he'd succeeded Smith as sheriff.
He’d gone on to Lanesville, Dodge
City, Rimrock. The silver badge had
never tarnished.

In Dodge, Duke had looked up
Clint, and become a deputy. Now the
younger man was disgusted.

“The Brislows.” Clint said slowly,
“aint that important, kid.”

“It’s not the Brislows,” Duke grum-
bled. “Eve just had enough. I'm out to
make money from now on. I’'m takin’
care of myself.”

“Sometimes,” Clint told him, “you
get wrong notions, Duke. Then it takes
a heap o' time to get rid of 'em.”

'T'WO DAYS later, they rode into

Big Bosv. Clint’s eyes opened at
the rows of unpainted buildings which
had sprung up overnight. He’d been in
Big Bow before they hit the silver
ledge and the cow town had been
asleep beside the creek.

They rode down the main street at
ten oclock at night and Big Bow was
just waking up. They saw the rows of
wide open saloons. Drunken miners
staggered down the rough board walk.
Quiet, bronzed cow punchers rode
through the dust. Shouts and raucous
laughter flowed from the saloons.

“It's wide open,” Clint Jensen
grinned. “If they got any lawmen here,
they musta been shot and buried a
long ways back.”

A gun cracked in the adjacent Red
Dog Saloon and there was an ominous
silence. Both men pulled up their
horses momentarily and listened. From
the interior, someone laughed hysteri-
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cally. A minute later a piano tinkled
and the noise broke out again.

Clint sat astride the big gray and
looked up and down the dark street.
He saw the big, sprawling hotel, new-
ly painted, protruding out into the
main road.

“We'll look for a room,” he told
Duke.

The younger brother was already
dismounting at the hitching post out-
side the Red Dog.

“I’ll ride up later,” he said. “I’'m
lookin’ around.”

Clint shrugged as he spurred the
horse away. Young Duke was old
enough to take care of himself.

At the livery stable behind the ho-
tel, he stabled the horse and then
registered at the desk for a room. The
young clerk’s mouth opened when he
read the name. Clint Jensen, gun-fight-
er and town marshal, was known all
over the west. The clerk stared at the
big gun hanging at the marshal's side.

The big man with the golden hair
clamped across the floor and out onto
the street. Half a dozen burly miners
rolled past him and he backed against
the wall to let them go. They were
drunk and they were looking for
trouble. Already, he had noticed signs
of ill will between miners and cow
punchers.

Walking down the planked walk to-
ward the Red Dog, he saw the three
men come from the saloon, mount their
horses and ride away. Duke was one of
the three. The younger brother had
made friends without wasting any
time. Again, Clint told himself that
Duke was capable of looking out for
his own interests, but it worried him.
Young Duke was hot-headed and he'd
been hit hard in Rimrock.

TNSIDE the Red Dog, Clint moved

quietly through the crowd. Miners
blinked up at the-big man with the
blond hair and the rugged, tanned
face. They gave him room. They saw?
the ivory handled Colt hanging at his
side.

Clint found a place at the end of the
bar and he watched the scene without
emotion. He’d been in tough towns be-
fore. They didn’t come any worse
than Dodge or Rimrock, when he first
entered.

Two miners, drunk and hanging on
the bar nearby, were suggesting a
toast. Clint listened carelessly. Then
he took a step nearer the two befud-
dled men to hear more clearly.

“To the sheriff,” one of the drunks
grinned. “To sheriff Bam Smoley. the
bravest man in Eig Bow!” Both
drunks roared at the joke.

“Big Alike." the other drunk chuck-
led, "rnusta run him clear across the
Rockies an’ back to the East.”

As the bartender came up. Clint mo-
tioned to him.

“What's happened to sheriff Smo-
ley?” he asked.

The bartender, a big bluff man with
a red face and a bulbous nose, grinned
at the town marshal.

ssReckon you must be a stranger i.i
these parts,” he explained, “but sheriff
Smoley was run outa town yesterday
by Alike Donlan, one o’ Bill Wester's
toughs.”

Clint Jensen rubbed his hand on the

smooth wood of the bar. “Who's
Wester?” he asked quietly.
The bartender leaned forward.

“Wester’s the biggest silver operator in
the west, Mister, 'an’ he’s tryin’ to buy
Big Bow—Ilock, stock and barrel.”

“You don't buy a town.-” Clint
pointed out.

The bartender laughed out loud.
“You don’t know Big Bill Wester ” he
grinned. “Wester’s the big man from
the Coast. He's tryin’ to buy up or
steal all the mines along the ledge.
He’ got most of ’em already. In an-
other month he’ll have all of ’em an’
this town will be workin’ fer Big Bill.”

“What about Smoley?” Clint asked.

“He got in Mike Donlan’s way,” the
bartender explained, “and Mike
threatened to take him apart. Sam beat
it when he found out.”



THE MARSHAL STOOD ALONE 71

"Then there’s no sheriff
Bow?” Clint asked again.

The bartender shook his head. “You
ain’t aimin’ to take the job, Mister?”
he questioned. “It ain’t worth it. Big
Bill Wester runs this town and Mike
Donlan with him. They don’t like
sheriffs.”

in Big

I'NLINT JENSEN shrugged. He

turned to survey the motley crowd.
They had a fiddler and a piano player
over in the corner making music. On
the floor, drunken couples Ilurched
against each other. The tables along
the walls were filled with men.

“Here’s Mike now,” the bartender
nodded toward the door.

Clint glanced toward the door. He
saw a big redhead filling the doorway.
Donlan had a scragglv beard which
half-concealed the cruel mouth. His
eyes were small and bloodshot from
drink. The big miner looked as if he’d
just crawled from a stable.

“He's been drinkin’,” the bartender
cautioned, “an’ he’s lookin’ fer trouble.
Stay away from him, Mister.”

Clint smiled. “If he’s lookin’ for
trouble,” he said, “l reckon he might
find it.”

Mike Donlan’s bloodshot eyes swept
the crowd insolently. Then he lurched
rudely across the dance floor and
slouched up to the bar. Clint saw the
miners in the room watching the bully.
He saw the hatred in their eyes. Un-
doubtedly, these men were the miners
Bill Wester had pushed out into the
cold and probably Donlan had been
instrumental.

Donlan saw the small miner at the
end of the bar and Clint watched the
bully’s eyes contract. Donlan gulped
down a glass of firy liquor and then
staggered along the row of men.

The little man, an inoffensive man
of middle age, tried to slip away be-
fore Donlan got to him.

“Wait!” the redhead roared. The
piano stopped abruptly and the fiddler
came to an offpitch halt. The dancers

on the floor scattered as Donlan broke
through them.

The big miner grasped the smaller
man by the collar and sat him in a
nearby seat.

“You been runnin’ away,” Donlan
snarled. “You don’t want to meet Big
Bill.”

The smaller man’s face was pale.
He was unarmed and Donlan carried
a big Navy Colt at his side and a
knife in a sheath.

Donlan’s big hand flashed and it
landed on the little miner’s face. The
smaller man rocked and the tears
started up in his eyes. Donlan hit him
again.

“I reckon that’s enough,” Clint Jen-
sen said from the bar. He spoke in a
low voice but it carried across the si-
lent room.

T\ONLAN  whirled around and

glared at the stranger. He walked
slowly across the tloor and his big
boots made the boards creak.

“You talk big, stranger,” Donlan
glowered. He surveyed the tall man
before him. Clint was fully as tall but
not as heavy as the burly redhead.
llonian's eyes shifted to the gun at
Clint’s side.

“What | say,” Clint told him, *“I
figger to back up.”

Donlan came a step closer. He
glanced quickly around the room and
he saw the expressions on the faces of
the onlookers. The redhead had a rep-
utation and he had to uphold it.

The little man in the chair started
to slip away and Donlan tried to go
for him. Clint Jensen caught the man
by the shoulder and hauled him
around. He heard the gasp of surprise
from the audience. He was acting in
character. As town marshal he had a
duty to protect the weak against the
strong.

