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WHY THE C/RCU 
MTHSGMSS?

Y o i ;  don’t have to be a farmer to recognize
. Q . ■ this circular patch. A hor.-c or cow tethered to a stake

leaves a pcrftMt circle of closely cropped, heavily
!#4?"’ ' * '* ’ ‘ trampled grass.

Here’s the paint: in many fields of business and 
industry you ran go only as far as your education 
and training permit—and no farther. Most things be
yond are out of reach. Only additional training can 
enable you to get away from the tether, can give you 
an unlimited area of opportunity.

During the past 56 years, the International Corre
spondence Schools have helped to broaden the voca
tional scope for more than 5,000,000 men like yourself.

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S

Without cost or obligation, please
B u s i n e s s  a n d  
A c a d e m i c  C o u r s e s

□  Accounting □  Advertising
□  Bookkeeping
□  Business Administration
□  Business Correspondence
□  Certified Public Accounting
□  Commercial
□  Commercial Art
□  Cost Accounting
□  Federal Tax □  Foremanship 
D  French □  Good English
□  High School □  Motor Traffic
□  Postal Service
n  Salesmanship □  Secretarial
□  Spanish D  Stenography
□  Traffic Management

A i r  C o n d i t i o n i n g  a n d  
P l u m b i n g  C o u r s e s  

C l Air Conditioning Q  Heating
□  Plumbing □  Refrigeration 

C h e m i s t r y  C o u r s e s
□  Chemical Engineering
□  Chemistry, Analytical

Name_

City__

Age—

BOX 491T-R, SCRANTON 9. PENNA.
send fu ll particulars about the course BEFORE which I have marked X:

□  Chemistry, Industrial 
["] Petroleum Refining
□  Plastics
□  Pulp and Paper Making 

C i v i l  E n g i n e e r i n g ,  
A r c h i t e c t u r a l  a n d  
M i n i n g  C o u r s e s

□  Architecture
□  Civil Engineering
□  Coal Mining
□  Contracting & Building 
G  Highway Engineering
□  Lumber Dealer
□  Read’g Structural Blueprints
□  Sanitary Engineering
□  Structural Drafting
□  Structural Engineering
□  Surveying and Mapping 

Comm unications 
Courses

□  Electronics
□  Practical Telephony
□  Radio, General
□  Radio Operating

Radio Servicing 
Telegraph Engineering 
E l e c t r i c a l  C o u r s e s  
Electrical Drafting 
Electrical Engineering 
Lighting Technician 
Practical Electrician 
I n t e r n a l  C o m b u s t i o n  
E n g i n e s  C o u r s e s  
Auto Technician □  Aviation 
Diesel-Elec trie
Diesel Engines □  Gas Engines 
M e c h a n i c a l  C o u r s e s
Aeronautical Engineer’s, Jr. 
A ircraft Drafting 
Forging □  Foundry Work 
Heat Treatment of Metals 
Industrial Engineering 
Industrial Metallurgy 
Machine Shop 
Mechanicaf Drafting 
Mechanical Engineering
Mold-Loft Work

Patternmaking—Wood, Metal 
Reading Shop Blueprints 
Ship Drafting 
Tool Designing 
Tool making
Welding—Gas & Electric 
R a i l r o a d  C o u r s e s
Car Inspector 
Diesel Locomotive 
Locomotive Engineer 
Locomotive Fireman 
Railroad Section Foreman 
S t e a m  E n g i n e e r i n g  
C o u r s e s  
Boiler making 
Combustion Engineering 
Marine Engineering 
Steam Electric 
Steam Engines 
T e x t i l e  C o u r s e s  
Cotton Manufacturing 
Rayon Weaving 
Textile Designing 
Woolen Manufacturing

—Working Hours—

Special tu ition rates to members of the Armed Forces. Special discount to Woild War I! Veterans. 
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian. Ltd., Montreal, Canada.



A  Complete strangers 
will come up and 
shake your hand 
when they see you 
wearing the shoulder 

patch o f the 3rd Armored Divi
sion. Some will be soldiers. Some 
civilians. They’ll always look at you 
with respect and say, “The Spear
head, eh? I was with ’em overseas.’’

They’ll be thinking of the heroic 
days when the 3rd Armored led 
the attack of the First Army in 
Normandy, and so became known as 
“The Spearhead Division.” They’ll 
be thinking of all the division’s 
“firsts”— first to enter Germany. 
First to capture a German city. 
Many other great achievements.

That’s what it means to wear the 
famous shoulder patch and looped 
cord of the Belgian Fourragere that 
marks men of the 3rd Armored.

If you enlist in the Army Combat 
Forces, you’ll get your training in 
this or one of three other famous 
divisions. During basic training 
you’ll wear their insignia. Later 
you’ll learn one of a wide range of 
valuable skills and trades. A 3-year 
enlistment enables you to select 
your arm or service. If you are 17 
to 34 and can measure up to the 
high standards of a Combat Soldier, 
choose the Infantry, Artillery or 
Armored Cavalry! Get details at 
your nearest Army and Air Force 
Recruiting Station.

U. S. ARMY AND U. S. AIR FORCE 
RECRUITING SERVICE

C A R E E R S  W I T H  A F U T U R E

U. S. Arm y and
II. S. Air Force

WS—IV
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LET'S GO FISHIN'
Jim Kjelgaard (Fishin' Fool, page 

62), long a favorite v/ith our readers 
for his outstanding animal stories, turns 
his versatile talents in a new direction 
in our pages this month. We sure 
hope you get as much of a bang out 
of Cousin Lightner as we did!

Kjelgaard, although born in New 
York City, was taken by his parents, 
at the age of three, to a farm in the 
mountains of Pennsylvania. "In the 
following twenty years," he informs 
us, "I learned to hunt, fish, trap, chew 
tobacco, cuss a little and, by some 
strange grace, managed to get a high 
school diploma.

"My earliest recollection was being 
kicked by a horse but history doesn't 
record whether or not I kicked back. 
Probably I didn't because I still have 
an aversion to getting within range of 
a horse's hoofs. Subsequent personal 
research on horses proves that they 
can: No. 1— Strike with their hoofs; 
No. 2—Bite with their mouths; No. 3— 
Transmit a stiff caboose to anyone 
who perches on their back for an ex
tended length of time. However I still 
like 'em but I really go strong for good 
hound dogs. *

"I've held down more jobs than I 
can remember, from ditch digging to 
teamster to factory worker, with nearly 
every other kind of work in between. 
But now I'm a full-time writer and 
wouldn't trade the job to be President 
of the United States. I'm married and 
we have a lovely daughter Karen and 
we make our home in Wisconsin 
which, to my mind, is a State!

"When I die I don't want to go to 
heaven but will be satisfied with some 
place where I can hear a trout jump 
and a deer snort. My ambitions are 
to write more stories, to shoot a kodiak 
bear and to catch a ten-pound brook 
trout."

With a partner like Cousin Lighlner, 
Jim?

AH, SWEET MYSTERY . . .
"What's the matter with that man 

Brandon in New York City who wrote 
in Tally Branding (March issue) that 
he thinks Western Story is getting too 
romantic," inquires Hunter Cummins, 
of Portland, Oregon. "He claims he 
buys Western magazines for thrills. I 
don't pretend to know much about

* rteg. Trademark applied ter.
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New York but hasn't Mr. Brandon ever 
heard of the 'thrill of romance'?"

HE IIKES OUR BRAND
"Due to being snowed in," writes 

Buzz Ferris, from a ranch near Saiida, 
Colorado, "I missed the January issue 
of Western Story. Having nothing to 
read, I got to nosing around out in 
the bunkhouse to remedy the situation. 
After rearranging the dust several 
times I ran across a not-too-old issue 
of another brand of Western stories. 
After the first page or two I was thor
oughly disgusted, disappointed and 
downright hard to live with.

"However I'm sure this off-brand 
magazine got off on the wrong foot 
by trying to describe a street scene in 
the early days—quote—'The board 
walk was lined with pedestrians. Near 
the doorway stood a cowboy in gray 
woolen shirt, a wide-brimmed Stetson 
and faded blue overalls.'

"Now I don't say that all cowboys 
_ gotta wear Levis but I always picture 
a farmer or a carpenter as wearing 
overalls. Perhaps I've been spoiled 
with the authenticity and realism that 
the authors of Western Story are so 
skilled at, but I know for sure that I'm 
gonna keep riqht on being spoiled.

"You can bet your Sunday boots 
that I sure didn't miss your February 
issue and as usual the stories were all 
tops. Walt Coburn's Tinhorn Rep was 
ace-high as far as I'm concerned and 
I also liked Thicker Than Water by 
Eli Colter. Western Story is just one 
downright good pack o' readin'."

TEXAS MEN
From Houston, Texas, Mr. V. E. 

Fincher sends us greetings and in his 
opinion Allan R. Bosworth's Texas 
Man, which was featured in our March

issue, "was one of the best novels 
you've ever published—and I've been 
reading Western Story for a long 
time, I'm sure Bosworth must come 
from down here because only a Texan 
could write as he does about this sec
tion of the country and its people. I 
sure hope we'll see more of Bosworth's 
fine stories in the future."

You're right, Mr. Fincher, Bosworth 
was born and raised in The Lone Star 
State.

HOT IRON!
Harold F. King, of S. W. Canton, 

Ohio, is a Western fan who really 
goes to town. "1 enjoy Western 
5tory," he tells us, "because it's so 
far above the cheap dime-novel class. 
But what I particularly like is the

u - B  A . &
department."

We're all having plenty fun with 
the What's In A Brand feature, and 
Reader King's iron is cherry red.

COMING NEXT MONTH ★ ★ ★
Two exciting book-length novels—a 
powerful drama of range loyalties in 
the Border country by Walt Coburn, 
and a colorful tale of that lovable old 
rascal, Doc Comanche, by Norman A. 
Fox . . . Three novelettes guaranteed 
to provide you with thrills aplenty—a 
baffling Western whodunit by D. B. 
Newton, a yarn with a truly unique 
twist by Wayne D. Overholser, and a 
red-blooded tale of courage on the 
danger trails by Gift Cheshire . . .  A 
big roundup of unusual features and 
short stories including a July Fourth 
laugh festival by S. Omar Barker . . . 
Plus, of course, your-, regular personal 
service departments.
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B y L . L . F o i  •email

Selling stock re ax 
easy for  Devlin 
and liico  but they ^ 
could only balance . 
their books reith 
beef —  or bullets

1

The young fellow with the mood
ily preoccupied air, who said his 
name was Greg Sharan, told the two 
tough-looking strangers they were 
welcome to stay.

“ I don't own the place, anyhow,” 
he mentioned, “ and nobody knows 
who does. Nobody's tried to throw 
me out yet."

He went over to the broken-out 
window and stood gazing glumly 
down at the valley town about a 
mile tyvay. His expression was like

that of a maverick bull that had 
missed roundup and was lonesomely 
wishing it hadn't.

“ Make yourselves at home,”  he 
invited them cheerlessly.

Their appreciation was meager. 
The place wasn’t much of a roost, 
just an abandoned shack, and they 
weren’t feeling well. They had swal
lowed too much alkali dust, crossing 
the San Sebastian bowl. Why they 
had crossed the San Sebastian when 
there was a perfectly good road 
around it watched over by troops and 
lawmen, they didn’t see fit to ex

7



plain. Their mood was prickly, and 
each was inclined to blame die other 
for bringing bad luck.

It was the sight of the apple trees 
around the shack that had caused 
them to halt and drop in. On a 
desperate line of reason, starting 
with the fact that alkalied cattle 
could usually be cured with large 
doses of vinegar, they recalled dimly 
that vinegar was produced from 
apples. True, they weren’t cattle. 
They weren’t even cattlemen, strictly 
speaking. They could take cows or 
leave them alone, depending on the 
market and other factors. But, what 
the blazes, an antidote wasn’t likely t% 
Ire fussy about what kind of stomach 
it worked in.

They drank shudderingly a murky 
fluid that came from a dusty old 
crock of apple cider that had soured 
long ago. The stuff was the nearest 
thing to vinegar that Greg Sharan 
could supply, and it tasted like un
purified tartar with a dash of alum. 
As a remedy, it was worse than the 
ailment.

' ‘Phew!”  spat Don Ricardo de 
Risa. His stomach was a hardy 
organ, but his taste in liquids was 
not to be trifled with. He had lived 
high in his time.

“ Ugh!”  agreed Preacher Devlin, 
who also had lived through some 
high old times.

They sat glowering at the crock. 
Their fortunes were at a low ebb, 
accentuating their toughness. Dev
lin, tall and somber in his knee-length 
black coat and wide-brimmed flat 
hat, at first glance bore some re

semblance to a grim archdeacon 
examining the paths of profligacy.

A second glance brought the dis
tinct impression that he was examin
ing them for his own benefit. His 
sun-darkened face had the saturnine 
humor of an ancient pagan god, the 
cold stare of his deep-set"gray eyes 
was enough to freeze a hungry wolf 
on a moonlit night, and two heavy 
guns bulged under his ministerial 
coat. High-grade gambler and ace 
gun fighter, the Preacher left deep 
tracks where most men trod on tip
toe.

On the other hand, Don Ricardo 
de Risa— the Laughing One— in
dulged a strong fancy for elegance, 
and his sense of humor was cheer
fully macabre and brightly immoral. 
Suave, volatile, as* graceful and dan
gerous as a panther, he seldom gave 
much serious thought to the many re
wards resting on his handsome head.

But now they sat glowering, vet
eran longriders weary and sore and 
alkalied, with humor for nothing and 
liking for nobody, least of all for 
each other. Devlin’s black hat and 
coat were powdered gray with dust. 
Don Ricardo’s rakish sombrero 
looked hard-worn and faded, and its 
brocaded curlycues sadly betrayed 
tarnished threads amongst the gold.

They were old companeros, wanted 
in more places and for more reasons 
than they could remember, and their 
lives lay in the keeping of their wits 
and their trigger fingers.

Notorious, sharp on the scrap, 
seldom casting up accounts in ad
vance of the deed, they privately and 
grudgingly acknowledged the ŷ need

8 Street & Smith's Western Story



of each other when it came to a tight 
pinch. But they were altogether too 
individualistic, too arrogantly inde
pendent, to keep from turning their 
dangerous talents against each other 
between-times. Between them lay a 
long record of rivalry—the gather
ings of years of an intermittent part
nership, and the hard-shelled harvest 
of an unspoken mutual respect.

“ Hey, you,”  Devlin growled to 
Greg Sharan, “ what’s in that keg 
yonder? Water?”

“ Huh?”  Greg Sharan turned an 
abstracted attention from the town 
below. “ No, that’s a mixture I made 
up out of some applejack and hard 
cider and a gallon of rye. I called 
it Sharan’s Shandy and I figured to 
sell it, but nobody ever stops by here. 
Too much competition. Town’s full 
of saloons.”

“ You got two customers now!”  
said Devlin.

“ I don’t know if it’s any good for 
what ails you.”

“ We’ ll let you know! Fill ’em 
up!”

An hour and four rounds later 
Devlin and Don Ricardo agreed that 
the shandy had considerable medi
cinal merit. Its flavor was unusual 
and its effects were mellowing. Un
der its curative halm a battered 
brotherly tolerance arose cautiously 
and memory blunted its thorns. 
After a while old grudges and un
paid scores became matters for a 
chuckle.

Devlin spread his long legs out 
relaxedly, found a broken cigar m 
his pocket, and chewed on it.

Powdersmoke Promoters

“ What d’you reckon is hitin’ our 
host, R ico?”  he inquired affably ol 
Don Ricardo.

The Don shrugged. He had 
slapped some of the dust from his 
high-peaked sombrero and now he 
wore it cocked at its customary 
jaunty angle. He was almost himself 
again, debonair and smiling, the 
sparkle of cool amusement ready to 
dance in his dark and mischief-loving 
eyes.

“ Needs more medicine, perhaps?” 
he suggested. “ Me tambien! You?”

“ Sure.”
Greg Sharan had stood the first 

round, joined them in it, and ab
sently refilled his tin cup at every 
round thereafter. It didn’t appear to 
uplift him much, though. He mooned 
at the window, hands iri his pockets, 
replying in a wool-gathering way to 
the questions of Don Ricardo who 
had a habit of inquisitively exploring 
his surroundings.

“ What’s that thing?”  the Don 
asked, pointing to a big iron con
traption that looked like a cross be
tween a rock crusher and a guillotine. 
Not waiting for a reply, he walked t<> 
it and pushed a long hand lever. The 
lever was under the tension of a 
strong steel spring, and when he let 
it go, it snapped back into place 
again, smacking him neatly in the 
chin.

“ Huh? That?”  Greg glanced 
around surprisedly at the Don sitting 
on the floor holding his jaw. “ Why, 
it’s one of those old-fashioned print
ing presses that you work by hand. 
Somebody had a printing shop here 
once, I guess. I printed up some

*



bills on it for iny shandy, but no
body took any notice. I been a kind 
of jackleg printer, among other 
things. . . . Say, what’s wrong with 
him?”

“ Victim o’ the machine age,”  said 
Devlin. “ Give him another shot o’ 
medicine!”

They revived the Don. To dis
suade him from shooting the machine, 
Greg Sharan spoke of his troubles.

“ I’m broke,”  he said. “ Seven 
years ago my dad went drought- 
busted and died, leaving me the big
gest and poorest so-called rattle 
ranch in the Soldier River country. 
I pulled out. Seven years it took 
me to raise a cash stake so’s I could 
go back. I turned my hand to just 
about everything. I caught on quick. 
Sometimes I think I’m maybe a kind 
of genius.”  He returned to the win
dow and stared out.

“ You’re a genius an’ broke,”  Dev
lin remarked. “ Well, I guess that’s 
possible. What busied you? Sit 
down, Rico.”

“ A girl,”  sighed their host, and 
the Don sat down and showed in
terest. “ Her name,” ' Greg said 
dreamily, “ is Wrenetta Yardley. 
She’s the kind you dream about. 
She’s beautiful. She’s a crook.”

“ That’s possible, too!”  observed 
Devlin, a hint of reminiscence in his 
cynical eyes. “ She skin you, eh?”

“ She sure did! She and her pals 
—her uncle, Flash Yardley, and Keve 
Maunsell and the others. Yeah. 
Heard of ’em?”

“ Sure.”  Devlin and the Don nod
ded. “ Know" ’em. Never met the

girl, but Flash is a good man. Keve 
Maunsell . . . well, not so good, 
maybe, but smart. How’d they take 
you? Cards?”

Greg flushed. “ Cows,”  he con
fessed. “ Everybody’s gone loco over 
cattle nowadays. Price is up to forty 
at railhead and still rising. It’s a 
boom, account of the railroad coming 
through. You ’ can sell a certified 
tally book down there -in that town, 
without showing a calf. I bought 
on tally. Yeah. From Flash Yard- 
ley and Keve Maunsell. Y ’see, she—- 
Wrenetta— just looked at me, and 
that did it! I reached for my wad.”  

“ And where,”  queried the Don, 
“ are the cows you bought?”

Greg took a pull from his tin cup. 
“ They’re all over the Indian Nations, 
far’s anybody knows! Last seen, old 
Chief Querlo and his braves were 
stampeding ’em away from a trail 
outfit. I didn’t know about that till 
after I paid cash on the line for the 
tally book. See, there she was—■ 
Wrenetta— looking at me with those 
beautiful eyes. And me looking at 
her. And— ”

“ Say no more,”  cut in the Don. 
“ She is a cheat, preying on the un
wary traveler! She is nothing but 
a— ”

“ You can’t talk like that about 
Wrenetta!”  Greg flared, banging his 
emptied cup down. “ Who the devil 
are you? Dammit, she can have my 
scalp and hide if she wants!”

“ Mil santos!”  murmured the Don. 
And Devlin grunted, “ A loco loon 
if I ever met one!”

They talked it over while punish
ing the shandy keg some more. This

10 Street & Smith's Western Story



Greg Sharun appeared reasonably 
sane, but on the subject of Wrenetta 
he was a lunatic.

“ I would like to see her,”  finally 
announced the Don, tipping his som
brero farther over his ear. “ Let us 
go to town, Preacher, amigo!”

Devlin, who had chewed his cigar 
to the finish and couldn’t find an
other, was agreeable. Greg imme
diately went out and saddled a half- 
broken dun gelding with Satan’s 
stripe down its back. The Don threw 
the saddle on his splendid palomino, 
and Devlin laid the furniture on his 
powerful .big black brute.

“ Let’s go see the gal!”

II

The town was in the full swing of 
the increasing cattle boom. Prices 
were rising with every shipment. The 
maddest predictions of future pros
perity were being accepted as gospel. 
The grass range of the West, they 
said, was inexhaustible. There wTas 
feverish buying and speculation in 
land, and money was coming from 
big Eastern syndicates hungry to 
share in a feast of huge profits. The 
beef bonanza was the game of the 
day.

The coming of the railroad, the 
swarm of homestead-seeking emi
grants, the beef issue for the reser
vation Indians, all contributed to the 
soaring price of cows. The buffalo 
w as vanquished. The steer wras king.

Investors and speculators, wealthy 
plungers and poverty-ridden emi
grants, were buying shares in ranches 
they had never seen. Everybody was

being caught by the golden mirage. 
All you needed, they said, was a 
bunch of cows and you coifld sit 
back and watch yourself grow rich. 
You needed grassland, so you bought 
a few thousand acres somewhere — 
anywhere—and turned the cows 
loose on it. It was a grand gamble. 
Everybody won and nobody lost. 
Buy at ten and sell at twenty. Up, 
up, up . . .

The town reflected the prevailing 
spirit. It was wide open, ready to ac
commodate anybody’s choice of fun, 
frolic or fight. The customer could 
buy stock in an unknown ranch, 
trade it off for unseen cows, lose the 
cows in a poker game, and get shot 
for questioning the deal, all in one 
evening’s entertainment. Few knew 
the sheriff’s name, and nobody cared.

“ Nice town, R ico!”  Devlin com
mented approvingly, riding down the 
main street.

“ It seems promising, amigo!”  re
turned the Don.

Their tastes ran to a fast tempo 
and swift winnings. In such matters 
they understood each other. This 
town was a bigger and better dupli
cate of others that had preceded it. 
Wherever the railroad paused for a 
breather in its track-laying race to
ward the land of cattle, there a town 
sprang up overnight. This one was 
the latest of the string.

It was full of money, crowded with 
speculators, syndicate agents, cattle 
dealers, promoters, railroaders, men 
on the dodge, and wide-eyed emi
grants looking for Utopia. Down at 
the loading chutes beef buyers were 
bidding against one another while

Powdersmoke Promoters II



the herd owners stood around puffing 
gift cigars and looking smug.

"There’s the Yardley-Maunsell 
office,”  Greg Sharan remarked, mo
tioning toward a window bearing 
the painted sign, Cornucopia Land 
& Cattle Company. "But generally 
the mob hangs out here in the Bur- 
liegh House,”  be added, leading the 
way into an establishment that must 
have been built by somebody who 
had once seen a picture of a royal 
bunting lodge. It had enormous 
beams and stained-glass windows.

Inside, the atmosphere was one of 
peace and prosperity. A head house
man on a high chair kept a watchful 
eye over the games, and white- 
aproned barmen hustled quietly 
about with trays of drinks. The high- 
stake character of the games was in
dicated by the general absence of 
noise. Most of the players wore the 
studious expressions of men engaged 
in a solemn rite, handling their cards 
and chips carefully and few of them 
speaking an unnecessary word.

Greg motioned toward the biggest 
table, where a private game was in 
progress, graced by the highly at
tractive presence of the only girl in 
the place. The girl was keeping bank 
for the game, an occupation allow
ing her plenty of time to exchange 
smiles with two or three of the 
players who were foolishly paying 
more attention to her than to their 
cards.

She was all that Greg had intimated 
-he was, and more. She was as 
gorgeou- a come-on for a deadfall 
game as any man could wish for 
and not get. 't et there was no hard
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glitter about her, but rather a look 
of gay young humor and a clean 
freshness.

Devlin nodded. He had never 
seen Flash Yardley’s niece before, 
i ut he had met Flash over the gam
bling tables here and there, and 
knew him for a laughing kind of 
man, a good loser. A different 
proposition was Keve Maunsell— a 
gaunt, pale-faced shark whose clothes 
nev er seemed to lit his angular frame, 
and whose dull black eyes contained 
a sneering secretiveness.

Devlin looked for -the usual half- 
dozen gun guards and cappers whom 
Keve Maunsell was known to take 
along with him wherever he operated, 
and located them at a nearby table. 
They were playing penny ante to pass 
the lime.

Flash \ardley, an old-voung sort 
of man with graying hair and an 
unlined face, glanced up and recog
nized the tall, notorious Preacher.

"Hiya, Devlin,”  he called quietly. 
"Care to sit in?”

The invitation was surprising. 
Flash Yardley and Maunsell had 
caught a couple of well-feathered 
pigeons, that was plain. It was against 
all reason for Flash to ask a casual 
acquaintance to help himself to a 
share of the plucking. At I he next 
table Maunsell’s bodyguards went 
motionless, then turned slowly and 
looked at Devlin. Maunsell nar
rowed his stare at his cards and said 
nothing.

"Don’t mind if I do,”  Devlin an
swered, and pulled up a chair. With 
the last of his cash he bought a short 
stack of chips from Wrehetta Yard-
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ley. He won the lirs-l pot on three 
kings, on Flash Yardley’s deal, and 
knew for certain then that Flash was 
for some reason out to do him favors. 
Cool cynicism wanted to know why.

Within five minutes he knew also 
that matters were not as they ap
peared on the surface. Flash Yard- 
ley’s smile was forced and his eyes 
showed some worry. Maunsell didn’t 
speak to him, but once he sent him a 
look. He did it after gazing for a 
moment at Wrenetta, and it was a 
look of cold purpose. Something 
was wrong in the Y ardley-Mannsell 
camp.

Maunsell raised his head and gazed 
past Y’ardley. Devlin, with his habit 
of regard for signs and portents, 
followed the direction of the dull 
black eyes and studied briefly a group 
of men at the bar.

He checked thenT off as tinhorns 
of the common run, short sports, 
bunco steerers and two-bit badmen 
prowling hungrily around the fringe 
of big money. One of them, catch
ing Maunsell’s look, returned an al
most imperceptible nod and detached 
himself from the group. He was 
lanky and he affected a swagger as 
he came over toward the table. The 
others put on a show of elaborate 
unconcern.

Some kind of play was building 
up, with Maunsell pulling the strings 
and Flash Yardley as the probable 
target. Devlin scanned his cards. 
The hell with it. As long as it didn’t 
involve him he was willing to live 
afid let live. He was sitting in for 
poker, not powdersmoke.

After that alkali trek across die 
San Sebastian, he was in a mood to 
side-step anything that didn’t resemble 
pleasure and profit, and he guessed 
Rico felt the same way. Rico was 
at the bar, taking on refreshment and 
looking everything over, well be
haved and about time too.

The San Sebastian trek had be
come necessary soon after Rico took 
a deep dislike to a tall heaver hat. 
back in Colson City, and shot a hob- 
through it. lie also disliked tlu- 
wearer. an important-mannered per
sonage in a frock coat who passed 
a rash comment upon la-de-da Mexi
can dudes who failed to make way for 
his surrey.

Not content with shooting tin 
beaver, Rico shot up the surrey and 
stampeded the team. Unfortunately, 
the gentleman turned out to be as 
important as he looked. He was 
Straight Rube Spink, powerful boss 
politician, who could call up more 
law than showed on the hooks and 
promptly proceeded to do so.

The lanky tinhorn humped Flash 
Yardley’s chair, swaggered on to tin- 
end of the table, and with an oddly 
deliberate gesture ran his finger? 
through Wrenetta’s hair.

“ Hello, kid!”  he drawled, watching 
Flash alertly. “ Wliat’s it cost to 
dance with you?”

His play was simple. So was lie. 
Like many a better man, he made the 
mistake of underestimating the 
strength o f a woman. He should 
have kept his eye on Wrenetta first, 
Greg second, and Flash third, be
cause it was in that order that they 
opened hostilities.
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Wrenetta rose swiftly and hit him 
with her open hand. Greg uttered 
a grunt of outrage and landed a 
smashing blow on his jaw, and Flash 
came darting around the table to get 
at him. The surprised tinhorn 
hurtled backward over another table 
and stood on his head in a shower 
of cards, chips and glasses. The 
players there jumped up, fighting 
mad over the wreck of their game.

The bunch of tinhorns quit the bar 
and advanced in a rush, and the 
downy ducks dived for cover. Boun
cers and barmen came running. 
Maunsell’s squad of bodyguards 
sprang up and struck at everybody 
within reach, and noisy riot and con
fusion exploded the quiet peace of 
the Burliegh House.

It was a Maunsell bodyguard who 
fired the first shot. He wore no gun 
in sight, but he rammed his right 
hand into his coat pocket, sent a 
disgusted glance at the knocked-out 
tinhorn, and then looked inquiringly 
at Keve Maunsell.

Getting the nod, he pulled a pistol 
from his pocket, fired it twice at 
Flash Yardley, and swung it around 
to send a shot at Greg. He cut it 
back again, though, fast, as Devlin 
kicked back his chair and reared up.

Devlin’s hands swept under his 
black broadcloth coat and out again, 
and the pair of heavy guns that he 
Slipped up roared together. While 
the pocket pistol drooped and its 
owner twisted and fell, Don Ricardo 
at the bar sang out mockingly:

“ Amigo, must you always be stir
ring up trouble?”

The Don had plucked his guns 
from their silver-studded holsters and 
eared the hammers back. Casually, 
he tripped the hammers, and through 
the twin bursts of blue smoke his 
white-toothed smile and dancing eyes 
invited anybody to return the com
pliment. The Don was always at his 
coolest when violence erupted around 
him.

Among the charging band of tin
horns, one rocked aside, dropping a 
ring-trigger derringer and gripping 
his forearm. The rest halted as 
abruptly as runaway ponies at a 
barbwire fence. The head house
man, who had reached under his 
armpit, blinked gravely at a bullet- 
broken rung of his high chair, folded 
his hands, and sat still.

The flare-up subsided to a sullen 
smolder, Devlin and the Don holding 
their guns poised ready to oblige any 
prospective takers. Flash Yardley 
lay dead on the floor, Wrenetta kneel
ing beside him, and suddenly that 
became the focus of all attention. 
The girl rose and went steadily to 
the end of the long table.

“ Game’s over,”  she said hushedly. 
“ Cash your chips, please, gentle
men!”

In silence she balanced the bank 
and paid off. Then she looked at 
Keve Maunsell. “ You ran that play 
on him, Keve. He guessed it was 
coming. He was worried, not for 
himself, but for me. It was Tascosa 
Carl— one of your men— who shot 
him. I saw it!”

“ Tascosa’s dead, too,”  Maunsell 
said woodenly, staring at her. “ Shot 
by Devlin. You can’t blame me if
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Tascosa got rattled and went on the 
scrap all o f a sudden. He simply 
fired wild and— ”

“ Liar!”  Wrenetta called him 
quietly.

He continued staring at her. His 
hunger for her grew naked in his 
eyes. His pale, gaunt face was like 
that of a man possessed and driven 
by a gnawing obsession he could not 
control.

“ I’ll not pretend I’m sorry Flash 
is dead. He never trusted me, never 
left me alone with you. He . . .”  
His voice husked and broke off. When 
he opened his lips again his teeth 
were clamped tight. “ Don’t try to 
quit the bunch, you hear? Don’t 
try it!”

She turned away as if he weren’t 
speaking. She looked at Greg, at 
Devlin, at Don Ricardo. “ Will you 
help me to”—she looked down at 
Flash Yardley’s body— “ do the things 
that have to be done?”

“ Glad to,”  Greg responded fer
vently, and Don Ricardo bowed to 
the girl and gallantly took her arm. 
The Don appeared almost excited, 
and mightily pleased and impressed 
w ith his prospects.

Devlin scowled, detecting a bad 
sign. He would have much pre
ferred a continuation of poker. Any 
girl possessing the startling beauty 
of this one was bound to be a source 
of trouble. Already, dammit, Rico 
was prancing into his grand Cabal
lero act, and Greg Sharan was moon
ing along in a state of dizzy hypnosis. 
Already those two were trading 
glances of dark distrust.

Preacher Devlin

III

It was dark by the time they got 
through at the funeral parlor. True 
to his claim that he had turned his 
hand to everything, Greg displayed 
sufficient inside knowledge of the 
undertaking business to cause the 
proprietor to cut the bill in half.

From there they accompanied 
Wrenetta over to the Yardley-Maun- 
sell office to gather the dead man’s 
effects.

It didn’t take the girl long to do 
the task, after she lighted the lamps. 
For a sure-thing gambler, Flash 
Yardley had left little to show for 
a precarious life.

“ He never saved anything,”  Wren
etta explained simply. “ Flash was 
a highbinder, but he was always a 
reckless spender, too generous for 
his own good. He was the only 
kin I had left, and he took good care 
of me. He watched over me like a 
father. That’s why Keve Maunsell 
pushed that fight on him and got him 
killed. I’ll try to get my things out 
of the hotel tonight, and catch the
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first train leaving. It won’t be easy. 
Maunsell will follow me.” -

“ Wish I could help more,”  Greg 
said. “ If only I had some cash . . .”  
He stopped, embarrassed.

She smiled ruefully. “ I’m sorry 
we sold you that tally book. Flash 
bet his share of your money on a 
cut of the cards, and lost it to Maun
sell. Oh, well, it’s all in the game.” 
It was strange to hear this girl, 
young, soft-lipped, with a kind of 
high-hearted innocence about her, 
using gapiblin'g terms and easygoing 
philosophy.

"Better not help me too much— it’s 
dangerous.”  she said. "Maunsell 
wouldn’t like it.”

Devlin slanted a searching glance 
at her. It was possible that she was 
voicing a subtle dare. He looked to 
see if Don Ricardo was rising to the 
bait, but the Don was thumbing 
through some sheets of parchment 
paper, and Devlin queried, "What 
you found there, R ico?”

The Don held up one of the sheets, 
ft was printed in fine and fancy 
lettering and gold scrolls. “ There’s 
a w’hole stack of them here. Are 
they worth anything? They feel like 
money! ”

“ They’re new stock certificates.”  
Greg judged, and Wrenetta nodded. 
“ Blanks. No good until they’re 
signed and sealed and filled in with 
the name of the company— and some
times not much good then! Maun
sell must be figuring to sell stock 
in his so-called Cornucopia Com
pany.”

“ That’s right,”  Wrenetta con
firmed. “ But the deal is being held
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up until it gets the approval of a 
man named Spink— Straight Rube, 
as he’s called. He’s a big politico. 
No doubt you’ve heard of him?”

“ No doubt!”  grunted Devlin, ex
amining the pretty print. He caught 
the creak of a loose plank outside on 
the boardwalk, and cocked an eye 
at Don Ricardo. The Don, how
ever, having found that the parch
ment sheets didn’t represent money, 
was giving ear and eye to the girl.

Wrenetta was saying now, “ If 
Maunsell can’t stop me from board
ing the train, he’ ll get on and follow 
me. I’ll be expecting it, and I’ll 
look for a chance to play the same 
trick on him that he played on Flash. 
He’s a killer, so the man I pick to 
push a fight on him will have to be 
good. I don’t know,”  she added 
deliberately, “ of any man in this 
town that good.”

It worked. Greg opened his 
mouth to speak, but Don Ricardo 
beat him to it. Bowing deeply, the 
Don swept off his sombrero and the 
final wind-up of its flourish found 
it cupped over Greg’s face and block
ing his speech.

” 1, senorita— Don Ricardo Candido 
Fernandez de Risa y Lagrimas del 
Corazon— am a good man!”  he in
toned, and practically on the instant 
he got a first-class chance to show 
what he meant.

There was an inch or two of space 
between the bottom edge of the can
vas window curtain and the sill, and 
it was in that shaded strip of glass 
that Devlin glimpsed the twin muz-
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zlcs of a double-barreled shotgun 
gliding carefully in line with him. 
He uttered a grunt, and his jump 
took him over the desk into the stock 
certificates. He chopped a shot back 
over the desk, ducked low around it, 
and put a frayed groove in the 
wooden sill with his next bullet.

The shotgun blared both charges, 
the riddled curtain flapped wildly, 
and buckshot and flying glass sprayed 
the room. “ Watch it!”  Devlin barked. 
“ More of ’em out there! Put those 
lamps out. Rico, if you can reach 
’em! ”

“ Leave them on!' sang out the 
Don grandly. “ Would I crouch in 
the dark from such scummy assas
sins?”  As a matter of fact, he would, 
and often had done so when good 
sense prevailed. At present, how
ever, he was full of gallantry, plus 
Sharan’s Shandy and some Burliegh 
House bourbon.

Standing dashingly erect, he blazed 
two shots from his bone-handled 
guns, and, outdoing Horatio at the 
bridge, bowed politely to a lady 
before charging at the enemy.

“ If you will excuse me,”  he mur
mured to Wrenetta, and took a run
ning dive through the window, 
carrying the remains of the curtain 
with him.

It wras too bad that the curtain 
wrapped itself around his head, mo
mentarily ruining his aim and sense 
of direction. Even so, the sheer 
unreasonableness of the madcap act 
upset the nerves and calculations of 
those outside. When Devlin, swear
ing at such damn-fool heroics, leaped

out after him, the Don was bouncing 
around and shooting blindly in all 
directions like a jumping firecracker, 
while four or five men who had been 
crouched cannily under the window 
were scattering bewilderedlv out of. 
the way.

“ Make for the livery, you locoed 
Lothario!”  Devlin snapped, and 
slung a shot at the Burliegh House 
where a man knelt in the shadows 
with a rifle. The crowded town 
sounded as if it were bursting apart, 
and it wasn’t possible to distinguish 
who was on what side of which fence.

Greg and Wrenetta came racing 
together from the office, he with his 
single-action .41 out. she with a 
loaded pistol she’d found among 
Flash Yardley’s things. Don Ric
ardo, ridding himself of his wrap
ping, sprang like a ballet dancer to 
the girl’s side and offered his arm.

“ Allow m e!”  he begged.
Devlin, heading for the livery, 

knew then that trouble was really 
cropping up. When Rico started 
cutting his very best Caballero capers 
for a girl, hell sat up and took no
tice and the devil rubbed his hands. 
He was a love-cracked lobo on the 
high lope.

Ttjp prospect of hard cash in the 
offing was a pretty sure cure for what 
ailed Rico. Devlin held an arm 
against the stock certificates that he 
had thrust under his coat. He figured 
there might be ways of turning them 
into cash, big cash. Maybe it 
wouldn’t cure Rico, he mused— but 
it sure would remedy and nourish his 
own lean pgckets!
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IV

They sat after dawn around the 
rickety table in Greg’s roost, looking 
at the stock certificates. Their 

.horses cropped grass in the aban
doned apple orchard, and Wrenetta 
was cooking breakfast.

“ If we’ve got to turn guardian 
angels for an uncleless girl,”  Devlin 
remarked, “ we might’s well make it 
worthwhile.”

Greg and the Don, thinking it al
ready worthwhile, sent looks at 
Wrenetta, caught each other at it, and 
their faces stiffened.

“ How would we do it with this 
rubbish?”  asked the Don, whose 
knowledge of business was limited 
to its most direct forms.

Devlin stuck a thumb at Greg. 
“ Let him tell us. He knows every
thing, he says.”

Greg coughed modestly. “ Not 
everything. Still, I do sabe this 
stock thing. So do you, don’t you, 
Wren?”

"Devlin quirked a dark eyebrow. 
So now it was Wren. Not Wrenetta. 
Wren, for gossake, and she a bird 
o f paradise if he ever saw one.

“ Okay,”  he called to her. “ Come 
here an’ sit down . . . uh . . . Wren! 
H’m! How ’bout it?”  *

“ Well,”  she said, “ let’s say you 
own the makings of a business— a 
ranch, anything. You need money 
to get it going, so you call it a com
pany and sell stock in it. With the 
money you start the business and 
split its profits with the stockholders. 
That is, you’re supposed to use the

money for the business. It doesn't 
always happen!”

“ And,”  Greg put in, “ if there’s 
a boom in that business— like the 
cattle business nowadays— then the 
value®of the stock is likely to go up. 
In that case you could sell the stock 
you’ve kept for yourself, and walk 
out with big profits.”

“ Ah!”  breathed the Don, giving 
Devlin a knowing nod. “ Amigo, it 
is you who are the genius!”

“ You catch on quick, Rico,”  Dev
lin repaid the compliment. “ What’ve 
we got to lose, huh? We’ ll call 
it . . . h’m . . . the Caballero Land & 
Cattle Company!”

“ Hey, what are you hombres talk
ing about?”  broke in Greg. “ We 
haven’t got anything to start a com
pany with!”

“ The hell we haven’t !”  Devlin 
drawled. “ How ’bout all that ranch- 
land you own down in the Soldier 
River country?”

“ It’s been droughted out for 
years!”

“ Oh, well, maybe it’ll rain there 
one o” these fine days. How ’bout 
all those cows you bought on tally?”  

“ Scattered all over the Indian 
Nations!”

“ The Indians didn’t get the tally 
book! All right, so we got title to 
land an’ cattle.”  Devlin leaned back 
and bit on a fresh cigar. “ Town’s 
crawlin’ with rich Eastern specula
tors achin’ to grab all the country 
an’ cows in sight. It’s high lime 
somebody taught ’em not to come out 
here an’ rob us poor natives!”

Wren laughed. “ And I thought
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Flash was fast company! When do 
we start?”

Devlin regarded her with rather 
more tolerance. “ Right away, or 
soon’s Greg gets on that printing 
press an’ puts our official handle on 
these stock blanks. Your job is to 
help pull the sue . . .ahem . . . cus
tomers in! We’ll use Sharan’s 
Shandy to put ’em in a buying frame 
o’ mind! Rico, how are you at 
sellin’ stock?”

“ I have sold stock by the herd!”  
declared the Don.

“ This is a slightly different kind 
o’ stock,”  Devlin said, “ but anyhow 
you’re elected head salesman!”

The town had witnessed some fast 
and fancy promoting, but nothing 
like the promotion of the Caballero 
Land & Cattle Co. It incorporated 
the features of a stock exchange and 
an election-day frolic with the best 
qualities of a medicine show.

Greg, who maintained they had to 
have what he called a prospectus, 
made up one that was a beaut. On 
a huge showcard he drew a map of 
his old ranch, and pinned to it the 
title deed to prove the company 
really had the goods. Under it he 
hung the tally book for all to peruse. 
He then had another inspiration.

"Let’s cut the land up in tracts 
on the map,”  he said, “ and every
body buying a share of stock owns 
a tract, see? It ought to make a 
hit. I’ ll number the stock and the 
tracts, see?”

“ How much do we sell the stock 
for?”  Devlin asked.
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“ Oh, about twenty-five dollars, I 
figure, would be . . .”

“ Too cheap! Make it a hundred. 
That’s a nice round sum.”

They loaded the mammoth pros
pectus showcard on a wagon, along 
with the stock certificates and the 
keg of alleged shandy, and drove to 
town.

Devlin and Greg went into the 
Burliegh House to see if anybody 
knew of an office to rent. When they 
came out there was a crowd around 
the wagon. Wren was graciously 
passing out free shandy, while Don 
Ricardo was selling ten shares of 
stock to a Scotsman who wanted to 
teach Wren the Highland fling. The 
Don, who wanted to teach her the 
varsoviana some time soon, dissu
aded the burred enthusiast and ac
cepted his check.

“ The hell with an office!”  com
mented Devlin. “ They’re doin’ 
okay!”

But as time passed and the keg 
went dry, an office of some kind be
came necessary to the conduct of 
business and the comfort of the 
powdersmoke promoters. Newly ar
rived speculators, some of them 
sporting spats and derbies, appeared 
to consider it less than dignified to 
buy stock at a wagon. They mel
lowed under the shandy and signed 
their checks for shares, but when 
they sobered they looked the other 
way.

Don Ricardo wanted to split the 
cash as it came in. He was bitter 
when Devlin and the others outvoted 
him, and the checks were deposited 
in the bank to the company’s credit.
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Devlin could see that it would ta le more 
than his six-gun and Rico’s to get than out 
of this tight, so he, started tailing fast,

in--, d _

For a while Devlin kept the company 
records on the back of an old en
velope, but after he lost the envelope 
he knew something would have to be 
done.

In the end they hired the Burliegh 
House, moved in off the street, hung 
the prospectus up over the bar, and 
threw the bar wide open. Business 
boomed, the stock certificates ran 
out, and Greg was kept busy printing 
new ones.

As a salesman, the Don developed 
amazing ability, imagination and 
initiative. He was out to make a big 
hit with Wren and prove to her that 
he was a good man in more way* 
than one. To the prospective pur
chasers he gave glowing description*

of the golden opportunity he was 
offering them.

According to him, the Caballero 
Company owned the finest range, the 
sweetest water, and the most con
tented cows in the country. There 
was a splendid trail, he declared, 
between it and the railroad, a boule
vard that you could travel over in a 
carriage without a bump.

“ My gosh!
Devlin. “ It’s a washed-out old cow 
track! He’s the worst liar unhung!”

“ The best!”  corrected Devlin,

Greg whispered to
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pouring himself some line old im
ported. "An’ the hot is none too
good for Get hack to vour 

runnin’ low inpnntm — we 
Stork!”

For extra 
hinted that
waiting for the lucky discoverers on

inducement, the Don 
rich gold deposits lay

speculators reached bemused! v for 
iheir checkbooks, not sure whether 
they were buying into a ranch or a 
mine, but feeling certain that they 
were in on a very good thing. Cabal
lero stock began rising, its value in
creasing as the Don thought up new 
selling points every day, and ihe 
Burliegh House became the busiest 
spot in town.

And then the bubble burst.

V
some of the land tracts. He couldn't 
say definitely which tracts— it 
wouldn’t be playing fair—but it a 
man was fortunate and had lived 
right, all he had to do was buy 
Caballero stock and wake up a mil
lionaire.

No other company promoters 
could match that one. They hadn’t 
thought of it. The stack-buying

Mauusefl had mine fate the Bui* 
liegh House only once during its 
occupancy by the Caballero Com- 
panv. He entered with a railroad 
surveyor by the name of Wadsworth, 
who bad got fired for going on a 
L>: ige while on duty* and had been 
winging out in the Burliegh for 
several days, trying to talk himself
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up a job. They scanned the map 
above the bar, and Wadsworth mut
tered something to Maunsell.

Devlin saw Wren catch Don 
Ricardo’s eye and flick a glance to 
the pair. That girl, Devlin decided, 
was sure out to fix Maunsell one 
way or another.