Donlan roared as he staggered in
Clint’s iron grasp. The big man swung
around with a bludgeoned fist and
Clint stepped back. He hit Donlan
squarely on the jaw with his own fist
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and the redhead staggered to the
floor.

Still howling with rage, Donlan went
for his gun as he rolled over. Clint
grinned. His own weapon flashed up
into his hand. He poked a shot at
Donlan and the slug embedded itself
in the wood floor inches from Donlans
gun hand.

The redhead blinked and his mouth
opened slowly. Pie looked at the hole
in the flooring and he saw the smoke
curling slowly from Clint’s gun.

nPIIE MAX with the golden hair

grinned from the bar. He made no
motion to move away. He waited for
Mike Donlan s next move. The miner's
face was pale and the fear was in his
eyes.

*'Damn!” a cowpuncher roared from
the other side. “It's Clint Jensen o’
Dodge City!”

Clint smiled and nodded. The men
of Big Bow knew about him. They’d
heard how he cleaned out Dodge City
three years before.

Donlan. with the hatred still in his
eyes, picked himself from the floor
and shambled out of the room. He
heard the laughter behind him as men
raced over to shake Clint's hand. Don-
lan owed a debt and he wasn’t the one
to forget it.

The cowpuncher who had recognized
Clint raced across the room. The ex-
town-marshal recognized him as an old
acquaintance from Dodge. They shook
hands cordially.

The smaller miners crowded around
the big man at the bar. Clint saw the
look in their eyes and he knew what
was coming.

“Since Sam Smoley left us,” one
of the miners growled, “we been
needin’ a man to work fer us agin Bill
Wester. Sam was never much help no-
how, but he’s gone now.”

Clint Jensen stared into the anxious
faces. He was a law man; he’d dedi-
cated his life to the principle. The
town of Big Bow needed him badly.
Evidently, Wester had it in an iron
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grip and was squeezing the life out of
the residents. Wester was buying all
the claims along the silver ledge. Those
who refused to deal with the big silver
operator from the coast, were subject-
ed to the kind of treatment Alike Don-
lan had been issuing a few minutes
before.

“We could use a town marshal in
Big Bow,” the cowpuncher said, “How
about it Jensen?"

Clint smiled into their faces. He
towered head and shoulders over most
of them.

“l reckon this is a little irregular,”
he grinned. “You can’t vote in a man
as town marshal in a saloon.”

“Git Mayor Hodges,” one of the
miners roared. “Drag him outa bed
and he kin perform the ceremony.”

Two of the miners raced through the
door before Clint could reply. The
man from Rimrock turned to tire
puncher at his side.

“Tell me more about Wester,” he
asked.

TTHE PCXCHER smiled wryly.
& “He's tough, Clint.” the cowboy ex-
plained. "He came in here about three
months ago and he started to buy. Old
Jeff Peabody hit the silver ledge first
and he staked off a big claim. Wester
got Peabody stone drunk and made
him sign over the claim for a tenth o’
what it’s worth. After he got Peabody’s
mine, he started to work on the other
claims along the,,ledge.”

Clint nodded. “He’s hired men like
Donlan to back him up?”

The puncher’s leathery face crin-
kled. “Not only Donlan. The redhead
ain’t so bad. He's got Ed Towles from
Dodge City, an' Ben Crowley from

Galeyville.”
Clint Jensen blinked. He’d heard of
the deadly little gunman. Towles

from Dodge City. Ed had left months
before Clint took over in the touvh
town. Clint had heard tales of Ed
Towles, killer and hired gunhand.
Ben Crowley, he’d seen in Galey-
ville on more than one occasion, Crow-
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ley wasnt as deadly as the quiet
Towles, but he’d killed men and he
bragged about it.

"If the miners don't want to sell,”
the puncher explained, "Big Bill has
one of his boys pay a visit. Usually
they sell and ride outa town the next
day.”

"Is Wester mining as yet?” Clint
asked.

The puncher shook his head. "He's
waitin’ till he has everything he wants.
Then he goes at it on a big scale. He’ll
bring in machinery—a stamp mill and
refine his own metal.”

The two miners came back into the
saloon dragging with them a small,
weazened man with a red nose and
weak. watery eyes.

“Here he is, Mayor,” one of the
miners grinned. “Swear him in.”

X|AYOR HODGES blinked in the
strong light. He put on a pair of
spectacles and stared at Clint Jensen.
The big man smiled back. Hodges
undoubtedly had been elected to office
in the quiet days before they found the
silver ledge. No one had particularly
desired the office as it was not a great
honor and the pay was small.

Hodges was confused at the sudden
turn of events. He was still mayor of
a community which had blossomed out
to three thousand souls.

“Do we need a town marshal?”
Mayor Hodges tried to bluster. “This
is a respectable town.” He cowered at
the roar from the crowd around him.

Clint Jensen waited patiently as
Mayor Hodges finally swore him in
and pinned a silver star on his vest.

“l promise to uphold the laws of
the town of Big Bow,” Clint said
quietly. He heard the sudden silence
fill the room. The men knew he meant
it.

In Dodge it had been a different
setup but similar in purpose. Dodge
had been a quiet town till the railroad
reached it and the western ranchers
began to ship cattle to the east.

Gamblers and railroad toughs had

moved in on the spur. Hardened pro-
fessional killers like Ed Towles had
followed the cowpunchers riding in
with the big herds destined for the
east. They’d gradually bullied the
quiet townspeople into a state of
fearful submission. It was the job of a
lawman to break this unlawful grip.

"Watch out for Towles,” the cow-
puncher warned him as the crowd
again surged forward to congratulate
the new town marshal.

Clint nodded. He saw the small,
thin-faced man in the doorway. He
saw the straight lips and the sharp
nose. The man had gray, staring eyes.
He walked slowly across the floor to
the bar.

The new town marshal
murmurs.

“That’s Ed now,” the cowpuncher
whispered.

heard the

["eLINT JENSEN studied the back

of the little man at the bar. Hed
seen professional killers before and he
knew how dangerous they could be.
Towles was a man without emotion.
He’d kill at the slightest provocation
and he’d kill without thinking.

Quietly, Clint walked up to the gun-
man. Towles heard the footsteps be-
hind him but he didn’t turn around.
He sipped his drink carelessly.

Clint reached down and flipped the
gun from Towles’ holster. It was a
black-butted .44.

Towles turned around slowly and
Clint looked down into the small
mouth of a derringer half-hidden in
the gunman’s hand.

“I’ll take it back,” Towles grinned
coldly.

Clint smiled also. “It’s a nice gun,”
he said, looking down at the weapon
in his hand.

“Reckon it aint nuthin* to play
with,” Towles told him, “It’s liable to
go off.”

“lve seen ’em,” Clint said. “lve
seen ’em shoot many times.” He hand-
ed the gun back to the little gunman.
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He had found out how dangerous
Towles could be. It had seemed
strange that a killer should let another
man get behind him. Usually, they
were careful about such matters.

Ed Towles slipped the derringer
back inside his coat. He nodded his
thanks and turned back to the drink
on the bar.

‘Tee been thinkinV’ Clint told him.
“‘of prohibiting the carrying of guns in
Big Bow.”” In Dodge City he had at
last put through the order. Cowpunch-
ers. trail herders, riding in had been
ordered to check in their hardware.

Towles shrugged. “It might be a
good law." the gunman said without
turning around. ‘T reckon there's been
too many killins’ in Big Bow.”

The crowd had watched breathlessly
as the two men confronted each other.
They had heard of Clint Jensen, and
they knew Ed Towles. The killer had
been in a few shooting scrapes already.

They breathed easier as Clint
strolled away. With a broad grin still
on his face, he strode down the dark
street. It would take a little time to
convince Duke, but the younger
brother would come around. He had
been disappointed in Rimrock. but the
prospects of a dangerous job in Big
Bow would take Duke's mind from it.