The Don smiled thinly, sauntering 
forward. But Maunsell, after a stony 
stare at Wren, turned quickly and 
paced out with the surveyor. The 
sale of stock took on a fast spurt 
the rest of the day, but the next day 
it fell off, and by evening a strange 
caution gripped the free-drinking 
customers at the bar.

“ Perhaps," pensively murmured 
the Don to Devlin, “ it is time we 
moved on, eh?"

Late that night W ren bestowed her 
dazzling smile on the last departing 
guest, a young man with whom she 
had been sitting at a table, talking. 
Greg was half asleep, and Devlin 
and the Don were having a final 
drink at the bar. Wren’s gorgeous 
eyes played over them, lingering 
last add longest on Greg.

“ Well, fellows," she announced, 
“ it’s been a high old whirl, but 
here's where we get off the merry- 
go-round! That boy is a telegraph 
operator 'down at the station, and he 

sgave me some confidential informa
tion, Seems an important message 
has come through for Maunsell— 
from Straight Rube Spink!”

Greg came awake, and Don Ric
ardo spilled his drink. Devlin bit 
clean through his chewed cigar.

Wren chuckled. “ My, you look 
guilty! Straight Rube is coming

here with a squad of special deputies, 
to investigate the affairs of the Cabal
lero Company! Federal officers have 
been notified to watch all roads out 
and be on the lookout for the head 
men—two of them well known by 
name, description and reputation! 
Maunsell must have got in touch 
with Rube and put a bee in his 
beaver, because Rube’s message tells 
him to do what he can to tie things 
up here until he arrives. WTiat are 
you going to d o?”

“We move!”  stated the Don posi
tively. “ At once! Perhaps if we 
cut across fast to . . .”  He paused. 
A look of acute pain came into his 
handsome, daredevil face. “ Mil 
santos— the money! It is in the 
bank, and the bank is closed until 
tomorrow! I knew it was a mistake 
to bank that money! I knew it! I 
said so !”  He glared angrily at Dev
lin.

“ Don’t hog your head!”  Devlin 
flung at him. “ We pull out tomor
row after the bank opens!”

“ That’s about what I thought,”  
Wren said. Her voice held a cool 
and scornful note that made them 
look at her. “ You’ ll pull out! And 
what do I d o?”

“ You’ll come along,”  Greg and 
the Don said together, and turned 
and eyed each other.

She shook her head. “ No, I’ll 
look around for a good man who’ll 
do me the favor to break Keve Maun
sell!”  she said, and Greg flushed, 
while the Don jerked as if stung by 
the lash of a quirt. She stretched 
her slim white arms, smothered a 
tired yawn with the back of her hand,
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and looked like a little girl who had 
lost all her faith in Santa Claus. 
“ I'm going to bed. G’night!”

In silence, when she was gone, 
they leaned against the bar. The 
emptiness of the place became sud
denly oppressive, At last Greg said 
broodingly, speaking aloud a thought 
to himself, “ I’ve never been a fast 
hand with a gun, but I can use one. 
She’s afraid of Maunsell. He haunts 
her. I guess she can’t feel safe while 
he lives. I’ll try to down him before 
I leave. Then she’ ll feel safe, and 
she’ ll leave with me.”

Don Ricardo swung his face slowly 
around. “ How much you take for 
granted, my friend! She meant 
those words for me! It is I who 
will attend to Maunsell! She will 
leave with me!”

“ She won’t—-I’ ll bet my life on 
it!”  Greg retorted, and that was a 
mistake.

“ So? Bet your life, eh?”  The 
Don’s tone and manner were cour
teous. A wicked amusement bright
ened his eyes. “ Bueno! Permit me 
to call your bet!”  He took a step 
away from the bar, struck a match, 
and held it before him between his 
two forefingers. “ Make your draw 
while the flame lasts, because I shall 
make mine when my fingers become 
uncomfortable! Sabe? The best 
man— the one who lives— wins a shot 
at Maunsell and takes the girl! 
Ready? Let me suggest that you— ”

“ You’ll get your fingers burned, 
R ico!”  Devlin’s harsh voice rasped 
dryly across the pleasant little 
speech, and the Don grew very still.

Powdersmoke Promoters

The match burned on. Devlin said, 
“ Want to count me in, Rico, an’ 
make it a three-handed game?”  His 
position was behind the Don and he 
didn’t change it.

Unhurriedly, the Don blew the 
match out, broke it, and dropped the 
pieces. He turned then and looked at 
Devlin, and all the amusement 
drained out of his dark eyes. The 
big gun fighter stood relaxed, chew
ing on his cigar, his right elbow 
resting on the bar. The Don studied 
the left arm, critically and coldly, 
taking note of how the hand rested 
on the hip, thrusting wide open the 
black, ministerial coat and allowing 
a generous sight of the heavy shell- 
studded gunbelts beneath.

“ I did not realize,”  said the Don 
softly, “ that you were in on this 
particular game.”  He threw a glance 
toward the stairs up which Wren had 
departed to her room. “ But per
haps it was to be expected. After 
all, she is a prize, yes?”

Devlin said nothing. His deep- 
set eyes, blank and frozen, were 
fixed steadily on the Don. He waited 
for the Don’s silky cloak of civility 
to split, and finally it did. The Don 
said abruptly, his voice crackling 
like crushed tinfoil, “ We know where 
we stand! Tomorrow we share the 
money and split up! And the best 
one of us shoots it out with Maun- 
sell and takes the girl— and perhaps 
the money too, who knows!”

They swung sharply around, all 
three, at a noise in front, and stared 
forbiddingly at two New England 
gentlemen who had come West to 
double their fortunes and begun by
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Don Rico

buying Caballero stock. The two 
stockholders, entering the door, 
changed their minds and backed out.

“ 1 wonder how much they heard?"’ 
Devlin muttered, locking the door. 
:You’re a gabby so-and-so, R ico!”

Rico wasn't so gabby in the morn
ing. For a while he was speechless. 
He came pacing into the Burliegh 
House, stiff-legged as a rabid bull 
terrier, his face white with fury. 
The polished bone handles of his 
guns bobbed and swayed at his 
thighs, and his hands brushed them 
as he walked up to the bar.

It was pretty early for a bracer, 
but he took on three in rapid order 
and slammed the glass down so hard 
on the bar it broke. “ I have just 
come from the bank!”  he grated.

Devlin grinned faintly. “ Thought 
you’d pull a fast one, Rico? But 
you found out you can’t draw a dime 
without all our signatures. Too 
bad!”

“ Signatures, hell!”  Don Ricardo 
spoke through his teeth. “ Listen, 
my brilliant friend! Maunsell and 
a crowd of our stockholders called 
on the bank manager early this morn
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ing. On their demand the bank has 
tied up our account! None of us 
can draw a dime!”

“ Gee-hollikens!”  said Wren, com
ing downstairs. “ That happened to 
poor f  lash once, and he never did 
get his money!”

Devlin turned wordlessly to the 
bar and fortified himself. He ea-t 
a glance of somber distaste at Greg, 
who, conjuring up an obnoxious bit 
of philosophy, remarked that money 
wasn't everything. He only looked 
away when Don Ricardo slapped the 
rest of the unsold stock and the 
company ledger down on the bar 
before him.

“ Yours!”  snarled the Don. “ All 
yours, and welcome! I g o !”  He 
stalked to the front door, yanked it 
open, and stopped. Slowly, lie shut 
it again and came back, and thought
fully he gazed at Devlin. “ Do you 
feel lucky?”  he queried.

“ Go to blazes!”  Devlin growled.
“ Neither do I,”  sighed the Dow. 

“ Rut take a look outside!"

Devlin looked. At least a hundred 
armed men stood openly waiting out 
front, Keve Maunsell and his crew 
among them. Many of them could be 
recognized as stockholders in the 
Caballero Company, but there were 
also a lot of characters -who ob
viously had never worn spats in their 
lives.

Devlin went back to the bar. 
“ W ell?”

Don Ricardo lifted his shoulder.-. 
“ W ell?”

They exchanged their glances. For 
the moment they were again two old
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companeros of the lobo trails, in 
trouble together, needing each other’s 
guns and wits and chill nerve. Mu
tual anger and deep-seated rivalry 
had nothing to do with that. Self- 
interest, if nothing else, required 
that they stick together until they got 
but of this jackpot.

“ Shall we see what they want?”
“ Might’s well!”
They walked to the door, Greg and 

Wren behind them, and faced the 
crowd.

“ Mister Devlin,”  twanged a Down 
East accent, "we hear your company’s 
a swindle!”

“ I never listen to rumors^’ said 
Devlin, keeping watch on the Maun- 
sell mob and several other hard
bitten pilgrims. The hulk of the 
crowd was composed not only of 
well-dressed speculators, but of 
miners and emigrant homestead 
seekers, and what they had to do with 
the case Devlin couldn’t figure out.

“ Fraud!”  somebody shouted, and 
an ugly rumble rippled through the 
crowd. A bearded Tennesseean let 
his rifle slide from the crook of his 
arm into his gnarled hands, causing 
a general stir of preparation around 
him. Tire miners drew pick handles 
from under their coats. Some of 
the speculating gentry looked ner
vous, but the tougher syndicate 
agents felt for their pocket pistols.

The b ird core of the ernvd was 
Maun-ell and his crew of S inborn 
griflers and gunmen. Don Ricardo 
swore -ofilv, his hands creeping to 
his hol-ter,

"This is bad —bad!”  he whispered, 
and Devlin nodded. An armed and
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beserk mob o f this size, led by trig
ger men, wasn’t going to be stopped 
by a few shots.

Maunsell, with the manner of a 
leader and spokesman, held up a 
hand for silence .and addressed Dev
lin. “ You were overheard late last 
night, planning to travel!”  he pro
nounced like an accusing '  public 
prosecutor.

Don Ricardo groaned. Greg got 
ready for the worst. Wren looked 
to see if her pistol was fully loaded. 
But Devlin merely nodded. “ We’re 
planning to travel down to the-Cabal
lero Ranch,”  he drawled, “ in tire 
interests of our stockholders!”

Don Ricardo murmured admir
ingly, “ Well spoken!”  Greg let his 
breath out, and Wren gave a hushed 
cheer.

Seeing Maunsell compress his thin 
lips and the crowd grow quiet, Dev
lin took the offensive. "What the 
devil have you an’ some o’ theae 
others”— he gestured at the miners 
and emigrant homesteaders— “ got to 
do with the business affairs o’ this 
company, anyhow?”

“ Ah, bueno!”  breathed the Don. 
“ Take the war to the enemy!”

But a flicker of triumph crossed 
Maunsell’s gaunt face. He answered 
tonelessly, “ We’re stockholders. I 
happen to have bought a good deal 
of the stock, day before yesterday, 
through agents. Yesterday I hap
pened to sell some of it to these men 
here. I sold it to them in good faith 
at no profit. If there’s anything 
wrong with the stock, they-know it’s
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your business to make it right, not 
mine!”

Devlin, manufacturing time for 
thought, trimmed the frayed end of 
his cigar with hi5- teeth and spat out 
a flake of tobacco, but all he could 
think of was Maunsell’s damned 
cleverness. Bv buying stock and sell
ing some of it to the miners and emi
grants. Maunsell had made himself 
the head of a powerful force. To 
rouse that force into action he had 
spread the word that the company 
was no good.

Against any attempt of the com
pany to eliminate his force by buying 
hack its stock. Maunsell had insti
gated the tying up of the company 
funds. And. on his tip-off, Straight 
% b  e was hurrying here with a squad 
of deputies who: would go all the way 
down the line for him at his nod. 
Not to mention the federal officers 
watching all roads out.

It was about as tight a jackpot as 
Devlin could think of. and he could 
see no loophole except the trip south. 
The game was blown up, and it would 
be the hank's job to pay off the 
stockholders, while the Caballero 
promoters took off on a long, long 
ride.

“ Yt eleome to our happy outfit!”  he 
said to Maunsell. meantime wishing 
him to hell’s hottest corner. “ We’ll 
give you all a full report when we 
get back. We’re leaving right away.”

The flicker crossed Maunsell’s face 
again. “ That won’t be necessary,”  
he answered, and played his trump 
card. “ You see. we’re all going with 
you! We want to look at what we’ve 
bought!”  He stared past Devlin at
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Wren. “ Personally. I don’t expect 
to be disappointed!”

Devlin swallowed cigar juice. Be
side him, Don Ricardo hissed, “ Mil 
diablos! I knew you wrere going too 
far! You should have let me— ”

“Ah, shut up!” Devlin growled, 
stalking to the bar for a farewell 
drink to fading fortune. “ If you 
don’t like it. go an' make pals with 
Maunsell!”

“ It is an idea!”  flared the Don.

VI

Under a broiling sun the motley 
cavalcade struggled down a trail that 
cow’s had made and men had aban
doned. Brush Indians and half-breed 
renegades peered, astonished, at 
springless farm wagons, mule-killer 
carts, mud-spattered carriages, men 
on horseback, and miners plodding 
alongside loaded burros. Nobody 
had ever seen such a parade on that 
forgotten trail. It was all right with 
the sweating, swearing caravaneers 
if they never saw it again.

They were emigrants seeking good 
soil, miners with dreams of wealth, 
and syndicate agents anxious to make 
unlimited profits on their employers’ 
capital. And private speculators, 
moneyed men, plushy adventurers 
expecting a tree-bordered avenue to a 
cattleland castle.

All they had got so far was sun
shine and sore bones. The w’ashouts 
and arroyos took the shine off the 
upholstered carriages and jumbled 
the contents of the wagons like num
bers in a keno goose.

Wren and Greg rode in the com
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pany wagon, Greg driving, his horse 
hitched behind. They were the only 
ones getting any sort of pleasure out 
of the jaunt. They talked together, 
sitting side by side, and often they 
so far forgot serious matters as to 
laugh.

Devlin and the Don, though, 
weren’t talking, much less laughing. 
The strain of keeping on civil terms 
had proved too much and snapped 
between them. The Don wanted to 
make a dash for it and quit the bunch. 
He could see no profit in staying, he 
said, and it got on his nerves to ride 
along with the struggling column, 
never knowing when a Maunsell man 
or an enraged stockholder might 
put a bullet in his back.

“ They watch us every minute, day 
and night!”  he muttered wrathfully 
to Devlin. “ Their eyes are never off 
us! We are practically prisoners! 
And when we get to where we are 
going, what then?”

Devlin didn’t have any answer 
handy. Nor did he enjoy leading 
this hand of rambunctious pilgrims 
into the promised land of the Cabal
lero Company. But somewhere un
der his hard and sardonic shell was 
the battered old code reminding him 
that he had got Wren and Greg into 
this disaster, and he guessed dourly 
that he ought to do something about 
getting them out of it. - The Don 
could take care of himself. So could 
Greg, maybe, for that matter. But 
Wren hadn’t a chance; Maunsell 
would see to that.

And there were these farmers and 
miners. It was all right to make

wealthy speculators pay for their 
fun. Devlin wasn’t one bit regretful 
on their account. But these others—  
that was something else. He had 
never yet taken toll from those who 
couldn’t afford it. He couldn’t see 
what he could do by sticking with 
them, but on the other hand the code 
said he couldn’t quit. A man had 
always himself to live with, and there 
were too many nights when the old 
ghosts gathered around the hidden 
campfire and opened the blotted 
ledgers.

“ And Rube Spink, curse him!”  
the Don went on. “ He’ ll be hot 
after us! And the federal men! 
And— ”

“ Aw. take up knitting!”  Devlin 
grunfed, and that was when the final 
break came.

“ Damn!”  rapped the Don. He 
was in a black and restless mood, 
anyway, due mostly to Wren and the 
total loss of the company receipts.

“ Any particular part oj the bull’s ey e?”
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Wren was shearing conclusively that 
she j nelerrecl Greg. The Don, de
ploring her lack of judgment, and 
giving up hope of ever teaching her 
a finer discrimination, wanted only 
to leave failure behind him and for
get it.

“ It was you, damn you. who 
hanked the money!" he spat. “ It 
was you who stopped me from shoot
ing Sharan! I would have got 
Maunsell nest. But for you, we 
would now be rich— and I would be 
traveling in comfort with that girl! 
From here on I take care of myself 
—and may the devil take care of 
you!"

So now Devlin rode alone, cursed 
in undertones by the Caballero pil
grims and closely watched by the 
iVlaunsell crew in the rear. He didn't 
particularly blame Rico for bowing 
out. There was no profit left in a 
game as busied as this one was, and 
Kico had always been entirely frank 
in his opinion of any man who didn’t 
have the sense to get off a sinking 
ship.

Rico was riding now with the 
Maunsell crew, and making no bones 
about it. It hadn’t taken him too 
long to accomplish the switch. He 
had charm and personality that he 
could turn on at will, a pair of gifted 
trigger fingers that any gun bunch 
would prefer to have on their side, 
and a silver tongue to sell a bill of 
goods to Satan himself—the slick 
little double-crossing son!

The Don’s light-hearted promises 
were coming home to roost, dragging 
their tails— not to the Don, but to
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Devlin. The bearded Tennessee 
emigrant and his farmer brethren 
swore to take nothing less than good 
soil and water; the miners nursed 
great expectations, and the derbied 
gentry talked of fat cattle. Devlin 
cursed Rico’s lively imagination.

Somehow the caravan got through 
the thick brush and cut-up hills, 
leaving wrecked carriages behind to 
mark the trail, and came to a river. 
Greg said it was Soldier River, fed 
by mountain springs and running 
all year ’round.

“ It’s the north boundary.”  he told 
Devlin'. “ When we ford it we’ll he 
on our land.’ ’

“ Good!”  said Devlin. “ Ibis water 
looks all right.”

“ Yeah, the rivet's okay,”  Greg 
said, “ but wait’ ll you see what we 
run into on the other side!"

They crossed the Soldier and 
pushed on, minus a few wagons that 
didn’t quite make it, and Devlin soon 
saw what Greg meant. The terrain 
south of the river was a flat, burned- 
out plain, affording less grazing per 
hundred acres than a healthy steer 
could munch between sunrise and 
sunset. The bone-dry • dust spurted 
from beneath the hoofs of the horses 
and rose in choking clouds, It was 
the worst part of the journey.

“ Hasn’t rained here, I dmmo lieu 
long,”  commented Greg.

“ You mean it ever did? " Devlin 
grunted skeptically.

Don Ricardo came riding up, a 
handkerchief tied over his mouth and 
nose. “ How much more of this be
fore we get there?”  he demanded.
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Devlin blew dust from his caked 
lips. “ Shucks, we’re there!”

The Don’s eyes rounded. “ Heaven 
help you!”  he exclaimed, and turned 
back to the Maunsell bunch. The 
caravan stumbled on, to a chorus 
of oaths and raging complaints.

The farther they went, the worse 
it got. The plain began sprouting 
low outcrops of gray-streaked rock 
that Greg said he didn’t remember 
noticing before. The wind-drifted 
dust had laid them bare, which meant 
that the drought here had continued 
unbroken for years.

Devlin motioned toward a high red 
sandstone ridge that they were ap
proaching. “ Did that get laid bare, 
too?”

Greg managed a wry grin. “ No, 
that’s old Sunrise Ridge. It’s always 
been there. Biggest mess of sand
stone this side of the river.”  He left 
the wagon to Wren and rode his 
horse on ahead. In a short time he 
returned and informed Devlin that 
they were coming up to the old 
ranchhouse.

“ It’s in bad shape,”  he said. “ The 
floor’s all caved in, and so’s part of 
the roof. I dunno what these folks 
are going to think.”

Devlin squinted ahead. “ I can 
guess! This here pilgrims’ progress 
is due to blow up right in our teeth! 
Get on that wagon an’ hitch your 
nag to the team. When I start for the 
house, you break the wagon out o’ 
line an’ follow fast as you can! 
Sabe?”

He rode along at a walk until he 
saw Greg raise an arm in signal that

he was ready, and he dug in his heels 
and the long-legged big black lunged 
forward. Clear of the column and 
heading for the house on the run, he- 
looked back. The wagon was ca
reening after him. Greg lashing the 
horses and Wren hanging on to the 
bumping Seat.

Maunsell and his men, hardly 
aware of what was happening in the 
thick haze of dust, shouted muffled 
queries. The rest of the pilgrims, by 
this time expecting nothing good, 
merely cursed the extra dust boiled 
up by the wagon and figured some
body had finally gone crazy.

The front porch of the liou-e 
sagged so that its middle rested on 
the ground. Devlin rode his horse 
over it, knocking loose boards all 
a-skelter, and ducked on through the 
gaping doorway. The floor of the 
house had not only caved in, but 
settled itself for a long decay. The 
black’s hoofs punched holes through 
it.

A moment later Greg, making a 
halt the quickest way, crashed the 
wagon sidelong against the porch and 
completed its ruin. The team and his 
horse broke loose and took off for 
unknown parts, but the wagon stayed 
where he put it.

He and Wren came running in. 
The Maunsell crew by now were 
riding in pursuit. Maunsell shouted 
a command and they circled the 
house, gesturing for the weary wagon 
train to follow suit.

“ That hombre’s too smart for this 
world!”  observed Devlin, watching 
the maneuver. Wren and Greg, peer
ing from a rear window, agreed.
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“ They’re boxing us in. Devlin!”  
Greg said.

Under IMauuseH’s directions the 
caravaneers made a job of it. With 
their wagons they formed a ring 
around the house, halted, and stepped 
down on the off-sides with their 
rifles. The carriage trade withdrew 
some distance, and the Maunsell 
coterie bunched inside the circle, 
fronting the house. For minutes a 
.stillness held the besiegers while the 
dust slowly settled. Theij from the 
huddle around Maunsell a horseman 
detached himself— a slim figure, 
jaunty with a hard-wTom elegance—  
and rode his silver-maned palomino 
over to the house.

The Don doffed his sombrero, en
tering the door. “ Greetings!”

“ Get the hell out o’ here!”  said 
Devliri.

The Don looked pained. “ Amigo, 
I come as a friendly courier with a 
message from Maunsell. Listen—  
and learn! You remember Wads
worth. the surveyor? From him 
Maunsell discovered that the railroad 
will mn its right-of-way through 
here! Wadsworth laid out the route 
himself before he got fired. And 
Maunsell holds stock that gives him 
the title to every tract of land the 
route goes through here— and stands 
to make a fortune!”

He wagged his head in mock sym

pathy at. Devlin’s expression. “ The 
pity of it! And that is not all! Flc 
has kept a record, and he finds that 
our remaining unsold stock, which 
you hold, only represents the tracts 
containing nothing but that sandstone 
ridge yonder! The rest of the stock
holders own land that is flatter, but 
just as worthless! Amigo. I cry for 
you! I bleed for you!”

“ Go ahead an’ bleed!” rasped 
Devlin. “ Fd like that!”

The^Don grinned. “ It is also true 
that Straight Rube Spink is coming 
— as you may see from that dust 
cloud in the north, if you look out the 
door! Very bad!”

“ Bad for you, too, if he catches 
you!”

“ No, no. Maunsell has some in
fluence. He needs me. When the 
railroad comes he expects a town to 
spring up here, and he will owTn it. 
He will need good men then. Con
fidentially, I have some private am
bitions of my own in that direction! 
But that is by the way. Let us dis
cuss Maunsell’s ultimatum to you. 
eh?”

“ Yeah, let’s !”
“ Bueno!”  The Don lit a cigar

ette. “ You know, no doubt, that 
against gunfire tills house is an egg
shell?”  He kicked a hole in the wall 
to illustrate the point. “ Maunsell 
could wait until Spink arrives, but 
he would like to avoid trouble and 
investigation.

“ If you” — he glanced courteously 
at Wren— “ were his wife, he would 
be willing to let your friends ride off 
and never come back! He is relue-

30 Street & Smith's Western Story



tant to fire on this place while you 
are in it, of course. Fortunately, 
Elmer Dyal— that bearded individual 
from Tennessee or some such place 
— is a justice of the peace, or some
thing, so a marriage can be per
formed quickly and— ”
* “ Why, you two-tongued twister!”  

Greg burst out.
The Don surveyed him calmly. 

“ Quiet, please! I am sure the 
senorita is able to cooperate with 
the inevitable, without your inter
ference! And if the inevitable be
comes intolerable, I shall be on hand 
to render her whatever service is 
necessary! Your answer, senorita? 
Forgive my haste, but time passes!”

Wren looked at Greg, at the armed 
bunch around the house, and at the 
dust cloud looming in the north. 
“ Yes,”  she whispered, and before the 
argument could start, the Don bowed 
and left. Wren listened to Greg’s 
storm of protests, but only shook her 
head.

As for Devlin, he kicked rotted 
floorboards aside so that his horse 
could stand on solid earth, and found 
more of the gray-streaked rock be
neath. “ What a country to ranch 
in !”  he muttered. “ Sharan, your 
old man built on rock— and what 
rock! Look at it! Not even decent 
rock!”  He picked up a piece and 
scowled at it. Its dirty gray streaks 
were soft and greasy, as if contami
nated by the rot.

Greg, looking at it, uttered a short, 
harsh laugh. “ Know what that is? 
What a joke!”  His eves, resting on 
Wren’s deathly pale face, were tragic.

“ I worked with a mineralogist once. 
I’ll tell you what it is.”

“ Don’t bother,”  said Devlin. “ I’m 
not that interested. Here come 
Maunsell an’ his bunch. Cornin’ for 
the bride!”

VII

It was a queer wedding. Wren 
and Maunsell stood before the 
wrecked wagon at the porch, Greg 
stood gnawing his knuckles, and 
Devlin stood on the wagon where he 
could see better the approaching dust 
cloud. The Maunsell gunmen lounged 
on guard, the miners and emigrants 
didn’t know what it was all about, 
and the Eastern speculators thought 
the whole thing was awfully jolly 
and picturesque.

Elmer Dyal, the bearded Tennes
see J. P., headed into the ceremony, 
and didn’t hit a snag from, “ Dilly 
b’ loved,”  to,' “ . . . p’nounce you 
mannen wahf!”

It was all over. Dyal parted his 
beard and proclaimed his intention 
to kiss the bride. But the bride faced 
the groom and said, “ There’s some
thing I should tell you, Keve.’

“ Later,”  Maunsell answered has
tily.

She shook her head. “ No, now. 
Listen. You hold stock entitling 
you to every tract along the right-of- 
way that Wadsworth lined up through 
here for the railroad, isn’t that so?”

The listeners crowded forward, 
startled by the news. Maunsell drew 
in his breath and a fearful anger 
quivered his pale, gaunt face.

“ Hold your tongue!”  he muttered.
“ You bought that stock on Wads-
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worthV tip.’ ' Wren’s young voice 
was c lear and distinct. ■ “ He needed 
cash to get home on. Y on paid him 
live hundred dollars for his infor
mation. I told him you would!”

Maunsell's bony fingers snapped 
around her wrist. “ You . . . told 
him?”  His eyes were like black 
marbles. “ IThat do you mean?’'

She shivered under his glare, but 
went on. “ I mean you’ve been stung 
harder than anybody else here! Yes, 
you —  clever Kevc Maunsell — 
trimmed! What Wadsworth didn't 
tell you is that after he got fired, the 
railroad condemned his proposed 
route and laid down another one—  
five miles from here on the other 
side of the river! You’ve sunk your 
fortune in a strip of dust and rocks! 
I said I’d break you for what you did 
to Flash, and I’ve done it! Now, 
do you still want me for your wife? 
I’ve carried out my part of the bar
gain!”

The glaring black eyes bulged like 
those of a madman. A spasm of un
controllable rage shook the long, 
angular frame. Still gripping Wren’s 
wrist. Maunsell drew back his right 
fist to smash her full in the face. 
Dyal uttered a horrified cry, and 
shouts of outrage came from the on
lookers.

The solid roar and mushroomed 
flash of a shot, fired at close quar
ters, abruptly overwhelmed all other 
noises and stilled them. Over a 
smoking gun held at hip level, Don 
Ricardo de Risa, a good man on 
hand to rendej service to a lovely 
lady, watched Maunse’ l rock back,
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shot through, sparks from the close 
blast pitting his coat and test-

In the instant of shock that held 
Maunsell’s crew- frozen, Greg grabbed 
Wren and rushed her to the house. 
The Don, plucking out his other gun 
and backing toward his horse, at; 
tempted to hold the crew in line, but 
they were too spread out and the 
crowd was in the way.

“ Make it if you can, Rico— I’ ll 
cover you!”  Devlin yelled from the 
wrecked wagon at the porch, and 
threw a fast shot that tangled a 
Maunsell man’s draw. lie got down 
in the wagon and fired again over 
the side, hoping to break out on his 
saddled black as soon as Rico made 
a getaway.

Rico, though, changed his bet and 
sprinted for the wagon. The gun 
crew, darting for cover to the sur
rounding circle of w-agons and carts, 
began blazing recklessly at him, re
gardless of the stampeding crowd. 
He sprang over the side of the 
wrecked wagon and crouched beside 
Devlin, and their guns thudded to
gether.

A bullet ripped through the wagon 
and neatly cut the leather chin string 
of die Don’s sombrero. “ A devil 
of a place to make a stand, this!’’ 
he grumbled.

Devlin sighted a shot and peered 
critically at its result. “ Teach you 
not to bust into family arguments! 
What switched you hack on my side, 
anyhow, you two-timing trickster?”

The Don grinned. “ Force of 
habit!”

The wagon, getting riddled, be- 
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came untenable. They slid over the 
hidden side onto the porch and 
ducked into the house, where Greg 
and Wren in the rear were holding 
off some shooters who had worked 
their way around, and about that 
time the bring slackened off.

Devlin and the Don, taking up 
position inside the front door, saw 
riders loping off, and guessed the 
reason. They swapped a glance and 
a nod, and made for the rear.

Greg and Wren, too, were watch
ing riders lope off. Greg said, 
"Must be the Spink outfit’s getting 
here, Lord help us!”

“ Must be!”  commented the Don, 
climbing out through a window. He 
climbed briskly back in again, as a 
group of dusty horsemen came trot
ting around the house, rifles resting 
across their saddles. Giving a fatal
istic shrug, he sat down and lit a 
cigarette. He was a dead duck and 
he knew it. Spink wasn’t likely to 
forget that bullet through his beaver.

Devlin holstered his gun, chewed 
on his cigar, and wished he had taken 
up politics.

“ Come on out. gentlemen!”  called 
Straight Rube Spink, as firmly brave 
as if kissing a voter’s baby. His 
squad of special deputies, stern men 
all and hoping to gain his notice, 
leveled their rifles at the house.

“ C’mon, R ico!”  said Devlin, and 
showed himself at the door. He 
touched his broad-brimmed hat. "The 
Honorable Reuben Spink, I believe? 
Proud to meet you!”

Mr, Spink, who hadn’t been,called 
honorable in some time, thawed a

trifle. “ I observe several . . . ah . . . 
incapacitated persons lying around, 
among them the defunct remains of 
my friepd, Mr. Keve Maunsell!”  he 
clarioned. “ I demand the reason!”

“ And most rightly do you de
mand,”  Devlin assured him. His 
guns weren’t much good in this jack
pot, and he had to fall back on his 
tongue. “ They got hurt in an argu
ment involving the sacred honor of 
a defenseless female!”

“ That sure is right!”  chimed in 
Dyal, coming forward.

The Honorable Reuben Spink 
counted heads, estimated the number 
of votes, and dismissed that detail 
of the case, "Very well! But. Mr. 
Devlin, I have it on good authority 
that you and your friends have sold 
stock in a worthless enterprise! 
Yes or no?”

"N o !”  sang out Greg, and Devlin 
blinked surprisedly. "Do you see 
all these uncovered rooks around 
here? See those gray streaks on 
’em? That’s molybdenum— a rare 
metal used in making steel alloys! 
The railroad is hungry for that stuff, 
and here we’ve got untold deposits 
of it!”

Deylin took it up from there. He 
had triggered for his life many times. 
He had never had to talk for it, but 
he did it now. "This Molly-be-damn 
stuff,”  he announced with authority, 
“ makes this the richest piece o’ land 
in the country!”  He had never 
heard of the stuff before, but he could 
talk about it. “ You miners will get 
rich on it! Are you squawking?”

“ How ’bout us fanners?”  shouted 
Elmer Dyal instantly.

Powdersmoke Promoters 33



Dev ill! thought fast. “ The soil 
we crossed is good,”  he stated. “ All 
it needs is water. I heard some o’ 
you say so. All right, then! You 
got the river. Dig your irrigation 
ditches air water it, an' grow any
thing you want. Hell, this is your 
paradise, if you only knew it! Min
ing an’ farming! An’ the railroad 
cornin’ only five miles from here to 
freight your output! You’ll have a 
thrivin’. prosperous town here! As 
for you speculators— d’you know 
anything better you could put your 
money into than this? What more 
d’you want?"

“ Does anybody,”  piped up a Bos
tonian. “ want to sell his stock? I’m 
buying!”

“ The devil with you!”  retorted 
a dozen stockholders.

Straight Rube Spink got out of 
his surrey, walked to Devlin, and 
raised his new heaver hat. “ Sir, you 
are a gentleman and a scholar! I 
am sure?’ said he. “ that you and I 
can reach an amicable understanding. 
I am sure that you and your Mexican 
friend do not wish to engage in ar
gument with the federal officers who 
are on the way here! Eh? Ah, 
exactly! Then let us go into this 
house and . . . hem . . . talk things 
over!”

They lay in hiding, two bad hom- 
bres in the brush, watching the trail 
both ways. “ Somebody coming!”  
murmured the Don. and smothered 
the campfire.

“ Those two— Sharan an’ the girl,”  
said Devlin, and hailed them.

They shook hands all around. 
“ You,”  Wren told the Don warmly, 
“ are a good man! Right after you 
left, Dyal married Greg and me. 
Rico, I kiss you!”  She kissed him.

“ You’re the first girl I know,” 
remarked Devlin, “ who ever got 
married, got widowed, and got mar
ried again the same day! 1 reckon 
you inherit Maunsell’s stock, too. 
I swear, this young generation’s just 
too fast for me!”

“ Funny thing, Devlin,’ ’ Greg said, 
“ you were absolutely right. About 
the land, I meau. Everybody’s 
more’n satisfied. The miners want 
to get to work, the farmers want to 
put in that irrigation system, and 
the speculators want to put more 
money into the thing. W e’ll have a 
town there, sure enough! When and 
me, we’ve got an order on the hank 
to release the company funds, and 
I’m elected head of the company!” 

“ We’re going to settle down.”  de
clared Wren. “ I’ve had enough of 
highbind, and so has Greg. We’re 
going to— ”

“Get goin’ !”  interrupted Devlin. 
“ Our company just isn’t respectable 
enough for the likes o’ you!"

Wren and Greg rode on, waving 
farewells. Devlin said, “ Well, Rico, 
we started a town. How’s it feel to 
you to be an empire builder?”

“ I am not impressed, amigo,” 
sighed the Don. “ After all, wre got 
nothing out of it, did we?”

“ I wouldn’t say that,”  remarked 
Devlin. “ Y ’see. Rico, I sold the 
rest o’ that stock to Spink at half 
price— as a personal favor!”

'THE END
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By Emmett J. Powell

T here was a saying around Cas- 
rade Gulch that a man could drift 
into town broke and he a millionaire 
the next daw It had happened more 
than once, but Johnny Frost, the 
town marshal, had never seen a better 
illustration of it than Uncle Dan 
Frome and his partner, Pete Bexell.

The difference between Uncle Dan 
and the others was that he had been 
prospecting in the San Juan for 
years, but fate ‘‘had always tapped 
someone else on the shoulder. Now, 
at last, it was Uncle Dan’s turn, and

there wasn't a man in the gulch, un
less it was the hanker. Adam Morey, 
who resented the old man’s luck.

Johnny Frost was in the Gold Nug
get the night an Eastern capitalist 
wrote out a check for Uncle Dan’s 
and Pete Bexell’s claim. For a long 
time Uncle Dan stood there at the 
liar, holding the check and staring at 
it. Nobody said anything. Johnny 
suddenly found something in his 
throat that made it hard to swallow. 
If there was ever a generous, deserv
ing man, it w7as Uncle Difir Frome.
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Watching the old man now, Johnny 
wondered wluit Pete Bexell, sup
posedly laid up with a had ankle, 
was thinking. If he had the. man 
pegged right, Bexell would be schem
ing up a way to get his hands on all 
the money instead of his half.

“ One hundred thousand!”  Uncle 
Dan wiped the back of a gnarled 
hand across his eyes. “ Mebbe I'm 
dreaming. How about it, boys?"’ .

“ It’s real as rain,”  Johnny told 
him. “ You’ve got enough.to huv the 
finest house in Denver.”

“ Only half of this is mine,”  Uncle 
Dan reminded him.

Johnny said nothing. The East
ern capitalist looked around, sur
prised at the sudden tension and not 
understanding it. Nobody except 
Uncle Dan or maybe Adam Morey 
liked Bexell. If there was any resent
ment, it was because Pete Bexell was 
the man luck had picked to share 
Uncle Dan’s fortune.

“ What are you going to d o?”  asked 
Johnny.

“ I’m gonna set ’em up,”  Uncle 
Dan declared proudly. “ I’ve 
mooched drinks off you boys for 
years. Now I'm going to pav a few 
back.”

“ Tomorrow’s time enough for 
that.”  said the Eastern man. “ Right 
now I’m paying for the drinks.”

“ Why sure, if that’s what you want 
to do,” Uncle Dan agreed. “ Only I 
would like to get this check cashed. 
I want to see how big a pile of gold 
it’ll make.”

Uncle Dan had his drink, but he 
kept staring at the check, age-puck
ered eyes holding a faraway look as

if he still could not believe this was 
real. Finally he sidled up to Adam 
Morey.

“ You couldn't open the bank up 
and cash this for me, could you?" 
Uncle Dan wheedled.

Johnny grinned. Uncle Dan would 
get chopped off at the neck. Adam 
Morey was a stickler for form. lie 
had ice water instead of blood in 
his veins, according to the miners, 
and he’d skin any fleas he could get 
his hands on, for the hide and tal
low. Morey wasn’t a man who did 
other folks favors just for the sake 
of doing a favor, but now for some# 
mysterious reason he didn’t cut 
Uncle Dan off as Johnny expected.

“ Why, I guess I could,”  the banker 
said after a moment’s thought. He 
scratched the end of his long nose, 
cocking his head as he looked at 
Uncle Dan. “ I don’t make a habit of 
it, but I guess this is your night to 
howl.”

“ That’s just what I’m aiming to 
do.”  Uncle Dan waved his check.

/ ‘Come along, Frost.”  Morey said. 
“ I want a witness to see that Frome 
gets that money.”

Johnny w’ejnt, inwardly boiling, but 
not knowing how he could stop it. 
Uncle Dan had no business on the 
street with a hundred thousand dol
lars in his pockets.

“ I’ll loan you a hundred dollars,” 
Johnny said when they reached the 
bank. “ That’ll do to get drunk on, 
won’t it?”

Uncle Dan squared his shoulders. 
“ I’m a rich man, Johnny. I’ll be
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hanged if I’ll borrow money to get 
drunk on /’

Johnny knew there wasn’t any use 
to argue. When the old man set his 
mind, he was as stubborn as any 
burro in the San Juan.

"No more hard times for you, are 
there, Uncle Dan?”  Morey asked 
jovially as he unlocked the bank 
door.

"No, sir,”  Uncle Dan said proudly. 
"Now, Johnny, I ain’t gonna blow 
this tonight. You worry like an old 
woman. I’m gonna take it up to the 
cabin for Pete to keep. I’ll just tote 
along a little to irrigate with. Tomor
row I’ll take my half and light out for 
Denver. I’ve got a daughter over 
there. She’ll give me a home long 
as I need one.”

Morey had opened his safe. "How 
do you want it?”  he asked.

“ Gold,”  Uncle Dan said expan
sively.

The banker frowned. “ I haven’t 
got it in gold. I can give it to you 
in thousand dollar bills.”

“ Thousand dollar bills!”  Uncle 
Dan breathed. “ That’ll make Pete's 
eyes bug out. Sack it up, Adam.”

Johnny groaned. "Hell’s bells, 
Uncle Dan. You wouldn’t last an 
hour on the street with that money 
on you.”

“ Let him alone,”  Morey said irri
tably. “ It’s his.”

It wasn’t light, Johnny thought. 
Not by a long shot. It would have 
been more like Morey to have in
sisted that the money be deposited. 
Johnny chewed his lip as he. watched 
the banker drop the bills into a coin 
sack and band it to Uncle Dan. The

only tiling lie could do was to ride 
herd on the old man and hope.

“ There you are,”  Morey said. 
“ Have yourself a time and don’t 
blow it all.”

“ I’ll just take one of these.”  Uncle 
Dan lingered the bills. “ Pete’ll keep 
the rest for me till I get on the stage. 
Come on, Johnny.”

They followed the path up the 
mountain to Uncle Dan’s cabin.

Pete Bexell was' still up. He stared 
coldly at Lnele Dan when he came 
in, then his little black eyes touched 
Johnny’s face and switched again to 
Uncle Dan without greeting.

“ I suppose you’re drunk?”  he chal
lenged.

“ Not yet, Pete.”  Untie Dan up
ended the sack, dumping the money 
on the table. “ I’m gonna be, though. 
Just look at that, pardner. Just look 
at that!”

Bexell’s eyes glittered. Johnny's 
fingers tightened on his gun butt. 
There was murder on Bexell’s knife- 
thin face. A greedy, inward-thinking 
man, Pete Bexell was the kind who 
would shoot Uncle Dan in the hack 
and light out with the money. But, 
too, he was a scheming man. Johnny 
had rodded a aozen gold camps dur
ing the last ten tears, and he knew 
the type. Bexell wouldn’t commit 
a murder unless he could figure out 
a sure-fire alibi.

Uncle Dan stepped hack. "\V hal 
do you say to that, pard?”

The tip of Bexell's tongue moist
ened his lips, eyes (licking again 
to Johnny and back to Lnele Dan. 
“ A lot of money,'’ he said. “ A bat’d 
you take it out in cash for?”
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“ Just to see it,*’ Uncle Dan ex
plained with childlike frankness. 
“ I’ve heard about money like that, 
but danged if I ever really thought
I'd get a chance to say it was mine.”  

“ Half of it’s yours." Bexell 
snapped.

“ Sure, sure.’ ’
“ Well, let’s split it.”  Bexell stood 

up, putting weight on both feet. “ I 
ain’t staying in this stinking hole no 
longer than I have to. Tomorrow 
I’m taking the stage.”

“ Me, too. Pete.” Uncle Dan mo
tioned to the money. " I ’m afraid 
to tote mine around town.”  He 
picked up one of the bills. “ That’s 
enough to treat the boys on. You 
keep the rest of it. We’ll make the 
split in the morning.”

Bexell walked to the stove, and re
turned with a baking powder can. 
“ I’ll put it all in here. The lid fits 
on good so a rat can't chew it up.”

It would be a pleasure, Johnny 
thought savagely, to take his gun and 
beat Bexell's ears off. Bexell was 
supposed to have worked with Uncle 
Dan in the shaft as well as furnish 
grub money. Uncle Dan had his 
cabin built, his claim Staked, and had 
started work on the shaft when Pete 
Bexell had drifted into camp. Right 
from the first Bexell had ducked out 
of his share of the labor, claiming 
first this and then that. For the last 
month it had been a sprained ankle. 
Now he wasn’t even limping.

“ All right. Pete.”  Uncle Dan 
stuffed the bill into his pocket. “ I’ll 
be back, come morning. Uet’s go get 
ourselves that drink, Johnny.”

They had reached Main Street be
fore Johnny said, “ I don’t trust 
Bexell, Uncle Dan.”

“ Quit worrying,”  Uncle Dan told 
him. “ He’s all right. A mite lazy, 
but I was busted flat when he showed 
Up. I’d never have made the strike 
without his help.”

“ He’s money crazy.”  Johnny said 
flatly.

“ I reckon he is,”  conceded Uncle 
Dan, “ but he won’t let that can out of 
his sight. He’ll hug it all night just 
like paper hugs the wall.”

Uncle Dan visited every saloon in 
camp before morning. By the time 
the sun showed a red rim over the 
canyon wall, his thousand dollars 
were gone. He had irrigated thor
oughly, but he was still on his feet.

Usually the gulch quieted down in 
the early hours of the morning, and 
Johnny could go to bed, but tonight 
the camp throbbed until dawn, cele
brating with Uncle Dan.

Twice during the night Johnny had 
come up the trail to Uncle Dan’s 
cabin. Both times the place was 
dark, but the second time Johnny 
passed Adam Morey on the trail. It 
was strange that Morey would be up 
so late. He wasn’t a man to cele
brate, and Johnny hadn’t seen him 
in any of the saloons, but the banker 
had a reputation for strict honesty, 
and it was hardly likelv he’d risk 
that reputation by robbing Bexell.

Johnny went with Uncle Dan back 
to the cabin, knowing the old man 
might pass out on the way.

“ Damned cold,”  Uncle Dan com
plained. “ Damned winterish.”

If he took a notion to build a fire,
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he was likely to burn the place up, 
hut Bexell would certainly hear him 
banging around and wake up. So 
Johnny turned back down the trail to 
bis own cabin.

It was late in the afternoon when 
a shotgun blast woke Johnny. Shoot
ing after dark usually didn’t mean 
much, but coming at this time of day 
it was something else. He tumbled 
out of bed, pulled on his pants and 
boots and, grabbing his gunbelt, 
stepped out into the sunlight. He 
paused as lie latehed the belt around 
him, eyes raking the street, and saw 
the knot of men gathered in the 
aspens along the trail to Uncle Dan’s 
cabin.

Johnny headed for the men at a 
high lop'e, premonition of tragedy 
raveling along his spine. He shoul
dered men out of his way, looked on 
the ground, and turned away, sick. 
Uncle Dan Frome had put the muzzle 
of the shotgun in his mouth and 
let go.

“ Where-’s Bexell?” Johnny asked 
finally.

“ In the cabin,”  the blacksmith, 
Mell Carter, told him, “ but he didn't 
do it if that’s what you’re thinking. 
I saw Uncle Dan come out of the 
cabin. He had the gun and he was 
reeling around like he was drunk. 
I watched him come plumb down, 
wondering about it ’cause I never 
seen him carry a gun much. Then all 
of a sudden he stopped, and blew bis 
brains out.”  Carter shook his head. 
“ Never saw nothing more horrible 
in my life.”

The blacksmith shop was directly

across the street, and it was possible 
for Carter to see th# entire length of 
the trail from his doorway. Johnny 
had known the blacksmith for a long 
time, and he trusted the man.

“ Take the body over to Docs 
place,”  Johnny said tunelessly, and 
started up the path.

There wasn’t a heller-hearted, 
more generous man in the San Juan 
than Uncle Dan Frome had been. 
That was Johnny’s first thought, and 
it was the only thought his mind 
would receive. The knowledge that 
Uncle Dan was gone and the shock 
of seeing his shattered face momen
tarily numbed Johnny’s brain. But 
before he reached the cabin the feel
ing that Pete Bexell had somehow 
pulled this off grew into a conviction.

Bexell was sitting at the table, his 
thin face pale. Bonv hands wore 
working convulsiveh. and for a mo
ment Johnny thought he was having 
some kind of lit. Slowly Bexell’s 
eyes fixed on Johnny. He grabbed 
the edge of the table, gripping it so 
hard that his knuckles whitened.

“ The foo l!” Bexell screamed. "The 
crazy drunken fool! It’d been better 
if he’d killed Jiiinself last night.”

Johnny struck him on the side of 
the face, an open-hand slap that 
jarred the man. "What happened?”

Bexell shook his head as if trying 
to gather his sanity. "He burned 
up the money, the damned drunk! 
Took.”  He motioned to a smoke- 
blackened can. “ I hid the money in 
the stove after you two left, figuring 
.that was one place nobody would 
look. I waited up most of the night 
so I could help him get to bed. \\ hen
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he did come in I was sleeping so 
hard 1 didn’t hear a thing. I didn’t 
wake up till a little while ago. I 
started to build a lire when I saw 
what he'd done."

‘ ‘ I’d say you were the fool," 
Johnny said harshly. “ A stove is the 
damndest place to hide money I ever 
heard of.”

“ Would you have thought of look
ing there?”  demanded Bexell.

“ No.”  Johnny admit..d grudgingly. 
“ I guess I wouldn’t.”

“ Kverybody in camp knew he had 
the money,”  Bexell went on wildly. 
“ After you and him left. I got scared. 
All my life I’ve wanted money, and 
I had it. I wasn’t going to let no 
tough come in and steal it. He never 
built a fire, Frost. I always did it, 
even when I was laid up. I did all 
the cooking. Blast it, he hadn’t 
touched that stove for six months. 
How’d I know he’d take a notion to 
start a fire this morning?”

There was a wild glitter in Bexell’s 
eyes, the glitter of a man brought 
close to madness. Either his story 
was true, or he was the finest actor 
Johnny had ever seen.

Bexell relaxed his grip on the table 
and, dropping his head on his arms, 
began to cry. Johnny had never 
heard a man cry like that before, 
great shoulder-shaking sobs. A jab
ber of words broke out of him. “ Fifty 
thousand dollars." Or. “ The drunken 
damned fool.”

Johnny picked up the baking pow
der can. The charred remains of 
money was in the bottom. He poked 
it, dribbled the ashes into his hand,
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mashed some on his palm, and blew it 
off. Uncle Dan must have had a 
roaring fire. Johnny couldn't tell a 
thing from the ashes. Thousand dol
lar bills burn down to the same thing 
a one dollar hill would.

There was no regret in Pete Bexell 
about Uncle Dan’s death. Staring 
down at him, Johnny felt a repug
nance such as he woidd feel for any 
crawling thing who passed as a man. 
But the man was acting exactly as 
Pete'Bexell should act and would act 
under these circumstances.

Then Johnny thought of Adam 
Morey, if the banker had refused 
to cash the check last night, this 
wouldn't have happened. If he’d in
sisted that Uncle Dan deposit most of 
his money, the old man probably 
would have done it.

“ Was Morey in here after we left?”  
Johnny asked,

Bexell lifted his head. “ Morey,” 
he said dully. “ Morey. .  Yeah, he 
was here once. We had a drink. 
It was almost morning. I went to 
bed after he left.”

Some of the truth came to Johnny 
then. He grabbed Bexell by the shoul
der and shook him. “ Where was the 
money when Morey left?

“ On the table in front of us.”  
Bexell ran a hand over his forehead, 
frowning as if trying to think. “ We 
had a drink. I don’t remember any
thing after that. Morey left. I guess 
I w’ent to bed.”

“ Did he say anything about the 
money?”  Johnny demanded. “ Like 
telling you to hide it in the stove?"

For a moment Bexell’s face was 
blank. Then his lips tightened

Street & Smith's Western Story



against yellow teeth and lie pounded 
his fist on the table. “ Yeah, now 
I remember. It was his idea, Frost. 
That damned thief stole our money. 
Go get him. Beat it out of him. 
Make him tell what he did with it!”  

It might have been that way. 
Johnny rolled a cigarette, not mov
ing for a long moment as he covertly 
watched Bexell. Yes, it might have 
been that way, but Johnny wasn’t 
sure. Not sure enough to arrest 
Adam Morey.

“ You didn’t see Uncle Dan build 
the fire?” be asked.

“ I was asleep I told you,”  Bexell 
snarled. "But this morning the 
money was burned.”

“ Then you didn’t know Uncle Dan 
built the fire?”

“ He said he thought he did. He 
couldn’t remember, but I knew I 
hadn’t.”

“ With you sleeping like you were 
and Uncle Dan drunk, it would have 
been easy enough for Morey to come 
in, build a fire and steal the money.”  

“ That’s what happened, sure!”  
Bexell cried. “ Go get it back.”

“ But Uncle Dan is dead, and I say 
\ oil murdered him.”

“ Hang it, he shot himself in front 
of everybody,”  Bexell snarled. “ How 
do you figure I killed him?”

“ He was fuddled in the head when 
he wmke up,”  Johnny charged. “ You 
cussed him, pushed the gun at him, 
and told him he ought to be shot. 
Uncle Dan was the kind of fellow 
who’d blame himself for it. He knew 
he couldn’t pay it back to you, and 
he’d counted on that money himself.

It was natural enough he’d blow his 
brains out.”

“ I didn’t care what happened to 
him,”  Bexell grated. “ I figgered he’d 
burned it up, and it was the money 
I wanted. Now I reckon Morey has 
it, and it’s your job to get it back.”

It might be the way Bexell said, 
Johnny thought again. Morev mi ght 
have drugged Bexell's drink and 
come back for the money. But there 
was another way it might be. If Bexell 
had been in a deal with Morey, the 
money might still be here in the 
cabin, jand Bexell might have hit on 
tills idea of jailing Morev while he 
got clear of camp.

“ I’ll see Morey.”  Johnny said 
finally, and left the cabin.

It was almost closing time, but 
Morey was still in the bank, johnny 
stopped in casually as if be suspected 
nothing. “ Too bad about Uncle Dan. 
Bexell says be bid the money in the 
stove and Uncle Dan built a fire in 
it this morning when he got back.”

“ And the money burned up?” 
Morey asked incredulously.

“ That’s it.”
“ I’ll be danged!”  the banker 

breathed. “ Too bad I couldn’t have 
given it to Uncle Dan in gold.”

“ I was thinking that," Jolmny said 
pointedly. “ Bexell's got a notion 
about it. He figgers you knocked 
him out with that drink you had, 
built the fire yourself, and stole 
the money.”

Morey scratched the point of bis 
long nose, the corners of his mouth 
twitching. “ I reckon I ought to get 
mad about that,”  he said finally, “ hut 
everybody knows what Bexell is. 1
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guess you don't take any stock in his 
yarn.”

“ It’s worth thinking about,”  Johnny 
said flatly. “ It wasn’t like you to 
open up for Uncle Dan last night,”

“ A man does a good turn and gets 
blamed for robbery,”  Morey mut
tered. “ Isn’t that «hell?”

“ I call it murder,”  Johnny grated. 
“ When I get the man who schemed 
this up. I’ll treat him like he’d pulled 
the trigger of that shotgun instead 
of Uncle Dan. "

Johnny wheeled out of the bank 
and slanted across the street so More) 
could see him. When he was out of 
sight, he angled back to the opposite 
side of the dust strip and stepped into 
the Green Front I.ivery Stable. He 
glanced at his watch. If Morey held 
to his habits, he’d leave the bank in 
fifteen minutes.

“ Saddle the fastest horse you’ve 
got,”  he told the stableman. “ Hustle 
it up.”

Johnny stood in the archway
watching the bank. W'hen the horse 
was saddled, he told the stableman 
what to do. Within five minutes
from the time Johnny had reached
the barn, Morey left the bank.

The stableman mounted and rode 
past Morey. The banker was
within a dozen paces of the trail that 
led to Unde Dan’s rabin when the 
stableman turned into the path.

“ Where you going?”  Morey de
manded.

“ Bexell sent word he wanted the 
fastest horse we had, and he wanted 
it pronto. This is it, Mr. Morey.”  
The stableman rode on up the moun
tain toward Bexell’s cabin.

Morey went on until he w;as past 
the trail. Glancing back, he* turned 
up slope from the street and dis
appeared in the thick-grow'ing aspens.

A grim smile curved Johnny 
Frost’s lips. Morey had taken the 
bait. There was no doubt now in 
Johnny’s mind about the banker’s 
guilt, lie raced around the stable 
and through the aspens toward Uncle 
Dan’s cabin. When he reached the 
clearing he saw the livery horse tied 
in front. He waited, thinking he 
had beaten Morey, and a moment 
later knew he shouldn’t have waited 
because a gun roared in the cabin.

Johnny lunged across the open 
space and jerked the door open, Colt 
palmed. Pete Bexell lay on the floor, 
Morey not ’over ten feet from him, 
a Colt in his hand.

“ Drop your iron, Morey,”  Johnny 
ordered coldly. “ Any kind of a move 
will make a dead man out of you.”  

“ What’s the matter with you?”  
Morey shouted in indignation. “ I 
won’t be called a thief. A man’s got 
a right to clear his name, hasn’t he?” 

“ You just killed the man who could 
testify against you,”  Jolmny said. 
“ You didn’t clear your name of any
thing. I’m arresting you for robbery 
and attempted murder.”

“ Attempted murder?”  Morey 
choked.

“ You’re a rotten shot, Morey,” 
Johnny said contemptuously. “ A 
cheap, scheming chiseler who got 
Bexell to do the dirty work and then 
tried to kill him so you’d get it all.”  

“ All right,”  Morey said heavily.
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He stepped toward the table as if 
to lav'his gun down. ' “I'll go to trial 
if I have to. Then I ’ll get your job, 
Frost. The minute I’m free . . .”

But Adam Morey didn’t lay the 
gun down. He tilled the barrel and 
fired, the bullet snapping past John
ny’s ear. But he had fired too fast— 
a fatal mistake because he didn’t get 
another chance. He died with 
Johnny Frost’s bullet in ^is brain.

Pete Bexell wasn’t dead, but he 
was close to it. As Johnny knelt 
beside him, be said feebly, "Uncle 
Dan was a good man. I shouldn’t 
have done it. Morey thought it up. 
Being a raw night, we knew Uncle

Dan'd be cold when he got to the 
cabin, so the lire idea would sound 
good. We was going to split Uncle 
Dan’s half, but I liggered I’d get it 
all if you Arrested Morey.’ ’

“ The money,”  Johnny urged. 
“ Where is it?”

“ Under the floor.”  breathed Bexell. 
“ Loose board in the corner. I’ve 
got no heirs. Give all of it to Uncle 
Dan’s girl.”

Five minutes later Johnny Frost 
rode hack down the trail on the 
livery horse, the money sack under 
his arm. There would he three 
funerals in Cascade Gulch, hut only 

-one of them would he well attended.

T H E  KIND

W HAT’S 
LV A BRAND?
BY JACK LUZZATTO

l gain we lead of} with two 
winning brands sent in by 
contributors. No. 1 comes 
Irom Charles H. Smith of

1, 3.

(o■

1. RKDA 9. c J\p\/
Halforan Hospital, Staten Island, while No. 2 was sent in by James Collins 
of Azusa, Calif. We heartily thank all our contributors and deeply regret 
that not everyone can be a winner. We trust readers understand that it is 
impossible for every contributor to receive a personal answer because so 
many brands are received. But feel assured that every entry is coitsidered. 
Our only policy is “ may the best brand win.”  Now tackle this new batch. 
You’ll find it stimulating and amusing, something to set the brain cells danc
ing. The answers are on page 109 .

Can you work out an original brand? Mr. Luzzatto will pay .$5 for 
each contribution suitable ior use in this department. Address nim in 
care of Western Story, 122 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. Be 
sure to enclose a three cent stamp for material which is not available.
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I f  Hod G erry told all he knew about those 
night-riding renegades, he’d he putting a 
hang noose around his oxen brothers neck!

m i  CRUEL LASHES
i

Som ebody  with a perverted sense 
of humor had called*the place Eden 
— a group of ramshackle houses in 
the midst of a dreary desert that 
smelled of sheep.

Rod Gerry, carrying a burlap 
sack containing his saddle and equip
ment. -stepped down on the depot 
platform and looked around. It was 
still early in the day. and if he could 
hire a horse 'there should be time to 
ride out to the Walking K cow camp. 
But, being a stranger in this part of 
the country, he would have to in
quire about directions and distances.

He left his saddle and strode to* 
ward a group of men in front of a 
saloon. The first words he heard 
stopped him as though a gun had 
been jammed against his ribs.

“ Clyde Gerry, liunh? I class him 
lower and yellower than the mangiest 
sheep-killin’ coyote on the desert!” 

The speaker was a huge man with 
a shock of yellow hair and a florid 
face. He wore a gun, and though he 
wras well dressed, his garb was 
plainly that of a sheepman.

“ I notice he’s stayin’ clear of Eden, 
Jensen,”  another man said.

“ He’d better,”  the giant growled. 
“ The dirty, lowdown coward!"
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The epithet applied It; Clyde 
(Jerry suddenly sent a wave of tem
per flooding through Rod’s brain. 
Before his mind caught up with his 
temper he had stepped forward and 
thrown a punch at the blond giant’s 
jaw. It landed with explosive force, 
and the hit man fell like a tree.

The crowd was still gasping when 
Jensen got to his feet. The big man 
was still partly dazed. ‘ ’Who hit 
me?”  he roared: then, sighting Rod, 
he rushed, hamlike lists flailing.

Rod sensed that he was in fur the 
light of his life, but lie didn't care. 
Clyde, his half brother, his hero ever 
since he had been a little kid, had 
been insulted and called a coward. 
And that Rod wouldn’t take.

It didn’t matter that it had been 
eight years since he had seen Clyde, 
or that, as a matter of fact, he had 
never actually lived in the same 
house with ( Hyde since he was six 
years old. Clyde was ten years older 
than Rod, but he hud been a character 
of great color, and a reckless dare
devil when Rod had seen him last. 
The fact that he had become the fore
man of a big cattle outfit like the 
Walking X since coining here cer
tainly proved that he also had ability 
and integrity.

Rod knew how to box. He had 
little difficulty evading the first wild 
rushes o f Jensen while he sent punish
ing punches to his opponent’s face. 
Blit Jensen handled himself well for
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a big man. As the edge of his rage 
subsided, he began to show more 
skill.

Rod, although twenty-three and 
six feet tall, looked like a kid. Jensen 
maneuvered him against the front 
of the saloon, and began to crowd. 
Rod’s arms were high, protecting his 
face. Jensen fought from a crouch, 
always bearing in, taking his punish
ment with blue eyes blazing with the 
lust to crush and maim.

The crowd was silent, waiting for 
the kill. This was Jensen’s town, 
and Rod was a stranger. Rod’s 
backward stepping foot touched the 
wall, and then he sensed what his 
huge foe was trying to do. Once 
caught in a clinch, he would have no 
chance. He knew by the look on 
his foe’s face that he could expeci 
no mercy. He was cornered; only 
quick thinking could save him.

As though suddenly exhausted, In- 
dropped both hands. His unpro
tected face was too tempting a target 
for Jensen to resist. The man swung 
a great hamlike fist in a roundhouse 
punch designed to knock Rod’s head 
from his shoulders— had it landed.

Rod’s duck was a smooth bit of the 
boxing art. Jensen’s fist whistled 
past his ear, and, unable to pull the 
punch, the man found his knuckles 
colliding violently with the board 
front of the saloon. Human bone 
couldn’t withstand that shock, and 
Jensen howled with pain as he 
grasped the back of his injured hand 
with the other, and whirled about, 
forgetful of the man he had intended 
to demolish.

Rod leaped away from the wall.

once more ready to resume the fight, 
but Jensen, with a broken hand, had 
had enough.

Nobpdy spoke. There was sullen 
antagonism' in the faces before him, 
but no one offered to take over Jen
sen’s end of the fight.

Rod turned away to seek a livery 
stable. He crowned himself with no 
laurel. Jensen was a skunk. Had 
Clyde been there to defend himself, 
Jensen would have crawled into his 
hole without a word. Rod expected 
to get a laugh when he told Clyde 
about the encounter.

“ I want to hire a horse to ride out 
to the Walking K headquarters,”  he 
told the stableman. “ How far is
it f ”

“ Around twenty miles,”  the man 
answered sullenly. “ You work
there?”

“ I expect to.”
“ Mostly the Walking K does busi

ness in Crescent. It’s further for ’em, 
but safer.”

"I lave you got a horse or not?”  
R<m1 demanded.

"C.uess so, but it’ll cost you five 
dollars a day— in advance. One day 
out and one day back.”
- “ Let’s see the horse.”

The animal Rod hired was a pot
bellied. rat-tailed roan, which he 
discoxered after a mile or so was 
wind-broken. On such a horse he 
wouldn’t be able to reach the Walk
ing K camp until long after dark.

About ten miles from Eden he 
failed to see any of the landmarks 
the hostler had mentioned. In fact, 
the country didn’t answer the de
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scription at all; yet Rod knew that 
he hadn’t lost his way. Anger came 
upon him as he realized that the 
man must have deliberately lied to 
him.

Off to his right a hogback pro
jected into the desert. The hills 
looked green, an indication that there 
was water near, and water likely 
meant a ranch. He decided that he 
could reach it about sundown on his 
decrepit mount. If he could find a 
place to stay, he could get directions 
to Clyde’s camp.

He should have w ritten Clyde, Rod 
thought, but since 'his brother had 
never evinced any enthusiasm for 
hint coining to work for the Walking 
K he bad planned a surprise ap
pearance.

His guess about the time proved 
to be too optimistic. It had been 
dark more than an hour when he saw 
a light shining through the darkness. 
He spurred the wind-broken roan 
to a lope.

A set of ranch buildings loomed 
suddenly before him, but at the same 
time he caught the acrid, oily odor 
of sheep!

He stopped his horse, mentally 
debating whether or not to ask for 
hospitality. All his life he had been 
trained to hate sheep. He had little 
choice, however, for the roan was 
finished for the day.

He rode past the corral, where he 
could see a number of rams lying, 
and approached the house. After 
another moment of hesitation he dis
mounted and knocked on the door.

It was promptly opened, but in

stead of the greasy, bearded shepherd 
Rod expected to see, he found him
self looking into the face of an ex
tremely pretty girl with smooth 
black hair coiled around a graceful 
head. For the moment the power of 
speech deserted him.

The door hadn’t been entirely 
opened. “ Yes?”  the girl asked 
Warily,

"Excuse me, miss,”  Rod said un
certainly, “ I seem to have gotten 
mixed up in my directions, and my 
hired horse has given out with me. 
I wondered if I could put up here 
for the night, and maybe get slip
per ? ”

“ Why, I . . . I . . . don’t know. 
I’ll ask my father.”

The girl closed the door, leaving 
Rod in the darkness. He liked her 
voice, in spite of her evident con
fusion. If he got something to eat 
it would at least be clean, he thought.

When the door opened again it 
wasn’t the girl he faced, but a gray- 
bearded man in overalls with his feel 
shoved into soft buckskin pacs.

“ Where you trying to go, stran
ger?” he asked.

In view of his experiences in Eden, 
Rod had decided that it might not 
be wise to mention his brother’s name 
to a sheepman.

“ I’m looking for horses to buy. 
I was told I might find some at the 
Walking K outfit,”  he answered.

He didn’t miss the man’s frown. 
“ An outlaw outfit,”  the man said 
curtly. “ The less you have to do with 
such people, young man, the better.”

“ I’m only looking for a place to 
stay right now',”  Rod answered good-
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humoredly. He wasn’t surprised 
that sheepmen didn't like a cow out
fit.

The girl whispered something to 
her father which Rod didn’t hear, 
but the old man said, rather grudg
ingly. "Well, all right. I'll show you 
where to jmt your horse."

“ Thanks." ' . -
While Rod was stuffing hay into 

a manger the sheepman said, “ I’m 
Mark Holmes. This is the Sweet
water Spring Ranch.’

“ I'm Rod Lewis," Rod answered, 
gi\^ng a name from his mother's side 
of the family. “ How far did you 
say it was to this W alkiug K range ?”

“ They'd tell you it was right here," 
Holmes said surprisingly. “ But all 
they’re entitled to is fifteen or twenty 
miles south. Their i amp is at an 
abandoned stage station on Crouse 
Creek, couple of hours’ ride on a 
good horse."

Rod thought it inadvisable to ques
tion Holmes further. After all. he 
could get firsthand information from 
Clyde when he reached the camp. 
All he wanted now was a place to 
spend the night.

He wasn’t so sure that was all he 
wanted when he found the girl— her 
name was Jane preparing supper 
for him. It was a fine meal, and 
he found himself wanting her good 
opinion very much. He hated to 
think that she would lose what little 
respect she had for him when she 
learned who he was.

After supper Holmes showed him 
to a bedroom. “ This is my son 
Gene’s room."" he stated, “ but he’s

out yvith the sheep. We have break
fast at six. Good night."

Rod wras soon fast asleep. But 
not for long. He was awakened by 
someone jerking the covers rudely 
from his bed.

“ Roll out. simp," a harsh voice 
ordered. “ Time to take your medi
cine." -

Rod sat up and blinked. Above 
him stood a tall, masked figure with a 
gun pointed at his middle. The house 
was full of armed men!

II

Mechanically Rod reached for his 
clothes. “ Never mind that, you’ve 
got clothes enough on for what you’re 
gonna git.”  the man said, and poked 
him painfully in the ribs with his 
gun barrel.

Rod was awake now, hot with 
anger. He felt certain that Holmes 
must have betrayed him. and that 
the masked men were Jensen and his 
friends come to avenge the sheep
man’s defeat.

Two other men seized him and lie 
was thrown, barefooted and in his 
underclothes, into the living room of 
the house. Acutely conscious of his 
appearance, Rod looked for the girl, 
but she wasn't there. He could hear 
her sobbing in another room. He 
got a worse shock when he saw Mark 
Holmes, also in his underwear, 
standing in the middle of the room 
with a gun muzzle in his back. Then 
he noticed that all the masked men 
wore hiVh-heeled boots and chaps. 
No sheepherders, these.

“ Say. what is this?”  he demanded.
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"You’ll find out,”  the leader said 
curtly. ‘ ‘Take ’em out to the corral, 
hoys.”

Mark Holmes spoke up. "You 
men are making a big mistake. You 
can whip me if you want to, if that’s 
the only way you cowards know how 
to fight, but this fellow isn’t a sheep
man. He’s just a stranger stopping 
here for the night.”

"Yeah? What’s his business?”  
"I was looking for the Walking K 

and lost my way,”  Rod answered.
"He’s lyin’,”  a puncher barked. 

"Let’s have no more ka-yoodlin’ . 
I’m gittin’ anxious to hear the shops 
squall when I start layin’ a doubled- 
up lasso rope across their backs. 
Give this hombre about forty whacks 
and he’ ll remember that he’s a sheep- 
herder.”  I

“ He is not,”  cairn? the girl’s \ oiee 
from the bedroom. “ Please let him 
go. We never saw him before.”

Rod noticed that the door to the 
girl’s room was being held by a tall, 
gangling puncher, and she was 
trying vainly to push it open from 
the inside.

“ TO bet you never see him again 
either, after we git through with 
him,” the leader laughed. “ As for 
you, Holmes, you’ve had your chance 
to pull out. Now you’re gonna wish 
you had.”

“ All light, you cowards, do your 
damndest,”  Holmes said defiantly.

“ No, no!”  the girl cried out. “ You 
can’t whip my father. He has a 
weak heart. He can’t stand it.” 

“ Hang onto that door and don’t let 
her out, Bill,”  the leader said cal
lously. “ Bring ’em along, boys.”

“ Just a minute,” Rod said loudly. 
“ I don’t know who you men are, but 
I do know that the Walking K 
wouldn’t stand for this kind of busi
ness. I’m Clyde Gerry’s brother, 
and you’ll answer to him if you do 
any whipping tonight.”

They stopped. All eyes, including 
Mark Holmes’, were upon him.

“ You’re who?”  the leader asked 
curiously.

“ I’m Rod Gerry. My brother runs 
the Walking K,”  Rod said triumph-* 
anllf.

“ These are Walking K riders,’ 
Holmes stated cynically.

Rod gasped. It hadn’t entered his 
mind that Clyde would countenance 
such tactics. He scanned the masked 
faces, wondering if one of them 
could he Clyde. He was sure his 
brother wasn’t there; still sure that 
they were acting without Clyde’s 
orders if they were Walking K men.

“ If your name is Gerry what’re 
you doin’ in a sheepherdcr’s house?” 
the leader asked caustically.

“ I lost my yvay, and they took me 
in.”

“ Don't tell me Mark Holmes rvould 
feed Clyde Gerry’s brother,”  the man 
scoffed.

“ If he is Gerry’s brother, then he’s 
a spy,”  Holmes said. “ He told me 
his name yvas Lewis.”  There was 
withering contempt in the sheepman’s 
tone.

“ Got any proof your name is 
Gerry?”  the leader demanded.

Rod handed out papers which 
proved his identity.

“ All right,”  the man said reluc
tantly. “ We’ ll give you the pleasure
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of walchin’ the old man git leathered 
till he hlats like one of his own 
woollies. Then we’ll take you back 
to Gerry, and you’d better be his 
brother. Get your clothes on.”

Two men kept close to Rod while 
they dragged Mark Holmes out to 
the corral, and all but bent the sheep
man double over a corral pole. Rod 

* knew that he couldn’t stand to watch 
what was about to take place. He 
broke away from the man guarding 

#iim, and rushed toward the others.
“ You lowdown cowardly pole

cats!”  he raged. He caught the 
leader by the coat, jerked him half 
around, and sent him reeling against 
the fence from a blow to the face. 
He was completely berserk, but he 
had only begun to fight when a gun 
blow sent him crashing more than 
half unconscious to the ground.

Someone dragged him over to a 
water trough and thrust his head into 
the cold water. He came out sputter
ing and gagging, but his head was 
reasonably clear. He was too weak, 
however, to break away from the men 
holding him.

He heard the steady, rhythmic 
swish and thud of a doubled lariat, 
followed instantly each time by the 
tight-lipped groan of a man in dread
ful pain. Then, as the blows in
creased, Holmes was no longer able 
to control himself and at each blow 
of the rope across his naked back 
he screamed with pain.

Rod listened until he thought he 
would go mad. He had never felt 
such hatred as he felt against these 
bestial night riders. He cursed them

steadily, with more venomous words 
of abuse on his tongue than he had 
ever imagined he knew. His captors 
let him rave on, too busy watching 
the flogging to hear a word he said.

Gradually Holmes’ cries subsided 
until they were mere gasps, but it 
seemed an eternity to Rod before the 
leader ordered a halt.

“ If you and your woollies ain’t out 
of here in a week, Holmes, this won’t 
be a palchin’ to what you’ ll git next 
time,” the leader warned.

Rod fell silent; there was nothing 
else to do. If these were Clyde 
Gerry’s men— and he was certain 
now that they were— he didn’t want 
to see either them or Clyde again. 
That wasn’t quite right. He wanted 
to see Clyde just once, to give him a 
chance to repudiate the actions of 
his men. *

He wanted to stay behind to help 
Jane Holmes with her father, but he 
was being taken along, a virtual 
prisoner. As they were leaving he 
saw Jane run out. Apparently 
Holmes was unconscious and she was 
trying to get him untied when the 
night riders disappeared from sight.

*

III

It was already dawn when the 
party rode into a cluster of tumbled- 
down buildings that had once been a 
stage station. Several had been re
paired to serve as bunkhouses and a 
cook shack, and already the cook 
had breakfast on the fire.

The riders had long since removed 
their useless masks, and by the light 
of day Rod saw the toughest-looking
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bunch of men he had ever been 
among.

“ Boss back yet, Jim?”  the leader 
of the riders asked the cook.

“ No,”  the cook replied. “ I guess 
them two stockholders delayed him 
some in Crescent.”

The leader, Rod now could tell, 
was a tallish, impatient-looking man 
of aboul thirty-live, llis name was 
Harry Shaw.

“ Soon as we have breakfast every
body will sleep till noon,”  Shaw 
ordered. “ Jim, you keep your eye 
on this new hombre and don’t let him 
try to leave.”

The cook turned upon Rod. 
“ Okay,” he said.

Rod didn’t sleep. He wanted to 
see Clyde, but more he wanted to go 
back and apologize to Jane Holmes 
and her father for having deceived 
them. Sheep owners or not, they 
had treated him decently. He didn’t 
want them thinking he was a spy.

When the men were snoring Rod 
got up and walked outside. Jim, 
the cook, confronted him instantly, 
but without hostility.

“ You better git back in there, 
hombre,”  he warned. • “ Shaw is a 
mighty tough man when he’s mad.”  

“ I’m not leaving. I just wanted 
to talk to you. I’m Clyde Gerry’s 
brother.”

“ You don’t say!”
“ Where is Clyde?”
“ He taken a couple of stockholders 

hack to Crescent. They gave him a 
bad time, them stockholders.”

“ Who are they?”
“ It’s thisawav.”  Jim said, after a 

peek into the bunkhouse to assure
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himself that everybody was asleep. 
“ The Walking K belong to a bunch 
of Easterners. Things ain’t been too 
good, and these stockholders come 
out to see what’s wrong. Gerry had 
to keep ’em from findin’ out that 
sheep have done crowded us off a lot 
of range.”

Rod went back to a bunk, but he 
couldn’t sleep. His mind kept 
struggling with questions for which 
he had no answers. Was Clyde re
sponsible fcJt the whipping of Mark 
Holmes? What would happen if 
Holmes died? It would be murder, 
and suddenly Rod realized that he 
would be the only witness who could 
swear to the identity of the killers.

After dinner all but two of jhe men 
rode away on some duty. The two 
who remained, Aim Ersfeldt and 
Brick Griffin, seemed to be Shaw’s 
top hands. Rod knew that their busi
ness was to watch him.

Just before sundown a big man on 
a tired, sweat-caked buckskin horse 
rode into camp. Although it had 
been eight years since their last meet
ing, Rod recognized his half brother 
instantly.

Some of the hero worship which 
Rod had lost the night before rushed 
back to him. Clyde was still a 
handsome figure on a horse, but 
when he dismounted and Rod got a 
look at his face, it wasn’t so good. 
The once square jaws seemed to have 
sagged. The eves that had sparkled 
with recklessness now seemed cold 
with avarice and suspicion.

Rod was taken aback when his 
brother didn’t recognize him. “ Don’t

51



vou know me, Clyde?”  lie asked. 
T m  Rod.”

"Hunh? Well, hanged if you 
ain’t. Vihal’rc you doin’ here?” 
Clyde made no offer to shake hands, 
displayed no pleasure at seeing his 
young half brother.

"‘My first intention was to ask you 
for a job.”

“And now you’ve changed your 
mind? Don’t you like the outfit?”

Ersfeldt and Griffin were listening 
eagerly.

"‘From what I’ve seen,”  Rod an
swered bluntly, “ I don’t like it a 
bit.”

■‘No? What’s wrong with it?”
llrick Griffin horned in. “ We give 

old 111411 Holmes his needin’s last 
night and, believe it or not, your kid 
brother was bedded down with the 
rest of the sheep. We were about to 
give him a whalin’, too, till he told 
us who he was.”

“ What were you doin’ there?”  
Clyde demanded.

“They gave me a bum steer in 
Kden, and I landed there after dark,” 
answered Rod. “ They fed me and 
took me in. Whipping that helpless 
old man was the most despicable, 
cowardly act I ever saw.”

“ Uses big words, don’t he?”  Griffin 
jeered.

“ Take my horse, Brick,”  ordered 
Clyde. “ FII have a talk with you in 
my cabin, Rod.”

Rod followed his half brother into 
a single comfortably furnished room. 
He sat down while Clyde washed the 
trail dust from his face and combed 
his hair. Watching, Rod felt the last
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of the old boyish hero worship 
slowly oozing out.

“ Let’s see,”  Clyde remarked, “ you 
were only about seventeen when I 
left home, wasn’t you? You were a 
tall kid then.”

Rod had been just fifteen. This 
proved that while Clyde had been 
much in Rod’s mind, Clyde himself 
had scarcely remembered his kid 
brother. And now they faced each 
other, practically strangers. Poten
tial enemies.

“ I’ve got no place here for you,”  
Clyde told him with sudden harsh
ness. “ Best thing for you to do is 
go back home and forget anything 
you may have seen here.”

“ If Mark Holmes should die I’ll 
he a witness against every man 
that was there,”  Rod said flatly. “ Did 
you send them?”

“ So you’d swear me into the peni
tentiary, too, if I did, eh?”  Clyde 
said.

“ I don’t think I’d have to. Harry 
Shaw and the others would put the 
blame on you whether you were 
responsible or not.”

Clyde winced. "I gave the orders,’ 
he said. “ I’d have been with ’em if 
I hadn’t had to go to town. Holmes 
has been warned to leave Sweetwater 
Spring. It’s cow range. Instead, 
he had got other sheepmen like a 
fellow named Pete Jensen to come 
in here.”

“ And you’re afraid of Jensen,” 
Rod taunted.

Clyde’s face flamed. “ Watch your 
tongue, boy,”  he warned. “ I’m not 
afraid of anybody.”

Obviously Clyde was puzzled over

Street &  Smith's'Western Story



what to do about his brother. As 
a possible witness against the Walk
ing K. Rod was dangerous.

“ I'll have to return my horse to 
Eden." Rod said. “ I’ ll leave in the 
morning."

“ You 1 1  stav right here till I say 
you can leave." Clyde said harshly. 
Almost 'as though speaking to him
self. lie added. “ I should have gone 
along. Harry Siiav. never did have 
any judgment. If old Holmes 
dies , . "

“ You mean I'm a prisoner?”  Rod 
demanded.

“ Call it anything you like, only 
don’t try to leave.”

It was incomprehensible that his 
own brother would try to nave him 
killed, but if Holmes did die from 
the beating. Harry Shaw and others 
would certainly see to it that Rod 
couldn’t testify against them. Rod 
made up bis mind to get awav that 
night.

When Jim, the cook, sounded the 
supper gong the crew made a mad 
dash for the cook shack. Rod ling
ered behind, although he knew the 
time wasn’t yet ripe for a getaway. 
Just as he started to follow the others 
he met one man coming in late. It 
was Bill Gantling, the elongated 
puncher who had held the door on 
Jane Holmes. He was the horse 
wrangler of the outfit.

“ Cot bad news for you, son,”  
Gantling said. “ That wind-broke 
nag of yours fell and broke his neck.”

“ After he was shot,”  Rod com
mented bitterly. “ I see.”

“ It was orders.”  Gantling said,

Lariats Make Cruel Lashes

with a tone of regret that made Rod 
look at him sharply. The fellow's 
face wTas homely, hut not unkind. 
Gantling went on hurriedly. “ You 
can’t fight ’em, kid. You’ll be killed 
if you do. And don’t think ClvdeTl 
help you. He’s in too deep. If you 
stay you’ll have to be like me— 
holdin’ doors on females because 
you’re too chicken-hearted to w7atch 
a man getting whipped.”

Rod looked at the tall w’rangler 
with new interest.

“ See that cedar knoll over there?”  
Gantling said. “ You’ ll find a gentle 
horse tied over there that you can 
ride bareback. Don't trv leavin’ 
before midnight.”

“ Thanks. Bill, you’re a white 
man,”  Rod said grateful I v.

IV

Blue juniper smoke was pouring 
from the Holmes' house when Rod 
rode in. He was within ten feet of 
the door when it opened and Jane 
stepped out.

“ You!”  she exclaimed angrily. 
“ What are you doing here?”

“ I came to see if I could be of any 
help to you or your father.”  he re
plied simply.

“ You’re Clyde Gerry’s brother. I 
heard you say so.”

“ I don't work for him. I hadn’t 
seen him for eight years. I knew 
nothing about conditions here, but I 
tried to help vour father.”

“ Yes," the girl admitted. “ Dad 
said vou did.”

“ How is he?”
‘‘He’s a very sick man. If there’s
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any justice in the world . . Jane’s 
eyes filled with tears and her voice 
choked.

"I ’ll testify against those men if 
it’s necessary.”

Jane got hold of herself. ‘ ‘You 
haven’t had breakfast,”  she said. 
"I ’ll fix you some. Then you must 
leave here. The men may be back 
any lime.”

"The men?”
“ Jensen’s men. They went to raid 

the Walking K camp last night. We 
know about your fight with Jensen 
in Eden. He’s just as ruthless as 
your brother and the others.”

“ You mean,”  Rod gasped, “ that 
the sheepmen intend to attack the old 
stage station?”

“ It’ll be over now,”  she said. "You 
were lucky to be away. Jensen had 
nearly thirty men. My brother Gene 
is with them.”

Rod shuddered. The Walking K,- 
he knew, would be caught completely 
by surprise. That the sheepmen 
might have the nerve to retaliate had 
never entered their minds. They 
hadn’t even had a guard out. It 
could easily be a massacre. Clyde 
hadn’t been present at the whipping 
of Holmes, hut he was the man they 
hated most. Blood still had its call, 
and Rod fell rage rising within him 
against Jensen.

“ When I dressed those hideous 
wounds on my father’s back I hoped 
that every man who had a hand in 
it would be killed,”  Jane said. “ Now 
I’m praying that nobody will get 
hurt. It’s all horrible.”

Rod talked with Mark Holmes

while Jane was cooking breakfast. 
The sheepman was bitter. “ It’s true 
that cattle were here first, hut they 
didn’t build up anything. 1 paid 
for this land, and built a home. It 
was my water then, and it wasn’t 
my fault other sheepmen came in. 
I only wish I could have gone with 
the other boys tonight.” <

They had just finished breakfast 
when Jane, who had been watching 
at the window, cried out, “ Here they 
come. And they’ve got prisoners!” 

Rod hurried over to look. True 
enough, a big party of men was rid
ing in, and they had half a dozen 
prisoners. Among them Rod could 
see Clyde, Harry Shaw, Aim Ersfeldt, 
Brick Griffin and Bill Gantling. Pete 
Jensen rode arrogantly at the head 
of the part) .

They stopped at the corral, and a 
clean-cut young chap in his twenties 
dismounted and ran toward the house.

“ We got ’em, dad!” he exclaimed 
as he burst into the house. “ Caught 
every last one of ’em asleep. Some 
of ’em got away, but we didn’t have 
to fire a shot. All we wanted was 
the ring leaders, and we got ’em. 
We ll give ’em just twice what they 
gave you, right on the same corral 
pole.”

“ Oh, no. Gene.”  Jane pleaded. 
Young Gene Holmes saw Rod and 

shot out, “ Who’s that?”
"This is Rod Gerry. He tried to 

help father the other night— ”
“ Clyde Gerry’s brother! The 

boys’ ll give him the same medicine.” 
“ They will not,”  Jane flared. “ He 

doesn’t work for Gerry. He’s our 
friend and he’s helping us.”
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“ He’s a cowpoke. That’s enough,”  
Gene said angrily.

“ You sheepberders may whip me, 
Holmes, but not before I’ve put some 
slugs into a few carcasses,” Rod 
warned. “ You haven’t caught me 
asleep, you know.”

Gene turned to rush back to the 
corral and Rod, loosening Jane’s 
grasp on his sleeve, followed.

“ Keep away from me, Jane,”  Rod 
said. “ 1 don’t want you hurt.”

“ So the bum who took up for 
Clyde Gerry is his brother, hunh?” 
Jensen roared as he saw Rod. ' :\ab 
him, boys, and we’ll give him the 
same stuff his yellow-bellied brother 
is goin’ to get.”

Clyde was looking off into space, 
his face ashen. He wouldn’t meet 
his younger brother’s eyes.

“ I told you that whelp was a spy,”  
Harry Shaw' said audibly.

Mark Holmes, wrapped in a 
blanket, had come out of the house 
with Jane.

“ Strip their shirts off,”  ordered 
Jensen. “ We’ll let Mark say when 
they’ve had enough.”

“ Give ’em plenty,”  Holmes said 
grimly.

“ Dad, you can’t do it!”  cried Jane. 
“ You can’t be a brute just because 
they W'ere. Turn them over to the 
law.”

“ The law!”  Holmes said bitterly. 
“ They’d he out on bail the next day. 
They wore masks. We can’t prove 
who they were.”

“ Rod Gerry can,”  the girl de
clared.

“ I can and. will.”  stated Rod.

“ You dirty rdt. you’re no brother 
of mine.” Clyde grated.

“ We don’t w'ant nobody’s testi
mony,”  Jensen shouted. “ We’ve got 
’em dead to rights, and we know what 
to do with ’em. To blazes with the 
law. And I want young Gerry 
whipped along with his brother. Grab 
him, men.”

That was a mistake. Rod’s gun 
streaked from the holster, its muzzle 
pointed directly at Jensen. Rod 
walked slowly forward until he was 
within six feet of the big sheepman. 
1 he others watched with gaping 
mouths. Rod’s draw had been un
expectedly fast. Every sheepman 
there sensed that if one of them drewr, 
Jensen ^ould get a bullet. And he 
was their leader.

Only Gene Holmes had a chance. 
He was behind Rod; had a chance to 
get him in the back. But Gene hesi
tated, looking to his father for a 
sign.

“ You’ll turn those men loose, Jen
sen,”  Rod said evenly, “ and if just 
one of you makes an awkward move 
he’ll get a bullet in the guts. I mean 
business.”

The sheepman stirred and growled, 
but none of them quite dared any 
action. They were silent, peaceful 
men as a rule, and it had taken a 
fiery, blustery leader like Pete, Jen
sen to get them to make the raid on 
the cow camp. Thgy looked to Jen
sen now to tell them what to do. 
And Jensen’s life was at stake.

Behind Rod, Gene Holmes’ hand 
moved furtively to his gun. Sud
denly Bill Gantling called out, “ Look 
out, Rod! Behind you!”
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Gantling’s intentions had been 
good, but had Rod looked behind 
him, he would have been in real 
trouble. Rod knew who was hack 
there, and his gun didn’t waver from 
Jensen s body.

Mark Holmes’ voice said steadily, 
"Hold if. Gene. Maybe Rod is right.”

"Look, Holmes,”  Jensen raged, 
"we risked our lives to catch these 
men so you could get revenge, and 
so you could keep your property. 
Now you turn against us. The sheep
men aren’t going to forget you're a 
traitor.”

Rod was in command of the situa
tion. He could hardly comprehend 
how such a set-up had come about. 
Had anyone told him, twenty-four 
hours before, that he would have been 
dominating a situation like this while 
Clyde, the man who never was afraid 
of anything, watched helplessly, he 
would have laughed. But not one of 
them dared move so long as he had 
that gun on Jensen.

He said, calmly, hut loud enough 
for all of them to hear, “ Get on your 
horse, Jensen, and you and your 
men gel: going.”

Jensen’s blue eyes blazed. He 
stared hard at Rod, then, breathing 
heavily, turned and climbed into bis 
saddle. "I ’ ll fix you for this, blast 
you!”  he threatened, choking with 
bis wrath.

"And you won’t catch us asleep 
again, Jensen,”  Clyde Gerry shouted 
suddenly. “ From now on it’s open 
season on sheepherders,”

“ Well, dad,”  Gene Holmes said 
grimly, “ it looks like you and this 
fellow have lost us a range war.”

The hands of the cowpunehers were 
tied behind their backs. They could 
only watch- as the men who had cap
tured them rode away. Rod Gerry 
had saved them from a brutal whip
ping, hut only one of them, Bill 
Gantling, showed the slightest sign of 
gratitude.

Rod holstered his gun, drew his 
jackknife and cut the thongs that 
hound his half brother’s hands. He 
stepped over and did the same chore 
for Bill Gantling, then told Clyde 
to finish the job.

“ I wouldn’t dirty my hands on the 
rest of these ruts,”  he hold Clyde.

"You’ve never made such a big 
mistake,”  Clyde said in a thick voice. 
“ If the sheepherders don’t get you, 
we will. And while I’m about it, I’ll 
tell you now that I’ve hated your 
guts ever since I first laid eyes on 
you, and that was the day you were 
born.”

Hate seemed to mount inside 
Clyde, and rushed out of his mouth 
like flood water over a spillway. “ I 
hated your mother before you were 
born, hut after that I couldn’t get, 
away with anything even with my 
own father— ”

He stopped as though aware that 
he had confessed too much. And 
suddenly Rod realized how blinded 
he had been Ivy his foolish hero 
worship. So many things were now 
clear. The reason his mother had 
talked to him so much about the evils 
of lying and stealing was because 
Clyde had always been a liar and a 
thief. To protect Rod from his half

V
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brother's evil iniluence, she had per
haps caused their father to treat 
Clyde harshly. Rod («>uld still re
member how his father had whipped 
Clyde for reasons beyond his childish 
comprehension. But because of it 
Clyde had secretly hated them all.

It came to Rod then with a tremen
dous shock that Clyde was telling 
the truth. Clyde had never liked 
him. hut Rod had been blinded to 
the fact by his boyish hero worship.

“ We re going to lake -this business 
to the courts. Clyde.”  Rod said 
steadily. “ Not just because you 
brutally whipped Mr. Holmes, but 
because there’s more to this than 
just a sheep war, and 1 know you 
don’t dare face a court."’

He wasn’t quite sure of his ground, 
but the look on Clyde’s face told 
him he had struck the weak point in 
the Walking K’s position.

“Come oil, boys.’ ’ Clyde said fin
ally. “ we're getting out of here.”

The Walking K men whirled their 
horses about and started away. But 
Bill Gantiing remained.

Fifty yards away Clyde stopped. 
“ Come on. Bill,"’ he shouted peremp
torily.

“ I'm not with you any more, 
Clvde.”  Gantiing called back. “ I ill 
through."

“ You weak-livered, mangy coyote, 
we’ll get you for this,”  Harry Shaw 
yelled, beside himself with rage. 
They spurred their mounts to a gal
lop and disappeared in a cloud of 
dust.