T TE WAS going up the stairs to his

room when he saw the big, bulky
man coming down. There was a light
on the stairway but it was small and
dim. Clint could scarcely see the big
man's face but he made out the mas-
sive chin. He saw the cigar glowing
dimly between the man’s lips.

Politely, Clint backed against the
wall to permit the guest to pass by.
The light reflected on the silver badge
still pinned on his chest. The glint of
silver caught the big man’s eye. He
stopped and stared at the little star.

Clint Jensen heard the low laugh
and he tightened up. The big man was
dressed in an eastern tweed suit and
he was hatless.

TPHEY STOOD on the stairway, the
big man staring down at him and
Clint looking up.

‘sLawman?” the big guest asked. He
had a rumbling voice and he spoke
around the cigar.

‘eMarshal.” Clint said quietly.

“You wouldn't be Clint Jensen.” the
big man asked then. “l just spoke to
your brother. | came over to see you
more than he."

Ciint waited. He knew there was
more coming.

"You still wear a badge.” the stran-
ger rumbled, “even though you were
kicked out of Rimrock.”

‘We walked out of Rimrock,” Clint
said politely. He was beginning to real-
ize who the big man was and he didn't
like him.

“Right now,” the big man pointed
out, "I'm in a hurry. We could talk to-
morrow morning. Drop into the office.
The name's Wester.”

Clint grinned. “Reckon | got a job,
Mr. Wester,” he said softly. Big Bill
had heard of his being dropped from
the town marshal job at Rimrock.
Weslcr wanted him to work on his
side.

A sudden thought struck the law-
man. “You spoke to my brother?” he
asked harshly.

Bill Wester nodded. “He's a smart
boy. He stays with the winning side.”

Hastily, Clint brushed past the man
on the stairs. Pie broke into the room
he'd hired earlier in the evening.
Young Duke was yanking off his
boots. Clint saw the opened bottle on
the table and the half-burned cigarefs.

Duke looked up and grinned. He
saw the star on Clint’s vest and the
grin froze on his face.

Clint laughed bitterly. “Reckon
we’re on different sides o’ the fence,
Duke,” he snapped. “What did Wester
say?”

Duke Jensen bit his lips. He stood
up in his stocking feet and waited.

“He was here.” Clint snapped.
“What did he have to say?”

“I'm working for Wester,” Duke
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said finally. His eyes were still rivet-
ted on the star. "What about that,
Clint?” he pointed.

The older brother sat down on the
bed. “l was just sworn in as town
marshal of Big Bow,” he said bitterly.
“You rnighta waited, Duke.”

The younger man’s eyes flashed as
he regained control of himself.

“Reckon you’re playin’ the fool
again, Clint,” he scowled. “Didn’t you
get enough in Rimrock?”

Clint Jensen leaned forward, head
in hands. “What do you do for
Wester?” he asked finally.

“Bodyguard,” Duke said. “He ex-
pects a bullet in the back any minute
and he feels he must have protection.”

“You know who works for him?”

Clint asked. “You remember Ed
Towles and Ben Crowley?”

Duke smiled. “lI met them,” he ex-
plained.

Clint shook his head. "The law7 is
one thing,” he snapped. “Buckin’ it
is another. Wester’s outside the law.
He’s tryin’ to steal this town and force
all the honest miners out of it.”

“The Brislows,” Duke said quietly,
“were workin’ about the same way. We
stopped ’em, Clint. What happened to
us?”

Clint shrugged. “I reckon it don't
pay to become discouraged in our busi-
ness.”

“It’s your business from now on,
Clint,” Duke said. “I’'m workin’ for
myself. Bill Wester is payin’ big mon-
ey to have me trail around with him.”

Minutes later, Clint Jensen turned
out the light. He lay in the darkness
and he listened to Duke breathing
across the room. The thing had hit him
in a weak spot. He’d always thought of
Duke riding with him. Now the young-
er brother was with the enemy and
Bill Wester was powerful in Big Bow.

N THE MORNING Duke was al-
ready gone when Clint crawled out
of bed in the dim light. He heard the
stage rattling up the silent street. It
pulled up outside the hotel and Clint

stepped to the window. He wondered
where Duke had gone.

Two passengers were alighting from
the dust-covered stage. One was a
typical drummer with bowled hat and
checkered suit. The other was a young
girl. Clint Jensen stared. Then he
jumped back from the window as the
girl glanced up at the hotel.

He caught a glimpse of a small oval
face and serious blue eyes. He saw
the firm little chin and the straight
nose. There were few women in Big
Bow and the advent of a young and a
pretty girl was an eye-opener.

Dressing hurriedly Clint stamped
down the stairs. The girl was still at
the hotel desk talking to the befuddled
clerk. Clint heard her voice as he went
by. It had a musical quality and he
caught his breath.

Evidently, she was looking for some-
one and asking questions concerning
him. Clint had met a number of the
miners and punchers in the Red Dog
saloon after they had sworn him in as
town marshal. There had been many
names and he’d forgotten most of
them.

He did remember the little bewhis-
kered man with the bright blue eyes
and crinkly, brown face. He’d caught
the name John Anderson as he shook
the little miner’s hand.

The girl at the desk was asking
about John Anderson and the clerk
did not know him. Clint blew out his
breath and then stepped over to the
desk.

“Reckon | can help you, Miss,” he
offered. “I met Tohn Anderson yester-
day.”

TTHE GIRL glanced up at him quick-

ly. She saw the star on his ve-st and
the big gun hanging at his side. He
was wearing a black sombrero and it
accentuated the gold of his hair.

“Mr. Anderson is my uncle,” the
girl smiled. “I’'m from the east.”

Clint nodded. John Anderson was
one of the miners who still had a
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stake out along the silver ledge. Bill
Wester was after Anderson’s “Whizz-
Bang” mine.

“I'd be glad to look him up for you,
Miss,” Clint told her.

“The name,” she said, “is Nancv
Kline.”

Clint bowed.

“You are sheriff. ..” she began.

“Town marshal, Clint Jensen,” the
big man said. “I’ll be back as soon
as | find Anderson.” He went out
walking on air. He wondered what the
girl was doing in Big Bow looking for
a reprobate uncle. Old Anderson was
a good miner and the Whizz-Bang was
one of the best staked claims on the
ledge, but Anderson was a heavy
drinker, Clint remembered seeing him
on hi* last legs and it was still early
in the evening.

Back at the Red Dog he asked the
sleepy bartender about Anderson. The
old man stayed in a shack behind the
Red Dog when he wasn’t up at the
Whizz-Bang, Clint found him snoring
on a couch.

John Anderson blinked when Clint
told him about his niece. He bounced
up to his feet, horror-stricken.

“Here!” the miner yelled. “In Big
Bow?”

“Down at the hotel,” Clint said.
“Reckon you’d better mosey right
down there, John.”

He went out and walked down to
the lunch room. He was still wonder-
ing where Duke had gone so early in
the morning. He knew that eventually
Duke would become disgusted with
Wester’s methods and he’d come back
to the fold, but the younger brother
was still burning up over the treatment
they’d received in Rimrock. It would
take time.

Later in the day, Clint wandered
back to the hotel hoping for a glimpse
of Nancy Kline. He saw her coming
out the door, a hand on John Ander-
son’s arm. The old man looked proud.
He’d been shaved and had had a hair
cut.

nritE OWNER of the Whizz-Bang

mine hailed the new town marshal
and Clint waited for them as they
came down the hotel steps. He saw the
slight flush on the face of Nancv
Kline.

“Meet Clint Jensen,” Anderson
boomed. “The toughest gun-fighter in
the southwest.”

Clint felt Nancy Kline’s eyes drop
toward the gun. He saw her nose
twitch slightly and a slight coldness
come into her eyes.

“Weve met, uncle,” the girl said.

Clint stepped back to permit them
to pass.

“Miss Nancy.” Anderson grinned,
“come out to see her old uncle after
she graduated from school in Boston.”

Clint looked at the girl. “lI hope
you like your stay in Big Bow,” he
said quietly. He heard the two horses
coming up behind him and he turned
around.

Duke Jensen was riding the black
gelding. The other man, a short, stout
man with beady black eyes and per-
petual grin on his face, sat lazily
astride a small chestnut.

Clints lips tightened as he looked
at the fat man on the little horse.

“How'dee, Ben,” he said softly. “We
meet again.” He glanced at Duke, and
the younger brother's face flushed.
John Anderson had his niece by the
arm and was attempting to move away

when Ben Crowley’s cheery voice
stopped him.

“What's the hurry, John?” the gun-
man grinned.

“Aint no hurry,” the old miner
snapped. “l got business to attend to.”

“Bill Wester.” Crowley explained,
“would like to see you, John.”

The miner’s face paled and his hand
shook. “Damn him!” he whispered
vehemently. The girl stared at him.

Clint Jensen looked up at his broth-
er. “What’s it about, Duke?” he asked.

Duke stared at the ground uncom-
fortably. “How do | know?” he asked.
“Wester wants to talk with him. That’s
all there is to it.”
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“You kin tell Wester/’ the old min-
er barked, “that 1| ain’t sellin® my
claim an’ he can’t make me.”

DEN CROWLEY grinned again.
w* “That’ll cause trouble, John,” he
said, “Why make trouble?”

Clint stepped forward. “Reckon you
better tell Wester that he’s through
giving orders in this town, Crowley.”

Crowley laughed. “That badge,” he
Smiled. “It makes a man brave.” The
stout little gunman's eyes were bright-
er though as he looked down at the
town marshal.

Clint knew the man was wondering
just how much chance he had if one
of them began to fire. Crowley was
the cautious type, unlike Ed Towles.
Towles had no nerves. When the time
came to draw his gun, he did it with-
out fanfare or consideration.

Duke was biting his lips. "Let’ go,
Ben,” he said slowly.

Ben Crowley shrugged as he pulled
the chestnut around. John Anderson
and the girl were already walking hur-
riedly up the board walk. Clint
glanced after them and then looked at
Duke again.

“Ride easy,” Clint told the younger
brother. Duke didnt say anything and
Clint watched the two as they went up
the street. Already, the big bullwhack-
er's carts were rolling past pulled by
loAg-eared mules.

Clint Jensen stood on the hotel steps
and watched the procession. Bill Ydes-
ter wasn’t wasting any time. Lle'd al-
ready started work on miner, John
Anderson. As the old man had an ex-
cellent stake on the ledge. Wester in-
tcvVded to buy him out. or force him
sut. If Anderson had a good location,
Wester wouldn’t have money to pay
him the value of the mine but Wester
would take it anyway.

/[TINT REMEMBERED that Bill
'""\W ester had asked him to drop into
the office that morning. On a sudden
impulse he went down the steps again
arid walked along the street. The

offices of the “Silver Mountain Mine”
were located in a rickety building off
the main street. Already, Wester was
putting up a new structure to house
his company.

The silver man was sitting behind a
big folding desk when Clint walked
in. He saw the shade .1 the mine
operator's massive face. For tire first
time he got a good look at Bill Wester.

The man's eyes were gray and small.
He sat behind the desk v/:'h the cigar
clamped between rigid jaws. He
glanced at the silver star contemptu-
ously.

“1 thought you were smart." Wester
snapped. "l just heard about this busi-
ness.”

Clint grinned at him. “I figger |
know my business,” he said quietly.

“You could drop that thing in the
waste basket.” Wester said, “and work
for me. We re developing this town.
Jensen. You ought to get in now while
there’s still a chance.”

“Suppose the people of Big Bow
object to your developing them?” Clint
asked. “Maybe they wont like it.”

“They can move.” Wester grinned.
“It’s a big country.” He glanced at the
town marshal curiously. “What do you
intend to do.” he asked, “stop me?”

Clint nodded.

Wester laughed out loud. “One
move from you. Jensen,” he smiled,
“and 1l make your office illegal. 1’ll
bring in lawyers to contest your right
to such a position.”

Clint shrugged. “You’ll have to act
fast, Mr. Wester/” he drawled.

“Buck me.” the silver man warned,
“and | will—like a rattler!”’

rpFIE TOWN MARSHAL walked

slowly back up the street. He rec-
ognized Wester's power. The big man
was firmly intrenched in Big Bow. He
had money; he had a half dozen gun-
men at his beck and call. He, Clint
Jensen, was working alone.

It was true that he had the decent
miners with him but they wouldn’t be
of much help if Ed Towles, Crowley,
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and Donlan went to work on them. He
saw the red-headed miner crossing the
street and Donlan glared at him. He
knew if Donlan ever got the chance he
would not hesitate to put a slug in the
marshal's back.

At the hotel, hours later, he met
Nancy Kline. The girl evidently had
been waiting for him. She motioned as
he came up the steps to the porch.
John Anderson was nowhere in sight.

“Mr. Jensen.” the girl began, “I'm
worried about Uncle John.”

Clint nodded. He was wondering
whether he ought to tell her the truth.

“The short man came around again
and told John he had to see Mr. West-
er.” Nancy's blue eyes were troubled.
“Why are they trying to force Uncle
to see this Mr. Wester?”

“What did your Uncle say?” Clint
asked.

The girl reddened. “He swears he
won't do it.” she said.

Clint grinned. He could imagine how
John Anderson had told Ben Crowley
the second time. The explosive little
miner didn't curb his language when
his temper was aroused.

Distinctly, they heard the shot in
the saloon down the street. Clint
leaped down the steps and took it on
the run. He yanked the .45 from the
holster. The shot had come from the
Red Dog.

Men stepped aside to let him go.
His hat flew off as he crossed the
street and his yellow hair bounced as
he ran. He smashed through the bat-
wing doors and almost ran into Ed
Towles coming out.

Towles’ gun was in his hand and
smoke was coming out of the muzzle.
John Anderson lay on the floor at the
other end of the bar. The old miner
was clutching his shirt which was
staining red.

/"LINT JENSEN stared for a brief
"“'instant into Ed Towles’ cold eyes.
As Towles swung his gun around to
meet the new enemy, Clint raised the

45 and brought the barrel down on
the gunman’s head.

Towles staggered forward and Clint
caught him by the shoulders. The gun-
man sagged to the floor and Clint
let him drop. He walked over to John
Anderson as the crowd came out of
hiding.

Ripping open the old man's shirt he
saw the wound just below Anderson’s
shoulder. It was not fatal and the old
man was conscious. Clint heard him
swearing softly. There was a gun in
Anderson’s hand. Evidently, Towles
had goaded him into drawing a weapon
and then tried to dispose of him. The
gunman no doubt had his orders from
Wester. Anderson was recalcitrant.

“Get a doctor,” Clint snapped to one
of the girls. He felt the other girl at
his elbow and he turned impatiently.
He stared up into Nancy Kline’s hor-
ror-filled eyes.

“It's all right” Clint told her.
“Reckon he’ll pull through. These
miners are tough hombres.”

Immediately, the eastern girl re-
gained control of herself. She was
bathing the wound skillfully when the
doctor came back. Anderson was re-
moved to the hotel and Clint went
back to the stunned Ed Towles.

Unceremoniously, he lifted the gun-
man to his shoulder and strode down
the street with him. He opened the
door to the jail house and deposited
Towles into one of the cells.

A trickle of blood rolled down

Towles’ face. The gunman blinked
through the bars at the big town
marshal. Remembrance flooded back

and Towles staggered to his feet. He
felt at his side for the gun and then
flicked a hand inside his shirt for the
derringer.

Clint Jensen grinned at him. “Reck-
on | got both of ’em, Ed,” he ex-
plained. “Better take it easy for
awhile.”

“l don’t stay here,” Towles panted.

Clint went back to the hotel and he
found John Anderson much improved.

“He was after me to go and see
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We:iter,” the miner snapped. “He got
me so mad, | pulled a gun on him.”

Nancy Kline was listening. She
stepped up and ('lint saw her face.