.The Holmeses regarded Gantiing

with curiosity. Jane and her father 
knew the part he had taken in the 
raid, and their eyes were hard.

“ Bill only, held the door the other 
night, and lie was the one helped me 
get away last night." Rod explained.

“ I guess I'm kind of weak-kneed,”  
Gantiing confessed. “ I got mixed up 
in a dirty mess, and didn’t have the 
nerve to get out.”

“ All we’ve done," young Gene said 
bitterly, “ is antagonize our friends, 
and turned the W alking K men loose 
to ruin its.”

“ It’s just a question of which party 
comes after us first.”  his father ad
mitted grimly. “ It’ll do no good to 
have those men arrested for whipping 
me. Crescent is the county seat, and 
it’s cow country. If we could have 
got the county divided, like we’ve 
been trying to. and Eden was the 
county seat— ”

“ Maybe that's the answer,”  in
terrupted Rod. “ Even if they were 
acquitted, such a howl would go up 
that you'd get your new county. With 
me and Bill here both testifying, 
though, I don’t sec how they will get 
an acquittal.”

“ Count me out," Gantiing said. 
“ I told you I was weak-kneed. I’m 
not public-spirited enough to swear 
myself into the penitentiary.”

“ What do you mean?”  Rod asked 
quickly.

“ The stockholders of the W alking 
K are mighty suspicious. Clyde had 
a tough time fooling the two in
vestigators that were just out here. 
If he and the others were arrested, 
the stockholders would find it out,
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and send other men back here. They 
couldivl be fooled a second time. ’

Rod looked Gantling straight in 
the eye. "About what, Bill?”  he 
demanded. '•

"About the fact that for years 
Clyde Gerry and the rest of us have 
been looting the Walking K, and 
rustling cattle on the outside to make 
up for it partly. If the stockholders 
knew there was a range war on, or 
that sheep were going to get most of 
1 heir range, they’d sell out as they 
have been threatenin’ to. If they 
did that, the crookedness would come 
out before Clyde and the others could 
pull the really big steal they plan 
for this fall, before they get out.”

Again Rod felt a sickness equal 
to what he had felt when he .-aw 
Mark Holmes whipped. He knew 
Gantling was telling the truth. His 
own brother was a crook!

“ Well,”  he said presently, "we 
don’t need to drag you in. Bill, and 
l hope you get away. But we’re go
ing to take Clyde into court, and see 
that His stockholders know about it.”

\n hour later Rod and the Holmes 
funnily were on their way to Crescent, 
Mark lying flat'on his stomach in 
the bottom of the wagon. Gene rode 
a horse alongside, while Rod drove 
the. team, with Jane on the seat be
side him.

Once the girl touched his hand. 
"Tin sorry it had to be your brother 
you have to work against.”  she told 
him.

“ So am I,”  said Rod. For a long 
time Jane’s hand tested upon his.
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They knew it would be dusk before 
they could hope to reach Crescent. 
They were still five miles from the 
town when Gene, riding ahead, 
whirled his horse and came gallop
ing back.'

"They’re ahead of us,” he re
ported. “ I saw a dozen men when I 
topped the ridge. It’s the Walking 
K.”

Although Rod had not voiced his 
misgivings, he had been afraid that 
Clyde would try to head them off 
before they reached town. The 
others looked to him for leadership.

“ Did they see you?” he asked.
"I don’t think so,”  answered Gene, 

"but I’m not sure.'’
"W ell soon know. Rod said 

grimly.
When nobody appeared in a reas

onable time he decided that Gene 
hadn’t been seen. There was no way, 
they told him, to get the wagon into 
Crescent except through the road 
down a steep canyon.

Rod urged the Holmes’ to turn off 
the road and make camp for the night. 
Leaving Jane and her father in a 
sheltered spot, Rod and Gene pro
ceeded on foot. About half a mile 
from where they had stopped they 
saw three Walking K men guarding 
the road. It meant that Cly de and the 
others were desperate and intended 
at all costs to stop Rod and the 
Holmes family from filing any 
charges.

Keeping to the brush, the two 
young men moved on. In Rod’s mind 
the conviction was growing that the 
issue could only he settled when he
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and Clyde stood face to face. And 
he wondered if it was in him to kill 
his own brother. He knew' that Clyde 
would have no hesitation.

It was long after dark when the 
sore-footed pair limped into town, 
but the evening’s gaiety was in full 
swing. Clyde would have the Walk
ing K men distributed at strategic 
points, and Rod realized that he and 
Gene might stumble onto one of them 
any time.

“ The first thing,”  he told Gene, 
“ is to find a justice so I can swear 
to an affidavit before anything hap
pens to me. Then well try to get 
the address of the W alking k stock
holders who w'ere here, and write 
them a report of what’s going on. and 
how they’ve been fooled.”

Since it was necessary to ask for 
directions, they were just approach
ing a man they had spotted when they 
heard loud whoops and yells from the 
depot. A train had just pulled in; 
the one that had passed through Eden 
an hour or so earlier.

“ Great Scott!”  Gene said. “ I know 
that voice. It’s Pete Jensen’s. Him 
and his whole bunch must’ve just 
got off the train,”

Jensen and his men were swinging 
up the street toward the saloons. 
Their shouts and yells indicated that 
most of them were drunk. Somehow 
the roaring Jensen had persuaded 
these iisually peaceable sheepmen to 
invade the cow town. They were 
carrying rifles, and there was going 
to be the devil to pay.

Rod drew Gene into an alley and

watched the sheepmen march past; 
then they hurried along behind the 
buildings, keeping abreast.

They saw other men emerging into 
the street; heard a man challenge, 
“ What do you want here, Jensen r”

Jensen shouted in reply, “ We 
caught a bunch of sheep-killin’ man- 
brandin’ cowpokes this morning, and 
they got away from us. We know 
they’re here in town, and we’ve come 
alter ’em.”

( . 1 1  \ <lc Gerry’s voice rang out, “ You 
mean me, Jensen.''”

“ 1 mean you, all right,”  answered 
Jensen.

A gun roared. Who fired the first 
shot nobody knew, for the street 
echoed with gunfire as men dived 
for whatever shelter was available.

Only two 'men remained in the 
street; Jensen and Clyde Gerry. 
Having sighted each other, the two 
enemies were too intent upon a show
down to think of shelter. Rod was 
close enough to see flame spurt from 
Clyde’s gun an instant before Jensen 
fired. But Clyde missed. After that 
their shots came too fast to count.

Rod’s gun was in his hand, and a 
terrible agony tore at his heart as 
he watched his one-time hero stagger, 
stumble, and then fall prostrate in 
the dirty street. For a moment he 
was torn by grief, even though he 
knew Clyde deserved what he had
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got. lie had only the grim satisfac
tion that at the last Clyde had stood 
and fought like a man.

Involuntarily, Rod raised his gun 
to lire at Jensen, hut before he could 
pull trigger he saw that Jensen had 
been badly hit. Then, suddenly 
Harry Shaw’s ugly face appeared, 
and the Walking K man fired the shot 
that finally brought Jensen down. 
Rod bred then—-at Shaw. He saw 
the man pitch out onto the sidewalk, 
while behind him, Ersfcldt and 
Griffin opened up.

Rod and Gene dived for shelter 
while lead hissed above their heads. 
Seconds later Ersfeldt and Griffin 
lay dead within a few feet of Clyde 
1 Jerry and Harry Shaw.

The battle was over. Seeing their 
leader dead, the drunken sheepmen 
tied hack the way they had come. 
The now leaderlcss Walking K men, 
realizing that their fight was lost, 
raced for their horses.

An hour later, accompanied by a 
sheriff's posse as a bodyguard Rod 
and Gene rode back to the wagon 
where Mark Holmes and Jane waited. 
They had, to their surprise, found 
Jim Booth and George Lyons, the 
two stockholders of the Walking K, 
still in town, and the men, already 
suspicious, had been easily convinced 
of what was really going on.

It required nearly a week to get 
things straightened out. To Rod’s 
amazement he was then approached 
l>v Booth and Lyons.

“ We need a man to take charge

of the Walking K,”  Booth told him. 
“ In spite of the fact that you’re Clyde 
Gerry’s brother, and that he turned 
out to be a thief, wc think you’re the 
man to take his place.”

“ The fact that you refused to join 
your brother inclines us to trust 
you,”  Lyons added.

“ You’re friendly with Mark
Holmes,”  continued Booth. “ Per
haps you can work out a deal with 
him and the other sheepmen so we 
can all live in peace.”

“ Well,”  Rod answered, “ Pve made 
one deal with him. lie’s agreed to 
let me marry his daughter. I’ll see 
what I can do.”

He told Jane about the offer. “ It’s 
a good deal, honey,”  he said, "and I 
think if your father could get the 
sheepmen to agree to stay on the 
Sweetwater Spring side of the dh ide, 
and I kept the Walking K on the 
other, we could get along. But it’s 
up to you. I’ll even herd sheep if 
you say so.”

Jane laughed. “ I wouldn’t inter
fere for the world. I think it’s won
derful. And I’ll tell you something, 
darling, hut don’t ever tell father or 
Gene. I’ve always hated the smell 
of sheep.”

“ What a confession!”  Rod said. 
“ Anything else preying on your con
science?”

Jane blushed. “ Uh-huh,” she ad
mitted. “ Secretly, I’ve always wanted 
to marry a cowboy.”

Rod kissed her. And then, without 
difficulty, they established a treaty of 
peace between sheep- and cattleman.

THE END
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B y  S . O m a r  B a r k e r

The rope corral don't have to be much higher than their knees—
It holds them horses in there just the same:

A hundred or two hundred, as the wagon boss may please,
But not because they’re plugs or kitten-tame.

There’s some in the remuda that have worn a heap of cinches.
There’s others young an’ bronkish in their ways,

But one lone rope stretched at a height of twenty some-odd inches, 
is something every one of them obeys.

One little jump would clear it, but before he learns the bit,
The cow horse has been taught a thing or two

About the rangeland Rule of Rope to which he must submit 
Or be shipped off some place to boil for glue.

Tliev rope him when they geld him an’ they rope him when they brand. 
It’s rope that busts him when he tries to run;

He learns that rope’s his master an' begins to understand 
That fight in' ropes ain't never any fun.

For if he ever jumps the string, a rope will loop his neck,
An" bust him hard. Or if he gits away,

The whack of ropes will whip him back, to learn him, sure as heck,
That breakiir out of rope corrals don't pay.

A cow horse don't git treated rough no more than is required 
To learn him certain things he’s got to know;

But from his coltliood on through life until he's been retired.
His deep respect for ropes is bound to show.

He may sometimes act salty on a cold an’ frosty morn.
An* pitch enough to make some cowboy ride.

But when they stretch that rope corral, as sure as you are born,
The rope-wise cow horse sure will stay inside!
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Cousin Lightncr icasn't exactly lazy— he ju st didn’ t 
like to wove around any more than necessary

B y  J i m  K j e l g a a r d

So m e t im e s , when 1  think ol' how 
generous and good my Cousin 
Lightner is. I get tears in my eyes! 
He has not only given me a home 
Tor the past lour years, since I was 
eight and my father died, but every 
now and then he takes me hunting or 
fishing!

Because he has so many sick
nesses and miseries, about all the 
poor man can do is hunt and fish. 
He’s very brave about it, but it tears 
the heart right out of Annie, Cousin 
Lightner’s wife,, and myself, when 
we see him struggling off to tire

streams or hills while we do the 
work.

Cousin Lightner himself admits 
that he might better be in bed. He 
goes out, anyway, so’s to bring in 
What he can for our food. On the 
seventh of July he crawled painfully 
down the stairs to eat the twenty- 
six pancakes and twelve pieces of 
bacon Annie had ready for him—he 
would have no strength at all if he 
didn’t eat.

“ Annie,”  he said when he finished, 
“ Egbert hasn’t had a day off in a 
long while. Do you think you can
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whitewash the hen coop if I take him 
fishin’ ? ”

“ I’ll be glad to !'? Annie answered. 
“ I just worry myself to tears every 
time you go off alone!"

“ My little girl!”  Cousin Lightner 
said. “ My faithful little girl! Come. 
Egbert, you can carry the tackle.”

That was a wonderful thing. 
Mighty few people except himself 
ever touch Cousin Lightner’s fishing 
tackle. I walked behind him up the 
Smoky Creek trail, carrying the rod 
as though it was made of egg shells 
and holding the creel so it wouldn’t 
bump anything. Cousin Lightner 
trusted me; I wanted to prove I 
was worth it. We swung up Two 
Devil Hollow and climbed to the 
top.

There's a big beaver dane right 
on top of the mountain and not many 
people knowr about it. Nobody 
looking at the little trickle of water 
that comes down Two Devil would 
think it big enough for beavers to 
dam. But Cousin Lightner knows 
all about such things— he knows 
everything! He took the rod from 
me, jointed it up, strung the line 
through the guides, tied a nine-foot 
leader on, and all but collapsed. 
The misery had him again!

“ Egbert," he whispered, “ catch 
me a grasshopper.”

I went out to catch a grasshopper. 
Cousin Lightner likes the medium
sized brown ones best-—he says the 
trout do, too— and it took me about 
five minutes to find the right one. 
When I finally caught one, and wpnt 
back to the dam, I saw' something 
that stopped me in my tracks!

Cousin Lightner had not moved, 
but something else had. A brown 
beaver, ’most as big as a yearling 
shoat, had come out of the water 
and w'as chewing an aspen tree not 
four feet from where Cousin Lightner 
lay! He was the biggest and fattest 
beaver I ever saw, and as soon as he 
caught sight of me he jumped back 
into the dam and swam away. I 
couldn’t believe my eyes!

Cousin Lightner looked around. 
“ Did you get a grasshopper. Eg
bert?”

“ C-cousin Lightner!”  was all 1  
could say. “ Did you charm that 
beaver?”

“ No, Egbert,”  he told me, “ I’ve 
just fished 'this dam so many times 
that lie knows me. He’ll take apples 
out of my hand. I've fed him a 
couple of dozen.”

“ He must be the biggest, fattest 
beaver in the world!”

“ Yes, Egbert, very interestin’. 
Let’s have the grasshopper. Come, 
come, the grasshopper.”

“ Here it is.”
“ Put it on the hook, Egbert.”
I put it on the hook and . . . Oh, 

but Cousin Lightner is a fisherman! 
Anybody can stand up and cast a 
grasshopper. Cousin Lightner can 
do it lying down! Tho. line and 
leader snaked across the dam, the 
W'ater swirled where a trout rose, 
Cousin Lightner let him have the 
grasshopper just long enough, struck, 
and brought him in.

“ Go get him, Egbert,”  Cousin 
Lightner said when the trout was in 
shallow water.

I brought the fish in, cleaned it
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and laid it in the wet moss that I 
had packed in the creel. Cousin 
Eightnev, who was all tired out, slept 
while I did that. Then he opened
his eyes.

“ Come, Egbert, another grasshop
per.”

All morning 1  caught grasshop
pers, baited Cousin Lightner’s hook, 
brought his fish in, cleaned them, 
and packed them in the creel. Cousin 
Lightner—that poor man!— took 
little cat naps in between and it was 
noon when we started back to the 
house.

Looking as excited as I ever did 
see her, Annie met us in the kitchen. 
She put a finger in front of her 
mouth.

“ Sb-b! Lightner, there’s two 
gentlemen in the parlor to see you!”

“ There is, huh?”  said Cousin 
Lightner. “ They’ ll have to wait ’til 
I’ve et.”

"But, Lightner! They’ve come a 
long way!”

'All right. I’ll go in.”

Cousin Lightner didn’t say I 
couldn’t, so I sneaked in, too, when 
he Went to see the gentlemen. They 
were sitting in chairs, and I could 
see they were gentlemen because, 
even though they wore hiking boots, 
they also wore ties. The little one 
with the black moustache and horn
rimmed glasses stood up and held 
his hand out.

“ How do you do,”  he said. “ My 
name is William Allison and this”—• 
he turned to the tall blond man- “ is 
my colleague, Arthur Pratt.”

“ How-dee-do,”  said Cousin Light

ner. “What do you want off m e?”
“ We propose to make wildlife 

pictures, and we have heard of an 
albino beaver here in Bixbv County.”

“ A what?”
“ An al . . . a white beaver. Wc 

were told in lied Board that, if such 
an animal exists, you would know 
where to find it. They said you spend 
more time on the streams than any
one else does.”

Cousin Lightner doubled over and 
grabbed at his stomach, and I knew 
the misery -had him. He was start
ing to groan when:

“ We’ ll pay you fifty dollars if you 
can get aa close enough to such a 
beaver to take adequate pictures,”  
William Allison said.

Cousin Lightner straightened 
quick. His misery comes and goes 
just like that.

“ Did I hear you say fifty dollars?” 
he asked.

“ You did.”
“ Well,”  said Cousin Lightner, 

"there ain’t just one white beaver 
around here. There’s two.”

“ Two!”
“ Sure,”  said Cousin Lightner, “ and 

I can g’arntee you picters of anyhow 
one.”

“ Wonderful!”  William Allison 
exclaimed.

“ Sure,”  said Cousin Lightner. 
“You came to the right man. Egbert, 
as soon as you’ve had your dinner 
I want you to take these gentlemen 
to the beaver dam at the head of 
Smoky Crick. One of the white 
beavers Jives there. If you don’t see 
him, I myself will take you out to 
another beaver pond tomorrow.”
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After dinner I took them to the 
dam at the head of Smoky Creek but, 
though we lay in the grass all after
noon and even into the night, we 
didn’t see anything except a couple 
of brown beaver. When we went 
back to the house, Shep, Cousin 
Lightner’s fox hound, came running 
to meet us. I was surprised because 
most times Cousin Lightner don’t let 
him Tun loose. Cousin Lightner met 
us at the door, rubbing his hands like 
he was real pleased with himself.

“ No luck, eh?"’ he said to the two 
men. “ Be here at eight tomorrow 
mornin’ . I ’ll show you a white 
beaver!”

They were there at eight o’clock 
the next morning and Cousin Light
ner! Once again he proved how 
kind he is! After shutting Shep in 
the house, he said I could go along 
and we started up Two Devil Hollow. 
When we came near the dam Cousin 
Lightner made us get down on our 
hands and knees and crawl. He went 
ahead. When we broke out of the 
sweet fern, he turned and beckoned 
to us. We crawled up beside him 
and, sure enough, there was the 
white beaver!

It was about twro hundred yards 
away, near an aspen tree, and it was 
the whitest thing I ever saw. William 
Allison sounded awful excited when 
he whispered:

“ How will we get near it?"
“ Show me hot* to work your picter 

machine.”  Cousin Lightner whis
pered back. “ I’ ll get near.”

William Allison showed him.

Cousin Lightner took the picture 
machine and started to crawl on hir 
belly towards the beaver. He made 
a wonderful stalk, hut was still 
about twenty yards away when the 
beaver lunged. The aspen tree 
shook. The beaver scampered to
wards the water, and Cousin Lightner 
ran like fury trying to head it oil. 
Ivh couldn’t. The beaver jumped in 
and dived.

“ Gone!”  said William Allison.
We all ran over to Cousin Lightner. 

I have never seen him any redder 
or any madder. He was muttering 
to himself, but all I caught was: 
“ The damn thing! After all the 
apples I fed him, too!”

Far out in the water a brown 
beaver’s head broke water, and trail
ing behind it w'as some sort of white 
stuff, just like somebody had tossed 
a bottle of milk into the dam. Wil
liam Allison and Arthur Pralt were 
looking at it, and while they looked 
Cousin Lightner kicked something 
behind the aspen tree. It was Shop's 
chain, and a broken collar dangled 
from it. William Allison and Arthur 
Pratt looked at each other.

“ Uh . . .”  William Allison said. 
“ I think we’ve hunted albino beaver 
long enough. Good-by.”

My poor cousin! It seems that 
all he has is disappointments, and 
him sick too! Tomorrow he’s got 
to go to Red Board and buy some 
more whitewash. At supper Annie 
said that night she was sure there 
was anyhow two quarts left.

But somehow it wasn’t there when 
she went out to look for it.

THE END
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B y  W a lt  C o b u rn  

I

It was a shotgun trap. The gun 
was hidden in the brush along the 
barbed wire fence and so rigged 
that when a man got off his horse 
and opened the pole gate and swung 
it open, a whang leather string 
tripped the shotgun trigger.

At close range, in the peaceful 
silence of the L tail tw ilight, the 
explosion of that twelve-gauge shot
gun was louder than the roar of a 
cannon.

Hank Blevins got the full charge 
of the shotgun blast in the back. 
But low , below the hell, in the seal 
of his old fadi'd Levi Overalls, lfis
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leather chaps protected his legs but 
the result was disastrous. He let 
out a wild, sharp yelp of pain as he 
went down. Yanked oil his feet, he 
sprawled on the ground when his 
/Horse spooked and whirled and 
jerked the bridle reins from his 
hand.

Pain stung the small of Hank's 
back and it was as though he’d sat 
on a hornet’s nest or been bucked 
off into a patch of (India cactus. 
His horse stampeded, snorting, the 
stirrups of his empty saddle flapping. 
Hank scrambled up onto his feet, 
clawing for his six-shooter. The 
stinging pain was needling him and 
he was gritting his teeth and grunt
ing a little.

From the thick heavy brush on the 
opposite side of the pole gate from 
where the shotgun trap was set came 
the sound of a man chuckling. The 
chuckle had a dry. rattling sound, 
ominous and dangerous. Vet there 
was grim humor in it as if the man 
hidden behind the brush w'ere en-y 
joying the little show.

Hank Blevins heard it through the 
dying echoes of the shotgun blast 
and his right hand came away from 
his six-shooter. The pain stung like 
burning nettles now. He wondered 
dazedly how he was able to stand 
on his legs when he’d gotten the full 
blast of a shotgun, because if it was 
buckshot he’d be torn apart. Now 
that the lirst shock was wearing off. 
the pain was needling him into anger. 
But. he had sense enough not to pull 
his six-shooter. Hank Blevins was 
a stranger in a strange land. And 
it was a part of lawless c q w  country 
where he’d heard there was a range 
war going on.

Hank cut a quick desperate look 
across his shoidder and saw the 
horse he had “ borrowed”  last night 
finally get fouled up about a hundred 
yards away with the trailing bridle 
reins caught in the brush. Right 
now Hank was afoot and at the 
mercy of that man concealed behind 
the brush.

“ Kind o' stings, don’t it, stranger?” 
The brittle voice had a chuckle in it.
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Hank Blevins grunted. He rubbed 
the palm of his hand gingerly across 
the seat of his faded old Levis and 
looked at it, expecting to find blood. 
There was no blood. He felt again 
and more thoroughly. There was a 
little blood but not much, and though 
the pain was still as sharp as sting
ing nettles, he had the full use of 
both legs and bis flesh wasn t 
mangled by buckshot.

"What the devil . . .”
"Bock salt.”  said the brittle voice. 

"Shore does the job. It’s the first 
time I tried ’er out. . . . She’ll do.”

lie let Hank stand there. And 
then in spite of the pain a slow grin 
spread across Hank’s leathery face 
and the grin puckered his eyes. He 
was almighty glad right now, and 
thankful he was alive. Alive for a 
iittle while, longer, anyhow.

"Rock salt, eh?”  he gritted. He 
was rubbing the seat of his Levis now 
with both hands.

"You take a hunk of rock salt an’ 
pound it with a shoein’ hammer. 
Empty the buckshot out of the shell 
an’ load in the coarse salt an’ re
place the wad. Set your shotgun to 
aim about belly high. The gate 
staub is fixed to bother a man so he 
can’t just reach down from his horse 
an’ yank ’er out. He’s got to git 
off. He’s afoot when he opens the 
gate to lead his horse through. Then 
ker-wham! He’s shot and he thinks 
he’s shot all to hell and his horse 
spooks and there he is. Shore set 
afoot and I got him at a disadvantage. 
It taken me a while to work ’er out. 
And you come along to give ’er a

tryout. V hat do you think of it.
stranger?”

"What I think of it,”  grinned Hank 
Blevins wryly, “ can't be put into 
proper language.”

“ If you got ary religion in you, 
young feller,”  cackled the dry brittle 
voice from behind the brush, “ then 
thank your Maker it wasn't buck
shot.”

“ I’ve already done that, mister.”
Some of the rock salt was em

bedded in his hide and the pain was 
sharp and biting. But he tried to 
tough it out. The owner of that dry 
cackle was watching him, studying 
him, sizing him up. Perhaps sizing 
him up for the kill. Hank Blevins 
wasn’t goiilg to weaken.

He kept the grin frozen on his 
face and stood there, a man about 
thirty with wiry black hair and a 
week’s growth of black whiskers. 
Blunt-jawed, short-nosed, he had a 
wide mouth and his eyes, slate-grav, 
were set under heavy straight black 
brows. He was five feet eight with 
his boots on, heavy through his chest 
and with shoulders that wedged down 
to a flat hard belly and lean flanks. 
His legs in their shabby leather 
chaps were bowed.

His denim brush jumper was 
faded, his Stetson hat sweat marked 
and pulled into useful shape. He 
looked like any drifting eowpuncher 
riding the grubline and traveling 
light without a packed bed horse. 
Traveling south and within a long 
hard day’s ride of the outlaw hide
out called Robbers’ Roost in the 
southeast part of Utah.

“ I never was much of a hand,”  said
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the dry voice, “ to ask questions. A 
man’s name or where he come from 
or where he’s headed for, is his own 
private business. But these is 
troublesome times. Every stranger 
comes under suspicion.”

“ Hank Blevins is my name. I 
come from Montana. I’m on my 
way to Old Mexico. Just a-driftin'. 
There’s not a thing gained or lost if 
you cut me down here in my tracks. 
If you’ll let me git my horse I’ll keep 
driftin’ along.”

“ No hard feelin’s ?”
“ I’ll write it off to experience. 

And, like you said, be grateful it 
■wasn’t buckshot."

In the silence that followed, Hank 
felt the scrutiny of the hidden man's 
eyes.

“ That horse of yourn looks like 
you got ’im about rode down. Any 
of that rock salt in your hide?” 

“ Some.”
“ Better git your horse an’ come 

on to the cabin. I’ll take a chance 
on you.”

He stepped out of the brush then. 
A tall, gaunt, rawboned man with 
leathery hide and gray beard, mous
tache and hair. Under shaggy brows 
were deep-set eves that were as blue 
as a rain-washed sky. Iiis nose was 
high-bridged, jutting, as though it 
was roughly hewn from dark, weath
ered granite. In the crook of his 
left arm was a saddle carbine. He 
wore a woodcn-handled six-shooter 
in an open holster fastened to a filled 
cartridge belt that sagged heavily 
around his lean flanks. His faded 
Levi overalls and old blue flannel

shirt were clean, his boots were tal
lowed and his old black Stetson hat 
was brushed. He walked with a 
ramrod-straight erectness.

In spite of his cowman's clothes 
and his guns and the shotgun trap 
he had set, this gaunt white-maned 
man had more the look of a parson 
than a killer. His smile was kindly 
and warmed the cold blue of his 
puckered eyes.

He walked over to where Hank 
Blevins stood and their eyes met 
and held as they studied one another 
at close range. Then the tall man 
held out a calloused hand.

“ A sorry welcome, stranger." The 
voice had lost its dry brittle sound. 
It was gentler, more mellow. “ I’m 
John Lamb . . . Mormon John.”

The grip of his big hand was 
crushing. He towered head and 
shoulders above Hank Blevins.

II

Mormon John . . .  A name to con
jure with. Hank Blevins had heard 
it spoken for -the first time back at 
Robbers’ Roost. And under strange 
grim circumstances.”' Inside the glow 
of a campfire where outlaws were 
squatted around on spurred boot 
heels— hard-eyed, grim-lipped men 
with law bounties on their heads. 
Their hacks were to the night's 
shadows as a jug was passed around.

Hank Blevins, a stranger among 
them, had sat listening to their talk, 
some of it meaningless or having a 
hidden meaning to the initiate. 
Then one of those renegades had 
mentioned the name of Mormon John.
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‘ ‘That murderin' Danite!” snarled 
another man’s voice across the camp
fire at Robbers’ Roost. “ That 
Avenging Angel! The coldest- 
blooded murderer that ever shot a 
man in the back or hired the murder 
done by one of his Danite killers!

“ You’re a liar!"’
Two guns had spewed jets of flame 

across the open campfire while those 
other men had scrambled back out 
of the line of gunfire. Two guns 
had shot it out. And then the guns 
were silent and the rough, rocky 
badlands of Robbers’ Roost had 
flung back the echoes in the night. 
\\ hen the echoes died out two men 
lay dead on the ground.

None of the others had taken it 
up from there. The two dead men 
were dragged back from the fire and 
their bodies shrouded with bed tarps. 
The jug was passed around and the 
talk was resumed. But the name of 
Mormon John was not spoken again 
that night. And at daybreak graves 
were dug and the two tarp-wrapped 
bodies were buried.

Hank Blevins had helped with his 
share of the grave digging and burial. 
In the cold gray light of dawn he had 
gotten a good look at the dead men. 
The one who had defended the name 
and reputation of Mormon John was 
fair-haired and beardless, a young 
man twenty years old at the most. 
The man who had called Mormon 
John a Danite Avenging Angel had 
coarse black hair sprinkled with gray 
and even in death had looked tough 
and evil.

Daylight and more whiskey had 
loosened some of their renegade

tongues and they had talked about 
the man they called Mormon John. 
And while no man would. opeidy 
declare himself one way or the other 
and what they said they quoted as 
hearsay, Hank Blevins had heard 
Mormon John called both good and 
evil. Some spoke of him as John 
Lamb and they said of him that he 
would give a man on the dodge 
enough grub to take the wrinkles out 
of his belly and stake him to a fresh 
horse to travel on.

Others were suspicious of Mormon 
John and declared they would go 
empty-bellied and afoot before they 
would stop at his ranch “ Under the 
Rim”  for a change of horses.

“ Shucks, yes,”  said one of the 
Robbers’ Roost renegades, “ Mormon 
John will feed a man on the dodge. 
He’ll stake you to a fresh horse. But 
before he’ ll let you ride out o' his 
part of the cow country, he’ll give 
you the name and description of some 
man on his Danite black list. Mor
mon John will tell you where to lo
cate that black-listed feller. When 
you’ve killed him, then Mormon John 
will let you git along your trail— if 
you’re still alive. That’s the price 
Mormon John, boss man of the 
Danite Avenging Angels, charges for 
his grub and the fresh Boxed L horse 
he’s staked you to. Don’t take my 
werd for it, misters. It’s this Rob
bers’ Roost rotgut likker a-talkin’.”

“ And so much for your likker talk, 
mister. John Lamb never killed any 
man that didn’t need killin’ . I 
punched cows for Mormon John 
when his Boxed L was one of the
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biggest cattle spreads in Utah and 
he paid his tithes to the Mormon 
Church. He lived up to the laws of 
the Church. The Mormons are good 
people. And until Unde Sam got 
after 'em on account of some of ’em 
had more than one Mormon wife, 
John Lamb was just a cattleman and 
his big Boxed I, was just one more 
big cow outfit in the country.

‘ 'Then somethin’ happened and 
nobody but Mormon John Lamb 
knows what it was. Uncle Sam sent 
soldiers into Utah to put a stop to 
Mormon “polygamy, and that’s a fact.

“ But John Lamb had one wife and 
only one. That I know for a fact 
because I was workin’ for his outfit. 
I’m no Mormon but I worked with 
Mormon cowhands and for John 
Lamb who was a Mormon and still 
is one. They’re good people if 
they’re let alone. Bother ’em and 
they’ll fight for their rights . . .

“ Mebbyso John Lamb belonged to 
the Danites. Mebbyso he was one of 
them Avenging Angels you hear 
about. I wouldn’t know. But I 
know John Lamb the man and he’s 
much man. Bother him and he’d 
stand out in the open and shoot it 
out with you. But John Lamb never 
hired a killin’ done for him. And 
you kin gamble on that, misters.

“ I wasn’t there when John Lamb 
was run off his big Boxed L range 
and had to hole up Under the Rim of 
the Orange Cliffs along Dirty Devil 
River. I wasn’t there when his Mor
mon cowboys was killed off and his 
remuda of horses stolen and his 
Boxed L cattle rustled.
. “ I wasn’t there because John Lamb

paid me off and staked me to a horse 
and told me to quit his Boxed L 
range because there was ugly trouble 
cornin’ and as long as 1 wasn't'' a 
Mormon, 1 had no part in it and 
he didn’t want my young cowboy 
blood on his hands. That's all he 
said when he paid me off. That’s 
the last time I saw John Lamb. But 
I’ve heard a-plenty about him since 
then. And while I can’t prove it. 
I’ll gamble my life on it that John 
Lamb is and always was a good man. 
And when the time comes that John 
Lamb needs what help I kin give him. 
he’s got Wild Pete Walters on his 
side.”

Hank Blevins recalled it all now 
when the tall gray-bearded, gray- 
haired man said his name was John 
Lamb . . . Mormon John. It all 
passed through Hank’s mind swiftly 
and he forced a grin.

“ I’ve about rode that horse down, 
sir. And- till I git the rock salt 
picked out o’ my hide I’d be standiu 
in my stirrups. I'll he glad to lav 
over till I kiu sit a saddle again. 
I’ll work for my grub. And there’s 
no hard feelin’s. Fm still grateful 
it wasn’t buckshot.”

Hank Blevins gritted back the pain 
as he hobbled stiffly towards his 
horse. He returned to the gate rid
ing high, standing in his stirrups.

Mormon John held the pole gate 
open until Hank had ridden through. 
Then he closed the gate and reset his 
shotgun trap. Leading a saddled 
horse out from behind the brush, he 
mounted and rode along the wagon 
road with Hank. It was half a mile
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to the little cluster of log buildings 
and pole corrals. They rode it in 
silence.

The place had a run-down, almost 
deserted look. Mormon John, watch
ing Hank Blevins covertly, spoke in 
a quiet flat-toned voice.

" I ’m all alone here now.”
There was something grim about 

the way he said that. And when Hank 
Blevins looked at the big man, the 
eyes of Mormon John Lamb were 
as bleak as a winter sky.

There was a little graveyard on a 
low hill above the ranch buildings 
and corrals. It was enclosed by a 
barbed wire fence. There must have 
been a dozen or more graves there, 
all of them marked by weathered 
headboards. The wagon road passed 
the little cemetery and the bleak 
eyes of Mormon John were fixed on 
the graves.

He lifted his black Stetson hat in 
grim salute to the,dead and Hank 
Blevins followed suit.

“ I have four sons buried there.”  
Mormon John’s voice matched the 
bleakness of his eyes.

‘ ‘Four sons,”  he went on, his voice 
flat-toned. “ The other graves hold 
the hones of Boxed L Mormon cow- 
punchers who wrere loyal and brave 
enough to stay with me when they 
knew it meant death. When I was 
driven from my big Boxed L range 
to this remote hideout on Dirty Devil 
River at the edge of Robbers’ Roost. 
. . . And so brave men have shed 
dean blood.”

Mormon John’s eyes were cold and 
blue and bleak as he looked at Hank.

“ I set that shotgun trap, loaded
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the shell with rock salt to set some 
man afoot there at the gate, as you 
were set afoot. To put that man at 
the mercy of Mormon John. . . . But 
that man will know that he can ex
pect no mercy from me.”

Looking into the bleak blue eyes, 
Hank Blevins nodded.

“ Your name is Hank Blevins,"’ 
said Mormon John. “ You come from 
Wyoming. You have no part in this 
hlood:spaltered feud. Work for 
Mormon John and the only wages he 
can offer you is death. So tomorrow 
I will stake you to a good stout 
Boxed L horse to carry you lar away 
from Dirty Devil River and Robbers’ 
Roost.”

” 1 know a man at Robbers’ Roost,"’ 
said Hank Blevins, “ who talked like 
lie’s on his way here to your place. 
To work for you at them kind of 
wages. His name is Walters. Wild 
Pete Walters.”

“ I sent young Pete Walters away.” 
Mormon John spoke harshly. “ Ten 
years ago. He should not be coming 
back here. Unless . . .”

He left it unfinished there and fell 
into a deep silence. A strange spark 
of light was there in his cold bleak 
blue eyes.

Ill

Mormon John Lamb filled two tin 
cups to the brim with whiskey. It 
was good whiskey, well aged in the 
keg. When they had drunk it down, 
the cowman picked the jock  salt out 
of Hank Blevins’ hide with a pair 
of tweezers and gave him some salve 
to rub into the shallow wounds. The 
salve drew out the pain and Hank
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said he would lie able lo ride a horse 
tomorrow. Thru he’d he on his way. 
Mexico bound.

“ Unless,’ ’ he said. “ I kin talk you 
into hirin’ me.’ ’

“ That one drink of likkcr make 
you that drunk, young man?’ ’

“ It’s good likkcr, sir."’
“ I am called John.’ ’
“ But it ain’t the likkcr that’s 

talkin’, John.”
“ They have sent spies before.” 
“ But you know I ain’t a spy.”
“ I’m not hiring any man.”
“ But your outfit is short-handed. 

John.”
“ There is no more Boxed I, outfit. 

Just this rafteh and a little remuda 
of saddle horses and work mules. I 
can do my own chores around the 
place. You’re welcome to grub and 
tonight’s bed. Tomorrow you will 
ride on your way to Mexico.”

Hank shook his head. He did not 
know just when he had come to this 
decision. Nor was the reason quite 
clear in his own mind.

“ I want' to stay here,”  he told 
Mormon John. “ Tend you a hand 
with whatever you’ve got for a hired 
hand to do. Side you the best f can, 
when there’s trouble. ”

“ Why, soii.?”
Mormon John put the question 

quietly. His eyes were puckered, 
studying this drifting cowhand who 
had no cause or reason to give him 
any friendship.

“ I don’t know why. I’d never 
heard of you till I rode down the 
Outlaw Trail from Brown’s Hole to 
Robbers’ Roost. It was at Robbers’ 
Roost I first heard of Mormon John.
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There was a young tow headed cow
boy there. Just a driftin’ kid who 
didn’t look as though he belonged in 
an outlaw hideout. If he had ‘ a 
name I never heard it spoken.

“ And there was an ornery-lookin’ 
renegade with iron-gray hair and 
pale eyes and a wicked tongue. I 
heard him called Bonner. Bonne) 
got ugly drunk. And ho cussed the 
name of Mormon John.

“ This towheaded young cowboy 
called Bonner a liar. They went for 
their guns and shot it out and when 
the shoutin’ was over they was both 
dead— the towheaded kid and Bonner. 
They’d killed each other.

“ It wasn’t till mebhyso an hour 
or two after the shootin’ that Wild 
lJete Walters retde into the camp. He 
took care of his horse and had a 
drink from the jug and watched a 
poker game that was goin’ on around 
a tarp spread on the ground by the 
fire. I was a stranger there and 1 
was tendin’ to my own business and 
takin’ no part in anything.

“ Siltin’ off to myself, 1 saw this 
feller called Wild Pete Walters when 
he rode up. Sawr hint look over 
every man there like lie was huntin’ 
for somebody. But he. never asked 
a question. When somebody told 
him about the double killin’ he 
walked over to where the two dead 
fellers lay under bed tarps.

“ I was watohin’ him when he lifted 
tlief.'rorp that covered the dead tow- 
lie^ d kid and from the look on 
hi.-i Vuce, 1 knew that Wild Pete 
Wafers had found whoever he Was 
huntin’ for. But he said nothin’. 
Just laid back the tarp easylike as
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if he was i-.iverin" up sonicbodv he 
knowed and liked. *

"It was dav break when 1 helped 
bury the two dead fellers. And it 
was when he stood there at the grave 
of the lowheaded hoy that Wild Pete 
Walters deelared himself.

"Pete Walters told every man there 
that he had worked for John Lamb's 
Boxed L outfit. That John Lamb 
was a good Mormon and a good man. 
That you'd paid him off and told him 
to drift because you didn't want his 
blood on your hands. And lie wound 
up by savin* that when the time came 
that John Lamb needed what help 
Wild Pete Walters could give him. 
It;- was on v.mi side.”

Hank Blevimr-was lnjping Mormon 
John get supper ready while he 
talked.

"Pete was about twenty years old 
when I sent him away,”  said Mormon 
John. “ The best hand with a green 
brone I ever saw. And with a wild 
streak in him that was bound to crop 
out. I've heard lie turned outlaw.”

“ Pete W alters came out of Brown’s 
Hole,”  said Hank, "to take a hand 
in the Wyoming cattle War. That’s 
where and bow I met him. Not 
actually to know him. But we was 
on the same side while the lightin’ 
lasted. I drifted out o’ Wyoming in 
a hurry an’ headed down the Outlaw 
Trail because it was my quickest and 
safest trail out.

“ Wild Pete Walters wasn’t but a 
day or two behind me, I reckon. 
But when we met at Robbers’ Roost 
we met as strangers. Because it 
ain’t safe for men like Pete Walters
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and Hank Blevins to know each 
other. Some of the blood that got 
spilled on the ground in Wyoming 
will never dry. And amongst rene
gade strangers like there at Robbers’ 
Roost a man never knows who might 
he an enemy. So men Wild Pete 
Walters met like strangers.

“ I was ready to pull out when 
Wfld Pete Walters shoved somethin’ 
into my chaps pocket. When I got 
a few miles gone, I took a look at it. 
What Wild Pete had shoved into my 
chaps pocket was a little map he’d 
drawn on' a hunk of wrappin' paper. 
It showed me the trail from Robbers’ 
lloosi to your ranch here on Dirty 
Devil River. It’s marked here "Mor
mon John’s Ranch.’ ’ ’

Hank took the folded brown paper 
from his overalls pocket and handed 
it to the cowman.

“ I owe a debt to Wild Pete Wal
ters,”  Hank spoke quietly, "for what 
he did for the Blevins outfit up in 
Wyoming. But he ain’t the man to 
ask payment on that kind of a debt. 
So when he handed me this map it 
could have bin that he was just 
lavin’ out a trail for me with Mormon 
John’s Ranch as a place where I 
could git a bait of grub and swap 
horses. But mebbyso he meant for 
me to wait here till he overtaken me. 
Any man who is a friend of Wild 
Pete Walters kin count on Hank 
Blevins. . . . That’s about what it 
amounts to,- sir.”

“ I am called John,”  said the 
bearded cowman.

He spread out the brown paper 
and studied the crude map drawn on

Street & Smith's Western Story



it with the lead ol a soft-nosed .45 
cartridge.

“ You are welcome to stay here,’ ' 
he said flatly, “ until Pete Walters 
shows up. Then the two of you can 
travel on together." &

“ No man on the dodge should wear 
out his welcome. John. And that’s a 
fact. Me'n Pete Walters might fetch 
our enemies swarmin’ in on you 
here on Dirty Devil River. We’ll 
drag it as quick as Wild Pete gits 
here."

“ The law close behind you?" 
Mormon John’s eyes were cold. “ The 
law doesn’t ride here to Mormon 
John’s. This is No Man’s Land.’"

“ The law ain't on my trail and no 
law officer is fool enough to ride up 
on Wild Pete Walters. But there 
was a hunch of hired killers mixed 
up in the Wyoming Cattle War. 
Fetched in to wipe out some of us 
little cow outfits they branded as 
cattle rustlers. Them hired killers 
was out to collect the bounty the big 
outfits put on our hides. And they 
killed off some of us and run off our 
cattle and set fire to our cabins.

“ Us nesters pooled our in f rests. 
Some men like Pete Walters rode 
up out o’ Brown’s Hole and out of the 
Hole in the Wall country to throw in 
with us. And we give them hired 
killers a battle. When the gun 
smoke cleared and the dust settled, 
both sides had lost some men. My 
father and two brothers was killed. 
Our ranch was burnt out and our 
cattle run off.

“ I had to make a fast quick choice. 
Either stay and git killed or drift
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yonderly. I had a mind to stay and 
fight it out but Wild Pete Walters 
changed my mind for me. He told 
me that he was ridin’ back to Brown’s 
Hole and so was the others. For me 
to hit the Outlaw Trail and toiler it 
south to Robbers’ Roost. To keep 
a-driftin’ till I crossed the Mexican 
border. So f taken the advice ho 
gave me.

“ Them hired killers was ordered 
to come in. Them that wouldn’t 
come iu would be rounded up bv a 
Winchester gathennent. The whole 
tough pack of hired killers was to be 
deported. There was a train waitin’ 
to take ’em out o’ Wyoming.

“ Some of ’em came in. Others 
was rounded up. But there was one 
bunch got away. They was tough 
and on the prod. They had come 
to Wyoming from Robbers' Boost. 
They called themselves the Roosters. 
They was by far the toughest and 
most cold-blooded and rankest of 
all the hired killers that was fetched 
into Wyoming to wipe out us nesters. 
Those Roosters are on their way back 
to Robbers’ Roost. . . .  At least one 
of ’em got there.”

“ Bonner." Mormon John spoke 
flatly.

“ Bonner," nodded Hank Blevins. 
“ Though that’s no more than a guess 
on my part from how I sized him 
up before he got into that ruckus 
with the towheaded boy, and after 
I got a good look at his dead carcass. 
But mostly from the look I saw on 
Wild Pete 'Walters’ face when ln- 
pulled the tarp off Bonner’s body.”

“ Those hired killers called the 
Roosters," said Mormon John
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quietly; “ up in Wyoming, did you 
hear them called by any other 
name?’’

"Yeah.”  Hank lilev ins looked 
straight into the cold blue eyes‘ of 
Mormon John Lamb. "They was 
called the Avenging Angels. Danites. 
Outlawed by the Mormons.”

"Danites.”  Mormon John’s voice 
was toneless, “ Avenging Angels. 
Destroy ing Angels.”

Darkness had fallen and inside the 
log cabin Mormon John had a lamp 
lit. In its light his leatherv skin 
took on a grayish color and his face 
looked as though it was chiseled 
roughly from gray granite. And 
with his gray mane and heard and 
the bleakness of his blue eyes he 
stood .there like some gaunt raw- 
honed statue of vengeance.

“Bound by unholy vows. Execu
tioners. The list of membership kept 
a black secret. Their leader was 
lialph Brandon.”

Mormon John’s big hands clenched 
until the leathery knuckles were hone- 
white.

“ When the Destroying Angels 
were given the name of a man, they 
went after him. They killed him. 
In some eases they killed not only 
that man on their Destroying Angels’ 
hlaek list, they murdered him and his 
whole family or any of his hired 
men who wrere loyal enough to fight 
in the condemned man’s defense. . . . 
The name of John Lamb was given 
to the Destroying Angels. . .