“l think” she said quietly, "you
should tell me what it’s all about.”

Clint nodded. He told her the story
and John Anderson shook his head em-
phatically.

“The Whizz-Bang,” the miner
growled, “is the best claim on the
ledge. | been takin’ enough outa there
already to pay my way.”

TAOWNSTAIRS, Clint met Duke
waiting for him. The younger

brother was uncomfortable.

“It's a nice business." Clint shapped.
“Shooting up a man like Anderson.”

“He's an old fool,” Duke said. "He
won't listen to reason. Wester's willing
to buy his mine.”

“A man doesn't have to sell." Clint
pointed out.

“What about Towles?" Duke asked.
“You can’t hold him. Clint.”

“Why?” the older brother asked
flatly.

“Wester’s already hired
Bunstan." Duke explained.
have Towles out.”

Clint nodded rdmly.
a trial first,” he snapped.

Duke waved him away. "No one
will testify against Towles and you
know it. Bunstan will prove it was a
case of self-defence.”

“l can try,” Clint said. He sat in the
little court house a week later and
listened to the thin, bespectacled Bun-
stan state his case. Ed Towles sat
nearby, his face cold as ice.

Clint Jensen glanced at the jury and
he knew his case was lost. The jury
had been had picked. Witnesses had
been introduced who swore that An-
derson picked the fight.

“If there is any case here,” Bun-
stan grinned, “it should be against
John Anderson for deliberately open-
ing fire on my client.”

“Anderson.” Clint spoke up, “never
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had a chance to use his gun. There
were no bullets fired from it.”

Bunstan laughed it off. “The inten-
tion was present,” he stated blandly.

TLTELPLESS, Judge Adams released

Ed Towles from all charges. The
spectators streamed from the building
grumbling. Towles walked up to Clint
Jensen.

‘I reckon you have my guns,”
Towles said. “I7ll take ’em, Marshal.
I figger I'll be needin’ ’em right soon.”

“Any time,” Clint said coldly. “You
know where I'll be.” He went past the
Red Dog saloon and he saw the
crowds of discontented miners loung-
ing around the place. These men were
trying to fight Bill Wester but they
didn’t have a chance. Wester had hired
gun men on his pay roll and he was
willing to back up his claims with
cold lead.

“You hadn’t oughta take prisoners,
Marshal,” one of the miners called
after him. “It don’t pay.”

Clint Jensen stared straight ahead
of him. He didnt like to shoot men
in cold blood if it could be avoided.
But he knew now it was useless to try
to bring Wester’s men to trial for any
offence. Wester would hire witnesses
and bribe a jury. He’d have the only
lawyer in Big Bow on his side and he
could import better lawyers if need
be.

1 TE MET Nancy Kline back at the

hotel. She had been sitting
through the trial and she had realized
how hopeless it was. They went up to
the room where John Anderson was
recuperating. Anderson had a com-
panion—a grizzled old miner from the
hills.

The uncle’s face was red with rage.
He roared when Clint came into the
room.

“They’re jumpin’ my claim,” Ander-
son howled, “an’ | can’t get up to fight
’'em off.”

Clint stared. “Who?” he asked. He

looked at the little miner sitting by the
bedside.

“Joe,” Anderson cried, “says half a
dozen o’ Westers men are at my
claim. They’re chasin’ away anybody
comes near.”

The town marshal’s jaw tightened.
Claim-jumping was a serious offence
in Big Bow. Even Bill Wester would
have a hard time proving Anderson's
claim was false. The old man had had
it recorded the second day of the
strike, weeks before Wester arrived on
the scene.

Clint went downstairs and around to
the livery stable. He saddled the gray
and rode hastily up the mountain. He
knew the general location of Ander-
son’s Whizz-Bang mine and he had no
difficulty finding it. The claim had
been staked about two miles outside of
Big Bow.

Ben Crowley. Ed Towles and Alike
Donlan were seated before the open-
ing of the shaft. Crowley had a sawed-
off shot-gun across his lap. Towles
was fingering a six shooter.

Clint Jensen saw' Duke coming up
out of the mine. Again the younger
brother bore the embarrassed expres-
sion on his face.

“Howdee, Jensen.” Crowley greeted.

“Reckon you boys are on the wrong
claim,” Clint snapped. “This belongs
to John Anderson.”

“Look up the claim,” Donlan
snarled. “The old man never entered
anything on the books.”

“We work for Wester,” Ed Towles
said quietly. “He says to stay here so
we stay.” The gunman looked down
the barrel of the deadly weapon in his
hands. Clint Jensen knew Towles was
anxious to try that gun on the town
marshal.

“Better get back. Clint." Duke said.
“There’s too many guns for you.”

“Sure,” Clint nodded. “It wasn't al-
ways that way.” He knew if he had
Duke on his side the odds whould be
nearly even. Duke was looking on the
ground. “I’'m goin’ back,” Clint told
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them, “but I'm sayin’ you boys bit off
a big chunk this time."*

Ho rode down the main street of Big
Bow and he heard the noise. The old
miner had spread the news that Bill
Wester's blunch had jumped Joe An-
derson's claim.

rM.IXT STOPPED at the office of
A the Silver Mountain Mine. He
found Big Bill Wester waiting for him.

“Dont be a fool,” Wester said
angrily. “You dont have a chance.
Marshal. There’s no entry in the claim
book that Anderson ever recorded any-
thing. We found the mine and we took
it. If Anderson wants to fight, tell him
to get a lawyer.”

Clint stood before the big silver
operator, his hands linked in the big
g'unbelt around his waist. He knew
Bill Wester had bribed the agent into
destroying Anderson’s claim record.
With a good lawyer on his side. Wester
couldn’t lose inasmuch as he already
had possession of the mine and posses-
sion was nine-tenths of the law.

“This town’s stirred up,” Clint told
the man. “Youd better be careful,
Wester.”

Wester grinned. “Do | look like a
fool?” he asked. “l have a dozen hired
riders on the way from Indian Creek.
They’ll help out Towles, Crowley and
your brother."

Clint stared at the massive man be-
fore him. “You'll start a town war.”
he asked, “just to get control of the
mines?”

Wester smiled. He stood up and

A Thrilling Romance

blew out cigar smoke. “There's a few
million dollars worth of silver in that
ledge. Marshal, and |’m aiming to get
it—all of it—. 1d raise hell itself for
that much money!”

“There'll be men killed," Clint said,
“if you rile up these miners too much.”

Wester nodded. “I7l risk it,” he
said complacently.

Going down the street again, Clint
saw the crowds around the Red Dog.
The shooting of John Anderson had
not stirred them up so much as the
claim jumping. Already, it was known
that Wester claimed Anderson hadn’t
recorded his claim on the mountain. If
Wester disputed Anderson’s sound
title, he'd go after the other miners the
same way. No man’s claim was safe if
it was possible to have the records
changed.

rTTHREE OF the miners slopped
¢ Clint as he was going past.

“Somethin” has to be done,
shal.” they said. "We aint
Wester take away our livin™.”

Clint nodded. He thought of the
gunmen waiting up at the Whizz-
Bang mine. Wester had half dozen
other fighters coming over to help out.
If the miners attempted to retake the
mine, many of them would be shot
and Wester would claim to be in the
right. He was legally guarding his own
property which he'd be able to prove
by law.

“We’ll work it out,” Clint told them.
[Tarn Page]
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“Don’t be too hasty to swallow lead.
Wester has a number of gunmen up
there.”

“One of em,” a miner grumbled, “is.
yore brother, Marshal.”

Clint Jensen grimaced. He walked
down the street and he remembered
that he was fighting it alone this time.
He’d always depended on Duke's gun
to cover him in the tight spots.

He went back to the hotel again and
he tried to figure a way out. Wester
had all avenues blocked. In Big Bow?7
he ruled with an iron hand. It it were
possible to get him over to the capitol
at Tucson and have him tried with
honest witnesses, they might be able
to get a conviction. Wester was delib-
erately stealing all the mines on the
mountain but no one whs able to
bring a charge against him.

He saw Nancy Kline coming out of
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her uncle’s room and she came over
to him. He read the sympathy in her
face and it cheered him.

‘T realize what you are up against,
Mr. Jensen,” she said, “and | wish |
could help. | had a different opinion
of lawmen and gun-fighters.”

“Some men," Clint grated, “under-
stand only one law. That’s the law of
the gun.”

A FTER THE evening meal, he went

out into the street again and he
saw7 the groups of armed men con-
gregating around the Red Dog Saloon.
The worst had happened. Tne angry
miners weren’t going to wait for the
town marshal to act.. They were going
up to the Whizz Bang on their own
initiative and have it out with the
claim jumpers.
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Clint Jensen quickened his footsteps.
He was passing a dark alley when he
saw the skulking form in the shadows.
He saw the gleam of metal and in-
stinctively he went for his gun.

Another gun roared from the alley.
There was a blinding flash of light and
the gun powder seared his face. He
felt himself going down and he felt
sick inside of him. He had been unable
to identify the man who had tried to
shoot him from ambush.

He lay on the ground and he heard
nmning footsteps and the cries of men.
He knew they were picking him up and
he felt the blood running down his
face. He felt numb from the shock of
the thing and he wasn't sure where
he’d been hit.
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After awhile a doctor was working
on him and he made out the anxious
faces hovering above him. He saw
Nancy Kline's pale face in the crowd.
They had carried him back to the hotel
and he was on his own bed.

The doctor, a slender, young-looking
man with a long neck, was grinning
down on him. They were wiping the
blood from his face.

“It looks worse than it is. Marshal/
the doctor said finally. “It’s only a
scalp wound. You’ll be as good as new
tomorrow. But another inch and |
wouldn’t be talking to you.”

“Who was it?” a grizzled miner
wanted to know. The room was still
full of people. Clint Jenson looked at
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them dazedly. He had no idea who had
tried to bushwhack him. He didn*t
think TowlJes or Crowley would use
such methods. He remembered Mike
Donlan. The big red head hated him
because he’d been shown up. Donlan
wouldnt attempt to stand up against
him in a gun-fight because Clint had
a reputation.

“lI reckon there’s somebody I’ll be
callin’ on,” Clint said softly. He looked
at Nancy Kline and the girl shivered
involuntarily.

/[~\LD JOE, the miner, Anderson’s

friend, stood at the foot of the
bed. The old man’s face was twisted in
rage.

"They ain’t gettin’ away with this,
Marshal,” he snapped. “We already
sent a man up to the Whizz-Bang to
tell 'em to git. If they dont, we’re
goin’ up.”

Clint sat up on the bed after the
doctor completed the bandage. His
head throbbed violently but then it
passed away.

“It would do you good,” the doctor
told him, “to stay in bed till morning.
You had a bad shock.”

The town marshal smiled coldly. He
reached for his gun belt hanging on
the bed post. He stood up and he felt
the room whirling around him. Nancy
r}]<_Iine caught his arm and steadied
im.

“Please stay in bed,” she pleaded.
“There’s nothing anyone can do to-
night.”

Clint Jensen blinked. In a short
while a group of miners were going up
to the Whizz-Bang mine with guns to
drive Bill Wester’s men away. There
would be shooting and Duke would be
involved. Innocent men would be
killed.

The town marshal turned to the old
miner. “Tell the men to wait at the
Red Dog saloon for me,” he ordered.
“They’re not to start until 1 get
there.”

[Toni To Page 88]
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To People
who want to write
but can’t get started

Do you have that constant urge to write but
fear that a beginner hasn't a chance? Then
listen to what a famous editor said on this

subject:

“There is more room for newcomers In the writing field today
than ever before. Some of the greatest 0? writing men and women
have passed from til? scene. Who will take their places? Fame,
riche* and the happiness of achievement await the new men and

women of power.”
SELLS FIRST ARTICLE TO
LOOK MAGAZINE HALF-

WAY THROUGH COURSE
“I had good lurk in my first
Rttemi-t at writing for a national
magazine. | wrote an article in
answer to one that appeared in
Look Magazine, The article drew
an unusual reader response and
mine was chosen as the best. The
editor expressed interest in the
fact | was studying your course
and the check "I received more
than paid for It.”—"Glenn Dun-
lap, Painesville, Ohio.

Writing Aptitude Test — FREE!

THE Newspaper Institute _of America offers a
MiHE Writing: Anptitude Test. Its object -is to
discover new recruits for the army of men and
women who add_to their income bv fiction and
article writing-. The Writing- Aptitude Test is a
simple but expert analysis of your latent ability,
your powers of imagination, ‘logic, etc. Not all
applicants pass this test. Those who do are
qualified to take the famous N.I.LA. course based
on the practical training given by big metro-
ll)_ol_italn dailies. .
his is the New York Copy Desk Method which
teaches you to write by writing. You develop
your individual style instead of trying to copy
that of others. Although you work at home, on
your own time, you are constantly guided by
experienced writers. You “cover” actual assign-
ments such as metropolitan reporters get. It is
really fascinating work. Each week you .see new
progress. In a matter of months you can acquire
the coveted “professional” touch. Then you are
ready for market with greatly improved chances
of making sales.

Mail the Coupon NOV/

But the first step Is to take the FRKE Wiriting
Aptitude Test. It requires hut a few minutes
and costs nothing. 80 mail the coupon now.
JMake the first, move towards the most enjoyable
and profitable occupation—-writing for publica-
tion! Newspaper Institute of America. One Park
Ave., New York 16, N.Y. IFounded 1925) Li-
censed by State of New York. (Approved Mem-
ber, National Home Study CounmlgJ

Newspaper Institute ef Amorlea
Ona Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.

Srn<l me, without, cwt or obligation,
your I'REE Writing Aptitude Test and
further Information about writing for

Profit.
Address
CItY oo e Zona ... fetata ...
(All correspondence confidential. No saleeman will call.)

SI-D-668

Copyright 1957 Newspaper Institute of America.
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Old Joe's eyes glistened. :“The Bris-
low fight all ever again, eh Marshal?”

Clint bit his lips. In the Bristow
fray he had Duke on his side. Tonight,
he would be fighting against Duke and
it went against the grain. He wondered
what would happen when Wester's
gunmen pulled leather.

TTURRYIXG around to the stable,
he saddled up the gray and rode
swiftly down the street. He hoped the
reinforcements Wester had ordered
from Indian Creek, had not arrived. If
they could get possession of the mine
again and hold it, then Wester would
be in the wrong trying to get it back.

There was a full moon shining up on
the mountain. Glancing back as he
climbed, Clint saw the lights of the
various saloons in Big Bow. He could
hear the distant shouting. Someway,
somehow, he had to stop this affair
before it got started.

Halfway up the slope he saw the
campfire near the Whizz-Bang mine.
Dismounting quietly, he started up on
foot. He moved slowly, noiselessly,
and he worked out a plan of action as
he went.

He had to surprise the gunmen. If
they resisted, he'd have to use his gun.
There’d be three or four against one.
He didn't think Duke would do any
fighting under the circumstances.

If he failed, and the hired gunhands
put him down, it would be all over.
The miners would storm the hill and
many of them would be killed. West-
er’s men would hold off until the other
gunfighters came from Indian Creek.
Solidly entrenched then, the big silver
operator would have nothing to fear.
He could pick up the remainder of the
claims along the silver ledge and con-
solidate his hold on Big Bow.

Clint moved in a wide circle and got
above the mine. He saw a few figures
outlined against the blaze. As he start-
ed to work downward, he heard the
distant shouts from town. A few guns

[Turn To Page 9b]



JUDO-THE GREAT EQUALIZER!