The lines in the face of Mormon 
John deepened there in the lamp
light until they looked like deep cuts. 
From under the shaggy brows his
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bleak eyes stared. Stared into the 
past to see things there that shriveled 
his heart and left in it no mercy.

IV

ank Bbn ins stood there', watching 
the bearded cowman, waiting while 
M. union John got control of tile 
terrible emotion that gripped his 
gaunt frame.

"Ralph Brandon.”  Mormon John 
said when he had gotten a grip on 
his emotions, “ was tile leader of the 
Danites. His power wal tremendous, 
widespread, its tentacles countless. 
He became the most feared man 1 
ha\c ever known. To make an enemy 
of Ralph Brandon meant certain 
death.”

Mormon John Lamb could -bed 
illiteracy like a shabby coal. His 
talk and his maimer of speaking 
were those of an educated man, per
haps a preacher of Cods word.

"I have never known, ’ he went on, 
“ whether or not I incurred the enmity 
of Ralph Brandon, the man. This 
much I swear. I had no quarrel 
with the Mormon Church or its Lat
ter Day Saints. I was a Mormon. 
I was married to the daughter of a 
Mormon. I raised my children in 
the Mormon faith.

“ When the question arose con
cerning plural marriage, 1 was silent. 
I have never condemned polygamy; 
neither did I practice it. I was 
married to my one wife. I was con
tent.

“ Eph Bonner was a Danite. He 
was first in command under Ralph 
Brandon, the field leader of the
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Danites, the Destroying Angels. Epli 
Bonner had six wives. Each of those 
wives bore him several children. 
When his sons were old enough for 
it, Bonner swore them into the 
Danites. The Bonner you saw killed 
at Robbers’ Roost was one of those 
sons. There were nineteen of Kph 
Bonner’s sons members of the Danites 
at one time. IIow many of them are 
left I have no way of knowing. Some 
of them have been killed off while 
they were doing their night-riding 
Destroying Angel murders. Others 
went to Wyoming as hired killers, 
calling themselves the Roosters. . . . 
But I'm getting ahead of my story.

“The United States government 
sent its law after all Mormons who 
were practicing polygamy. Eph 
Bonner moved his plural wives and 
his sons and their wives to the safety 
of Robbers’ Roost.

“ Eph Bonner was tough as a boot 
and he raised his nineteen sons ac
cordingly. They were a power unto 
themselves. Evil and vicious, greedy 
and ruthless and relentless. To cross 
any one of the Bonners meant de
struction. They were using their 
Danite power to put the fear of the 
Bonners, not the fear of God or 
respect for the Mormon Church, into 
men. Men and women . . . and chil
dren. Eph Bonner and his sons tvere 
completely out of Ralph Brandon’s 
control before Brandon realized it.

“ Ralph Brandon, leader of the 
Danites, openly condemned Eph 
Bonner and his sons as outlaws -  
cattle rustlers, horse thieves and 
murderers. But his condemnation 
came too late to undo the damage the

Bonners had already done. And 
while perhaps it has no significance, 
Brandon did not condemn Eph Bon
ner and his sons until after the 
United States government had driven 
them into the lawless exile of Rob
bers' Roost.”

“ My quarrel with Bonner and his 
sons was personal. I caught them 
rustling my Boxed U cattle. I warned 
Bonner and his tough sons to stay 
off my range.

“ I have never known whether or 
not Bonner obtained the collusion 
or consent of Brandon. The Danite 
leader died shortly afterwards and 
I never got the chance to charge him 
with the accusation. But Eph Bon
ner, acting as field leader and range 
boss for the Danites, the Destroying 
Angels, accused me of withholding 
my cattle tithes to the Mormon 
Church. A lying accusation but 
Bonner and his nineteen sons wen- 
in power. Bonner sent me a warning 
that the Destroying Angels were 
coming after me.

“ I knew the meaning of that warn
ing and lost no time in acting on 
it. Under the black cover of night. 
I sent my w ife and daughters and my 
two youngest sons away from their 
ranch home at the old Boxed 1. 
headquarters ranch. My five older 
sons and a crew of loyal and coura
geous Mormon cowboys stayed be
hind with me to fight the Bonners 
when they came.

“ One man and only one man went 
along with my wife and children 
when 1 sent them to the exile of
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Vsafety. I knew that I could trust 
that young cowboy even though he 
was not a Mormon. It was his job 
to escort my family to safety and 
beyond the evil and vicious reach of 
the Bonners. I offered him money 
in payment. He refused to accept 
a dollar. And he did his job thor
oughly. I have never seen him since 
the night he left, armed and on horse
back, piloting that little wagon train 
away from the only home they knew 
and into faraway exile. . . . That 
man was Pete Walters.”

Mormon John’s voice softened 
when he spoke the name of Pete 
Walters.

"1 have told you this, Hank 
Blevins, because this same Pete 
Walters has given you the reckless 
forthright loyalty he gave John Lamb 
and his family. Because I have read 
in your eyes something that tells me 
you can be trusted with a secret that 
until now has been sealed with si
lence. Because Pete Walters sent 
you here and he will be coming soon. 
And because I am alone now. Per
haps  ̂I ain growing weak in my ad
vanced years. I have just buried 
the last of those Mormon cowhands 
who refused to desert me. And you 
rode up at a time when I was setting 
a shotgun trap for Eph Bonner to set 
that Danite outlaw afoot and at my 
mercy. And there is no mercy left 
in the heart of Mormon John Lamb. 
When old Eph Bonner springs that 
shotgun trap— ”

From the darkness of the night 
came the distant, ominous sound of 
the shotgun’s loud blast!
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For a big man with more gray than 
black in his hair and beard, Mor
mon John moved with incredible 
speed and without a lost motion.

“ Stay here, Hank!”
His brittle voice came from the 

darkness. Because before the shot
gun explosion died in the night the 
bearded cowman had the lamp light 
blown out. Then he had the door 
open and was gone in the night.

Hank Blevins heard him running 
towards the barn where he had left 
his horse saddled and the saddle 
cinch slack, in one of the stalls. A 
moment later Mormon John was rid
ing at a run into the night.

Hank forgot the lingering pain of 
the rock salt wounds. He had his 
saddle gun and was outside in the 
darkness, staring into the night, his 
ears strained, every nerve taut. There 
was part of a white moon riding the 
sky and it shed a pale cold light. 
The country was level and spotted 
by patches of sagebrush. Open 
country.

For a moment Hank caught sight 
of Mormon John riding at a run 
towards the pole gate. Then horse 
and rider veered off from the wagon 
trail and were lost to sight in the 
brush. Hank got his fresh horse 
from the barn and saddled quickly. 
He mounted and headed for the pole 
gate, his saddle carbine ready to 
shoot.

Before he reached the gate he 
heard the warning crack of a .30-30 
saddle carbine. A bullet whined over 
Hank’s head so close that he ducked.
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“ Stand your hand!" barked a 
voice from the finish near the gate.

That wasn't t '*  voice of Mormon 
John. But it hafva familiar sound. 
It came again from behind the high 
brush near the pole gale that was 
open.

“ Powder River!" barked the hid
den voice.

“ A mile wide and a foot deep!” 
Hank Blevins called back, his blood 
pounding.

“That you. Hank?”
“ It’s me. That you, Wild Pete?"
“ Mc'n some more like me.”
“ Someone tripped the shotgun 

trap. But don’t git quick trig
gered,”  Hank warned. “ Or you’ ll 
shoot Mormon John. You must’ve 
seen him vide np—

Wild Pete Walters let out a laugh. 
It sounded loud in the night. He 
had a hearty laugh but this had more 
than mirth in it. Sheer relief and a 
pitch of excitement were in it. Then 
it stopped.

“ I learnt long ago never to git 
careless when I opened a gate where 
there might be a shotgun trap laid. 
So I sprung it cautious. A load of 
buckshot shore got wasted in the 
air. . . .  I was told that Mormon 
John was dead. So when a feller 
rode up at a high lope, then off the 
trail into the high brush, I didn’t 
know who was bushed up. . . . You 
there, John?" There was a tense
ness to the voice of Wild Pete Wal
ters.

Mormon John rode out from be
hind the brush and towards the open 
gate. And from the opposite side
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of the barbed wire fence W ild Pete 
Walters rode out to meet him.

The two men met there on horse
back at the opened pole gate. Their 
hands gripped as each man leaned 
forward in his saddle. Silence was 
their way of greeting. Watching 
them, remembering what Mormon 
John had told him, Hank Blevins 
understood that silence. He knew 
that the gray-bearded Mormon John 
and Wild Pete Walters were both 
too choked w;ith strong, inarticulate 
emotion to give voice to any words.

Tears were still in the eyes of 
Mormon John and tears already shed 
had coursed unheeded and unchecked 
down the man’s leathery face into 
his gray beard, when Hank Blevins 
rode up.

Wild Pete Walters was a tow
headed six-footer, lean and long 
muscled. Sandy whiskers a week old 
and dust-grimed marred the clean 
hard line of his jaw. There was a 
grin twisted on his mouth and it 
puckered his gray-green eyes to 
slivers.

Pete Walters had been a range 
orphan, making his own living first 
as a horse wrangler, than as a cow
hand and bronc rider. Though he 
had been cheated out of his boyhood, 
he would never grow' old, even if he 
lived to be a hundred. He took his 
fun wherever he could find it, wild 
and reckless, fun-loving, lighting 
when he had to fight. Loyalty and 
the meaning of friendship were his 
only religion. Pete Walters fought 
in the open. But when he was pitted 
against bushwhacker odds he could
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use their rules and beat them at their 
own game.

Now Wild Pete took oil his hat 
and lifted it high and motioned with 
it. And from the high brush along 
the feme eame half a dozen hea\ily 
armed men on horseback.

One of them gigged his horse to 
a lope and came on ahead of the 
others. Hank, sitting his horse near 
Mormon John and Wild Pete W al
ters, watched the rider come up and 
rein his horse to a halt. He was a 
hoy about eighteen or twenty with 
light-brown hair, tanned skin and 
puckered blue eyes.

“ Pm David,”  he said and he rode 
up alongside Mormon John.

“ David!”  Mormon John's \ nice 
choked.

Then the gray-bearded cowman 
reached out both big anus and em
braced the y oung eowbov. And Hank 
Blevins knew them now for father 
and son.
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"Reuben was killed.” Wild Pete 
Walters broke the news quietly. "At 
Rotters' Roost. Zeke Bonner killed 
him. But Rtihe killed Zeke. . . . Hank 
Blevins might have told you about 
the shortin', though he didn't know 
Reuben Lamb by name. . . .  I got 
there too life. John. ’

"Hank Blevins told me, Pete.” 
Mormon John had his one remaining 
son gripped by the shoulders, look
ing at him as a father looks at the 
grown son he last saw ten years ago_ 
as a hoy.

"Your mother, David . . . your
sisters?”

"All well, father. They sent their 
love . . . and mother said for me to 
fetch you Iiack to her . . . when our 
work was doin' here.”

Mormon John Lamb did a strange 
thing then. N et no man who watched 
saw anything odd about his actions. 
He dismounted slowly and. taking 
olf his old black hat, knelt down on 
the ground.

His son David was oil his horse, 
kneeling there beside his father, 
head also hared. The light-brown 
head of youth, the iron-gray mane of 
age bowed as Mormon John thanked 
his God in words that were low-toned 
and husky with emotion.

“ Thy will be done . . . Protect us. 
Unite us once more . . . Forgive us 
. . . for that which we must do. W e 
ask Thy mercy, Thy protection. . . . 
Amen.”

Hank Blevins, Wild Pete W alters 
and half a dozen outlaws from 
Brown’s Hole sat their horses in si
lence, their hats in their hands.
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rjjev found uolfiiif* strange about 
the prayer that Mormon John offered 
there on his knees t<> the God in 
whom he still believed. Though 
they were men who knew little of 
the teachings of God. they had all 
lived very close to death’s shadow. 
And each man of them, in his own 
way, had his respect for an Almighty^ 
God and some sort of belief in His 
workings.

“ Amen." was echoed in their 
hearts.

When Mormon John and his son 
were mounted again, the gray- 
bearded cowman faced the half dozen 
outlaws Wild Pete Walters had 
fetched along here with him. flu: 
cowman dropped easily into tin 
rough vernacular of the range and 
the language of the dim outlaw trails.

“ I don't know how much or how 
little Wild Pete has told you hoys. 
Hut it’s none of your quarrel and 
there’s no reward in workiu’ for 
Mormon John, like I told Hank 
Blevins, except death. . .

“ Shucks, Reverend,”  spoke up a 
big red-whiskered tough-looking 
member of this outlaw gang, “ all 
the reward we want is a chance to 
gut-shoot one of them blasted 
Roosters.”

Wild Pete Walters chuckled. “ Mor
mon John ain’t no Reverend, Red. 
He’ll drink hard likker with you or 
set with you in a poker game. And till 
you’ve seen Mormon John yank Eph 
Bonner and his biggest, toughest son 
out o ’ their saddles and bang their 
Destroyin' Angels’ skulls together 
till they cracked like dry gourds, 
like I watched him do, you ain't

never seen a fightiii* man in action. 
. . . I told this bunch of gentle 
Annies there might he, a keg at Mor
mon John’s cabin.”

“ They won’t he disappointed. . . . 
So you sprung the shotgun trap. 
Pete?"

“ And you lost a charge of good 
buckshot, John.”

“ Rock salt,”  grinned Hank Blevins 
and stood in his stirrups to feel the 
seat of his Levis.

Hank Blevins knew and remem
bered Big Red and the other outlaws 
from Brown’s Hole. They had all 
come out of the outlaw hideout coun
try called Brown’s Hole with Wild 
Pete Walters to side the Blevins out
fit and other nesters in their war 
against the hired killers up in 
Wyoming. Since meeting Mormon 
John and hearing his story of the 
Bonner Destroying Angels Ilank 
understood now what Wild Pete. 
Walters had told him that last night 
up in Wyoming when he refused 
Hank Blevins’ thanks for the gun 
fighting Wild Pete and the Brown’s 
Hole outlaws had done.

“ Don’t waste thanks on us, Hank," 
Wild Pete had said then. “ My 
grudge against them Roosters goes 
back a long ways. To when they 
called theirselves the Danitcs. the 
Destroyin’ Angels. My only sorrow 
is that them coyotes got away from 
us. But I know where to cut their 
dirty sign again to pick this up where 
we’re leavin’ it in Wyoming. You 
hit the Outlaw7 Trail, Hank. Foller 
it down to Robbers’ Roost.. Like as 
not. I’ ll overtake you before you
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cross the Mexican line. . . .  So long 
till then.”

Now they were together again. 
And Hank Blevins was learning the 
why and wherefore of things that 
men didn’t talk about.

Hank Blevins was one of them now, 
though he was no outlaw. Wild 
Pete Walters had come back to Utah 
to side Mormon John. Somewhere, 
Pete Walters had hidden John Lamb’s 
wife and daughters and two youngest 
sons. Then one of those sons had 
shown up at Robbers’ Roost. The 
other son had come along with Wild 
Pefe.

“ Reuben got impatient,”  David 
told Mormon John. “ He left Brown’s 
Hole ahead of us. He’d cut the sign 
of Zeke Bonner and trailed him to 
Robbers’ Roost. Wild Pete had told 
men Rube a million times never to 
git into an argument with any man 
unless he was there to back us up. 
But Rube was hot-tempered and 
heady.”

“ Dave’s the level-headed boy,”  
said Wild Pete.

A man buried his grief with its 
dead. Mormon John hid it in his 
happiness in the return of his other 
son.

Wild Pete Walters grinned at Hank 
Blevins. "Let’s hear some more about 
that rbek salt, Hank.”

Hank said he'd be able to tell it 
funnier after supper and when he 
wasn’t standing in his stirrups.

And it was when they had turned 
loose their leg-weary horses and had 
fresh Boxed L horses tied in the 
stalls at the big barn and supper
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was over that Hank told how he d 
been caught in the shotgun trap.

They sat up late that night, smok
ing and swapping yarns. Hank 
Blevins, Big Red and the other out
laws.

Meanwhile Mormon John, David 
and Wild Pete Walters squatted on 
their hunkers down at the barn and 
Talked about other things. Things 
that belonged to them alone.

VI

It must have been midnight when 
young Dave came from the barn to 
the cabin where Hank Blevins and 
the others were.

“ Mormon John wants to see you, 
Hank,”  said Dave and he went back 
to the barn with Blevins.

“ Mormon John,”  said Wild Pete, 
“ is kind o’ lonesome starved for 
news about his wife and daughters.”  
A grin twisted his whiskered mouth.

“ I told him you could tell him 
more than I could. Especially about 
his daughter Sarah.”

“ Uh?”  Hank grunted as though 
Wild Pete had just kicked him hard 
in the belly.

“ Remember the Widder Smith and 
her daughters,”  chuckled Wild Pete 
Walters, “ at Rock Springs, Wyo
ming ? It wasn’t safe for her to keep 
the name of Mrs. John Lamb. So 
she changed it to Smith, and there 
wasn’ t ary husband so she was the 
Widder Smith. She’s got the hotel 
there. And up until the Wyoming 
cattle war busted out, the Blevins 
boys were star boarders there in her 
hotel dinin’ room. Hank Blevins,
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in particular. . . . Them ears of 
yourn a natural red, Hank, or do 
you paint ’em?”

Hank grinned and said to ̂ ive him 
time to get his wind back. He’d 
just had it knocked out of him.

“ You never met the two boys, Rube 
and Dave,” continued Wild Pete. “ I 
kept ’em with me at my ranch in 
Brown’s Hole. It was safer that- 
away, because there was no knowin’ 
when one of them Danite Bonners 
might show up on the prowl at Rock 
Springs. They wouldn’t dare harm 
the women because the cow town of 
Rock Springs would quick lynch any 
man that bothered the Widder Smith 
and her daughters. But boys is
different. And I was raisin’ Rube 
an’ Dave to look out after themselves 
and kind o’ trainin’ ’em to take their 
own part if ever the Danite Bonners 
showed up. Only time I ever taken 
Rube an’ Dave to Rock Springs was 
after dark and on the sly. I had to 
do the best I knowed how to keep* 
them two boys alive. . . . Even then 
that snake Zeke Bonner got 
Rube_____”

“ Easy, son.”  Mormon John laid his 
big hand on Wild Pete’s shoulder. 
“ I’ve got David left.”

Then Mormon John was looking 
at Hank Blevins and smiling faintly, 
no hardness left in his eyes.

“ My wife told Pete,”  saM Mor
mon John, “ that Sarah wanted to 
marry Hank Blevins. That you had 
come to her and asked her permis
sion to marry her daughter and that 
she bad to turn you down. My wife 
was afraid, Hank. She’d seen too 
much terror and bloodshed here in

Utah. There was a range war threat
ening Wyoming and the Blevins outfit 
was mixed up in it. She liked you. 
She would have been proud to have 
you for a son-in-law. But she feared 
and dreaded seeing her daughter 
widowed while she was still a young 
bride.”

“ That’s what she told me,”  said 
Hank quietly. “ I understood. Sarah 
and I talked it out with her. Sarah 
told me she’d wait till I got located 
in Mexico. When it was safe to 
send for her, she’d come.”

Mormon John nodded. “ Your 
trail to Mexico is wide open, son. 
Pete and I have talked it over. I’ve 
got money buried here. Plenty of 
it. It’s yours when you leave in the 
morning. When you’re located in 
Mexico, find a place there for my 
wife and her other three daughters 
not too far from where you and 
Sarah will be ranching. . . . You’ ll be 
the man of the family, from here on, 
Hank.”

Hank Blevins stood there on wide
spread bowed legs. His fists knotted 
and hot anger surged up inside him. 
“ Would you want your daughter to 
marry a yellow-bellied, bushy-tailed, 
two-legged coyote?”  His voice was 
harsh.

“ I told you, John,”  grinned Wild 
Pete. “ I seen this Hank Blevins 
thing in action. He killed three out 
o ’ the seven. Only pity is nary a 
one of ’em was a Bonner. . . . You 
can’t Jceep Hank out o’ this and I 
said so.”

“ I didn’t figure I could,”  smiled 
the bearded Mormon John. “ But I
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had to give it a try. . . . You can 
simmer down now, Hank.”

Hank Blevins’ anger cooled as 
quickly as it had flared up. Mormon 
John said that if  by some miracle of 
God they all came through alive, 
there would he no need for Hank 
Blevins or Wild Pete Walters to drift 
on into Mexico.

“ We’ ll locale in Arizona Terri
tory,”  said Mormon John. “ I’ve 
been there and back. I know the 
place. It’s in the pines. Plenty of 
feed and water. You can grow a 
stand of alfalfa there in the meadows. 
Fruit trees are already planted.

“ There are log cabins in the shade 
of the old cottonwoods, a pole corral. 
The horse pasture and hay meadow's 
are fenced. Split-rail fence, at that, 
the wood’s so plentiful. Snow in the 
winter makes good feed when it 
melts in the spring. There’s trout in 
the creek and the deer jump the 
split-rail fence to graze with the 
remuda.

“ There’s room in that valley for a 
colony. But the ranch I just de
scribed is mine. Ours. I bought it 
fifteen years ago when I knew1- that 
Eph Bonner's Danites were going to 
run me out of l  tab. But as long as 
the Bonners are alive it isn’t safe to 
move my family there. Killing is 
an ugly business. But the Bonners 
must be destroyed. When that’s done 
and if we’re still among the living, 
we'll go there to Peaceful Valley.

“ You knowr where it is, Pete. You 
w'ere along when I bought it from 
the old-timer w'ho will be there when 
we come. A hermit of sorts who sold 
it to me for no more than a prayer.
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On one condition. No firearms al
lowed, no gun of any kind. Because 
the wild game, the quail and doves 
and wild turkey, the deer and even 
the bear and mountain lions arc to 
he unharmed.

“ He named it Peaceful Valley. It 
was given to him, he said, by the 
Indians. He sw'apped it to me for a 
prayer. A strange man who said he 
read something in my eyes. A hermit 
w'ith long white hair and beard and 
a gentle voice that could call the 
birds and wild animals to his door. 
An ageless man. He said he would 
be there to welcome me and m\ 
family when I got there. Perhaps 
he’s something of a prophet. God 
alone knows.”

Pete Walters nodded. There wras 
a bright glint in his puckered gray- 
green eyes.

“ I never forgot that Peaceful Val
ley or the old hermit. That’s where 
•I wanted to take the little wagon 
train. But it wasn’t safe. Not while 
there was a one of the Bonner tribe 
left alive. But before I left Wyoming 
I took a chance. Crowded our luck, 
rnebbv. I told the W’idder Smith 
to sell her hotel, take the girls and 
board the train to Prescott, Arizona. 
And go from Prescott by' wagon to 
Peaceful Valley. When I started to 
draw a map showin’ her how to get 
there, sfte said she knew the trail. 
That you’d told her howT to get there, 
John. They will be waitin’ for us. 
Mebbyso that’s crowdin’ our luck a 
little. But f reckon not. God owes 
you that much, John.”

“ A man of simple faith.”  Mormon
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John laid a fatherly hand on the 
shoulder o f Wild Fete Walters, then 
smiled at Hank Blevins.

"Unlike you and Sarah, Hank, 
Pete and my oldest daughter Rebecca 
got married first. Then told Re
becca's mother. Rebecca said sbe 
would far rather Ik' the widow of 
an outlaw than to die denied of the 
love she and Pete had for each other 
since they first met.”

Then the talk changed and they 
went to the cabin to make their plans 
for war. The Bonner Destroying 
Angels, said Mormon John, would 
attack at night. This time, perhaps, 
to their own destruction.

VII

There were still twelve of the 
Bonner sons left alive. Old Man 
Eph Bonner rode in the lead of those 
sons of his. A full moon was push
ing itself slowly up from behind 
the rim of the high open mesa known 
as Robbers’ Roost. They rode by the 
pale white light of that moon, thirteen 
men whose trade was killing. And 
if a man believed in ghosts, then he 
might see the ghosts of the other 
Bonners riding with these living to 
bring their number up to nineteen 
sons, with Eph Bonner riding in the 
lead of them. Danites. Destroying 
Angels. Eph Bonner had sired them 
all. And each of them bore strong 
resemblance to their sire, in gaunt 
wolfish build, in cruel evil heart.

Ralph Brandon, organizer and 
leading spirit of the dread Danites, 
leader of the Destroying Angels, said

when he outlawed Eph Bonner and 
his sons that Bonner was insane.

“ Eph Bonner bartered his soul 
and the souls of his sons to Satan. 
To the fallen angel Lucifer. De
stroying Angels, indeed. Eph Bonner 
and his nineteen sons arc true dis
ciples of the fallen angel. Their 
bodies and souls have been bartered 
to Lucifer. I wash my hands of 
them, ban them from the Mormon 
Church. Let them ride to their own 
evil destruction.”

When Ralph Brandon had chosen 
Eph Bonner for his field leader of 
the Destroying Angels, to punish men 
who violated the laws of the Mormon 
Church, he had chosen too well. 
Eph Bonner was a born killer. Born 
without a drop of mercy in his 
blood. He killed because he bad 
the lust to kill and the thirst for 
human blood. He bred that into each 
and every one of his sons.

Eph Bonner rode now. A tall 
gaunt man, his face clean shaved 
and fleshless as a death’s head skull. 
Long and lean-jawed with the weath
ered skin tight drawn like dried 
rawhide over the skull bone structure. 
He had the long, lean pointed jaw 
of a wolf with wolf fangs yellowed 
when they bared in a lipless grin. 
And from that rawhide-covered 
death’s head glittered a pair of pale 
yellow eyes that wore like the eyes 
of a gaunt gray wolf on the prowl. 
His hair, once black, had long ago 
turned dirty gray.

Eph Bonner sat his horse as no 
other man ever rode, leaning forward 
across the saddlehorn, head thrust 
still further forward on a gaunt
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neck, lie rode a long stirrup and 
there wa> no saddle scabbard for the 
rifle be carried in the crook of his 
left arm. It could be protected 
against bad weather by an Indian 
tanned buckskin sheath. But on 
nights like this it“ naked steel barrel 
glinted in the moonlight. So rode 
Eph Bonner who still arrogantly 
called himself the leader of the De
stroying Angels.

Behind him rode his twelve re
maining sons. Tall, gaunt, black- 
haired. clean shaved like their evil 
sire. All rode the, same lone stirrup. 
All of them were stamped with the 
sane evil brand, alike in body and 
S o u l .

Eph Bonner held the evil belief 
that lie could never he killed- -by 
enemy bullet or knife steel. He had 
made his unholy pact with the devil, 
so he told his sons when they were 
old enough to he told such things and 
instructed in the vicious pattern jit 
his wavs. And while his tough hide 
was scarred by gun lead and whetted 
steel, he still lived to prove his 
claim to a life that could never he 
destroyed by human hand.

Let one of his sons get killed. Eph 
Bonner had an answer to fit that 
death.

‘AVe've sent plenty of tough men 
to hell. The devil’s claimed one of 
you to ride herd on ’em. When your 
time comes to go to hell, you go. 
But not till the devil needs you. 
Fear nothin'. Ride at it.”

Eph Bonner claimed that he feared 
no man on earth. He had drilled 
that into each and every one of his

sons when he led them or drove them 
ahead of him into enemy gunfire. 
And he was certain in his belief that 
all of his sons were fearless. . Be
cause when he was with them they 
dared not turn hack o r  weaken or 
flinch. They feared their father far 
more than the-, feared all the other 
lough men on earth.

When Eph Bonner was not with 
them, the Bonner sons had none of 
that fearless courage he drove them 
into showing. They were a night
riding, skulking covote pack that 
killed and ran and hid away until 
time to ride out on another prowl.

.Sixteen Bonner sons had ridden 
up the outlaw trail to light in the 
Wyoming cattle war. Only thirteen 
had ridden hack alive. And one of 
them had been shot and killed by 
young Reuben Lamb the other night 
at Robbers’ Roost. That left an 
even do/eu of them now'.

Bonner had not gone up the. outlaw 
trail for the bounty hunt in Wyo
ming. He had stayed behind in his 
cabin “ Under the Rim" of the Orange 
Cliffs below the high mesa tailed 
Robbers’ Roost. I,ik<̂  some old wolf 
pack leader grown too old for the 
enjoyment of that long trail, Eph 
Bonner’s hatred was centered closer 
to the Robbers’ Roost. Alone, Under 
the Rim of the Orange Cliffs he drank 
his moonshine whiskey to warm the 
poison of hatred in his blood, and 
waited for the return of his Destroy
ing Angels,

Now he led them across the great 
open mesa of Robbers’ Roost. He 
was headed for Mormon John’s place 
on the Dirty Deyjl River. He had
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put off the destruction of Mormon 
John until now. Because he hated 
Mormon John Lamb as he hated no 
other man on earth. And before he 
showed Mormon John the mercy of 
sudden death, he had robbed that 
cattleman of all that he had on earth 
to lose. Or so Bonner figured.

Because his sons had lied when 
they rode hack down the Outlaw 
Trail from Wyoming. They gave 
Eph Bonner the evil report he ex
pected of them. He had told them 
not to return without that report.

"We located Mormon John's wife 
and daughters,”  the sons of Eph 
Bonner told their lie. “ We wiped 
’em out. And we found Wild Pete 
Walters and killed him where we 
found him. We found Mormon 
John’s son David and killed him. 
The other son, Reuben, coyoted and 
Zeke caught up with him at a camp 
at Robbers’ Roost and killed him. 
But Zeke got killed by a bullet from 
Reuben’s gun. How do you figure 
that?”  The last question was a 
clincher to the lie, to get Eph Bonner 
away from further questions that 
would require more lying. They 
dared not admit they had been run 
out of Wyoming.

"The devil in hell needed Zeke. 
You shore certaiu you wiped ’em 
all out? Pete Walters and them 
wimmin?”

“We can’t lie to you, kin we?”
“ Then saddle fresh horses and 

foller me. I’m headed for the Dirty 
Devil River. You kin watch me kill 
Mormon John.”

Now they followed old Eph Bon- 
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ner across the open mesa of Robbers’ 
Roost. They had it made to kill 
him, shoot him in the hack. The old 
renegade had gone plumb locoed, 
they decided.

Eph Bonner was bound to find 
out soon that they had lied, that they 
had been run out of Wyoming like 
a cowardly coyote pack. When Eph 
found out, there was no telling what 
he might do to them. (Jo plumb 
hog wild locoed and commence kill
ing them off. So they’d better shoot 
him in the back now. They each and 
all of them had their guns in their 
hands. Yet all of them were too 
scared to commence shooting at .the 
back of that evil man ahead who had 
sired them all. They more than 
half believed what Eph Bonner had 
told them all since they were old 
enough to know what he was talking 
about. That Eph Bonner, leader of 
the Destroying Angels, had made a 
deal with the devil in hell and no 
bullet was ever molded that could 
kill him. . . .

Thev were out on the high open 
moonlit mesa called Robbers’ Roost 
when old Eph Bonner straightened 
up and stood high in his stirrups and 
pointed, at the same time letting out a 
harsh snarl that was like the howl 
of an old gray wolf who has smelled 
out a death trap.

“ Looky yonder! Coinin’ thisaway. 
That’s Mormon John . . . That’s Wild 
Pete Walters ridin’ alongside ’im . . . 
A stranger flankin’ Mormon John on 
his other side. Half a dozen more 
hossbackers. And, by the devil in 
hell, they know where they’re a-ridin’ 
an’ what they’re after. You’ve lied!”
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They were too seared of old Eph 
Bonner now to pull a trigger. He 
was cursing them as he had been 
cursing them since they could re
member. But this time with a ter
rible insane fury that tore his voice 
from corded throat and out from 
behind his yellow fangs in a wailing 
scream that was unlike any human 
sound.

“ Git at ’em !" screamed the old 
leader of the Destroying Angels. 
“ Hide at 'em! Kill ’em! But don’t 
shoot at Monnott John! Mormon 
John is mine! I'm sendin’ Mormon 
John to hell this night! I f  I  have to 
toiler him there!”

\ III

Even against the night breeze the 
wailing howling scream of Eph Bon
ner could be heard.

“ God protect us,”  .Mormon John 
spoke in a deep-toned voice, “ from 
all evil and from harm.”

Then he slid the saddle carbine 
from its scabbard and his voice 
lifted.

“ It’s every man for himself. Let’s 
take it to ’em. men! ”

Hank Blevins and M ild Pete Wal
ters flanked Mormon John while Big 
lied and his outlaws from Brown’s 
Hole fanned out through the high 
sagebrush. Their horses were fresh 
when they charged at a long high 
lope, holding their .gunfire until they 
got within range where their bullets 
would not be wasted.

They were outnumbered nearly two 
to one but they were not counting 
odds. Those outlaws from Brown’s
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Hole made no brag of being fearless. 
But the? had fighting guts and they 
rode straight at Eph Bonner and his 
dozen tough sons, and the Bonner 
Destroying Angels spurred at them 
yelling and cursing. Eph Bonner 
wras behind them and driving them 
ahead of him with his crazed cursing.

Hank Blevins and W ild Pete W al
ters rode at a lope. Until the bullets 
were whining and snarling close., 
they held their gunfire.

“ Good huntin’, Hank!" yelled 
Wild Pete and he stood in his stirrups 
with the bridle reins dropped over 
his saddlehorn. He lifted hi? carbine 
and it spat fire. One of the Bonners 
reeled drunkenly in his saddle and 
then pitched headlong.

Hank Blevins did not know when 
he fired his first shot. He stood up 
in his stirrups and squinted to line 
his carbine sights and pulled the 
trigger. He hit one of the Bonners 
with his first shot and levered the 
smoking shell from the carbine and 
shot again. His horse never flinched 
or slacked its headlong speed.

Every Boxed L horse Mormon 
John had mounted them on was well 
broken to ride into this kind of a 
gun ruckus. Those horses carried 
their riders where they wanted to 
go.

Hank Blevins and Wild Pete Wai
ters rode side by side now7 and into 
the thick of the wild melee. Hank 
caught a glimpse of Eph Bonner. 
That one quick look was enough to 
make Hank believe every horrible, 
evil thing he’d heard said about this 
leader of the Destroying Angels.

Then Hank, Wild Pete and Big
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Red were together. Two of the 
Brown’s Hole outlaws lay dead on 
the ground and the other three w ere 
cussing flesh -wounds. There wasn't 
one of the dozen Bonner sons left 
alive. Their horses spooked olf a 
ways with empty saddles. The twelve 
remaining sons of old Eph Bonner 
lay dead on the ground there on the 
high mesa called Robbers’ Roost.

‘ ‘Look yonder!” Big Red shouted.
flank Blevins and Wild Pete Wal

lers were already staring, their guns 
read v.

Out there on the mesa called Rob
bers’ Roost Mormon John and Eph 
Bonner, the last of the Destroying 
Angels, faced each other on horse
back. Their horses were reined to a 
halt and not more than fifty feet of 
open ground separated the two 
enemies. Neither of them had fired 
a shot.

Now, as if given some silent signal, 
their two guns lifted. Eph Bonner’s 
rifle; Mormon John’s saddle carbine. 
Both guns spat jets of flame at the 
same split second. Both guns kept 
spewing fire. Neither man so much 
as flinched or swayed in his saddle. 
It was as if both guns were missing. 
Neither man spoke; no sound of any 
kind came from them. Their leveled 
guns spat shot after shot and the 
blending of those gun explosions 
filled the night and the echoes were 
far flung across the great wide open 
mesa of Robbers’ Roost.

Then both guns went silent at the 
same time. Both were emptied. The 
last echoes died out and for one brief
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moment there was a terrible hushed 
silence.

Mormon John sat erect in his 
saddle, his empty carbine gripped ill. 
both hands.

Eifty feet away and facing him, 
Eph Bonner, last of the Destroying 
Angels, hunched forward in his 
saddle. Then his empty rifle dropped 
to the ground. And from the throat 
of that man who claimed that lie had 
bartered his body and soul to the 
devil in hell and could never he 
killed by gun or knife in human 
hands, came a horrible wailing 
scream that was unlike any human 
sound ever heard. Then Bonner 
pitched headlong from his horse, 
dead before his bullet-riddled car
cass hit the ground.

Mormon John had not missed a 
shot. His carbine held six cartridges. 
He had put six .30-30 bullets into 
Eph Bonner. Any one of those shots 
was deadly enough to kill an ordi
nary man.

Call it the protection of an Al
mighty God. Or blame it on the 
moonshine rotgut booze and poison
ous hatred that spoiled Eph Bonner’s 
aim. . . . Whatever the reason, Mor
mon John Lamb had come through 
that gun duel without a bullet 
scratch!

Pete Walters and Hank Blevins had 
each been shot. But they had only 
gotten flesh wounds that would be 
heal 'd in a couple of weeks. Big 
Red had come through the ruckus 
unhurt.

Back at Mormon John’s the 
wounded were cared for and the dead 
outlaws buried there.
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But up on the high mesa called 
Robbers" Roost the dead bodies of 
Eph B o i i i k t  and Ids twelve sons lay 
imburied. The leader of the Dariites 
and his twelve Destioving Angels 
who were his sons were left where 
tbov had fallen in battle. Left for 
the prowling varmints and wheeling, 
circling buzzards to pick ill • carrion 
meat from bones that would bleach 
where tlicv were scattered.

Onlv the horses ridden by Eph 
Bonner and his sons were looked 
after. Thev were unsaddled and 
turned loose.

Big Red and his outlaws rode back 
up the Outlaw frail to Browns Hole 
where they belonged. Before they 
left W ild Pete W alters shook hands 
with them. I his was his parting 
from men who understood the mean
ing of true liiendship.

“ So long, boss."
“ So long, Pete.”
No more than that. It covered all 

there was to he said. Anything more 
would have been awkward.

And on a cloudless sunny day a 
month later three men rode into a 
fertile valley in Arizona. Mormon 
John. W ild Pete Wallers and Hank 
JJIev ins. driving ahead of them a 
little retrmda of Boxed L horses.

At the edge of the valley Mormon

John reined up his horse. His long 
arm swept the valley with a slow, 
wide gesture.

“ Peaceful \ alley.’ '
Then he pointed to the lone rider 

who Was corning up out of the valley 
to meet them. They wailed until 
David Lamb rode up. Then Mor
mon John removed his old black hat 
and the three younger men followed 
suit as the older man offered up a 
brief praver to God.

Then Mormon John spoke quietly
to  his SOU.

“ Eph Bonner made his iinlmlv pact 
with the fallen angel named Lucifer, 
known as Satan, alias the devil in 
hell, and that unholy barter was paid 
in the flesh and blood of human 
life.”

Mormon John smiled. “ I made 
my bargain with God. J,est we he 
killed, then1 had to be one man 
among us left alive. There were 
women to he protected. So 1 sent 
you. David, though you were re
luctant to go. But, of ns all. you 
were the only one who had never 
taken a human life. So you were 
chosen to go to Peaceful Y alley to 
protect your mother and your sisters. 
You accepted that task without a 
word of protest, without one reluc
tant gesture though you wanted more 
than anything on this earth to. carry 
a gun and use it in revenge on the 
Bonners who were our sworn enemies. 
. . . David, von are the bravest man 
of us all. Never has a father been 
more proud of his son. . . . Forgive 
me if you can find it now in your 
heart.”

Young David Lamb smiled and the 
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smile was like sunlight in his blue 
eyes. He wore no gun. His open 
hands made a brief gesture.

“ The Hermit of Peaceful Valley,”  
he said, “ is a' man of God, though 
he knows nothing about any Bible 
or any of the religions which teach 
their belief in God. But he is a great 
teacher. I’ve learned a lot from 
him. And unlearned about all 1 
was ever taught inside Brown’s Hole. 
I’m glad you sent me here ahead of 
you, father. Until I talked to the 
Hermit of Peaceful Valley I believed 
myself a coward because I hated the 
feel of a gun in my hand. Now I’m 
not ashamed of that dread of guns. 
A man can hate killing without being 
a coward . . . ”

“ Your grandfather,”  smiled Mor
mon John, “ my father, was a circuit 
rider parson who never had a gun 
in his hand. He rode alone in the 
frontier wilderness among Injuns on 
the war trail and outlaws and bad- 
men, without fear and without being 
harmed. His name was David Lamb. 
You were named for him. You have 
his courage.”

Then Mormon John took the.saddle 
carbine from its scabbard and 
dropped it on the ground. Unbuck
ling his cartridge belt with its hol- 
stered six-shooter, he tossed it on 
the ground beside the saddle gun.

Wild Pete Walters shed his guns 
with a grin.

Hank Blevins threw away his 
saddle gun, threw it as far as he could
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into the brush. Then his cartridge 
b,eit and six-shooter followed.

“ I savvy how Dave feels,”  he said 
with a sort of unsteady laugh. “ I 
killed because I had to use a gun. 
I’m glad to be gone from Wyoming. 
Almighty glad to be here where guns 
are barred. Done with all that I’ve 
left behind.”

Thus unarmed, with the sun shin
ing, they rode into Peaceful Valley. 
As they rode along, Mormon John 
smiled.

“ I was just thinking, Hank. . . . 
You and my daughter Sarah will 
have need of a parson. I know of no 
more fitting one than this Hermit of 
Peaceful Valley.”

W hen Hank Blevins saw the white- 
haired, white-bearded Hermit stand
ing with the wife of John Lamb and 
her daughters, he agreed. Dressed 
in clean faded overalls and cotton 
shirt, bareheaded, barefooted, the 
Hermit had the look of a man of 
God. His arms lifted in a gesture 
of welcome.

The meeting of Mormon John and 
his handsome white-haired wife was 
something to behold.

When Hank Blevins swung from 
his saddle and Sarah Lamb, her 
black curls tossing, went rushing into 
his arms, that lump was in Hank’s 
throat and it choked back the words 
he wanted to say.

“ Ketched,”  Hank heard Wild Pete 
Walters telling his black-haired 
young bride Rebecca. “ Mormon 
John ketched Hank Blevins in a shot
gun trap set with rock salt . .

END
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CODE OF & KILLER
B y  A d o lp h  B e n n a u c r

That buttle -with an enraged gri::::hj taught Lobo LaRue that he 
could no longer glory in his rep as the most feared man in Alas!,a

T here was a feeling of tense ex
pectancy in the ah'. The more timid 
citizens of Caribou hurried home and 
bolted their doors, bartenders made 
- l i r e  that their sawed-off shotguns 
were ready to hand and all roulette 
and faro games were promptly sus
pended. There could be no mistak
ing that tall, broad-shouldered in
dividual striding down the center of 
the street. Lobo f .aRue was in town 
again!

Of all the evil forces which had 
infested that portion of southern 
Alaska, Lobo LaRue was considered 
the worst. Lawless and predatory 
by nature, he took from life what
ever he desired, respecting no man’s 
will but Ills own and wiping aside 
with his ride, his hunting knife or 
his bare fists all who sought to op
pose him. In a region where men 
were not held too strictly to account 
for their actions, LaRue was the 
exception. He was feared, hated and 
cursed by all who knew him.

Now the steel calks of his number 
twelve boots pounded challenging!) 
upon the narrow jdank sidewalk. 
Still in his early thirties, Lobo LaRue. 
was a splendid specimen of a man. 
six feet, four inches in height and 
grossing two hundred and twenty- 
five pounds of solid bone and muscle 
— a physique which even his heavy 
red mackinaw could not quite con
ceal. No two men had yet put him 
on his back, no man dared face his 
knife and no furred or feathered 
creature could live within the range 
of his rifle. The nickname Jjy which 
he was called had been well earned.

Abruptly', Lobo’s footfalls ceased. 
He had paused beside the entrance 
of the Pay Dirt Saloon, where a 
tinkling piano proclaimed that, 
though the time was early afternoon, 
the place was already well patron
ized.

For a moment LaRue stood there, 
glancing about him curiously. He 
knew7 that while the street itself was
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deserted, he was being observed from 
every window and doorway. His 
thick lips curled and an amused, al
most mocking, light appeared in his 
flashing black eyes. That people 
hated him bothered him not at all; 
that they feared him gave him im
mense pleasure.

Rifle resting in the hollow of his 
arm, he pushed open the hatwing 
doors and entered the saloon. A 
dozen men were standing at the bar 
and as many more were seated  ̂at the 
small, round tables against the op
posite wall; hut no one turned or 
lifted an eye at LaRue's entrance. 
The latter’s expression of amusement

. '  ♦

deepened. Ordinarily, he would have 
hanged his rifle butt on the floor and 
peremptorily ordered everybody to 
drink with him. But he was not 
doing any drinking today. He had 
come here strictly on a matter of 
business, and he did not mix business 
with pleasure.

At the rear of the barroom was a 
door leading to the private office of 
Dave Bannister, proprietor of the 
Pay Dirt. Straight toward this door 
LaRue headed and, opening it with
out the ceremony of knocking, found 
himself facing a stout, semi-bald man 
of about fifty who was seated at a
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clcsrk. pvritJf over some papers 
through a haze of cigar smoke.

“ You send for m e?" LaRue s 
greeting was as blunt as his entrance 
had been. “ Well, here I am!”

Covering a start of surprise. Ban
nister turned a pair of cold, fishy 
blue eves upon his visitor.

“ Why. yes. of course! Only I 
didn't expect vou so soon! Have a 
seat, l.aHue! And here— have a 
cigar!"

LaRue accepted the cigar and, 
dropping into a chair with his rifle 
across his. knees, grinned at Ban
nister insolently.

“ Ah. thees is good! When you 
give me cigar, my frien’. then I know 
vou have very important job for me. 
job which pav much inoncv! Is it 
not so?"

There was more truth than sarcasm 
in his words. For this was not the 
first time that he and Dave Bannister' 
had m<g in the latter's private office. 
Although the two could hardly have 
been called friends, they had one 
thing in common— an exalted sense 
ol their own power and an insatiable 
desire to increase it.

In his way. Bannister was as much 
of a human wolf as LaRue. lie 
owned not only the Pay Dirt Saloon, 
but the whole town of Caribou and 
much of the surrounding territory, 
as well: and the methods he had 
used to acquire all this had been as 
ruthless as those euiploved by his 
companion.

“ It s a job,”  he remarked coolly', 
“ that will bring you one hundred 
dollars in gold! But it will have

to be handled within three days! 
And there must be no slip-up!

Lobo LaRue gave an expressive 
shrug.

“ I do not make the slip-up, my 
frien’ ! That you should already 
know! An’ now, about thees job ?”

Dave Bannister drew a folded 
paper from his pocket and spread it 
out upon his desk. It was a crude 
hut fairly accurate map of the region 
around Caribou showing the town 
itself, a stretch of Portage River, 
three miles to the east, and various 
sections of land on both sides of the 
stream. No barren wasteland was 
this hut good arable soil! In a few 
more weeks the patches of winter 
snow which still covered it would he 
gone. All it would need then would 
be the sowing of seed and the short 
but warm Alaskan summer to make 
it yield a goldcu harvest.