Helps The Weak Become Strong

The Science Of Self-Defense explained by a World Famous Expert
"JUDO-SELF TAUGHT IN PICTURES"
by Hubert Klinger-Klingerstorff—instructor of Judo at University Of Vienna

Contains:
500 pictures illustrating BONE LOCKS-STRANGLE HOLDS-POLICE GRIPS-ARM LOCKS- and
THROWS, also DEFENSES AGAINST GUNMEN*THUGS*KNIFE THRUSTS*ETC.
A SIMPLIFIED PICTORIAL METHOD—Used as a Text Book in Judo Classes

Send For Your Book of "JUDO SELF TAUGHT IN PICTURES" right now—
You'll be glad you did! Only $1.00 check or money order.

WEHMAN BROTHERS Depf. JA 712 Broadway New York 3, N. Y.
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WANTED

Commercial Artists
Letterers —Designers

C OMMERCIAL artists WANTED by adver-

tising agencies, publishers, newspapers,
dept, stores, to fill HIGH-PAYING JOBS1 95
MILLION DOLLARS being spent for commer-
cial art every year. Now YOU can prepare to
enter this profitable field — become your own
boss and command BIG FEES. You can learn
Commercial Art, lettering, designing, cartoon-
ing—right at home, in spare time. Easy,
SHOW-HOW LESSONS. INEXPENSIVE.
Send for FREE book, “Art For Pleasure And
Profit.” Describes our method. Lists opportu-
nities. Tells how you can get ahead FAST in
Commercial Art. Write NOW to: Washington
School of Art, Studio 1283, Port Washington, N.Y.

MAKE YOUR FORTUNE

Sell famous S ring-Ste Cushlon Shoes. Earn log mone
Iy p ansh E mid Inco?ne wn%

%1 2m|nu1e demonstratlon that sells on
algt Big repeal, business. Full or X
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the family. Free outfit given. No investment

etcr.  Write today.
ORTHO-VENT SHOE CO.. Inc.

4385 Brand Road, Salem, Va

Sensational Get-Acquainted Offer—from
the world's largest stamp firm! FREE...
scarce genuine postage stamp, asillustrated,
picturing firstU .S .A. (issued >nl847)! PLU S
big collectionof30all-differentUnited States
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ing American Revolution, Wild West, 1893
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Bargain Catalog including all U. S. Postage

Issues. Send 10c to help cover mailing ex-
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penses. Supplieslimited.
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Rush my United States stamps and other offers. | enclose |
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barked and he knew the miners would
be on the way any moment. He had to
work fast.

Creeping slowly through the brush,
he got within twenty-five yards of the
campfire. He had heard voices a mo-
ment ago but now everything was
quiet. Pushing away a branch, he
peered through.

TTHERE WERE four men around

the campfire. All were on their
feet in an attitude of waiting. Clint
Jensen saw the tenseness in their
faces. Ed Towles, Ben Crowley and
Mike Donlan were on one side of the
fire. Duke Jensen stood alone on the
other side. Between them flames
crackled and leaped merrily.

Clint heard Towles speaking.

“Don't be a fool,” the gunman
smiled coldly, “you ain't got a chance
against three guns, kid.”

Duke’ laugh drifted back through
the woods. “Clint didn’t have a chance
either,” he snapped. “He got it from
behind. You’ll be facin’ me in the
front an’ I’'m shootin’ to kill!”

Clint wriggled forward hastily. He
slipped the big gun from the holster
and twirled the cylinders so they
wouldn't stick.

“The odds are pretty big,” Ben
Crowley grinned. “That fool brother o’
yours had it cornin’ to him. He's been
stickin’ his nose in everybody’s busi-
ness.”

“If he dies,” Duke said coldly, “I"l
hunt you down—one by one, an’ Il
never stop.”

Ed Towles laughed harshly. “Why
wait, kid?” he said. “We’re all here
now.” The gunman’s eyes were gleam-
ing. Towles tasted blood. His hands
were twitching at his side.

Mike Donlan moved out into the
shadows. Clint heard the redhead’s
chuckle. “Three against one, kid,” he
said. “That ain’t hardly fair.”

[Turn To Page 92]



YOUR CAR MUST START

Save Money With Amazing New Liquid That Makes

INSTANTLY!lj-OR MONEY BACK!

‘Dead Batteries’’ Spring to Life Instantly

—Makes New Batteries Trouble-Free for 10 Years or More!

NO MORE BATTERY TROUBLE

FOR THE LIFE OF YOUR CAR!
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hatters  rtunufJLiurcrv. Kinking companies,
yacht clubs and diesel users are praising
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NATIONAL AIRLINES RECHARGED TRUCK

BATTERIES EVERY 3 DAYS - NOW 3,750

STARTS .., EACH BATTERY GOOD FOR
10 YEARS MORE!
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each averaged 125 starts a day on busy air-
flelds As a result. EACH BATTERY HAD

> BE RECHARGED EVERY THREE OR
+0OUK DAYS Since "VX/6" was added,
each, truck has been started on an average
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids
New Way Without Surgery

Science Finds Healing Substance That

Relieves Pain-"Shrinks Hemorrhoids

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 “Pile3 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 sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H * Ask for it at all drug count-

ers—money back guarantee. *Be« U.8. Vat. Off.

EAT ANYTHING
WITH FALSE TEETH

Trouble with loose plates that slip, rock or cause sort;
gums? Try Brimms Plasti-Liner. One application makes
plates fit snugly with powder, paste or cushions. Brimms
rlaiti-Liner adheres permanently to your plate; ends the
bother of temporary applications. With plates held firmly
by Plasti-Liner, YOU CAN EAT ANYTHING! Simply lay
soft strip of Plasti-Liner on troublesome upper or lower.
Bite and it molds perfectly. Easy to use, tasteless, odorless,
harmless to you and youx plates. Removable as directed.
Money-back guarantee. At your drug counter. $1.50 reliner
for one plate; $2.50, two plates,

Special Offer! Free 35c package of Tri-Dent Brushless
Denture Cleaner. Send only 10C for postage and handling.
Offer erpires May 31, 1958. Plasti-Liner, Inc., Dept. AP
1075 Main St., Buffalo 9, N. V.

BRIMMS PLASTI-LINER

THE PERMANENT DENTURE.RE1L1NER

ONE MILLION
DOLLARS CASH

IN CONFEDERATE MONEY
Yours only $298

Be a deep south millionaire! Have money to burn! We’ll send
you exactly one million bucks in honest-to-gnodness Confeder-
ate money—and all you pay is $2.1)8 You can do everything
with this money but spend 'it. Amaze and amuse your cotton-
pickin’ friends. Win bar bets by the barrel! Light your cigars
and cigarettes with $10.00 bills! Live it up! It's" a million
dollars worth of laughs and fun—all for only $2.98.

You get one million bucks in $I0's. $20's, $50'*, $100™ etc.
denominations—enough to keep your friends laughing and
happy for months—This offer is limited. Only $4 million dol-
lars to a customer. Our supply of this loot j$ limited—so rush
your order... One Million dollars only $2.98. Four Million
dollars only $10.00. If not delighted keep $100,000 for your
trouble and return the rest of the money for a full and
prompt refund. Send to— BEST VALUES CO., Dept. M-100,
403 Market Street, Newark, New Jersey.
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Clint came up to his feet and
stepped into the firelight.
“Reckon it’s a little more even

now." he said quietly.

Ben Crowley laughed from across
the fire. “It's all accordin’to how you
look at it. Marshal." he grinned. “As
fer me. .."

QTILL TALKING, the short man's
Ahand dipped for his gun. Flame
flared in Clint Jensen’s gun. The rnar
of it filled the mountainside. Crowley
was still yanking at the holster as he
started to crumple.

Ed Towles fired a second later from
the other side of the fire. Clint felt the
slug slam into his left arm. He spun
around and poked a shot at Towles.

The gunman dropped to the ground
unhit. his gun still barking.

“Watch the redhead!” Clint roared.
Mike Donlan had jumped out into the
shadows as Crowley went down. Don-
lan’s gun spoke from the darkness and
Duke Jensen shot at the flare. They
heard the scream of pain and a falling
body.