Bannister’s pudgy forefinger in
dicated one of the sections on the 
near side of the river which was 
marked in red.

“ Vou see this tract, here? ft’s the 
only parcel of land in the whole 
valley that doesn't belong to me! 
Of course, it has no value in itself, 
hut I want it to make my control of 
the region complete. Right now it’s 
being homesteaded by a man named 
Bill Jepson who refuses to sell his 
rights and who will finish proving 
up on the place in three more days. 
Your job is to make sure that he 
doesn’t remain long enough to do 
that!”

LaRue look the map and studied
it curiously. He revealed no surprise

i
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at Dave Bannister’s cold-blooded 
method of doing business, but he 
knew this part of southern Alaska 
as he knew the palm of his hand, 
and his lips curled into an ironic 
smile.

“ So you want thees man, Jepson, 
run off, eh! That is fair enough, 
my frien’. But you are one fat liar 
when you say thees land have no 
value! By gar, she is most valuable 
section of them all! She is only 
place where one can ford the river 
at high water! You will get the 
land, my frien’, but she will cost you 
two hundred dollars; gold, instead 
o f  one, an’ thees money you will pay 
me now!”

The fishlike eyes of Dave Ban
nister narrowed slightly, his teeth 
bit deeply into his cigar. He had 
taken no offense at the other’s slur, 
being immune to such; nor was he 
reluctant to pay LaRue in advance, 
knowing that the latter never went 
back on his word. What rankled 
his miserly soul was the increase ill 
price. But there was no sign of 
compromise in the stoic face before 
him. Grudgingly, he turned to his 
safe.

“ All right! There’s your money, 
LaRue —  ten twenty-dollar gold 
pieces! And next Saturday, remem
ber, I’ll expect to take possession of 
the property!”

As coolly as he had entered the 
office, Lobo LaRue left it. Though 
the saloon bar tempted him, with 
all that money in his belt, he knew 
better than to stop for a drink. One 
drink would lead to two, two to a 
dozen; and then his job would be

forgotten, bis promise to Bannister 
broken. And LaRue was too proud 
to break a promise. It was a mani
festation of his supreme egotism. 
Besides, he could catch up on his 
drinking later!

Since it was not more than five 
miles to the Jepson homestead, LaRue 
decided to go out there right away. 
After all, this was only a minor job, 
a kind which he had performed many 
times in the past, and it should cause 
him no great trouble! Though he 
did not know Jepson, he was sure 
that the latter would be no different 
from other men. If he refused to 
be intimidated and put up a fight, 
so much the better! In that way 
he would be eliminated altogether 
and LaRue himself could claim self- 
defense !

Slipping on the snowshoes which 
were strapped to his back, LaRue 
started off, cross-country, for the 
Jepson place. It was a beautiful 
spring day, with the distant sun 
shining at its best and with just 
enough tang in the air to make a 
man’s blood tingle. Being as much 
a part of the outdoors as the animal 
whose name he bore. Lobo LaRue 
was in his element. His black eyes 
danced and his lips whistled the-tune 
of a French-Canadian love song as 
his swinging stride carried him over 
the undulating terrain.

A few miles north of town he en
tered a region of hills, covered with 
scrub pine and juniper bushes, im
mediately beyond which lay Portage 
River and ̂  the homestead of Bill 
Jepson. It was dark among those
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trees, compared with fife brightness 
of the open country, and LaRue's 
thoughts were momentarily back in 
a certain dance hall in Skagway. 
Hence, he was not aware that he was 
no longer alone until his ears caught 
a distant but distinct growl. Glanc
ing up quickly, he saw a grizzly 
bear not more than a hundred yards 
ahead!

LaRue had come upon many 
grizzlies in his time, though seldom 
upon one like this. It was a giant 
silvertip, standing six feet in height 
and weighing about seven hundred 
pounds. But, even more startling 
than its size, was its display of tem
per. Apparently, it had just come 
out of hibernation and had brought 
its appetite with it, an appetite which 
it was now vainly endeavoring to 
satisfy with what berries it could 
find on the sparsely covered bushes. 
And with each unsuccessful attempt 
its growls of anger seemed to grow 
in intensity.

“ Mon Dieu!”  La Rue whispered 
softly, as he leaped for the shelter of 
the nearest pine.

There was more admiration than 
fear in his voice. He knew that 
the hear had not yet seen nor scented 
him, for he was to leeward of the 
beast; but being a creature of 
strength himself, he respected 
strength in others, and here was a 
creature that made his own physique 
seem like that of an infant in com
parison. Not for anything in the 
world would he have disputed the 
trail with that silvertip grizzly, not 
even armed with his rifle; for he 
knew that, unless his first shot found
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the bear's heart, he would he loosing 
upon himself swift and certain de
struction !

Cautiously, he continued to edge 
away until he was a good hundred 
yards east of the trail. This brought 
him to the very bank of Portage 
River which, thawed out by the spring 
rains and sunshine, was now running 
swift and clear fifty feet below him. 
Although it was a more roundabout 
course to the Jepson homestead than 
the one he had chosen, it was cer
tainly a much safer one. With noth
ing to lose but a little time, LaRue 
dropped down beside the stream and 
proceeded to follow it northward.

And half an hour later, rounding 
a bend in the steep hank, he came in 
sight of the Jepson homestead. It 
was more prosperous-looking than 
most of the homesteads he had seen 
in that part of Alaska, comprising 
a substantial log cabin, a good barn, 
a cow shed, pigpen and chicken 
yard. The buildings stood at the 
near end of a level tract of land 
half a mile long and a quarter of a 
mile wide and though there were 
still patches of snow on the ground, 
most of this tract had already been 
plowed up for the spring planting.

LaRue took one good look at the 
place and whistled softly.

“ By gar, I bet thees man, Jepson. 
put up one beeg fight before he leave 
place like thees!”

Which, however, was beside the 
point! He had been hired to run 
Bill Jepson out of there and he could 
not let a momentary feeling of re
spect for the man dissuade him from 
that purpose. The sooner he got
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the job over with, the sooner he 
would be aide to enjoy the orgy of 
spending which those two hundred 
dollars in his money belt insured 
him. Boldly, he continued on toward 
the house, glancing about as he did 
so for some sign of the owner of the 
homestead.

A wisp of pale blue smoke as
cending from the chimney indicated 
that the cabin was occupied; but 
LaRue divined shrewdly that the 
occupant was Jepson’s wife, and lie 
was not making war on women. On 
a bright spring day like this, Jepson 
himself should be somewhere out
side, working on his place. Yet, to 
LaRue’s disappointment, the home
steader appeared nowhere in evi
dence. And then, chancing to glance 
toward the little poll? corral, LaRue 
found the explanation. The bars 
were down and the corral itself was 
empty, proclaiming that Jepson had 
gone to town!

LaRue nowr had two courses of 
action open to him. He could either 
go back to towm and pick his fight 
with Jepson there, or wait here for 
the latter’s return. A moment’s con
sideration decided him against the 
former course. Lie might have diffi
culty locating Bill Jepson in town 
and there would be too many wit
nesses if he picked a fight with the 
homesteader there. On the other 
hand, Jepson would he sure to return 
by sunset, and that w as now not more 
than an hour away. Selecting a 
sunny spot on the lec side of the 
barn, LaRue slipped off his snow- 
shoes, lit a cigarette and sat down.
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In this position he faced the slope 
of the hill which formed the southern 
boundary of Bill Jepson's homestead.** 
It was not more than a hundred yards 
distant from the cabin and, being 
covered with scrub trees and brush, 
provided excellent shelter for the 
dwelling in that direction— one more 
thing for which LaRue had to give 
the homesteader due credit. And 
yet, even as this thought occurred to 
him, he caught sight of something 
which caused him to forget all about 
Jepson and brought an exclamation- 
of mingled surprise and amusement 
to his lips.

“ Well, by gar! What you know 
about that!”

The object which had attracted 
his attention was no part of the 
landscape. It was the figure of a 
little boy about five years of age, 
who, clad in a white knitted garment 
that covered him from head to foot, 
looked like some elf out of a fairy 
tale. And even more elflike than 
his appearance were his actions. 
Armed with a little bucket, he was 
running from one bush to another, 
stripping them of their crop of ber- 
rjes which, unfit for human consump
tions had doubtless attracted him 
with their bright red color.

Children were rare in that part 
of Alaska. In all the five years that . 
Lobo LaRue had been there, this was 
the first child he had ever seen. That 
it was Bill Jepson’s boy, there could 
be no question. But LaRue had not 
known of the youngster’s existence 
when he made his bargain writh Dave 
Bannister.

This brought a uew- complication
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into the affair, a complication which 
^tilled him with no little misgiving. 

Prepared though he was, to wage an 
all-out war on Jepson himself, he 
had no quarrel with the latter’s wife 
and child!

In the meantime, he could not 
take liis eyes off the little fellow. 
Each of the hoy's movements, as he 
darted excitedly from one bush to 
another, brought a fresh grin of 
delight to LaRue’s lips. Just like a 
young jackrabbit. he thought, only 
far more fascinating to watch! And 
soon a strange impulse began to take 
possession of linn. He felt ail over
whelming desire to pick ibis little 
boy up in his arms and bounce him 
up and down, to laugh and talk and 
play with him!

The idea seemed ridiculous at first. 
I .aRue thought lie must he getting 
a little soft in the head. He did not 
know that he was experiencing the 
oldest impulse in the world, the im
pulse that lives in even the most 
savage creatures of the wild. But 
since lie could not shake the impulse 
off, he knew that his only alternative 
was to give way to it. Grinning a 
little foolishly, he stamped out his 
cigarette and arose. And just as he 
did so lie caught sight of something 
else which wiped the grin from his 
face and caused his heart to skip a 
heat.

There was another figure on the 
hillside now. It broke suddenly out 
of the brush a hundred yards from 
the little hoy— the snarling, hunger- 
maddened grizzly which LaRue had 
side-stepped farther back on the

trail! Being down wind from the 
cabin, the beast had evidently been 
attracted here by the scent of human 
habitation. And now its sharp eyes 
had glimpsed the bucket of bTnri.es 
in the boy’s hand. Head erect, fore
paws waving menacingly, it came 
lumbering toward the child!

“ Mon Dieu!"
Like a thing of magic. LaRue's 

rifle leaped to his shoulder and even 
as his glance flashed along the barrel, 
his finger pressed the trigger. With 
the whiplike crack of the report, the 
grizzly staggered a little, but growled 
its anger and came on. the bullet 
which had been intended for its heart 
having glanced off its ribs. LaRue's 
left hand pumped out the empty shell, 
jerked the lever back—-and stopped 
halfway as the second cartridge 
jammed in the breech!

The hear was now within a hun
dred feel of the hoy. who. startled 
by the sound of the shot, looked up 
and saw the great beast. With a cry, 
the little fellow turned and started 
for the cabin, still clutching his 
bucket of berries. At the same in
stant, from the direction of the cabin. 
LaRue heard a woman’s shrill 
scream. Dropping his useless rifle, 
he whipped out his hunting knife 
and ran to head off the hear, yelling 
to the hoy as he did so.

“ Drop those berry, little one! Drop 
those berry!”

The child, too terrified to under
stand. however, continued to cling 
to the half-filled bucket. The grizzly, 
now running on all fours, was only- 
fifty feet from him and gaining rap
idly. But LaRue’s long legs brought
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him between the two before the gap 
could be closed.

With a vicious snarl, the bear rose 
upon its hind legs and made a sweep 
at him with its forepaw. LaRue 
nimbly side-stepped and before the 
beast could recover its balance, 
darted in under the outstretched paw 
and sank his knife deep into the 
shaggy body!

He had struck at the grizzly’s 
heart and, by all the laws of anatomy, 
his knife should have gone home. 
But a slight twist of the bear’s body 
at tile crucial moment deflected the 
steel blade. It missed the heart by 
a fraction of an inch and the wound 
served only to increase the beast’s 
fury. Both its forepaws now closed 
about LaRue’s body, drawing him 
with irresistible force against its 
breast.

LaRue knew that he could not 
break that grip. He realized that it 
would be only a matter of seconds 
before his ribs would be crushed like 
egg shells. Already, his head was 
beginning to swim and he was find
ing it difficult to draw his breath. 
If only he could free his right arm 
so that he might strike again! For
tunately he still had the use of his 
legs. With all the power he had left, 
be brought his right knee up and 
into the bear’s belly!

The grizzly felt that blow. For an 
instant its own breath was cut short, 
the crushing grip about LaRue’s body 
relaxed. In that instant LaRue 
jerked out his knife and struck again 
— not at the bear’s heart, for he was 

' too high for that, but straight into
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the beast’s jugular vein. The foun
tain of warm blood that sprayed his 
face proved that this time he had not 
missed, and he kept the knife there, 
twisting it back and forth to widen 
the cut.

That it was now mortally wounded, 
the bear seemed to realize as well as 
LaRue. But apparently it had no 
intention of dying alone. The grip 
about LaRue’s body tightened once 
more. He could not have drawn 
his knife out again, had lie tried. 
Even his legs were becoming use
less. He seemed paralyzed from 
head to foot. His breathing stopped, 
consciousness was fading fast. And 
then, in what he thought was the 
swoon of death, he went toppling to 
the earth!

But it was not a swoon! He and 
the bear had gone down together, 
and he was lying, full length, upon 
the beast’s body! The visclike grip 
about his torso had relaxed now; he 
felt the precious, life-giving air com
ing back into his lungs. But there 
was no quiver of muscle or beat of 
heart in the great shaggy carcass be
neath him. The grizzly was dead! 
It lay with its head on one side, its 
eyes slowly glazing, while a rivulet 
of blood continued to flow from the 
wound in its neck.

Slowly LaRue disengaged himself 
from the beast’s clutches and got to 
his feet. He was still very weak and 
dizzy and splattered from head to 
foot with blood, but he had no hones 
broken and was conscious of no in
ternal injuries.

With a grimace, he bent down, 
drew his knife from the bear’s throat
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and wiped it upon the snow. And, 
just as he arose again, he saw three 
people running toward him from 
the cabin— a man and a woman and 
the little boy who had been the cause 
of all the trouble!

“ Thank heaven, you're safe! " It 
was the man who spoke, a tall sinewy 
individual with blue eyes and an 
honest-looking face. He was carry
ing a Winchester in his hands. “ I 
saw you just^as I got back from 
town and hurried into the house to 
get my rifle! By the time I came 
out again, the fight w-as over! And 
what a fight that was! I never saw 
anything like it! That silvertip was 
big enough to finish off half a dozen 
men! Are you sure you’re all right?”

Before LaRue could answer, the 
woman, tears streaming down her 
cheeks, rushed up and pressed his 
hand to her lips.

“ Oh, I don’t know how to thank 
you.”  she cried. “ You saved my 
Bobby’s life! In all my prayers I 
will remember you! As long as I 
live 1 will never forget you! And 
now please come into the house, so 
that we can take care of you!”

It was an embarrassing moment for 
Lobo LaRue, quite the most embar
rassing one he had ever known. Never 
before had he done anything for 
which he deserved thanks. To be 
sure, the slaying of that giant grizzly 
in a hand-to-hand conflict had been 
quite a feat! Jepson would doubt
less spread the news and men would 
talk about it for months! It would 
be discussed in every barroom, lum
ber camp and trading post in that

part of Alaska! But. whereas this 
thought might have pleased LaRue 
immensely at any other time, it 
seemed to mean little or nothing to 
him now.

His eyes were on the little fellow 
nestled ,close to his mother’s side. 
The impulse which had stirred him 
so strangely when he was watching 
the boy picking berries awoke in him 
again. Awkwardly, he stepped over 
to Bobby and laid his hand on the 
child’s head. As the latter’s blue 
eyes met his, he grinned broadly.

“Next time you see bear, you be 
sure to drop those berry, eh!”  He 
gave the boy’s head another pat, 
then turned toward the parents, his 
features growing suddenly hard. 
“ There is nothing wrong with me, 
my frien’s! An’ I have other busi
ness to take care of, now—very im
portant business! I see you again, 
maybe! So long!”

Ignoring their protests, he strode 
over to the spot where he had left 
his rifle, picked it up and started 
back down the river bank toward 
Caribou. The exertion of walking, 
coupled with his superb physical 
condition, soon removed the last 
shred of dizziness and brought him 
back to normal strength. But LaRue 
himself was hardly conscious of this 
fact. Only one thought lived in his 
brain, an all-consuming thought, 
which grew in intensity as he pro
ceeded, which caused his black eyes 
to flash and which seemed to make 
the miles flash by.

The sun had set when LaRue finally 
reached town, and the dusk which
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follows quickly iti Alaska at that 
time of the year was already dark
ening the main street as he walked 
along it. Once more he was heading 
for the Pay Dirt Saloon, but this 
time he did not pause before the en
trance. Straight into the barroom 
he strode, unmindful of the startled 
glances which greeted his blood
stained appearance— straight back to 
the proprietor’s private office, the 
door of which his heavy boot drove 
half off its hinges.

Dave Bannister was still there, 
though the cleared appearance of 
his desk indicated that he was just 
about to take his departure. And 
whatever anger he may have felt at 
this impetuous intrusion changed to 
blank astonishment when he noted 
h all lie’s gory appearance.

"What the devil!” he exclaimed. 
"You two must have had it out with 
knives! 1 knew Jepson was tough, 
but I didn’t think that he— ”

“ You theenk too much already,” 
LaRue 'ii pped, his black eyes 
ablaze. “ You theenk LaRue make 
war on women an’ kids, eh! well, 
von know different now!”

With a gesture of repugnance, he 
tossed upon the desk the ten twenty- 
dollar gold pieces which Bannister 
had given him a few hours before. 
And in the same movement, his hand 
caught the latter by the throat and 
jammed his head against the wall.

“ Listen to me, Bannister! Thees 
mail, Jepson, shall keep his land! 
If ever again you try to run him off, 
or try to harm him or any of his 
family, then I, l.obo LaRue, will 
come hack here an’ choke you to 
death with my hare hands! Like 
thees, you fat pceg— like thees!”

The fingers of that powerful right 
hand tightened. Dave Bannister’s 
face turned purple, his terror-filled 
eyes started from their sockets, he 
attempted to speak, but could only 
gibber foolishly.

Holding him there a moment 
longer to make sure that he under
stood, LaRue dropped him uncere
moniously to the floor. Then LaRue 
kicked the rest of the door off its 
hinges and strode through the .bar
room into the street. And men 
turned aside as he passed, for he was 
a thing of evil, feared and hated and 
shunned by all!

T H E  E N D

c o w b o y : f o o l o s o p h y

They may admire, but as a rule,
Few cowpokes really love a mule.
Could be because his stubbornness 
Reminds them of their own, I guess!

S. O m a r  B ahkek
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I

Dave French sold his saddle the 
dav his son was horn. Before that 
he kept it hanging on the back porch. 
Sometimes when he went to the store 
he would pause and blow the dust 
from it; sometimes he would put his 
hand on the smooth, oiled leather. 
He had been a long time working up 
to that saddle, starting with an old 
A-forked apple-horned \ isalia tree 
and advancing as he advanced in the 
cow business. But when Jack came 
he let it go. There were bills to pay, 
and anyhow .Vlareu didn't like it. 
She had always hated the saddle.

Dave was foreman for the Y Bar 
outfit when Allen Bethunes orphaned 
niece came to live there. Bethune

brought her out from town and Dave 
was the first person she met. lie had 
just got to the ranch when Bethune 
stopped the buekboard and helped 
the girl alight.

"V. ell. Bethune said, ‘ ‘she got 
here. Dave. Maren. this is Dave 
French."

Maren "s hand, warm and soft but 
with an unsuspected strength, lay in 
Dave's palm. Her eyes, blue and 
with long black la -lie ;. smiled at 
Dav e.

‘Aessir," Dave said to A1 Bethune. 
And then to Maren. “ We've been' 
lookin forward to your eomin’." He 
flushed and let the hand go. He 
knew, right then, that things at the 
Y Bar had changed, i le knew that 
he could never go bark Lo the old
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ways when only cattle and grass, 
horses and men and weather were 
considered.

Maren arri\ed at shipping time 
when the heef was going to market, 
For the first weeks of her stay she 
hardly saw Dave French or her uncle. 
They were gone at daylight and they 
didn’t get hack until dark, so tired 
I hat they just ate supper and then 
turned in.

During those first weeks Maren 
had the place to herself with only 
Dough Givens, the cook, for a com
panion.

She turned Dough into a friend 
and accomplice, and fixed up the 
house, changing it from the casual 
clutter of a bachelor layout into the 
neater comfort of a woman-run out

fit. She needed something to do, 
needed something to lake the plaee 
of her old home, needed work to still 
the dull ache her folks’ deaths had 
left her. At the end of two weeks 
she was through with making ehanges 
and, fortunately, two weeks also saw 
the end of the shipping.

“ Now,”  Allen Betlnmc said, “ we 
won’t be gone so much. Dave, get 
Maren a gentle horse an' take her 
with you tomorrow. She can ride 
ol’ Headlight; he’s safe. ako her 
out an’ show her around.”  Allen 
had placed the Y Bar in Dave 
French’s capable hands; it was only 
logical that there he should also 
place his niece.

Although the heef was shipped, 
there was still plenty to do on the Y
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Bar, but there was leisure time, too. 
Allen Bethune was Maren’s uncle; 
Dough Givens was a superannuated 
cowhand, fallen to cooking; Ben 
Peach, the rider, was anyhow fifty 
years old. But Dave French was 
young and tall and straight. Dave 
carried Maren to her first Western 
dance and led her through the in
tricacies of her first quadrille.

Days, when ' crisp New Mexico 
weather brought color to her cheeks, 
Dave rode with Maren. Nights, when 
the wind blew snow flurries abound 
the tight, warm house, Dave, Dough, 
Ben and Allen sat around the fire
place, eating the corn Maren had 
popped or the candy she had made.

“ Time to turn in,”  Ben would say. 
“ Cornin’, Dough?” The two of them 
would go to the bunkhouse and to 
bed.

Allen would stretch and yawn. 
“ Good night, Dave. ’Night, Maren.”  
He would clump off to his room. 
The fire would crackle and hiss as 
snow came down the chimney. The 
wind would sound low and lonesome. 
Dave and Maren would sit watching 
the flames. That was in winter 
time.

Spring came after winter; it ahvays 
does. One day there is snow on the 
ground, ice in the troughs, old cows 
in the pen waiting to be fed, and 
shaggy winter horses looking over 
the bars of the corral. And then, 
without your knowing how it hap
pened, the snow is gone and all the 
little streams run water, and there 
are long-legged colts beside their 
mothers, calves on the ground; and 
under the old grass, green shows.
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In April Dave, with Maren, rode 
the south pasture. The sun was gold 
and a field lark climbed up to see.

“ There’s a happy fellow,”  Dave 
said. “ He’s got a wife and family 
down below, I guess. He’s got what 
he wants.”

“ What he wants,”  Maren echoed. 
And therj, not looking at Dave, “ What 
do you want, Dave? What would 
make you happy?”

Dave’s eyes held the light that 
every woman hopes to find in her 
man’s look and his voice shook when 
he answered. “ You, Maren. You’re 
what I want."

Later they rode on, surrounded by 
their new-found happiness. Three 
miles they rode and then across the 
creek Dave saw a stray in the pas
ture.

“ I’ve got to look after my job. 
now,”  he said and somehow filled 
the words with portent. “ That’s a 
stray heifer an’ I want to see her 
brand. Stay here, Maren.”

Across the creek Dave stopped to 
tighten his cinch, then with his rope 
down, started for the stray. Sand 
spouted in little puffs beneath his 
horse’s feet, and the rope circled.

Then, suddenly, the horse and 
man were down. The heifer stopped 
to look back curiously and Maren 
spurred Headlight, heedless of stones 
and slippery creek bottom. When 
Dave opened his eyes his head was 
in Maren’s lap and he looked up into 
her frightened, tear-streaked face,

“ I’m all right, Maren,”  Dave re
assured her. “ Don’t worry. A horse 
is bound to fall sometimes.”  He
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said no more because iVIaren kissed 
him.

Because of the fear he saw in 
Maren’s eyes Dave hid his hurt. The 
saddle had caught him in the fall 
and he had three broken ribs.

Getting up, Dave caught his horse, 
and stood while Maren mounted. 
They rode home together, Dave mak
ing light of the whole business and 
kidding about the spur tracks he had 
put on his saddle. But when they 
got to the ranch lie fainted and only 
Ben Peach’s swift aid kept him from 
falling off his horse. Ben and Allen 
Bethune carried him into the bunk- 
house and Doe Bradley came out, 
twenty miles from town, and strapped 
up the ribs.

“ You can’t kill a cowpuncher,”  
Doe Bradley said. “ Don’t you worry 
about this boy.”

Jn three weeks Dave was riding 
again,

II

Spring gave way to summer and 
there was heat all across the flats, 
beating hack from the Iron hills. 
The windmills creaked endlessly and 
the grass turned brown. It was too 
hot for Maren to ride nor did she 
care to.

June ended and July came. On the 
Iron hills, clouds formed every day 
and rains swept across the country. 
The drought was broken and brand
ing began.

Maren, flushed with Saturday’s 
baking, came to the door of the house 
for there were visitors in the yard, 
tall men, disguised in dust and weari
ness, dismounting from tired horses.

“ Get a snack on the table, Maren,” 
Bethune called. “ The sheriff’s here 
and he wants to eat and go.”

At the kitchen table Tom Louder- 
milk, the sheriff, and two deputies 
ate and drank coffee. Dutch Ochs, 
the sheriff drawled, was in the hills, 
two others with, him. They’d killed 
a man at Rincon, Loudenmlk stated 
without animus, and Dutch O  hs was 
bad.

Maren, deserting her bread in the 
oven, went to the door. Ben was 
penning horses in the corral and Dave 
was strapping a scabbard to his 
saddle. The sun winked from a 
rifle leaning against the fence, and 
in the kitchen Tom Loudermilk’s 
drawl announced that Ochs would 
likely fight, a man being hung no 
higher for tw7o killings than for one.

Maren ran down the steps. Dave 
was saddling Comet and Ben Peach 
was changing his rigging to a big 
black.

“ You aren't going, Dave?”  Maren 
caught Dave’s arm. “ You can’t g o !”

In the big pen cows and calves, 
brought in for branding, milled 
neglected. Dave pulled the latigo 
tight.

“ Tom needs some help,”  he said. 
“ Ben an’ me are goin’ with him.”

“ But you can’t !”  Sheer terror 
was in Maren’s voice. About the two 
of them the brightness was a haze 
and through it the .girl looked at a 
tall, grave-faced man who rvas a 
stranger.

“ We’ve got to, honey,”  the stranger 
said, and bent to kiss her. Then, 
with a creak of leather, he was in the 
saddle and Comet was moving off.
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ft was dusk when Dave returned. 
The men rode in and silently dis
mounted. A limp bundle was lifted 
from a horse and taken to the barn, 
and with Sheriff Loudermilk walking 
watchfully behind them, two men 
were marched to the bunkhouse. Ben 
Peach, at the bottom of the steps, 
reported to Allen Bethune.

“ We jumped them in that old shack 
up Curumpaw Canyon. Had to kill 
one of them."

“ Dave .''" Vlarert breathed her ques
tion.

“ Dave’s all right. He’ll be up in 
a minute. It was him that took 
Dutch. Dutch was gettitT away, but 
Dave caught him."

“ You help get supper on the table,"’ 
Bethune told his niece. “ We’ll be 
right back.’ ’ He went down the steps 
and off toward the bunkhouse with 
Ben Peach.

From the corral Dave walked to
ward the kitchen. Maren flew down 
the steps and into his arms.

Maren and Dave were married 
after branding time. They had 
planned a fall wedding but Maren 
didn’t want to wait. The day Tom 
Loudermilk took Dutch Ochs and his 
men— one living and one dead— into 
town. Maren made her decision 
known.

“ Let’s get married right away,” 
she said to Dave. “ I don't want to 
wait any longer. I thought a fall 
wedding, but . . .”

Dave didn’t let her finish. He 
caught her close to him. Her cheek 
against Dave’s, Maren whispered. 
“ I’m afraid. Dave. I was so afraid
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I’d lose you. W e’ll be married right 
away. We’ ll live in town.”

Dave would have drawn back then, 
but Maren held him close. “ Do you 
love me, Dave?”  she whispered. “ Do 
you love m e?"

There was just one answer and 
Dave made it.

The district judge married them. 
He was sitting in Salinas, holding 
court, trying Dutch Ochs for murder, 
and between the sessions of the trial 
he performed the ceremony. Dave 
and Maren left for Denver, and Ochs/ 
hearing the news in his cell in jail, 
cursed slowly.

“ Married, is he?”  Ochs growled. 
“ All right, let him be married. If 
it hadn’t been for him, Pd have got 
away. One of these days . . .”  He 
told the jailer what would happen to 
Dave f rench one of these days when 
he, Dutch Ochs, got free from jail.

When Dave and Maren came back 
from their honevmoon, Dutch Ochs 
was beginning his life sentence in the 
penitential''.

It was a different Dave French 
that came hack. Allen Bethune noted 
it, Ben Peach saw' it. Outwardly 
there was no change, but inwardly 
Dave had lost something. He fitted 
back into place at the Y Bar. helping 
clean tip the- ends of branding, but 
it was plain that his heart was not 
in his work. Where always he had 
worked in the lead, now he was in 
the drags. He was at the house as 
much as he was in the pasture or 
the corrals, and even when he was at 
w'ork his mind was not on his busi
ness the way it should have been.
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A month after his wedding day, 
Dave came to Allen Bethune and 
asked for his time.

"1 don’t like to leave you,"’ he 
said, "hut Maren wants to live in 
town. She worries about me all the 
time Fm out, an’ I worry about her. 
I ain’t made you a hand since I came 
hack.”  .

Bethune looked at Dave, noting 
the uncertainty in his eyes.

"You belong with cattle,”  Bethune 
said bluntly. "You'll never be con
tent in town. I’m goin’ to talk to 
Maren.”

He talked with her. "Dave’s got 
a good joh here,”  he reasoned with 
his niece. “X .need him an’ he needs 
the work. He’s got a little bunch of 
cattle that I’ve let him run with mine. 
The two of you can have the house 
to live in. 1 won’t bother'you. Dave 
will never find a joh in town that 
will pay him what I pay him or that 
will give him the opportunity I 
will.”

Maren answered that argument 
with one of her own. "And what 
good will those things be if he’s 
dead? I saw his horse fall and break 
his ribs. Remember that! I saw 
him go out with the sheriff and I 
saw the men they brought back. I— ”

"But a cowman’s got to do those 
things,”  Bethune interrupted. "Of 
course he has to lake a chance, but— ’

“ And that’s why we’ ll live in 
town!”  Maren said triumphantly. 
“ In tow'n when Dave goes to work in 
the morning I’ll know that he’ll come 
home at noon. And anyhow we’re 
going to buy a store and he won't 
have to work for anybody.”

He Sold His Saddle

That was the last victorious argu
ment she had used on Dave. Allen 
Bethune surrendered to it.

Ben Peach learned of the decision 
and, jogging along with Dave through 
the south pasture, asked a question.

“ I hear you're movin’ to town. Is 
that so?”

“ That's right.” Dave did not meet 
his friend’s eyes.

Ben thought awhile. "Goin’ to sell 
your saddle,”  lie mused.

Dave had not thought of it in just 
that way. Over the western ranges 
they write “ finis”  to a man’s career 
with those simple words. 1 hey say, 
“ Me sold his saddle.”  It is at once 
a conclusion and an epitaph.

“ It’s just for awhile,”  Dave said. 
“ Maren’s a town girl an’ she wants 
to live in town. You don’t under
stand, Ben.”

“ No,”  agreed Ben, “ 1 reckon 1 
don’t sabe.”

Ben did not argue with his friend; 
a man does not go to another and 
tell him that the girl he loves is 
wrong. Ben went to Maren. A 
medium-sized man with sparse gray 
hair and eyes that were faded by 
staring into distance, he seated him
self on the bottom step of the porch 
and looked up at the girl.

“ Dave says you’re goin’ to live in 
town.”

Maren dropped a long paring from 
a potato and nodded.

“ That’s a mistake.”  Ben produced 
his papers and tobacco and methodic
ally set about' constructing a cigarette.

“ W hy?”  Maren wanted to know.
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“ Because Dave belongs out here. 
You’re tamperin’ with his work.”

“ Dave loves me. We’ ll be happy 
in town.”  defiantly.

“ You’ll be happy in town.”  The 
cigarette trickled smoke. “ Not Dave. 
You've got your mind made up an’ 
there’s no use to talk. But some 
day you’ll know different.”  There 
was more that Ben Peach wanted to 
say. but he didn't know how. He 
did not know how to say that a 
woman’s arms and a woman’s lips 
are compensation for some things, 
but not for all. and that they cannot 
keep a man from remembering.

“ Aw, what's the use?”  Ben asked, 
and got up from the steps. He was 
not on hand the day Dave loaded 
the wagon with his things and with 
Maren’s, and moved into town.

Ill

Town— Las Bocas— was different 
from the Y Bar. Dave and Maren 
bought out Dantry’s store. Dave 
sold his good cows and calves to make 
the payment. They rented a little 
house in town. There was a fence 
around the yard and a cistern in tire 
hack. Maren watered the vines that 
overran the porch. Dave fixed the 
fence so that the neighbor's chickens 
w'ould not come through.

In the morning Dave went to work, 
stopping on the corner to turn and 
wave. At night he helped Maren 
with the dishes and told her about 
the people that had come to trade. 
On Sunday he went to church with 
Maren, holding her fingers in his 
hand while they sat in the pew.

Ranchmen, coming in to trade, 
bought from Dave French and spoke 
of the range and cattle. Townspeople 
visited in his store. At the end of 
the first month there was money for 
the hills and accounts on the ledger, 
some of them good accounts, some 
not,

“ 1 told you so,”  Maren said when 
Dave, at the end of that first month, 
computed his profits.

“ You're a smart woman, honey,” 
Dave praised.

The second month was not so 
prosperous. People who had traded 
with the new merchant, drifted back 
to their old associates. Some of the 
good accounts were not paid, and 
none of the bad ones. Still there was 
money for the bills from the whole
sale houses, but there was no re
joicing at the table when the work 
on the books was done.

“ It’s just a bad month,”  Maren 
comforted. “ Next month will be 
better.”

Allen Bethune came to town that 
week and, as always, visited his niece. 
They had, those two, no community 
of interest beside Dave French. 
Bethune was in the kitchen when he 
inquired about his one;time foreman.

“ Dave’s gained eight pounds,” 
Maren answered her uncle. “ He’s 
just as well as he can be. He’s wor
ried a little about the store because 
we didn’t make as much as last month, 
but we’re awfully happy. Uncle 
Allen.”

“ An’ Dave’s satisfied?”  Bethune 
asked. “ He don’t want to come back 
to the ranch?”

“ He never mentions the ranch.»
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He’s just as contented as he can be.”
Bethune, looking through the 

kitchen window, saw the saddle hang
ing on the porch. “ If Dave wants 
to come back, I can use him,”  he 
said. "I sec he’s kept his saddle.”

That night when they had gone to 
bed, Man n lay awake, a vague fear 
in her, an uneasiness she could not 
diagnose. Dave shifted and punched 
his pillow into a mound and Maren, 
moving when her husband moved, 
spoke to him.

“ Why don’t you sell your old 
saddle, Dave? It just takes up room 
on the porch.”

“ I don’t know,”  Dave answered 
sleepily. “ I just want to keep it, I
guess.”

Bethune’s visit had been on Satur
day. On Sunday afternoon Maren 
was reading in the living room when 
a pleasant bass humming came to 
her ears. She smiled and went to 
see what had made Dave so happy. 
She lost her smile when she saw him. 
He W'as on the hack porch. He had 
the saddle down and was rubbing 
oil into the dark brown leather.

“ Hello, honey,”  he said when he 
look ed  up.

Maren, standing in the kitchen 
door, spoke a little acridly. “ If 
vou’re looking for something to do, 
v oil can fix the screen.”

“ Pretty soon.” Dave rubbed the 
left jockey of the saddle.

“ And the roses have to be covered. 
You might do that instead of fooling 
with that old saddle.”

“ Pretty soon.”

“ You think more of that old saddle 
than you do of me!”  ’ Maren ac
cused illogically. “ You want to go 
back to the ranch. You don’t want 
to stay here with me. Y ou don’t 
like it here in town.”

Dave let the saddle thump down 
on the floor. "Why, honey,”  he 
began^ “ you don’t think that! Here, 
we’ ll go fix the roses. Y ou’ve got 
it all wrong, Maren. Yrou . . .’ ’ But 
Maren fled, weeping.

Next day she called upon Doe 
Bradley. The doctor listened, asked 
questions and smiled quietly.

“ About the first of July, I’d say,” 
the doctor announced. “ You can 
expect your baby then.”  Marea’s
eyes were wide and Doctor Bradley 
went on, telling her what to expect 
and what to do.

Dave was happy with the news and 
Maren was happy, loo— happy in 
the new tenderness with which Dave 
surrounded her. But women engaged 
in the oldest and most absorbing of 
women’s business, do not rationalize, 
and they have strange fancies. They 
move by intuition rather than reason 
and as time went on, Maren’s hap
piness dulled.

What’s In A Brand Answers ( page 43) 

1. T in HORN i Tinhorn) ; 2. M on 

ARC (Monarch) ; 3. W  in G, D in G 

(W ingding); l. Death Valley; 5. 

Square Dance; 6. I inkin' high WAY 

(Lincoln Highway I; 7. ltKDA: Arca
dia; 8. H on KEY, T on K. < Honky- 
tonk) ; 9. Hat Check.
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Dave’s saddle hung on the back 
porch and fifty times a day she saw 
it there. Silent and imponderable 
and with the sheen of oil upon its 
well-used leather, the saddle seemed 
to menace her. It was a symbol of 
the things she feared, of the things 
she tried to push away, and she hated 
it. For Maren knew that she had 
lied to Allen Bethune and that Dave 
was not completely happy.

A hundred things told her this. 
Little things: the ring in Dave’s voice 
when he spoke of some old friend, 
some rider come to town, the eager
ness with which he questioned Beth
une concerning the Y Bar; just little 
things.

Christmas came and was gone. 
The new year came. On New Year’s 
Day Dave worked on his books. That 
night when the dishes w7ere done and 
the dish towels hung behind the stove, 
Dave went to the door and opened 
it. Standing there, he looked out 
on the porch. Maren shivered in 
the cold air that rushed in.

“ Come in and close the door, 
Dave,”  she said. “ I’m cold.”

Dave did not turn; apparently he 
had not heard. He spoke suddenly. 
“ Let’s get out of here, Maren. Let’s 
go back to the ranch. Bethune will 
hire me.”

Maren knew7 that Dave was looking 
at the saddle. She came up beside 
him. “ But the store, Dave,”  she said. 
“ You can’t leave that."

“ I’ll sell the store. I owe most of 
what it will bring, anyhow. Let’s 
go back to the ranch.”

Maren’s hand touched her hus
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band’s shoulder. “ I’m cold,” she re
peated. “ Please close the door.”  

Dave closed the door and turned. 
He saw7 the fear in Maren’s eyes. He 
saw her body, heavy with his child. 
He came to her swiftly. “ Forget it, 
honey,”  he said. “ I was just talking. 
Forget it. I wouldn’t take you out 
of tow7n now. Of course not.”

But the thing had been said, had 
been placed in the open. The next 
day when Dave was at work, Maren 
went to the porch and stood looking 
at the saddle, her hands tightly 
clenched at her sides. She saw the 
spur track across the saddle seat and 
remembered how it had come to be 
there. She saw the w7orn spot be
neath the fender and knew that it had 
been made by a rifle scabbard.

“ I hate you!”  she told the saddle. 
“ I hate you! You can’t have him. 
He belongs to me!”

IV

The slow months wore away and 
late in June there came a night when 
Dave French, trousers pulled over his 
nightshirt and bare feet heedless of 
hidden thorns, vaulted the picket 
fence to call his next door neighbor.

Lights bloomed in the little house 
and Doctor Bradley came. The bed
room held the sharp scent of chloro
form and Maren’s eyes were dark 
with pain. Dave French stood by 
the bedroom door, opening and 
closing his big, incompetent hands. 
And then Jack French wailed thinly, 
and after a time Dr. Bradley came 
out chuckling his satisfaction.
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Marcn’s recovery was slow after 
the baby came. She stayed in bed 
and Dave hired, a woman to do the 
work. Three weeks after Jack was 
born Maren made her first shaky 
tour of the house, Dave walking be
side her, his arm around her waist. 
They went from bedroom to living 
room, to kitchen, all strange under 
another woman’s care. They paused 
and Dave opened the back door. On 
the porch a rope hung down, the loop 
empty. The saddle was gone.

“ Why . . Maren said in sur
prise, “ WTiere is your saddle, Dave?” 

“ I sold it,”  Dave answered briefly. 
“ I needed some extra money so 1 
let Dolf Williams have it. Do you 
think you could go out in the yard 
a minute? Your delphiniums are 
beginning to bloom.”

“ I think I’d better go to bed,”  
Maren answered shakily. “ It’s time 
for Jack’s feeding.”

Dave took her back, helped her 
into bed and brought young Jack. 
Maren lay there, feeling her son’s 
greedy lips, watching the life throb
bing in the fuzzy fontanel beneath 
her arm. From her son she raised 
her eyes and looked at her husband.

Dave stood at the foot of the bed. 
The weight he had gained was gone, 
and more with it, so that his clothing 
hung loosely. He sagged, standing 
there, and Maren noted for the first 
time that hi? shoulders were slumped. 
She saw that there were wrinkles in 
his forehead and about his eyes, not 
creases put there by staring in the 
sun but by worry. She saw loose 
flesh along his jaw. And suddenly 
Maren remembered Ben Peach, sit

ting on the steps of the Y Bar ranch- 
house.

“ Dave belongs out here,”  Ben 
Peach had said.

Suddenly, forgetting her son, 
Maren wanted to stretch out her arms 
to her husband. She wanted to hold 
him close and cry out that she would 
make it up to him. That where he 
went, there she would go, and that 
no matter what he did, her place 
would be by his side. She wanted 
to confess her wrong and ask him 
for forgiveness. Then young Jack 
lost the nipple and groped for it 
and Maren was concerned for her 
baby again.

They never referred to the saddle 
after that. Jack French held the 
attention of his father and mother. 
He grew as any healthy baby must, 
and he did those cute and cunning 
things that babies do.

Allen Bethune came in to see the 
boy, and Dough Givens came to tip
toe to the crib. Tom Loudermilk, 
gaunt as a- sandhill crane, viewed 
the miracle in the crib and allowed 
that, given time, Jack would make 
a hand. And Ben Peach came to 
stand beside the crib, to look from 
the baby to Maren with eyes that told 
nothing, and to drawl, “ Well . . . 
mebbe he was wutli it!”

The days droned by. Maren had 
meant to make it up to Dave, she 
had meant once again to be all things 
to her man, but the baby took her 
time and her attention. There were 
diapers to wash and meals to cook 
and bottles to boil. There was the
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endless round of care a baby de
mands.

And Dave? There was the store 
to tend and bills to pay, notes to 
meet, accounts to make out, cus
tomers to serve. Somehow those two 
were trapped. Somehow they were 
caught.

A man can't go to the wife he 
loves and tell her that she has tricked 
him. He can’t tell her that the reason 
he sits silent at night is because he 
is beginning to hate her. He can’t 
do that, can he? And a woman 
can’t go to her husband and tell 
him that she has been wrong, and 
that she will toss away her place 
that she has built in the community, 
that she will give up safety, and 
security and all, if only he will smile 
at her once more, if only his shoul
ders will square again and the worry 
wrinkles leave his face. Or can she? 
Maren did not know. Dave French 
didn’t know.

The fall was long that year with 
bright, smiling days. Allen Beth- 
une, calling on his niece, sat in 
Dave’s big chair and held little Jack.

“ I’ve finished shipping, Maren,”  
Bethune said. “ I sure wished Dave 
was there to help.”

“ Yes?”  Maren said.
Bethune reached into his pocket 

and withdrew his wallet. “ When 
Jack was born,”  he announced, “ I 
branded a cow7 for him, branded her 
calf, too. It was a steer calf and 
I sold it. Here's the money. Jack’s 
in the cow business.”

Maren took the folded bills her 
uncle held out. There was thirty 
dollars in her hand. “ That’s awfully

nice of you. Uncle Allen,”  she said. 
“ I’ll put the money in the bank foi 
Jack.”

“ Nope.”  Bethune shook his head. 
“ Buy him something that he needs.”

They talked awhile longer before 
Bethune took his leave. When he was 
gone, Maren finished her work but 
there was no life in her, no interest. 
She and Dave had quarreled that 
morning over so small a thing as a 
dollar bill. Maren had spent the 
dollar on a knitted cap for Jack. 
Dave thought it should have gone to 
pay tire milk bill, and in the quarrel 
they had lost sight of its origin, 
saying harsh and hateful things, in
tent only on hurting each other.

Young Jack woke up, yawning and 
stretching. Maren took him from 
the crib, dressed him and, placing 
him in . his buggy, set out for town.

As Maren rolled the buggy along 
the board sidewralk, Tom Loudermilk, 
with three men, rode by. The sheriff 
tipped his hat to Maren.

At the store Maren hesitated, 
tempted to go in. Then, thinking 
better of it, she pushed the buggy 
on toward the bank.

Dolf Williams’ saddle shop wras 
beside the bank and when Maren 
reached it she stopped again. In 
the window of the shop was a saddle. 
It had been used. The stirrups hung 
in place, the cinches dangled below7 
the wooden horse. There w7as a 
spur track across the seat and a worn 
place w7as visible on the right fender. 
It was Dave’s saddle.

“ Buy Jack something that he 
needs,”  Allen Bethune had said.

Maren wheeled the buggy toward
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the shop door, pushing it open. Dolf 
Williams, bald and wrinkled, came 
from his workshop in the rear.

“ That saddle in the window,”  
Maren said. “ Dave’s saddle. How 
much is it, Mr. Williams?”

V

Down in his store, Dave f  rench 
sal in the office and talked to Ben 
Peach. Ben lounged, squatting on 
his boot heels, his hands, rope 
scarred and calloused, fashioning a 
cigarette. About Ben’s middle a 
cartridge belt sagged with the weight 
of a gun.

“So Dutch Ochs escaped?”  Dave 
questioned. “ He got out of the pen?”

“Yeah,”  Ben drawled.
"And Tom’s out after him ?”
“Yeah.”  Ben lighted the cigar

ette.
Dave looked at his paper-littered 

desk. On top of the bills piled there, 
was a letter from old man Dantry, 
Danin did not like California or 
loafing in the sun. He wanted to 
buy back his old store.

“Why didn’t you go with him?”  
Dave asked.

Ben moved his hand in a small, 
brushing gesture. “ Remember what 
Dutch said when you took him?”  he 
queried. '"Remember what he said 
in ja il?”

“ About gettin’ me?”  Dave scowled.
“ Uh huh.”  Ben studied his cigar

ette. “ 1 thought I’d stay in town 
awhile. Tom didn’t want me with 
him very bad, anyhow.”

So it had come to this! So it had 
come to a point where Ben Peach

and Tom Loudermilk thought that 
he, Dave French, needed protection!

“ Dutch took to the hills?”  Dave 
asked.

“ Uh huh.”
Dave French stood up and as he 

rose, the bad and weary months 
sloughed from his shoulders. His 
clothes were tight because he filled 
them; the sagging flesh along his 
jaw was taut, and anger burned in 
his eyes.

“ You stav here,”  he directed. 
“ I’ll be right back.”

When Dave was gone, Ben pushed 
himself up and walked toward the 
front of the store. Stopping by the 
prune barrel, he selected one and 
hit into it.

“ I dunno,”  Ben said. "Mebbe . . .”
Dave did not find Maren at the 

house. She was gone and so was 
little Jack. Dave retrieved his hoots 
and spurs from the closet and put 
them on. He could get a horse at the 
livery barn, f  rom the bottom bureau 
drawer Dave pulled out a belt and 
bolstered weapon. He lapped the 
belt about his middle.
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In the living room Dave wrote a 
note to Maren and then, with a glance 
about the place, went out. At tHe 
gate he paused, looking back. Then, 
closing the gate, he followed the 
sidewalk toward town, his boot heels 
firm on the planks, his spurs jingling.

Ben Peach lounged in the door 
of French's store, chewing his dried 
prune. Allen Bethune came out of 
the blacksmith shop and started 
across the street.

At Dolf Williams’ saddle shop, 
Maren French pushed her son’s 
buggy through the door. The buggy 
was freighted with an unaccustomed 
load. With cinches and stirrups tied 
so that they would not drag, a saddle 
rode the buggy. Its leather was well 
cared for and bright where the sun 
struck it, and Jack had possessed 
himself of a saddle string and was 
chewing on the salty leather.

At the eastern edge of Las Bocas 
a man, heavy-set and armed, watched 
a small dust cloud receding toward 
the hills, then grunted and turned 
his horse toward the houses.

Maren had almost reached the 
store when she saw Dave. He was 
coming toward her, walking briskly. 
Ben Peach stepped from the door 
and stared at the baby buggy with 
its strange burden, while Allen 
Bethune was halfway across the 
street, coming toward Maren.

Beyond Ben Peach, Maren saw a 
heavy-set rider enter the street and 
saw Dave stop and turn toward him.

For a moment the whole scene 
froze and was congealed, then broke 
into swift and fluid motion. The
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rider raised a gun-tipped arm, Dave 
French leaned forward, his own arm 
sweeping up, and in Las Bocas there 
sounded the heavy crash of gunfire. 
Then Bpn Peach was running down 
the sidewalk, pistol in hand and 
Bethune paralleled him in the street. 
The horse reared and the rider, 
strangely inept it seemed, tilted in 
the saddle, slumped and came thresh
ing down.

Maren forgot Jack, forgot every
thing. Dave took a slow step toward 
the body in the street while his wife, 
still pushing the baby buggy, ran 
toward him, calling, “ Dave! Dave!”

Before she reached her man Maren 
let the buggy go. Young Jack 
squalled his fright but clung to the 
saddle string and his vehicle rolled 
to a halt, front wheels off the side
walk. Dave .turned when Maren 
called but had no time to come to her. 
Before he could move she was there, 
her arms around him. He dropped 
his gun and his own arms came up 
to close hard about his wife while 
Maren sobbed against his chest. 
Through the sobbing her words came, 
disconnected and broken:

“ I bought your saddle, Dave! I 
got it back for you!”

Out in the street Ben Peach hol- 
stered his gun and Allen Bethune 
pulled to a panting halt. Dutch 
Ochs lay at their feet, unmoving. 
The one thing Ochs needed now wras 
burial.

“ That,’ said Ben, “ finishes that, 
I guess.”  He was not looking at 
Ochs as he spoke, nor yet at Allen 
Bethune. Ben was staring at the
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pair on the sidewalk, at a canted 
baby buggy that held a yelling young
ster and a well-used saddle.

Ben Peach was right, as January 
proved. January is a frosty month 
and, on a January morning the men 
at the Y Bar saddled, then, leaving 
their horses to soak in the corral, 
went to the house to drink another 
cup of coffee.

In the kitchen young Jack French 
occupied his high chair and beat a 
tattoo with a spoon upon a dish. 
Dough Givens washed the breakfast 
dishes and Allen Bethune, Ben Peach 
and Dave French stood around the 
stove.

“ We’ll move those cows,”  Dave an
nounced, “ an’ I think we’d better 
start to feed from the other stacks.”

“ Suit yourself,”  said Allen Beth
une. “ Anything you want brought 
out from town?”

“ Ask the boss.”  Dave answered 
and turned to smile at Maren by the 
door. “ We’d better go, Ben.”

Maren went out with her husband, 
shivering in the cold but walking 
with him to the corral, her hands 
locked on his arm. She stood by 
the gate while the men mounted and, 
as tall bay Comet stopped beside her, 
she put her hand on the saddle.

“ We’ll be back by noon,”  Dave 
said and bent to kiss his wife.

Maren felt his lips, strong and 
firm and warm upon her own. Un
der her hand she felt the smooth 
coldness of the saddle. Then as 
Comet moved, she stepped back, 
watching them ride away, watching 
Dave turn to wave to her. The sun 
winked in bright reflection from the 
cantle of Dave’s saddle. Maren 
wraved her response. The saddle 
was carrying her man away, but the 
saddle would bring him back.

THE END

1. gipnep
2. trote
3. yohen
4. frapanif
5. hocer

6. elba
7. apek
8. reamwortb
9. liqua 

10. crape

11. mobci
12. amh ‘
13. yarrut
14. repa
15. }ilm
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That lonely boothill grave de

served an epitaph that couldn't 
be written until Tom M cAfee  
tracked down the Unholy Three

-TO HELL!
By Joseph Chadwick

I

T he sundown stage out o f  Bantry 
wasn’t crowded, but the last pas
senger to arrive tossed his valise 
atop the coach and climbed to the 
box.

"Mind if I ride up here with you?”  
he asked the driver.

He was a rocky-faced sort who 
looked as though he didn’t care a 
hoot whether old Hib Reber, han

dling the ribbons, minded or not. 
Something about him suggested that 
he always did as he pleased, no 
matter how it rubbed other men. 
His eyes were as chill as the winter 
air. His mouth, from which a half- 
smoked cigar jutted, was humorless.

He %vas dressed in a half town, 
half rider fashion. That was, his high- 
heeled boots and broad-brimmed, 
flat-crowned hat didn’t quite match 
his heavy mackinaw. The man
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himself sparked Hib’s curiosity, 
stirred his memory. The stranger 
ignored the driver's questioning 
gaze, however, mid did not introduce 
himself.

It was time to hit the trail.
The express company agent ap

peared in his office door, watch in 
hand, and gave Hib a nod. Kicking 
off the brake, Hib yelped and 
cracked his blacksnake. The six 
horses in the traces came explosively

alive. The Concord gave a violent 
lurch, rolled forward. The stage 
for Palisade was on its way. It was 
out of Bantrv in less than a minute, 
pounding along the mountain road. 
Darkness closed down. The wind 
had a bite to it. There were while 
patches of snow on the road and 
against the slopes.

The stranger's cigar had gone out. 
He continued to cold-smoke it, and 
the way his teeth clamped to the 
dead butt made old Hib remember. 

“ Your name’s McAfee.”
“ That’s it, ’ the passenger said. 
“ Marshal at Dodge City.’ " 
“ Ex-marshal.”
“ Saw you there, a couple years 

ago,”  Hib Reber commented. Now 
that he had the stranger branded, In- 
wanted to talk. Stage-driving was 
a lonely kind of job. “ Going to 
Palisade City, eh? Not going to be 
marshal there, maybe?”
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‘ ‘No,’ ’ the stranger answered.
‘ ‘Thought not. Palisade’s got a 

marshal.” Hib said. “ Maybe you’re 
going to try your luck in the gold 
fields?”

“ A man tries his luck wherever 
he goes,”  McAfee replied. “ If you 
must know, I’m going to Palisade to 
look up my kid brother. Haven’t seen 
him for a couple years. Met a man 
some months hack who claimed he 
saw the kid in Palisade. Wrote a 
letter, but it came back marked 
’addressee unknown.’ 1' igured I’d 
come sec for myself.”

“ The postmaster at Palisade 
should know.”

“ Not in this case,”  McAfee stated. 
"The kid has a habit of changing 
his name every so often.”

Old Hib murmured, “ Oh,”  as 
though he knew why men changed 
their names.

Tom McAfee knew that his brother 
was dead. He hadn’t been told so; 
it was something he felt. This trip 
to Palisade would end in a visit to 
the youngster’s grave. McAfee was 
as sure of that as he was certain of 
his own whereabouts. Twenty-one 
years old— and dead. It was hard to 
believe. McAfee didn’t want to be
lieve it. yet he wasn’t a man who 
shrank from the truth. He was on 
his way to visit Dan McAfee’s grave.

And then what? McAfee wondered.
He didn’t know. It all depended 

on how the kid had died. If death 
had been due to natural causes or 
accident, all right. If Dan had, in 
his wild way, gotten himself killed 
in a gun fight fair and square, that

too was all right. If something else 
had happened, as McAfee's fecli ng, 
his hunch, told him was so, then his 
trip wouldn't be finished with a visit 
to a grave.

The road curved around a sleep 
slope. There was rock wall to the 
left of the stage; to the right there 
was a sheer precipice— yawning 
blackness. If there should he any 
miscarriage in Hib Reber’s driving, 
the entire outfit— horses, coach, 
driver, passengers— would go crash
ing to disaster. But the old man 
was a wizard with a stagecoach.

“ A bad road, this,”  McAfee re
marked.

“ The company’s never lost a coach 
on it,”  stated Hib. “ Not to the road. 
But if you’d mention road agents, 
that’s something else again.”  

“ Holdups, eh?”
“ Plenty of them. But only on 

stages outbound from Palisade— the 
ones carrying strong boxes,”  Hib 
muttered, and swung horses and 
coach around a sharp bend? The 
road sloped sharply downward now, 
and the Concord rocked on its thor- 
oughbraces. “ There’s a regular 
wild bunch operating hereabouts. 
I was jumped two weeks ago, and my 
shotgun messenger was shot through 
the shoulder. The road agents got 
about eight thousand dollars in dust 
— damn ’em!”

“ Any of them known?”
“ Nope. They’re always masked.” 
“ Seems that something could be 

done about them,”  said McAfee, 
talking around his cigar butt. “ How 
long have they been operating?”  

“ About six months,”  Hib told him.
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“ The first stage was stopped last 
summer. There was a spell when the 
bunch laid off, for a couple of 
months. That was after one of our 
shotgun messengers was killed. A 
young fellow named O’Neill. A 
likable cuss, he was. But brash. 
He made big talk around Palisade 
that he was going to wipe out the 
wild bunch. Me, I figure young 
O’Neill suspected the identity of one 
or more of that crowd. Frank Ryer- 
son thinks so, too.”

“ Ryerson?”  questioned McAfee. 
“ Superintendent of Atlas Mines, 

Ltd.”
McAfee nodded. “ I know him,”  he 

said. “ This O’Neill?”
“ A regular buckaroo,”  Old Hib 

said. “ Handsome, dudish dresser. 
A sport. But a good gun guard. 
Always sober when it was time to hit 
the trail. He did for the Craley 
brothers, when they tried a stick-up. 
He got Hank Roman too. with a scat
ter gun. But none of those three 
was with the real wild bunch. They 
were tough, but not smart. It was 
two months ago that O’Neill got it. 
He was sh^t from ambush, at Deep 
Gorge Cre'ek. The road agents got 
away with ten thousand in gold 
bullion, that time. O’Neill left a 
widow. She’s still in Palisade.”  

“ O’Neill,”  said McAfee.
He took the cigar butt from his 

mouth, stared at it as though he had 
never seen it before. His metallic 
eyes were colder than ever.

At nine o’clock, Hib Reber tooled 
the outfit into the Emigrant Forks 
stage station. He and the four pas

sengers from inside the* coach en
tered the log house for the coffee 
the station agent offered to warm 
them up. McAfee didn’t go inside 
with them; he remained on the box, 
as though immune to the cold, and 
lighted a fresh cigar.

The hostler made a change of 
horses, hitching up the fresh relay 
in record time. Hib Reber came out, 
wiping his whiskery face on his coat 
sleeve, and climbed up to his perch. 
He started out as soon as the four 
passengers were aboard. The road 
beyond the Forks was less rugged, 
and the fresh mustangs took to it 
at a gallop.

“ He left a widow, eh?”  McAfee 
said, after a couple fast miles. “ This 
O’Neill, I mean.”

“ Yeah, He’d only been married 
a few weeks.”

“ This widow of his. what’s she 
like?”

“ Pretty as a picture, McAfee. The 
kind that’d turn any man’s head, 
unless he was as old as me. Took 
her husband’s death hard. Still does, 
for that matter. You can see it in her 
eyes that she’s grieving.”  Hib 
paused, spat tobacco juice over the 
side. “ You can’t get me to say a 
word against Mrs. O’Neill,”  he added. 
“ I figure it’s how a woman behaves 
after she’s married that counts.”

“ Why sav something like that,
H ib?”

“ Well, Danny O’Neill got her out 
of a honkatonk.”

McAfee murmured, “ So his first 
name was Danny.”  It looked as 
though he would have to call on the 
widow as well as visit the grave.
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There were snow flurries now, and 
the cold bit deep. The miles fell 
away, and at midnight Hib Rcber 
said, “ Another hour, and I’ ll put 
you down in Palisade. Deep Gorge 
Creek’s just ahead. That’s where 
O’Neill got it. Just over the bridge/’ 

The stagecoach slowed for the 
crossing, for the bridge was a nar
row plank span suspended over noth
ing but blackness. Hoofs clattered, 
wheels rumbled. The bridge seemed 
to sway, its timbers creaking and 
groaning. Beyond it loomed a tangle 
of brush, jagged rocks, swirling 
snow. McAfee said flat-voiced, 
“ Watch it!”  He had glimpsed 
riders.

A gunshot racketed and a voice 
bellowed, “ Pull uj), pull up!”

Hib lleber muttered, “ Not me,” 
and cracked his whip. McAfee 
yelled, “ Fool! You want to die?” 
He grabbed the reins, hauled back 
on them, bringing the horses to a 
stop as the three masked men rode 
at the rig.

Oh! Hib swore, wanted to know if 
McAfee had no guts. Then he ranted 
at the road agents, “ What’s the idea, 
jumping an inbound stage? You 
hombres know blamed well Pm not 
carrying a strong box!”

One of the bandits held a double- 
barreled shotgun. “ End of the 
month,”  he said, his voice muffled 
by his neck-scarf mask. “ Time for 
Atlas to be bringing in specie to pay 
off its miners. We just want to make 
sure you’re not carrying it, mister.”  

“ If I was carrying treasure, I’d 
have a shotgun messenger aboard!”

“ Looks like you’ve got one.”
“ Him?”  said Hib, giving McAfee 

a contemptuous look. “ He’s just a 
passenger. You’ve got him scared 
green.”

“ Don’t give me that,”  the shotgun 
bandit growled. His tone had turned 
sour. “ You” — he indicated McAfee 
— “ start reaching.”

“ Friend, I’m not armed.”  .McAfee 
talked around his eternal cigar, and 
he didn’t lift his arms. “ My gun’s 
in my traveling bag.”

His voice was mild, his face un
readable. 'But his eyes were nar
rowed down. With the darkness, 
the snow and the outlaws’ masks, 
there wasn’t much to see. But McAfee 
was observing what little there was. 
'This man with the shotgun was 
mounted on a gray gelding; he was 
bulky in the saddle, and lie wore a 
fur cap and a canvas coat that was 
probably lined with blanket wool. 
He grew flustered by McAfee’s steady 
gaze, and muttered, “ A man can get 
himself shot for being stubborn.”  
But he didn’t tcB McAfee again to 
put up his hands.

The other two road agents dis
mounted and began searching the 
stagecoach. One climbed up and 
made sure the front boot contained 
no express shipment. He hefted 
McAfee’s valise atop the coach, was 
satisfied by its light weight. De
scending, he helped his partner go 
through the rear luggage hoot. They 
ordered the passengers to climb out, 
then searched the interior for a 
secret storage place for treasure. 
They gave up finally, permitted the
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passengers to get back inside, and 
mounted their horses.

“ All right, pull out.’’ the bandit 
with the shotgun growled. “ It's 
lucky for you that you didn’t lie to 
us!”

Hib got underway, muttering a 
string of oaths. He still believed 
that he could have gotten past the 
trio, and he blamed McAfee for get
ting the stage stopped.

“ Thought you had a rep tor being 
tough.” he said peevishly.

McAfee ignored that. “ They the 
ones you’ve been telling me about?” 
he asked. “ The ones that have been 
pulling most of the holdups— and 
that killed O’Neill?”

“ Yeah.jdammit!’ ’
“ A man could track them down, 

if he put his mind to it.”
McAfee seemed to be thinking out 

loud. He also seemed to have made 
up his mind about something.

II

The stagecoach rolled into Pali
sade City at midnight, Hib bringing 
it to a lurching stop before the ex
press company’s local office. The 
snow fell steadily now, and the 
lighted windows— mostly of the 
saloons and honkatonks, at this time 
of night— were seen blurredlv as 
through a filmy curtain. McAfee 
climbed down and then reached for 
his valise.

“ Hotel’s across the street, then to 
your right,”  old Hib said.

“ Thanks,”  said McAfee. And 
added, - with dry humor, “ No Rard 
feelings over my saving your life?”

He chuckled over Ilib's incoherent 
muttering, then crossed the street and 
took to the snow-covered board side
walk. He located the hotel, a two- 
storied false-fronted building bearing 
a sign, Palisade House. McAfee 
mounted to the awninged porch, 
stamped the snow off his boots and 
went into the dimly lighted lobby. 
He crossed to the desk, banged the 
bell that stood upon it. and was 
signing the register when a sleepy- 
eyed youth came from a doorway 
beyond.

The clerk gave him a key from 
the rack, said almost surlily, “ Room 
207— and you’re lucky to get it. 
We’re full up.”

“ Where can a man get a decent 
drink in*this town?”

“ Straight across the street, at the 
Palace,”  the clerk replied.

“ I’ll leave my bag here,”  McAfee 
said, and turned away.

Tacked to the wall, over by the 
door, was a notice that was becoming 
soiled and a little worn. McAfee 
paused and read:

“ REW ARD! Five hundred dollars in 
gold coin will be paid for the apprehen
sion, dead or alive, of the murderers of 
Shotgun Messenger Danny O’Neill.”

McAfee's gaze dropped to the name 
printed at the bottom of the notice. 
It was that of the Palisade agent of 
the Reynolds Express Company.

The . door opened and the four 
passengers from the stage entered. 
A fifth man followed, closing the 
door behind him.

“ Thinking of collecting that re
ward, McAfee?”  he asked.
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McAfee turned slowly, and for a 
moment didn’t recognize the man, 
Frank Ryerson had grown a mous
tache and pul on weight. Six years 
ago, when they had gone on a buffalo 
hunt out of Dodge, Ryerson had been 
as lean as McAfee. J ic’d come out 
from Boston for the sport, like many 
other Easterners after the railroad 
was pushed through to the plains 
country.

Unlike most of the others, Ryerson 
had returned to the West. He had 
seen an opportunity for making 
money, had talked about it to McAfee 
while shooting buffalo. He made a 
trip home merely to close out his 
business there. Evidently he had 
done well as superintendent of the 
Atlas Mines. He looked prosperous, 

“ Glad to sec you again, Frank,”  
McAfee said, as they shook hands. 
‘*1 might collect that reward, at that/’ 

"Well, you’re the man to do it.” 
“ Any good man could do it, 

Frank.”
“ A United Stales marshal failed,”  

Ryerson said. “ So did our sheriff, 
from over at Burton. Our town 
marshal . . . well, he’s just good for 
handling drunks.”  He reached up, 
fingered his dapper moustache. His 
heavy, florid face was thoughtful. 
“ There might,”  he said, “ be more 
reward than that five hundred dollars 
the express company is offering.”  

“ So?”  said McAfee. “ Let’s talk 
about it, over a drink.”

A dozen saloons held open house 
there in the center of town, but 
McAfee saw that the Palace was the 
money place. Its bar was long and

ornate, and opposite were numerous 
tables for more leisurely drinking.

The gambling parlor was a sepa
rate room at the rear, the dance hall 
was at the side through an arched 
doorway. The back-bar mirror re
flected the glow of the glittering cut- 
glass ceiling lamps. The place was 
painted red, trimmed with gilt. It 
was crowded, but not uncomfortably
§°-

Ryerson got glasses and a bottle at 
the bar, then led McAfee to a corner 
table* where they could talk without 
being overheard.

“ A nice place,” McAfee com
mented, while Ryerson broke the 
bottle’s seal and twisted the cork
screw in. “ Must be plentv^of money 
here.”

“ Merely a boom, Tom,”  said Ry- 
erson. “ One that’ ll burst like a soap 
bubble, one of these days. Every
body’s trying to get what’s to be had, 
while the getting’s good. That goes 
for the road agents, too.”

He drew the cork. It popped 
loudly.

McAfee’s metallic eyes were gazing 
about. He noticed the girl the mo
ment she came through the archway 
from the dance hall. She was just 
ordinary in appearance; young, 
blond, medium-sized, pretty, dressed 
in the gaudy way of all honkatonk 
girls. It was her eyes that caught 
McAfee’s attention. They were wide, 
a dark blue. And sad. There was a 
faraway look in them. That was what 
marked her— for McAfee, at least— 
as different.

He saw her smile at a man, a red- 
bearded miner, yet she didn’t really
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see the fellow. She was doing what 
a house girl was supposed to do, 
playing up to the customers, but she 
was doing it mechanically.

“ Not thirsty, Tom ?”
Ryerson’s voice had turned a little 

harsh. He had poured the drinks, 
and he had seen that McAfee’s at
tention was centered on the girl.

“ I’m always thirsty,”  McAfee said. 
“ But that girl . . . ”

“ No use,”  Ryerson broke in, his 
voice still edgy. “ She’s just here to 
earn a living. Beyond that she 
doesn’t care. If you’re interested, 
you’d better pick out one of the 
other girls.”

McAfee reached for his glass, 
wondering what Ryerson was so 
touchy about. He lifted his glass. 
“ To you, Frank.”

They drank.
McAfee offered Ryerson a cigar 

from his pocket and lighted one for 
himself. He asked if Ryerson had 
heard about the stage being stopped 
and searched, and Ryerson nodded, 

“ Hib Reber told me, at the same 
time he told me you’d come to town. 
That wild bunch preys on Atlas, Tom, 
and it's worth money to the com
pany to have them hunted down.”  

“ There were only three of them 
that I saw.”

“ I know. The Unholy Three, 
they’ve been nicknamed.”

“ You’ve got no idea who they 
are?”

“ So far, no,”  said Ryerson. “ I’ve 
posted a thousand dollars of Atlas’ 
money for any information leading 
to their arrest.”  He smiled wryly.

“ Seems as though nobody needs that 
money.”

“ How come they prey on Atlas 
mostly?”  McAfee asked.

“ Atlas is the biggest shipper of 
bullion,”  replied Ryerson. “ It’s the 
only big company and the only 
owner of a stamp mill here in Pali
sade City. The others are small 
operators or individual claim owners. 
They lose shipments, too, usually 
dust. But the express company 
makes good their losses.”

“ But not Atlas?”
“ Reynolds Express isn’t Wells 

Fargo. It’s a small outfit, and it’d 
go bankrupt trying to insure Atlas’ 
shipments— especially with the Un
holy Three pulling so many holdups. 
The express company puts a shot
gun messenger on each stage carry
ing an Atlas shipment, but beyond 
that the risk is ours. To make up 
for the failure to guarantee safe 
delivery, Reynolds Express gives 
Atlas lower rates.”

“ A crazy setup,”  McAfee said 
thoughtfully. “ But I can see that 
it’s about the best you can do with a 
small stage line.”

“ It was that,”  Ryerson said, “ or 
have our shipments refused. Atlas 
is owned by a group of Denver 
bankers, and the bullion has got to 
go through to them— by stage to 
Bantry and then south by railroad. 
The owners are hot after me to cut 
down the losses. It’ll be my job 
unless I do just that— and soon. 
When I heard that you had arrived, 
I saw my chance to put a manhunter 
on the job. Tom, I’ll pay you a
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thousand dollars for each of the 
Unholy Three— dead or alive.”

McAfee looked surprised. “ That’s 
!>ig money,”  he commented.

"For a big job,”  Kycrson told 
him.

"There’s just one thing,”  McAfee 
said, not looking at his companion 
but regarding tbe glowing end of his 
cigar. Fie held the cigar in his hand, 
and directly in line with it, at another 
table across the barroom, was the 
girl with eyes that bothered him. 
"Hib Reber was telling me about a 
shotgun messenger being killed,”  he 
went on. “ This Danny O’Neill. Hib 
ligures that O’Neill knew the identity 
of the Unholy Three. He said you 
iigure the same thing.”

“ Hib is right. I think O’Neill 
knew something.”

"What makes you think that.”
• “ Well, the night before O’Neill was 

killed, he passed me here in the 
Palace. I was in the gambling room, 
at the roulette layout, and didn’t pay 
too much atention. You sec, O’Neill 
was a little drunk, lie held up a 
paper as he passed me, and said, 
‘Sec this, Mr. llyerson? This is 
what’ ll hang the Unholy Three.’ 
That’s all I’ve got to go on. O’Neill 
was killed guarding a stage the next 
day.”

“ A paper, eh? Now, I wonder 
what happened to it?”

“ It wasn’t on the body, after
wards.”

“ The road agents take it, after 
killing him?”

Ryerson shook his head. “ No. 
They didn’t search him, at all.”

“ Maybe his widow would know 
about it.”

“ Maria?”  said Ryerson, his tone 
sharpening. “ No. I asked her.”  
lie refilled the glasses. “ If it’s a 
deal, let’s drink on it.”

McAfee reached for his glass. 
They drank on it.

After Ryerson was gone, having 
said he was an early riser and must 
turn in, McAfee remained at the 
table. He drank no more but made 
his cigar last until, about two-thirty, 
the crowd was thinned out. He rose 
when he saw7 the girl who had caught 
his eye come from the dance hall with 
a coat over her gaudy dress and a 
shawl tied about her head. McAfee 
went out ahead of her, then tossed 
his cigar into the snow when she 
appeared.

Her glance met his, and she shied 
away.

McAfee said, “ It’s all right, Mrs. 
O’Neill.”  He paused,' waited, but® 
she did not deny the name. “ I just 
want to walk home with you, as far 
as your door. My name’s McAfee.”  
He saw that his name made no im
pression upon her and he had a 
sudden doubt that Danny O’Neill 
had been his brother. Then realized 
that Danny, claiming the name 
O’Neill, wouldn’t have talked of a 
brother of another name, even to 
his wife.

Ill

The girl said, “i ’ll walk alone,’ 
in a toneless voice. But McAfee topk 
her arm. gave her a smile such as 
was rare with him, and piloted her 
down the steps. The snow was inches
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deep now, and still coming down. 
They pushed through it for some 
little distance and came to a small 
frame house that looked a bit tidier 
than most of those in the canvas and 
plank town of Palisade.

The girl said, “ Well, thanks . . 
and drew away from McAfee.

“ I’d like to talk to you.”
“ N o!”
“ About . . . well, about Danny.”
Her lips parted, began to tremble, 

and - McAfee thought s,he would be
gin to cry with her heartbreak. But 
evidently Maria O’Neill had cried 
herself out long ago. Her eyes 
searched McAfee’s face. She must 
have seen something there that gave 
her confidence. “ Come in,”  she 
said, and led him into her house.

She lighted the table lamp in the 
parlor, a comfortable-looking room 
but cold due to the lack of a fire in 
the stove in the corner. McAfee 
looked about and thought, So this 
is how Danny had it before the end. 
His face turned bleak. The end had 
come too soon. He saw Maria 
wat<' ing him, her eyes puzzled.

“ If you’ ll start a fire in the kitchen 
stove, we’ll have some coffee,”  she 
said, and surprised him by smiling. 
“ While you’re doing it, I'll change 
my dress.”

McAfee had a fire going in both 
the kitchen and the parlor when she 
came from the bedroom in a ging
ham dress and with her hair plaited 
and wound about her head. Her 
face was washed clean of powder 
and paint and she seemed like a 
different person. She looked about 
eighteen years old to McAfee.

“ I don’t know7 why I trust you,”  
she said, busying herself filling the 
coffeepot. “ I never thought I’d 
bring a man here.”

“ Danny wouldn't mind my being 
here, Maria.”

“ N o?”
“ I had a brother,”  McAfee said 

slowly. “ He was a little wild, but 
no more than a lot of young fellows. 
But he got in with bad company— 
got in trouble that almost sent him 
to prison. I guess he was ashamed. 
Anyway, he pulled out and I didn’t 
see him again. That was more than 
two years ago. He changed his 
name a couple of times. I tried to 
locate him, but didn’t have any luck 
until a few months ago. When I 
was told that he’d been seen in Pali
sade, I didn’t come as soon as 1 
should have . . . .  Did your Danny 
ever mention a brother?”

“ Yes,”  said Maria. “ A brother 
named Tom.”

McAfee nodded.
Maria added, “ He was proud of 

his brother. He liked to boast to me 
that Tom was marshal of Dodge 
City. I . . .  I didn’t know that 
Danny’s name was anything but
O’Neill.”

Suddenly her control w7as gone. 
She wilted, covered her face with her 
hands and began to sob heart- 
brokenly. McAfee rose quickly and 
crossed to her, but for once in his 
life he did not know7 how7 to handle 
a situation. All he could think to 
do was to put his arm about her, 
and then he felt guilty about that. 

McAfee told himself again and
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again that this girl had courage. 
They sat at the table, after Maria got 
a grip on herself, and sipped hot 
coffee and ate a little of the food 
she had set out. She told McAfee 
of her loneliness, of how happy she 
had been with Danny. He had been 
the best of husbands. She had 
been glad to get away from that 
honkatonk. She was back there now, 
because . . . well, she had to earn a 
livelihood. No, Danny had never 
seemed wild to her. Just happy and 
full of life. Papers?

The question made her frown.
"There are a few papers,”  she 

said slowly. “ I’ll show them to you 
before you leave, Tom. Why are 
they important?”

He told her what Frank Ryerson 
had said about some paper Danny 
had shown him the night before 
Danny was ambushed.

“ I don’t know of any such paper,”  
she said. “ And Frank Ryerson . . .”

"What about him ?”  McAfee asked, 
when she paused.

“ Nothing I guess,”  she answered 
slowly. “ It’s just that . . . well, I 
don’t like Frank Ryerson very much. 
He . . . well, before Danny came 
along Frank played up to me. He 
wanted me to marry h’oi. He kept 
telling me what a good catch he was 
for . . . for a girl like me. Now that 
I’m back at the Palace, he keeps 
watching me. . . . Oh, I just don’t 
like hire!*!”

"The night before Danny was 
killed,”  McAfee said, “ was he drink
ing?”

"I don’t know,”  answered Maria, 
her brow knit. “ Maybe a little.
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He never drank heavily, after we 
were married. Did Frank Ryer
son . . . ”

“ Maybe Ryerson was mistaken.”
“ I’ ll get the papers,”  Maria told 

him, and, still frowning with thought, 
rose and went into the parlor.

When she returned with a small 
packet of letters and other papers 
such as any man might collect, 
McAfee saw that she looked done in. 
He realized that this had been a 
strain on her, that talking of Djnny 
had upset her more than she showed. 
He stood up, reached for his hat and 
coat, took the papers from her and 
stuffed them into his pocket.

“ I’ ll look them over in my hotel 
room,”  he told her, “ and bring them 
back in the mortiing. If it’s all 
right with you.”

Maria nodded, managed a faint 
smile.

It was there and McAfee, sitting 
on the edge of the bed and puffing 
on a cigar, thought with bewilder
ment, Ryerson said he asked her and 
she knew nothing about it. He didn’t 
understand that, but he did compre
hend this paper that had been mixed 
in with Danny’s hoarded letters, re
ceipted bills and records of wages 
and expenditures. It was a dodger, a 
man-wanted circular issued two years 
ago by the sheriff at Carson City, 
Nevada.

The wanted outlaw' was named 
Matt Hogarth, and there was a two- 
hundred-dollar reward for him. He 
had held up a Carson-Virginia City 
stage. There was a blurred picture 
of him— a heavy-faced man with dark
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eyes, black hair, a scar across his 
left cheek.

The description added a little 
more: Hogarth was six feet «tall. 
weighed about a hundred, and ninety 
pounds, walked with a slight limp, 
and the scar was from a knife wound. 
. . . But more important was the no
tation penciled, in block letters, on 
the reverse side. McAfee read it 
again: “ Matt Harvey is one of the 
Unholy Three, sure!" McAfee didn’t 
need am one to tell him that Matt 
Hogarth and Matt Harvey were one 
and the same. . . . But other aspects 
of the business puzzled him.

Damn had given Frank Ryerson 
a glimpse of the dodger, and said 
that it would hang pie outlaw trio. 
Why hadn’t lie "in  ' '• to R ■•■on 
or to a lawman. McAfee asked him
self. It might hav c been because 
Danny was drunk, as liyerson 
claimed. del Maria denied that 
Danny was in the habit of getting 
drunk. Of course. Ryerson could 
have been mistaken, or Maria might 
not want to admit such a thing about 
the man she had loved.

There was something more that 
bewildered McAfee. He couldn't 
see why Danny had taken the dodger 
home and placed it among his other 
papers. He might have been drunk, 
at that, McAfee thought. But Ryer
son had said that he asked Maria 
about such a paper and she had 
known nothing about it. McAfee 
argued with himself that perhaps the 
girl had been so overcome with grief 
at the time she didn’t make a real 
search for the paper.

But none of that really mattered.

The important thing was that 
Danny had in some manner gotten 
a line on the road agents. And that 
line could be followed to its end.

McAfee refolded the dodger,
placed it in his pocket. He bundled 
the other papers together and placed 
them in his mackinaw pocket, to 
return them to Maria.

McAfee had breakfast in the hotel 
dining room, then asked the w'ay to 
Palisade City’s cemetery. It was
north through the gulch in which the 
gold camp was located, in a lonely 
spot. The snow was unbroken by 
any boot tracks but McAfee"s. He 
found Dannv O'Neill s grave at once. 
It was one of about two dozen in 
the cemetery, and had the newest 
board marked. Hat in hand, head 
bowed. McAfee stood by the grave, 
and his face again took on that bleak 
look. . . ,

Later, hack in the center of town. 
McAfee turned into a plank building 
that bore a sign reading: “ Atlas 
Mines, Ltd. Frank Ryerson. Super
intendent."

An old man was perched on a 
high stool at a bookkeeper’s desk. 
Ryerson sat at a roll-top desk. There 
was a big safe against the rear wall, 
a hand-drawn map of the district 
and showing the Atlas properties on 
a side wall. Half a dozen chairs 
for visitors stood just inside the door. 
Ryerson looked up, smiled and gave 
McAfee a hearty “ Good-morning!"

McAfee moved a chair over by the 
desk and sat down. Fie took the 
dodger from his pocket and, after 
unfolding it, lay it before Ryerson.
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“ You know that man, Frank?” 
“ Hogarth?”  said Kverson study

ing the dodger. “ I don’t know. The 
picture seems familiar.”

“ Look on the other side.”
Ryerson turned it over, read the 

penciled notation and looked up with 
surprise on his florid face.

“ Matt Harvey!”  he exclaimed. 
“ Sure; I know him. Everybody 
around Palisade’ does. He’s a packer. 
He runs a pack string between here 
and Prospect Bar, a mining camp 
about thirty miles north. But he 
can’t be— ”  He broke off, stared at 
the dodger again. “ You got this— 
where?”

"From O’Neill’s wife.”
“ It’s the paper Danny showed me 

that night?”
“ It must be,”  McAfee said. “ It’s 

the only one I found that had any
thing to -do with those road agents. 
This Matt Harvey . . . he’s the man 
the dodger calls Matt Hogarth?”

By erson nodded. He looked 
shocked and incredulous. “ I can’t 
believe that of Matt. We’ve sat in 
the same poker games. We’ve drunk 
together. I’d have sworn he was 
honest. But now that I think of 
it . . . well, a packer could do plenty 
of night riding. Packers are always 
on the move, and nobody has reason 
to keep track of them.”

“ Does Matt Harvey have anybody 
working for him?”

“ A couple of fellows. Tough 
hands, come to think of it,”  Ryerson 
said. “ Ben Rory and a Mexican 
called Black Tomas.”

“ Where’s their headquarters?”  
"About seven miles north of here,
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at Hatchet Creek,”  Ryerson said. 
He slammed his list down onto the 
desk, making the inkwell jump. “The 
more I think about it, the more likely 
it seems to me that Matt Harvey and 
his two hired hands are the l  nholy 
Three. Tom, you get the proof- and 
bring them in— and three thousand 
dollars of Atlas’ money is yours!”

“ I'll get the proof,”  McAfee said 
flatly. “ There won’t be any doubt 
when the job’s done. And I’ ll take 
this dodger with me.”

He took back the paper, carefully 
put it away in his pocket.

He turned to the door, then paused. 
He didn’t know what prompted him 
to say it, hut he couldn’t down the 
urge.

"Even if there wasn’t any bounty 
offered, I’d go after them,”  he said. 
“ You see, Danny O’Neill w-as my 
brother.”

He had expected to sec surprise 
on Uyerson’s face, hut not alarm. 
Yet it was there. It was there for a 
brief instant, then gone. McAfee 
went out, telling himself that he had 
been mistaken. But he knew he 
hadn’t. For some reason, Frank 
Ryerson had been jolted to the core 
on learning that Danny O’Neill had 
been Tom McAfee’s brother.

IV

McAfee made three- stops during 
the next hour. Fie went to the gen
eral store and bought a Winchester 
rifle and a box of cartridges. He 
visited the livery barn and hired a 
saddle mount. Then he rode to 
Maria O’Neill’s little house, the
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rifle in the saddle boot. Smoke was 
curling from the pipe chimney that 
jutted from the snow-covered roof.

Dismounting, McAfee tethered the 
horse to the hitching post. He was 
surprised, and felt a little guilty, at 
his eagerness. Somehow, it didn’t 
seem right that he should want to 
see Maria.

He knocked, and his pulse raced 
while he waited.

He called himself a fool, reminded 
himself that Maria was a widow of 
only two months— and his brother’s 
widow, at that. He told himself 
that he was at least ten years older 
than she. He argued with himself 
that he wasn't the marrying kind. . . . 
None of that did any good. When 
Maria opened the door, McAfee knew 
that he had lost his heart to her.

She smiled at him, invited him in. 
He stepped into the little parlor, re
moving his hat, and gave her the 
packet of papers. Maria placed 
them in the drawer of the center 
table.

“ You found what you needed, 
Tom ?”

“ Yes. 1 think I know who killed 
Danny,”  he said, and saw the shadow 
come into her eyes. “ There was a 
reward dodger among those papers. 
It names a man whom Danny thought 
was one of the Unholy Three. You 
never noticed it? "

“ No . . . I guess I never looked 
through those papers.”

“ Not even when Frank Ryerson 
asked about such a paper?”

“ He asked . . .  I don’t remember 
him asking me anything like that"’

McAfee frowned. “ Now. that’s

odd,”  he said. “ Frank told me 
Danny had had such a paper. He 
said that he’d mentioned it to you.”

“ Maybe he did,”  Maria said un
certainly. “ Maybe I was so upset 
at the time . . .  by Danny’s death . . . 
that I didn’t pay much attention.”

“ Well, it doesn’t matter,”  McAfee 
said.

But later, riding from Palisade, it 
still puzzled him. Either Frank 
Ryerson was lying, or the girl’s 
memory was faulty. Not only about 
the dodger, but about Danny’s having 
been drunk the night before he was 
ambushed. And McAfee found it 
easier to believe that Ryerson was 
lying than that Maria was mistaken. 
But why, he asked himself. What 
was Ryerson up to?

He couldn’t figure it out.

A deep-rutted road ran north from 
Palisade to a logging camp in the 
hills, but beyond, there was only a 
narrow trail. McAfee inquired of a
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man at die sawmill, learned that the 
trail led to Matt Harvey’s place on 
Hatchet Creek and on to the mining 
camp of Prospect Bar.

‘ ‘Not much of a place, Prospect,”  
the sawmill hand said. “ Nothing 
much at Harvey’s headquarters, 
either.”

McAfee nodded, said "Thanks,”  
and rode on.

He traveled without haste. There 
was in him a reluctance that came 
to a man about to tackle a difficult 
chore. Despite the fact that he had 
spent most of his adult life as a law
man, first as a Texas Ranger and 
then as a deputy sheriff and town 
marshal, McAfee always experienced 
uneasiness when a manhunt neared 
the showdown. He didn’t consider 
himself a coward, yet at such times 
he did know fear.

It was a reasonable sort of fear, 
however, born of the knowledge that 
he was gambling his life— and fed 
by the belief that one day his luck' 
would fail him. He knew that the 
Unholy Three were killers. Danny’s 
murder was proof of that. But 
McAfee had yet to turn back from a 
dangerous trail. He rounded a 
timbered slope, and saw Matt Har- 
ncy’s place, just ahead.

There was a cluster of half a 
dozen log buildings standing in a 
clearing by an ice-fringed stream. 
The largest building was the barn 
where Harvey kept his pack animals 

and his horses for night riding, 
McAfee wondered.

lhe next largest building was a 
squat one-storied affair. Smoke 
ntrled from its stone chimney. It
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bore a crudely painted sign over its 
doorway that read, McAfee saw as 
he drew' close: “ Matt Harvey,
Freighter & Merchant.”  Evidently 
Matt Halve) ran a store along with 
his packing and his night riding.

The other four buildings were 
small cabins, and a dusky-skinned 
woman appeared at the door of pne 
to stare at McAfee with open curi
osity.

Two men were inside the barn; 
McAfee could sec them through the 
open doorway. He swung over to 
the building with the sign and dis
mounted, leaving his horse ground- 
hitched. The snow crunched noisily 
under his hoots as he moved to the 
door. He shoved the door open, 
stepped in to a big room.

A burly man was seated by a pot
bellied stove. His chair was tilted 
hack, his feet were propped up on 
the stove’s fender. He had a lazy 
look, and his voice had a drowsy 
sound as he said, “ Come in, stranger. 
Help yourself to a drink and sit by 
the fire.”

It was the man pictured on the 
dodger— Matt Hogarth, who now 
called himself Matt Harvey. He 
had ink-black eyes, and his heavy 
face had a purplish cast from the 
myriad tiny veins that webbed it. 
His loose lips formed what passed 
for a welcoming smile. McAfee was 
sure the man recognized him from 
the stage. He looked about, and fhe 
room was part storeroom and part 
barroom. He crossed and stepped 
behind the bar, picked up a glass 
and filled it from a bottle.
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Halve) was watching him nar
rowly. “ Passing through to Prospect 
Bar?”  he asked.

McAfee said, “ No,”  and drank. 
He made a face, for the whiskey was 
a poor grade of rotgut. Taking out 
a cigar, he lighted up, leaving his 
overcoat unbuttoned so that, any
time now, he could get at his gun. 
He moved to the stove, held his hands 
out to it to warm them, He had 
placed himself opposite Haney and 
facing the door. There was another 
door, to an adjoining room, and it 
bothered him a little.

“ You’re not on your way to Pros
pect Bar?” Harvey asked.

“ No. I'll he going buck to Pali
sade shortly.”

"So you rode up here to see some
body,” said Harvey. “ That means 
vou came to see me. What’s on your 
mind, stranger?”

"Danny O’Neill’s killing.”
Harvey s hoots dropped of] the 

fender, the front legs of his chair 
hit the floor with a thud. He stared 
at McAfee as though he’d been hit a 
surprise blow, and he no longer 
looked loose and lazy. He was tensed, 
appeared ready to lunge forward in 
an attack. His right hand flail leapt 
to his bolstered gun. McAfee had 
never seen a man so surprised, or 
so guilty looking. But though jolted 
badly, Malt Harvey showed no fear.

"Queer, that bringing you here,” 
lie muttered. “Who are you?”

“ The name’s McAfee. But I’m 
Danny’s brother.”

“ Go on, McAfee.- Keep talking!”  
“ I was on the stage last night, 

Harvey,”  McAfee said. “ You were

the road agent with the shotgun. 
You’re one of the Unholy Three, and 
you ambushed Danny O’Neill. He’d 
got a line on you, somehow, and 
bragged that he’d use what he’d 
found out to hang y ou. Aou and Bon 
Rory and Black Tomas.”

Harvey’s eyes were ugly. He forced 
a grin that turned out a sneer. “ Do 
dead men talk nowadays, McAfee?’ 
he asked.

“ The man who put me onto you 
is far from dead, Harvey,”  said 
McAfee. “ He’s alive enough to pay 
a thousand dollars for each of the 
Unholy Three.”  He saw surprise 
loosen up Haney’s heavy face, heard 
the man mutter, almost inaudibly, 
"Rversoii!” lie said. "He’ ll pay it 
for you dead or alive. The whoice is 
up to y ou.”

Sweat suddenly beaded Haney's 
heavily veined face.

Voices sounded outside.
Harvey glanced— with hope —to

ward the door. He opened his mouth 
and bawled, "Ren . . . Tomas!” as 
he grabbed for his gun.