Towles shot across the fire and
-his bullet struck Duke in the leg. The
younger brother staggered back and
fell into the bushes. Clint, still on his
feet, poked a shot at Towles as the
gunman sprang up to his feet.

The bullet caught Towles in the
body and lie crumpled forward. The
shot from his gun went into the fire,
kicking up hot ashes.

Clint Jensen felt the blood dripping
from his hand. Of the five men who
had started to shoot, he alone was still
on his feet. He reeled into the hushes
and found Duke sitting up holding his
left leg.

“Reckon it's not much.” Duke said.
“How did you make out?”

Clint grinned. “Pinked in the arm,”
he explained. He bent down and
helped the younger man to his feet.
They saw the lights through the woods

[Tutyi To Page 94]



EARN BIG PROFITS
INABANES @ TARGAN.ALL ARPAE HRE

M AKE *20A DAY

Wholesale
NATIONALLY ADVERTISED TOOLS

at a Wholesale
DISCOUNT up to

50% OF

You can buy a* you rxjad rt.
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Black A Decker,
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below as the miners started up the
mountain.

“l didnt know Donlan had bush-
whacked you,” Duke said, “until one
of the miners came in with the story.”

Clint nodded. “What about West-
er?” he asked. “I figure he’s still the
boss, Duke, and we only got the small
fry here.”

Duke Jensen grimaced. “You
couldnt get a witness when you tried
Ed Towles. | reckon you got one now,
Clint.”

The town marshal grinned. “May-
be 1’d better drop in an’ see Wester,”
he murmured. He watched the enraged
miners breaking into the camp. They
stopped and stared at the inert forms
of Ed Towles and Ben Crowley.

“My brother was on cur side,” Clint
said quietly. “1’m responsible for him,”
He started down the mountain, left
arm hanging limp at his side. The gray
was tied in the thicket and he rode
back through the town. It was quiet,
and seemed deserted. There was a light
in Bill Wester’s office.

T~\ISMOUNTING Clint Jensen
walked toward the light. Shoving
in the door, he stepped into the room,
right hand on the butt of the six-shoot-
er at his side. He blinked in surprise.

“Good evening,” Wester chuckled.
“Take your hand off that gun, Jen-
sen.”

Clint stared at the six lean, dark-
skinned men lounging around the
walls. Three of them already had guns
out of the holster. The hired hand
cases from Indian Creek had arrived!

“A little surprise party,” Wester
murmured. “We intended to look you
up shortly. This will save us the
trouble.”

Clint smiled coldly. “I reckon your
boys came a little too late, Wester."
he grinned. “We just cleaned out your
gang at the mine and |1 came down for
you.”

\Turn To Page 96]
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Bill Wester’s jaw twitched, and
again his eyes drifted to the sagging
left arm and the small pool of blood
forming on the wooden floor. Watch-
ing him, Clint could almost read his
mind. Wester knew there had been a
fight, but he didn’t know which side
had been victorious.

["™LINT JEXSEX addressed the gun-
men by the wall. “There are fifty

men surrounding this place,” he mur-
mured. "You boys ain’t done nothing
as yet and you got a chance to get out.
Start movin’.”

“He’s bluffing.” Wester
"Send a man out to look.”

The leader of the six, a tall red-
haired man, moistened his lips ner-
vously.

"l reckon we didnt figger on fifty
of ’em, Mr. Wester,” he said at last.
“He’s bluffing,” Wester snarled.

"Xo he ain’t. Mister,” a voice came
over Clint's shoulder. Clint didn’t look
around but he recognized old John
Anderson. "You boys start shootin’”
the old man growled, “an’ youlll git
plugged full o’ holes in two minutes.”

HTHE TOWX MARSHAL caught his
breath, but evidenced no further
surprise.

“Start ridin’,” he urged them again.
“Six men don’t stack up against fifty.
We want Wester, not you.”

The six from Indian Creek stared at
each other—and then, one by one,
they filed out the back door. Clint
heard their horses pounding away a
moment later.

John Anderson, a bandage around
his arm and shoulder, stepped up to
Clint’s side.

“l was passim by,” John grinned. “I
wanted to go up to the mine when
saw you coinin’ in here, Clint.” He
chuckled loudly. “l heard what you
said, mister, an’ | figgered you’d need
a little support.”

“Thanks,” Clint Jensen smiled.

“You don’t have anything against

snapped.
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me," Wester snapped. T can break
any case you start, Jensen." He still
sat behind his desk, hand below the
level.

‘Tn the morning," Clint told him
calmly, “we're moving to Tucson.
Maybe it'll be different there.” He was
ready for the next move because it was
one he'd seen used many times.

The blue barrel of a six-shooter pro-
truded over the edge of the desk.

Clint shoved John Anderson across
the room, at the same time dropping
toward the floor himself. Wester's
first slug skipped across his shoulder
blades, scarcely breaking the skin.

The town marshal’s right hand
dipped and the six-shooter appeared
in his hand. On his knees he flashed
two shots at Wester as the silver
operator bounced to his feet. The first
slug took the big man directlv in the
chest, knocking him back into the
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chair. The second struck him in the
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"I don’t feel anything." Clint
grinned. "I reckon. I'm in heaven
lady 1"
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a thing—and we will see
that you get your monthly
supplies of capsules on time
for as long as you wish, at the
low money-saving price of
only $2.78 per month (a sav-
ing” of 45%).

CORP-,43 W.61S1,N.Y,,N.Y.

w

JI 43 V «| 61sf Street, New York 23, N. Y.

1 Yes, | accept your generous no-risk offer under the Vitasafe Plan

eeas advertised

1* Send me my FREE GO-day supply of high-potency Vitasafe
J! Capsules as checked below:
I Q ManI*Formal*

Q Woman'™ Formula

I | ENCLOSE 25< PEIt PACKAGE to pay for packing end poitago.

* Name

|* Addren...

Zono late

|* city

| « This offer is limited to those who have never before taken advantage of

* this generous trial. Only one trial supply per person-
i IN CANADA: 394 Symington Av«., Toronto 9, Out.
(Canadian Formula adjusted to local conditions.)



Reducing Specialist Savs:

LOSE WEIGHT

ELECTRIC
Spot

deduce?

and trim with Spot Reducer!
Remarkable new invention
which uses one of the most
effective reducing methods
employed by masseurs and
furbish baths— MASSAGE!

TRY THE SPOT

Mail this coupon with only Si

Where
It
Shows
Most

pvt

UNDCRWRITEBS
LABORATORY
APPROVED

ulucvi

MOST ANY
PART OF
THE
BODY WITH

Relaxing <« Soothing
Penetrtoting Massage

TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT!

Don't Stay FAT—You Can LOSE
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY Wii.E>m H

J S IKE o magic wand, the "Spot
M* Reducer” obeys your every
wish. Most any part of your
body where it is loose and flabby,
wherever you have extra weight and
inches, the “Spot Reducer” can aid
you in acquiring a youthful, slender
and graceful figure. The beauty of
this scientifically designed Reducer
is that the method is so simple and
easy, the results quick, sure and
harmless. No exercises or strict diets.
No steambafhs, drugs or laxatives.

Wiih the SPOT REDUCER you too now enjoy the benefit* of RELAXING,
SOOTHING mouoge in the privoty of your own home! Simple to use—just
plug in. grasp hondle and apply over most any part of the body—stomoch,
hip*, chest, neck; thighs, arms, buttocks, etc. The relaxing, soothing mas-
sage breaks down fATTY TISSUES, tones the muscles and Aesh, and the In-
creased awakened blood circulation carries away waste fat—helps you
regain and keep o firmer and more GRACEFUL FIGURE!

YOUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME

When you use the Spat Reducer, it's almost like hoving your own private
masseur of home. It's fun reducing this way! It not only helps you reduce
and keep slim—but also aids in the relief of those types of aches and polos
—ond fired nerves that con be helped by mossogel The Spot Reducer is
handsomely mode of light weight aluminum and rubber and truly o beauti-
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