VleAfee’s six-gun was already 
drawn. Clubbing down, he struck 
Matt Harvey twice on the head with 
the barrel. Harvey’s lurch from the 
chair ended on the floor, where he 
lay in a limp heap, There had been 
weight behind those blows, and 
McAfee felt the jar of theta clear 
to his shoulder. He shilled his po
sition, placing the bulky stove be
tween himself and the door. Haney’s 
bellow had warned the men outside. 
The door burst open, the pair leapt 
in.

“ Drop your guns!”  McAfee yelled.
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That halted them, but neither the 
Mexican or the ratty-faced hard-case 
obeyed McAfee's order. When they 
saw Harvey sprawled there, and 
McAfee behind the stove, they swung 
their guns up, and blazed away.

McAfee shot Ben Rory through the 
right shoulder. Then, when the out
law made a border shilt with his 
weapon, shot his through the chest. 
Black Tomas’ bullets rang as they hit 
the stove, sang weirdly as they rico
cheted from it. McAfee shouted 
again, giving Tomas another chance. 
The Mexican cursed him. leapt for 
cover behind an untidy heap of mer
chandise. His gun blasted once more, 
then McAfee targeted him with two 
shots. Black Tomas went down 
earsing..then sprawled out limp and 
still.

The place was suddenly as quiet as 
a tomh. Iiazv with a shroud of pow- 
dersmoke. Then Matt Harvey groaned 
and began to move.

McAfee picked up Harvey's gun. 
He crossed the room, found the dead 
men's weapon- and tossed all three 
behind the bar. I>\ then Matt Harvev 
was slowly picking himself up. He 
stood swaying, blood from a scalp 
cut trickljng down his face.

“ What re you going to do with 
me?" he muttered.

"I'm going to turn you over to the 
lawT. ’ answered McAfee, ‘""lo hang."

McAfee saw a coat and hat hang
ing on the wall. He pulled them 
down, made sure the coat pockets 
were empty, and flung them to Har
vey. Still dazed, the outlaw put them 
on. It was a broad-brimmed black

hat and woolen coat instead of the 
fur cap and canvas coat Harvey wore 
for his night riding.

McAfee prodded the man from the 
log house, across to the barn, or
dered him to saddle a horse. There 
was no sign of the gray gelding 
Harvey had ridden for the stage 
holdup. McAfee knew then that the 
Inholy Three had a hideout some
where away from their respectable- 
appearing headquarters.

When they mounted and rode out. 
half a dozen women and kids watched 
them from the row of cabins. He saw 
nothing on their faces to tell him 
that they resented Matt Haney being 
taken away at gunpoint. He called to 
them to bury the two dead men. and 
one of the women nodded.

McAlee bolstered his six-gun, but 
rode warily behind his prisoner. He 
had a hunch that Matt Harvey wasn’t 
going to be taken to Palisade without 
making at least one attempt at es
cape.

V

It began to snow as they neared 
the logging camp, which was hut 
two miles from Palisade City, this 
time in earnest. A howling wind 
whipped through the foothills, and 
the temperature dropped lower by 
the minute. The swirling snow was a 
murky white curtain. McAfee didn’t 
like it. If the storm kept up. if it 
became a real blizzard, Matt Har
vey might risk a bullet and make a 
dash for it— and get away. Such a 
snowfall made a man all but blind.

McAfee took his gun from its hol
ster. thrust it into his overcoat
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pocket, then mitloned up the coat 
to stop its wild flapping in the wind. 
He swung his mount in alongside 
his prisoner, on the right side.

Harvey gave him a mocking look. 
"Worried, eh?”  he said. ' ‘You’d 
better worry, McAfee. Because 
vou’re not taking me in for the gal
lows!”

"A  bullet through your guts will 
suit me,”  McAfee said, through cold- 
numbed lips, llis hands were grow
ing stiff inside his gloves. He was 
worried. Half-frozen hands wouldn’t 
be much good with a gun. And if 
Harvey gigged his horse close and 
grabbed at him. . . . McAfee wasn’t 
sure he could handle the burly out
law in a desperate try at escape.

"Byerson offered you that bounty, 
didn’t lie?” Harvey demanded. 
'Thought so,”  he said, catching 
McAfee’s nod. He swore savagely. 
''He was in-on it, McAfee! Uyerson 
got half the loot every time we took 
an Atlas shipmenL off a stage!”  

‘•What?”
‘"I’m telling you, dammit! He 

tipped me off’ when bullion was to 
he shipped, then Ben and Tomas and 
T pulled the holdups. We divvied 
with him, fifty-fifty!”

"Go on, Harvey.”
"Then his nerve cracked, when 

O’ Neill was killed,”  Harvey said, al
most with wicked relish. He was 
squealing and enjoying it. '"Rver
son made a secret deal with Black 
Tomas, one I didn’t kifbw about until 
afterwards. He got Tomas to kill 
that shotgun messenger. Then he 
got scared, wanted to quit the game. 
But I toid him none of us was quit

ting. So then he hired you to get 
rid of us.”

McAfee said nothing. He was 
jolted, yet his surprise wasn’t as 
great as it might have been. He 
remembered how startled llyerson 
had looked on learning that Danny 
O’Neill had been his— McAfee’s— 
brother. He recalled, too, how some 
of the things Ryerson told him hadn’t 
jibed with what Maria had said.

‘ ‘He wanted us killed so he could 
crawl out from under,”  Harvey went 
on, his voice full of hate for the man 
who’d betrayed him. "Maybe ho 
figured on grabbing our share of the 
loot, too. The sneaking son knows 
where we’ve got it cached!”

‘ ‘Why’d lie get Black Tomas to kill 
Danny?”  McAfee asked.

‘ ‘Ryerson claimed that O’Neill was 
onto me and the other two.”

“ Was that his real reason, Matt? 
"Well, there’s tin; girl— O’Neill’s 

Wife. Ryerson always had his eye on 
her. lie figured that he’d have a 
chance with her, once she was a 
widow.”

McAfee swore under his breath. 
Aloud, he said, "Where’s your part 
of the loot cached, Matt? It's no 
good to you now, and it should he 
returned to its owners.”

Matt Harvey was silent for a mo
ment, then lie shrugged his thick 
shoulders. “ There’s a trap door in 
the floor behind the bar in my place,” 
he said, in what seemed resignation. 
Then his voice rose with sudden ex
citement. “ Rut knowing vyon’t do 
vou any good, McAfee!”

His movement was too swift to 
avoid. McAfee felt one hand close
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viselike on his left shoulder. the 
other oil his neck. He couldn't break 
loose, couldn’t get his gun from his 
coat pocket. He did the only thing 
possible kicked free of the stirrups, 
shoved toward his attacker and 
slipped from the saddle. He had 
hpped to drag Harvey down with 
him. but the outlaw let go of him. 
Mr At ee fell in a heap into the snow, 
rolled over, came to his knees, watch
ing the outlaw.

iinrve> was drawing the rifle from 
the raddle hoot of MeAfee’s horse. 
The outlaw got it clear of the scab- 
hard: he swung his horse about, 
jerked the rifle to his shoulder. 
McAfee got his six-gun out at last, 
and his target was but ten feet away. 
Matt Harvey got in one shot. McAfee 
two. . . .

Harvey gasped, began to slump in 
the saddle. He hied to steady him
self, to level the rifle again, but his 
horse was spooked and. suddenly 
plunging, threw' him to the snow. 
The, outlaw was dying when McAfee 
reached him. He lasted only long 
enough to curse McAfee some more, 
and then say. ‘ 'Get Rverson! V oil 
get that double-crossing son. Mc
A fee!’’

McAfee wasn’t sure that he could
do it.

He was in agonizing pain and 
losing a lot of blood. Matt Harvey’s 
shot had caught him in the left side.

Harvey’s mount had bolted, but 
the livery barn h >r=e stood droop- 
inglv with rump to the gale. McAfee 
caught hold of the saddlehorn. man
aged to center the stirrup with his
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second try. He hauled himself up 
and rode on through the storm, leav
ing Matt Harvey’s body where it 
lay. The pain in his side was so bad 
it was making his brain reel.

But he was upon the roadway 
now, entering the gulch entrance, and 
the town was not far ahead. McAfee 
gritted his teeth and willed himself 
to hang on.

Reaching town, he made his way 
to Maria’s house. He dismounted 
and tied the sorrel’s reins together 
and looped them, over the saddle 
horn. He slapped the animal on the 
rump, saw it start out to find its 
own way to the livery barn. Frank 
Rverson would hear that the horse 
came in w it I ail empty saddle, and 
that was all to the good. Mc Afee 
didn't want to come face to face with 
Ryerson until he was in shape for 
a show down. Vi hen trapped, the 
man was apt to be as deadly a killer 
as the Unholy Th ree.

The snow' was piling up against 
the front door. Maria opened to 
MeAfee’s knock, gasped, “ Tom, 
you're hurt!" and drew him inside.

She held his arm, leading him into 
the bedroom, helped him out of his 
overcoat, his suit coat, vest, string 
tie and bloodstained shirt. Her eyes 
were frightened as she stared at his 
pain-stiffened face. He asked her 
to heat wafer . . . and yes, she told 
him, she did have a carbolic solu
tion. She hurried off to the kitchen.

All McAffe’s pain came from 
fractured ribs. The rifle slug had 
made an ugly tear in the flesh, broken 
the ribs, but done no more damage. 
He was, however, suffering the ner
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vous shock that comes of a gunshot 
wound. But Maria’s gentle hands 
had a soothing affect.

She cleansed the wound with the 
fiery carbolic; she cut bandages from 
a sheet and bound McAfee tightly 
about the middle. A doctor, had there 
been one in Palisade City, would 
have done no more. The bandaging 
held McAfee stiff, supported his 
fractured ribs, and so eased the pain 
considerably.

Maria insisted that he rest. He 
gat e in to her urging, and slept for 
several hours. The blizzard was 
still raging when he woke, tie could 
hear the roar and howl and shriek 
of it.

Getting up from the bed, McAfee 
started to' dress. He found a clean 
shirt on the chair: il had belonged to 
Daunt, of course. When he stepped 
into the little parlor, lie found Maria 
>eatod in a rocking-chair near the 
stove. She had some setting on her 
lap. It seemed to McAfee that some 
of the sadness had gone out of her 
eyes. She smiled at him, asked how 
lie felt. He replied that lie fell sound 
enough. His gaze sought the clock 
on the tvall. It teas a little after 
eight.

Maria caught his look. ' Til fix 
supper for us," she told him.

McAfee shook his head. "Not for 
me,”  hi- said. "There’s something
I’ve got to do. 1 found the l nholy 
Three. Maria. lltcy’H never stop
another stage. But the job still isn't 
done. Frank Ryerson was in it with 
diem.”

Maria’s eyes widened at that.

McAfee told her what Matt Harvey 
had said about Ryerson being in on 
the robbery of the stages carrying 
bullion shipments from the Atlas 
Mines. As he talked, he reloaded 
his six-gun with cartridges from his 
gunbelt.

"Ryerson wanted to break with 
them, ’ he said, "hut he was in too 
deep. Matt Harvey wouldn't let 
him quit. Ryerson saw his chance 
when I showed up. He figured that 
I’d hunt them down for die reward 
lie offered. He was counting on 
Malt Harvey and the other two put
ting up a tight—and on im killing 
them before they had a chance to 
talk and epical ou him."

He smiled humorlessly. "It was 
a sound scheme,’’ he said. "Only 
Ryerson was wrong about mv killing 
diem as soon as they showed fight. 
I gave them a chance and that meant 
Harvey Had time to squeal. 1 knew 
Ryerson back in Dodge six years ago. 
He was a shrew d one even then, and 
quick-witted. I guess he took me 
for not being very bright, except with 
a gun. Else he wouldn't have tried 
such a tinhorn scheme as baiting me 
with that dodger.”

‘ ‘Baiting you?”  Maria asked.
McAfee nodded. "The way it 

looks,”  he said. •‘Danny came by that 
dodger when he was drifting around, 
before he settled in Palisade. He 
discovered that it fitted Malt Harvey. 
So fie showed it to Uycrson. 1 figure 
Ryerson kept it, promising to give 
it to the slier iff at Burton. Instead, 
Ryerson tipped off Malt Harvey — 
and Danny was killed. Alter Danny’s 
death, Ryerson lost his nerve. But
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Harvey wouldn’t let him quit the 
setup. So Ryerson baited me— with 
an offer of bounty and by telling 
me there was such a paper.

“ He didn’t dare say that the paper 
was in his possession. That would 
have made me suspicious. It would 
have made any lawman suspicious, 
and that’s why he didn’t turn the law 
on the Unholy Three. So he got to 
thinking. He left me at the Palace, 
came here to your house and planted 
the dodger among Danny’s papers on 
the table. He knew you’d be at the 
Palace until late. It was snowing, 
so there was little chance of anybody 
seeing him. It was probably easy 
enough for him to get iq through 
a window. . . .”

Maria shuddered. “ He’s worse 
than I suspected,’ ’ she said hollowly.

McAfee nodded. “ He’s ambitious 
— greedy. But he wasn’t quite smart 
enough. He slipped up a couple of 
limes, before he’d planned it all. He 
tried to say he hadn’t gotten a look 
at the paper— because Danny was 
drunk when he flashed it. You told 
me Danny didn’t drink heavily after 
you were married. Ryerson slipped 
up, too, by saying he’d asked you 
about such a paper. You told me 
he hadn’t.”  McAfee’s voice hard
ened. “ Frank Ryerson is as guilty 
as the Unholy Three— and I've got 
to settle with him.”

“ Y'es,”  said Maria. “ But not to
night. You’re hurt and . . .”

“ If he loses any more of his nerve, 
he’ll run.”  McAfee told her. “ Once 
he's gone from Palisade, I may not 
be able to locate him.”

“ The stage won’t leave in this 
storm, Tom.” *

McAfee smiled thinly. “ Somehow, 
it’s got to be now,”  he said.

When he put on his hat, clumsily 
got into his overcoat, Maria lay 
aside her sewing. She rose and pul 
on her coat and shawl. McAfee 
frowned. “ Where are you going?” 
he asked sharply.

“ It’s time 1 went to the Palace,” 
Maria answered.

McAfee’s frown darkened into a 
scowl. “ I don’t like your going to 
that place.”

“ I have to be there. Tom,”  Maria 
insisted gently.

VI

They left the house, and the storm 
raged at them as they made their 
way to the Palace. They were alone 
on the street except for a freight 
wagon that came lumbering in from 
the south road. In passing, McAfee 
saw that the windows of the Atlas 
Mines office were lighted. He knew 
where to find Frank Ryerson. That 
suited him. He didn’t want a show
down in some public place.

He took Maria all the way to the 
Palace. “ I’ll come here when it’s 
over,”  he said.

He faced the gale now. and bent 
against it. The snow was drifted 
in places and slowed his pace. 
Reaching Atlas’ building, he didn’t 
knock but shoved open the door and 
stepped quickly inside. Frank Ryer
son was sorting out papers at his 
roll-top desk, and looked up startled.

“ Tom! Why. I thought . .
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McAfee closed the door, stood with 
his hack to it.

"What did you think, Frank?” 
"The liveryman said' your horse 

came in alone, with a bloody saddle,”  
Ryerson told him. "He told it in the 
Palace this afternoon. I thought 
that you’d been killed!”

"The Unholy Three, weren’t that 
tough, Frank,” McAfee said. "Ben 
Rory and Black Fomas are dead at 
Hatchet Creek, and Matt Harvey’s 
body is lying in the snow between 
here and the logging camp.”

"You killed them all?” Ryerson 
asked, in a shaken voice.

"Sure. Wasn’t that what you 
wanted?”  McAfee said. "You fig
ured that they’d put up a light and 
that Fd have to kill them, didn’t 
y o u ? ”  He paused, watching the 
man’s florid face. He thought lie saw 
relief in Ryerson’s eyes, yet it was 
tempered by uneasiness. Thief he 
might he, but Frank Ryerson mm un
nerved by killings.

"You said something about a 
bounty, Frank,”  McAfee reminded 
him.

Ryerson said, "Yes, of course.”
He left the desk, went to the safe. 

He took out a metal box, removed a 
leather pouch that appeared to be 
heavy with gold coin. He returned 
to the desk.

"I have it ready for you, Tom. 
Three thousand dollars.”  His smile 
was forced. "I knew you could 
handle those three.”

McAfee crossed to the desk, took 
the pouch, thrust it into his overcoat 
pocket. The coat hung open, so that 
he could reach his gun. He saw a

six-gun in one of the open des4k 
drawers, close to Ryerson’s hand. 
McAfee’s face was grayish, his knees 
were shaky. His wound had weak
ened him more than he thought. He 
moved back* leaned against the wall 
beside the door.

"Like you put it. Frank,” he said 
slowly, "the Palisade boom won’t 
last forever, and a man’s got to 
make his pile while he can. That’s 
to be expected. It’s human nature, 
to grab while the grabbing’s good. 
But what does for a man like Matt 
Harvey isn’t good for one like you.’ '

"What do you mean?”  Ryerson 
asked, frowning.

“ Atlas was paying you a salary, 
but it wasn’t enough for you,” 
McAfee told him. "You wanted to 
cash in on the bullion from the Atlas 
properties. There are dilferent kinds 
of high-grading, Frank, hut yours 
was the worst kind— because you 
teamed up with a bunch of road 
agents who were killers!”

Ryerson stared at him, honor in 
his eyes. He reached out a hand, 
fumbled for his chair, slumped into 
it. “ Harvey . . .  he told you?”  he 
stammered, almost incoherently. “ He 
said that 1 . . .”

"He even claimed that you wanted 
Danny O’Neill killed, Frank.”

"Tom, we’re friends!”  Ryerson 
cried, terror making him beg. "Look; 
I’ll share with you. I’ve got plenty 
cached away. And I know where 
Matt Harvey hid all his loot!”

"I know where Matt’s loot is,” 
McAfee shot back at him. “ What 
I’m wondering is where yours is.”
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Sudden hope mingled with a look 
of slyness in Ryerson’s eyes. “ It’s 
a deal, then?”  he asked. “ We divide 
the loot and forget the rest?”

“ Where do you have it hidden, 
Frank?”

“ Not here in Palisade.”
“ You’re lying. How could you 

have moved bullion out of town?” 
“ I've got a way, Tom,”  Ryerson 

said, worried again. “ I’m asking 
you is it a deal?” Somewhere he 
got hold of a measure of courage. 
“ It’s got to be a deal,”  he went on. 
“ I won’t go to prison and l don’t 
mean to hang. That's how it is. Tom. 
I’ll pay for my freedom if only 
you’ ll be reasonable."

“ Where do you have it h id?” 
McAfee said again, his voice knife- 
sharp. “ Talk up, and then we’U 
bargain.”

“ It’s at Bantry.”
“ You're lying, dammit!”
“ It's the truth."’ Ryerson said. “ I 

was afraid to keep the gold here. 
Somebody might have got suspicious. 
1 here’s an old man named Simmons, 
a freighter. He lives at Bantry. His 
wife was sick sometime back, and 
Simmons needed money. I gave it 
to him. He takes the gold out for me 
and hides it at his place. Now I’ve 
been fair with you, Tom. You—” 

The door whipped open.
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McAfee swung around, startled. 
For an instant he thought the storm 
had burst the door open, because of 
a faulty latch. But now a man 
stepped in, quickly closing it. An 
old man. His hat brim was turned 
down, his collar up. A woolen muf
fler was wrapped about his neck. 
The cold had his nose nipped red. 
Snow clung to his shaggy gray mous
tache.

“ Howdy. Mr. Ryerson,”  he 
drawled. He glanced at McAfee. 
“ You Tom McAfee, who used to be 
marshal at Dodge?”

McAfee swung back to face Ryer
son, not answering. He was none 
too soon, for Ryerson had jumped 
out of his chair, on the oldster’s en
trance, and now grabbed the gun 
from the desk drawer.

“ I told you, McAfee!” he yelled. 
“ I won’t go to prison or hang!”

His gun blasted.
Two slugs ripped through the 

plank walls before McAfee got his 
own weapon out. McAfee saw, from 
the corner of his eye, that the old man 
was trying to draw a gun from under 
his coat. It seemed an eternity be
fore he got his gun up. He was sure 
that Ryerson, despite his wildness, 
would target him any instant.

Ryerson was forcing himself to 
take aim, for his third shot, as Mc
Afee fired. Ryerson’s gun wavered 
as it blasted? for the man was hit and 
reeled backwards. He collided with 
the chair, toppled over with it. 
crashed to the floor.

McAfee swung his gun toward tire 
old man, who still hadn’t gotten his 
weapon out of his coat pocket.
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‘ ‘Don’t try it!”  McAfee yelled.
"Hold on now, McAfee!”  the old

ster howled. “ I’m the law!”
“ You’re Simmons —  Ryerson’s 

friend!”
“ You’re loco,”  the old man said. 

“ I’m Tad Wyler, marshal of Pali
sade City. I came here to side you. 
That widow girl, Miz 'O’Neill, came 
to my office with a story about Frank 
Ryerson being in with the Unholy 
Three and that he’d kill you. Why, 
shucks, man; if I hadn’t got here in 
time, you’d have been a goner!” 
He stopped jabbering, grinned sheep
ishly. "Well, 1 sure meant to help,” 
he added. “ You mean to say that 
Ryerson really was working with the 
Unholy Three?”

McAfee nodded. He understood 
now why Ryerson had grabbed for 
his gun. Recognizing Tad Wyler, 
Ryerson had thought McAfee had 
brought the lawman there to make the 
arrest. Up until that moment, Ryer
son had believed that he could buy 
McAfee off.

“ He was working with that bunch,” 
McAfee said. “ You listen close, 
and I’ll tell you where the loot of 
all those stagecoach holdups is 
cached. You can see that it’s re
turned to its rightful owners. . . .”

McAfee had told Maria that he 
would come to the Palace after it 
was over. He went instead to the 
little house that was tidier than any 
other in Palisade City. The door 
opened before be had a chance to 
knock, and Maria drew him in out of 
the storm. He could see the look of 
Telief in her eyes.

“ You didn't intend to go to the 
Palace,” he said accusingly.

“ No. I was afraid for you, Tom.”  
“ Well, the town marshal got there 

in time,”  he told her. He took the 
bounty money from his pocket, laid 
it on the table. “ There’s no need for 
you to go back to the Palace, at all. 
That’s Atlas money. You rate it 
because Danny died trying to protect 
an Atlas bullion shipment. You’ll 
not go back, Maria?”

She met his glance steadily. “ No, 
I’ll never go back,”  she promised. 

• “Tom, I . . . well, won’t I see you 
again?”

McAfee had already turned to the 
door.

“ I’ ll be back when that money’s 
used up,” he said. “ So long, Maria.” 

He went out into the storm, be
cause he couldn’t trust himself to 
stay longer. He had to remember 
that Maria was a widow but a short 
time— his brother’s widow7, at that. 
But Tom McAfee knew, looking into 
the storm toward where the cemetery 
was located, that Danny wouldn’t 
object to his coming back— after a 
proper wait.

THE END

Scrambled Words Answers (page 115) 

]. pigpen 2. otter 3. honey 4. paraffin 

5. chore 6. hale 7. peak 8. earth worm 

9. quail 10. pacer 11. currycomb 12. 

ham 13. quarry 14. reap 15. mill
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RANGE SAVVY

B y  G e n e  K i n g

Trapping wild horses was an old Indian stunt later 
taken up by the wild horse hunters of the early West. 
Now a similar system is being used on the range to bring 
in many wise old cow-Country steers that ranch owners 
discovered have been eluding cowboys at the regular 
branding and “ beef-cut” roundups. One large outfit has 
been setting the traps at waterholes. The traps are wide, 
fenced-in enclosures with gates fixed to let the thirsty 
old-timers in, yet prevent their getting out afterward. Re
ports state that to date quite a catch of wily eight- and 
nine-year-old steers as -well as unbranded bulls and old 
cuwS-*—worth about $150 each at present market prices 
have been trapped in this manner.

This one is for the gals. Especially those who want 
cowboy husbands— tall, dark and handsome, or other
wise. Horace Greeley’s early-day advice, “ Go West, 
young man,” holds doubly true today for marital-minded 
females. While recent statistics trior up a deplorable 
shortage of marriageable males ,n lie l . S. as a whole, 
the condition does not apply in many of the cow-countrv 
areas of the West. Outside of Alaska, the best bet— 
Alaska has 45 men to every girl—next best prospects are 
Nevada, Wyoming, Idaho, Arizona, Montana. Washington, 
Oregon and— believe it or not— California.

Thaf much-talked-about bugaboo, inflation, knows no 
regional boundaries. It has hit the West too. Specifi
cally the livestock country where enormous quantities of 
cattle and sheep are annually grazed on lease holdings in 
the public range at so much per head of livestock. Re
cently it has been announced that grazing fees on public 
ranges in ten Western States would he raised— the in
crease amounting to from 5 to. 8 cents per head per 
month on cattle and horses; from I to 1%  cents on sheep 
and goats. More than two million cattle and over seven 
million sheep are affected by the new rates.
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H U G -H O T PRELUDE
By BARNIE STACY

Lfou! far could Sheriff Kagan trust the doomed outlaw

on icnom ue nan oven jorc

I t  w a s  T i o t  coincidence that had 
Sheritl' Buck Kagan waiting at the 
station when the west-bound stage 
rolled to a stop in Toyahville. Some
times it was helpful to see what kind 
of live cargo those cross-country 
coaches spilled out on the town.

Still, he later reflected, it tv as a 
mighty lucky thing he happened to he 
close at hand when the old man 
climbed out and in a cracked voice, 
tinged with excited expectancy, 
started inquiring as fo where he 
might .find his boy, Charley Winters.

The eager query hit the leathery 
lawman with a jarring impact when

pm a aepinij s naagei

the oldster went on, "Charley written 
me he’s runnin’ one of the biggest 
ranches hereabouts. l'igger most 
everybody ought to know my boy.” 

Buck, stunned, almost strangled, 
and it was a moment before he could 
stifle a gasp and think of a reply. 
Swiftly he sized up the oldster, whose 
assumption was partly correct. 
Almost everybody did know Blackleg 
Charley Winters by reputation. But 
not as a respected rancher. They 
knew and hated him as a cold
blooded killer. As a member of a 
notorious cutthroat gang of rustlers, 
stage and bank robbers. And if the
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sheriff hadn’t been on hand to head 
it off. someone less considerate than 
Buck almost certainly would have 
blurted the truth: “ Shucks, yes. We 
know the murderin’ varmint. He’s 
yonder in jail, waitin’ to keep a hang- 
rope appointment tomorrow!”

Buck, glancing defiantly about, 
took the old man’s battered, dust- 
covered valise, grabbed his arm, and 
hustled him beyond the glowering 
crowd of curious spectators.

“ Why, sure, Mr. Winters,”  he 
groped wildly for words, “ reckon I 
do know your son. You sa) he wasn’t 
expectin’ you?”

“ Why. yes. That's right.’ ’ The 
oldster nodded, pleased. “ I’m bound 
for ’Frisco, to live with my married 
daughter there. Their ma. she died 
last month, back in Missouri.”

Buck’s practical brain threshed 
about wildly, as he hurriedly steered 
his charge into Soldano’s Lone Star 
hotel, with bar and dining room on 
the ground floor. It was mighty bad, 
he reflected, for a man to have all Ills 
speed compressed into a trigger fin
ger. and none above the eyebrows. 
This doting parent’s happy, almost 
childlike air of excited expectancy 
hit him hard. Like a hot skinning 
knife plunged into his innards, then 
twisted.

The (dd fellow’s thinning hair was 
white, as was the cropped, seraggly 
mustache. Faded, bluish-gray eyes 
peered through thick-lensed, steel- 
rinnned spectacles. He was tall, 
stooped, and although his rusty black 
suit was faded and worn, he carried 
himself with dignity. A plumb fine,

upstanding old gent, Buck thought. 
And now' fate was fixing to hand him 
a mess of grisly jokers. And some
how he, Buck, had to cover up. Keep 
the oldster from finding out that he’d 
sired a mangy, no-good, lobo w'help,

Desperate. Buck snatched words» 
from thin air. He heard his own 
strained voice blurt, “ Why, sir, it 
just so happens that your Charley boy 
is one of my deputies. Awful fine 
hoy. Fle’s due back from a rustler 
trail shortly and I’ll fetch him.”

They faced the bar and the bar- 
keep stared, slack-j awed. Buck turned 
and glared toward the scattering of 
a dozen-odd loungers. “ Men,”  he 
proclaimed defiantly, “ this here is 
our mutual friend, Charley Winters,’ 
pappy. Step up, shake hands, and 
let’s show him a sample of Toyahville 
horspitality.” He dropped carelessly 
back, pressed a finger to lips, patted, 
significantly, the ugly black butt of 
his six-gun. The clear meaning of 
the challenge was not lost to them. 
Hostility which had flared at men
tion of the hated name changed to 
sullen acceptance as they- shuffled 
forward to grasp, limply, the bony 
old hand.

Buck threw a gold coin on the 
bar. “ The drinks for the house,”  he 
announced, “ are on me. Reckon Mr. 
Winters can stand a toddy, to cut 
the road dust in his gullet.”

Fie left them, then, staring wrath
ful. puzzled, silent. “ I’ll fetch 
Charley shortly, sir,”  he called over 
his shoulder.

But cfiitside, as he clumped along 
the boardwalk, his shoulders sagged. 
He cursed himself, softly, for a
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chicken-hearted fool. Now he 
thought of a dozen other lies, all 
plausible, that a nimbler mind could 
have invented. But it was too late 
for regret. One thing was sure: He’d 
have to get the old man out of town 
on the next stage west, at daylight.

Two of his tough deputies, Jack 
Horn and Bick Spade, loafing in the 
front office, listened, with deepening 
frowns, as he talked, low-toned.

"Boss, you’re beggin’ for trouble,”  
Bick warned. “ That Charley’s a 
mean snake.”  *

“ I know," the lawman groaned. 
"It’s for the old un. But it still 
makes me a damned fool.”  He 
opened a door and moved into the 
cell corridor, knowing he could de
pend on this loyal pair. But that 
arrogant, jeering renegade back here 
in a cell was something else again, 
lie doubted if there was room in his 
icy heart for sentiment or the slight
est touch of parental affection.

Buck stood thoughtfully before the 
barred door a full minute hefore he 
spoke. Blackleg Charley, lounging 
on a cot, stared back at him con
temptuously. Through the outside 
window the lowering sun cast a 
shadow of the stark, skeletonlike, 
newdy built scaffold on the cell floor.

“ I si ijl say that’s wasted timber, 
lawdog,”  Charley sneered. “ 1 ain’t 
g o  in' to hang.”

"Charley,”  Buck spoke in a quiet 
tone. “ I’m wonderin’ if there’s a 
speck of decency in you, anywhere. 
Because,”  he went on softly, “ now’s 
the time to show it. Tour dad’s 
here. He don’t know how rotten his

own flesh and blood has turned. And 
I aim to help you keep him from 
findin’ out.”

The doomed outlaw underwent an 
abrupt hut puzzling change. He 
lunged half up, fists clenched. His 
face darkened with sudden rage for 
a moment. Then he sank hack, low
ered his head into hands, and moaned, 
“ Great guns! The old man. Why’d 
he have to pick a time like this?”  It 
was hard to tell if contrition figured 
in his emotions. Somehow it struck 
the watching sheriff as something like 
baffled rage.

"Charley, being a father can be an 
awful hearlbreakin’ chore,”  Buck 
said. “ I know, bein’ one. But if 
you’ve got enough feelin’ in voui 
calloused heart to play the game 
with me we 11 send your pa on his 
way, conic morning, with a heart 
bustin’ with pride ’stead of shame 
and sorrow. I’ll tell him that I’m 
forced to send you on a long trail 
tomorrow', and that lie might just as 
well go on to ’Frisco. It won’t he 
a whole lie, at that. I’ll fix it so's 
you can spend the night with him, at 
the hotel.”

“ Damn your meddlin’ soul, star 
toter!”  Charley blazed furiously. 
Flectingly he stared at the gruesome 
shadow on tin' floor.

“ I ain’t askin’ you for any pledge,” 
Buck told him. “ Your promise 
wouldn't be worth a hoot. Anybody 
that can shoot beggin' men, with 
hands up, oft stage boxes, or in tell
er’s cages, ain’t likely to he bothered 
with promises. What I’m relyin’ on, 
you’ll savvy. Guns’ll be lined on you
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every second, case you get any fool
ish ideers.”

The condemned killer got up, 
paced the floor like a (-aged animal. 
The old, reckless bravado had 
drained out of him. “ It's a stacked 
deck!" he gritted, but somehow in the 
tone inflection, Buck read assent.

“ My deputies'll escort you to the 
hotel in ten minutes," the sheriff in
structed. “ You’ll he wearin’ a depu
ty’s badge. And an old gun, with 
a busted hammer, to make you look 
the part. I’ll go ahead now, and 
try to prepare the boys to fall in 
with the play. Won’t be easy. Some 
of your murdered victims was their 
friends."

When Buck got back to Soldano’s. 
old man Winters was proudly show
ing around a tintype. It pictured a 
towheaded tad of two nr so on a 
woman’s knee. Beside her stood an 
older girl, and behind, a hand resting 
on the woman's shoulder, stood a 
young man who closely resembled 
the Charley Winters of today.

“ He always was a good bov. sher
iff.”  The old man pointed out the 
baby. “ Good to me and his ma. He 
got restless, come West when he was 
seventeen, ain’t been back since. But 
be written us twicet a year, reg’lar. 
and sent home money. Always prom
ised to pay us a visit, but never got 
around to it.”

Buck maneuvered the customers 
to one side and briefed them on the 
play. There were plenty of scowds 
and mutterings. but at last they 
grudgingly a rrccd. for Buck Eagan 
wasn’t a man they liked to cross.

144

Blackleg Charley came in, tailed 
by deputies. He waved jovially at 
the townsmen, managed a crooked 
grin. “ H’ya, fellers,”  he greeted 
them, and got a grow-led acknowledg
ment.

Buck Eagan was remembering 
painfully that the lime wasn’t so far 
gone when another Charley Winters 
— a happy-go-lucky grinning young 
man— would have been hailed with 
friendly greetings of genuine liking. 
That was when he had been a forty- 
a-month top cowhand, before he had 
fallen in with the infamous Black 
Hole Crowd. Before he’d been lured 
by the bait of easy money, little 
work and high adventure that eventu
ally made it easy for him to kill fel
low’ men. The sheriff had seen it 
happen to many an easy-going cow
poke in his day.

Even now, in his late twenties, 
with brownish-blond hair, pale blue 
eyes, flanked by grin crinkles, Charley 
Winters was a handsome young fel
low. Tall and straight, he belied 
the general! \ accepted belief that a 
renegade’s features gave him aw’ay.

The meeting of father and son was 
reservedly affectionate, a- between 
all males who try to curb their emo
tions. They embraced lightly.

“ Fa, you’re lookin’ awful well.” 
Charley said. “ Spry as an old 
Dominecker rooster. How’re ma and 
sis?”

The oldster's eyes misted a little 
and there was a catch in his voice 
as he stooped, fumbled in the valise, 
and came tip with a large photo
graph. “ Your ma passed on last 
month, son. Just before she died
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she made me promise to give you 
this picture.”

Charley’s face went pale, and he 
steadied himself against the bar as he 
looked at the photograph. Buck, 
peering over his shoulder, saw a 
sweet-faced, white-haired old lady. 
It was hard to read his feelings, but 
after a few seconds he shoved the 
picture inside his shirt front.

"She didn’t have to change none,” 
he said huskily. "She always was 
an angel.”

They were lighting Lhe kerosene 
chandeliers when Buck said, ‘T want 
you and your pa to (art supper with 
me. Then you ean go up to your 
room, have the rest of the night alone. 
Fm sure sorry I got to send Charley 
on that long trail tomorrer, Mr. Win
ters. But since I must, you may as 
well leave a call for the daylight 
stage.”

Afterward, in the lobby, the sher- 
ilf found ait opportunity to warn 
Charley, “ There’ll be a man outside 
your door, and another’ll under your 
window. For the oldster’s sake I 
hope you don’t get any foolish no
tions . . . ”

“ Lawdog, please go take a long 
jump into hell!”  Charley ground out.

File sheriff sprawled in a chair in 
the lobby. A turmoil of troubled 
thoughts dro\e away sleep. In a w ay 
he could feel a kinship with those 
two upstairs. His own wife had 
passed on years before, leaving his 
pride to focus on the hoy. Dick, he 
knew with gratitude, wras a fine 
youngster. But supposing some

thing should happen . . . The thought 
brought a smothering sensation.

He must have dozed toward morn
ing, as his first sensation was one 
of his chair quivering. Then came 
the sound of the explosion. He 
leaped up, sensing that the blast had 
come from the direction of the jail. 
He raced outside, loosening gun in 
holster, ran along the side of the 
hotel to the dark alley, then down it 
toward the adobe jail. The sound 
of rapid gunfire, hoof beats and 
shouts beat against his ears. Win
dows were slamming up, lights were 
coming on, accompanied by veils.

He pulled up short at the corner of 
the building next to the jail, and was 
in time to see a form running away 
from a gaping hole blown in the 
fail side. The form yelped, 'Blast 
it, old Charley ain’t in there! That 
damned slier ill’s moved him.”

Buck aimed hastily and fired, and 
was astonished to see the. form stum
ble. fall, get tip and fall again. The 
whole town was coming alive now, 
and he could make out some dozen 
horsemen in the street fronting the 
jail. “ It’s gettin" too hot here,”  one 
of them howled. “ LeL’s ride out.”

Buck emptied his six into their 
midst, heard one man scream, and 
then suddenly he froze, started 
swearing. Two figures had joined 
the fight in the street, were throw
ing lead into the fleeing horsemen. 
It was the deputies, detailed to guard 
Charley. They’d let themselves he 
lured from their posts by the ex
citement. With the suspicion, Buck 
wras pounding back down the alley, 
up the hack stairway. The light was
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on in the old man’s room, and Buck 
almost fell inside. He stood there, 
gaping:, blinking his eyes.

'’Charley, in his underwear, was 
sitting on the bed. calmly smoking a 
cigarette. Behind him the old man 
snored loudly. Charley's lips twisted 
into a grin. “ Lookin’ for somebody, 
sheriff he asked mockingly.

The lawman’s voice was almost a 
reverent whisper. “ Charley . . . you 
knew" the boys were cornin’ for you 
tonight! ”

“ Well, I bragged I'd never hang, 
didn’t I ? But I didn’t know the 
cards was stacked against me, then.” 
The young outlaw shrugged, twisted 
around to rest his eves on the tired, 
lined face of the sleeper. “ Life 
ain't been too gentle with him. He 
had this much cornin’. I reckon.”

Buck went slowly down the stairs 
to await the coming of the dawn. 
The deputies had returned, sheep
ishly, to announce that three of the 
gang had been downed. The sheriff 
didn't bother to reprimand their 
laxity.

In an hour a gray, misty shroud 
proclaimed the coming of dawn. The 
old man and Charley came down, and 
the three of them ate breakfast, 
mostly in silence. Daylight came 
slowly, and it was still gloomy when 
Charley and the sheriff walked to the 
stage station with old Mr. Winters.

Standing by the stage, Charley said, 
as if anxious to get it over with, 
“ Reckon it’s time to say good-by, pa. 
Me, I’ve got to take part in a little

bangin’ chore. A  bangin' ain’t nice 
to look at. You take care of your
self. pa: and tell sis howdy for me. 
I’ll be seein’ you.”

He gave the beaming old man a 
quick hug, walked hastily away. 
Buck shook the oldster’s hand, word
lessly, fell in behind his prisoner.

%
A few" minutes later, when the 

stage rattled past the jail. Mr. Win
ters was hunkered on the box beside 
the driver. On the scaffold Buck, 
nervously adjusting the black hood, 
saw" the old man squint through the 
murky half light, and waved at him. 
The oldster waved hack, called 
shrilly. “ Good-by, Charley hoy.’ ’ 

The?), as related by the stage driver 
on his return trip, the old fellow was 
fit to bust with pride.

“ It’s powerful comfortin’ to claim 
a son that's made good,”  he said. 
“ But I guess there’s unpleasant sides 
to Charley's job. It’s funny, though,”  
he went on thoughtfully, “ it looked 
like that hooded feller under the gib-' 
bet waved at me, too. Reckon it’s my 
old watery eyes, and the dim light.”  

A moment later, fighting against 
the nausea, Buck Eagan tripped the 
trap. “ Good-by, Blackleg Charley,”  
he said softly. “ I allow you can 
at least figger on one tally on the 
credit side, up yonder.”

There would be more lies, and let
ters to write, but that was in the dis
tant future. Today Buck Eagan had 
felt the warmth of a prideful father’s 
smile, and that was enough to com
pensate for many things.

THE END
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B y  C a p ta in  P h i l ip  B , S h a rp e

Readers interested in buying the Enfield rifles and parts offered for sale by the Army should w rite directly  
to the Director of C iv il ia n  Marksm anship. Department of the Army, W ashington 2 5 ,  D. C ., asking for an 
order blank and price lis t  of available supplies.

W it h  the exception of miscel
laneous foreign guns, the famous 
Single Action Colt Frontier model 
is the subject of more inquiries than 
any other weapon. It is surprising 
to learn that few people other than 
collectors realize that there were 
many variations of what is generally 
known as ‘ 'The gun that made the 
West."

In the first place, the Single Ac
tion Army and the Colt Frontier 
model are one and the same. The 
Armv model was the first— the 
factory designed it. and started pro
duction in Iff!]. Old factory records 
revealed that the Cavalry model had 
a 71/-. inch barrel, while the Army 
type, often called the AutiUerv model 
has a 50> inch barrel. Colt developed 
the .45 cartridge with a 245-grain 
lead bullet and 40 grain- of black 
powder hut. as loaded by the Army, 
the powder charge was reduced to 
28 grains.

In 1.67-5 Colt made this available 
to civilians, calling it the Frontier. 
The public named that heavy .45 
load, in this civilian gun, the Peace
maker, and the name stuck. Colt even

adopted it for a while in .45 caliber 
only— other calibers were still called 
the Frontier.

In 1873 Winchester came out with 
their famous lever-action rifle of 
Model 1873 in the .44-40 caliber. 
Colt immediately made the Frontier 
model to handle this cartridge so 
the same cartridge could be used in 
both rifle and revolver. Since this 
was the only cartridge made for this 
rifle, Colt marked the barrels of their 
revolvers “ Winchester.’"

In 1874 Winchester developed the 
.38-40 and a couple of years later 
the .32-20. Colt immediately made 
single action guns to handle these 
cartridges and usually marked them 
after 1874 as “ .44 W.C.F.” . “ .38 
W.C.F." and “ .32 W.C.F."

]Ned Buntline, famous writer and 
character of the old West, had a pair 
of these Frontier models made up 
with 12-inch barrels and shoulder 
stocks and presented them to Wyatt 
Earp and Bat Ma^terson. These were 
called “ Buntline Specials.”

The old Frontier was made in other 
calibers, including .22 rim fire. .32 
Colt centerfire, .32 Smith & Wesson,
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.■'’>2 Cult eenterfire I short, long and 
special I, .1*1 Colt, .14* Russian, .44 
Colt, .14 Smith & Wesson Special, 
.'>57 Magnum and .15 Auto.

Models were made without the 
ejector rod and with barrels as short 
as 2 inches.

The real change was in the Risley 
model. This was designed as a tar
get gun with both fixed ordinary type 
sights and adjustable target types, 
<)n this model the frame was altered 
considerably, with the grip curving 
downward, A lo#  hammer spur wms 
used.

The llisley model was named for 
die famous pistol range at llisley, 
Fuglaud. the gun was made from 
1896 to 1912, and in most calibers 
except .22.

One special llisley model was pro« 
>bleed, but in such small quantities 
diet it is a rare collectors’ item to
day. there was no recess in the 
frame for the ejector rod, and the 
hand was only 5 inches long.

Was there a double action version 
of the Single Action Army? Defi
nitely yes two of them.

Still a third version is often found, 
hut this has an entirely deferent 
frame and was called the Lightning 
model. It was made in .18 and .11 
calibers only and was Colt's first 
double' action revolver.

Ibe Double Action Army and 
Double Action Frontier were made 
on almost the same frame as the old

Single Action, and first appeared in 
1877. The top half of the gun was 
the old type, hut the lower, or grip, 
section had a slight spur at the top 
of the grip to prevent hand slippage, 
and the frame was rounded at the 
rear to form what is today called a 
“ birdshead”  grip or round hull.

Overall length of this gun with the 
standard 7*14 inch barrel was 1214 
inches, ft had a round disc in the 
left side of the frame, held in place 
hv the hammer screw. Alien this 
was removed, the "works”  was ex
posed. Since this was a double ac
tion model fit could also he hand- 
cocked to perform single action I the 
trigger was located in the center of 
a larger-than-normal trigger guard. 
Although Colt records indicate that 
this was made onlv in .15 caliber 
and with the long barrel, I have seen 
one of them in a collection with a 
545 inch barrel. I li ne is no record 
of other calibers being produced, 
and while the Army bought a few 
ol them, it nevei’ adopted it.

The other double action model is 
today a prized item to collectors. 
Known as the Philippine model, only 
a few were made for the Army for 
a cavalry tryout. lliis was fitted 
with a 6-inch barrel on the standard 
double action frame, and had an 
overall length of II inches. The 
only difference was in the unusually 
large trigger guard and very long 
trigger with its tip curled forward.

Captain  Sharpe is  back after more than three years In  the Army <;nd your letter*? concerning firearms 
receive h is  prompt attention. Address your inqu iries to Captain  P h iH p  B. Sharpe, Suns And Gunner? Oeot 
Street t S m ith ’s Western Story, 1 2 2  East 42n d  Street, Kew York 17. N Y  Be sure yott i r in r  vour name 
cle arly  and enclose a three-cent stamp for your rep ly . Do not send a return envelope.
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B v  J o h n  A . T h o m p s o n

The wild, high mountain region 
o( east-central Idaho, back towards 
the Montana border In Lemhi County 
is good prospecting country. It also 
affords some of the finest fishing, 
hunting and camping-out areas in 
the entire West.

The combination is hard to beat. 
Yet it prompts a friendly warning 
to reader W .l.. of Pleasant Hill. 
Ohio, who plans, his recent letter 
said, a spring trip out there with 
gold placer prospecting the main 
objective. Both W.l . and his com
panions are experienced campers and 
they like the fishing and hunting 
most outdoor trips entail.

That’s all to the good. But re
member W .l.. and all you other 
enthusiasts with a combination pros
pecting and fishing trip in mind, that 
prospecting is a business much like 
any other. Success generally in
volves a steady amount of hard work.

The man who goes into the hills 
and casually stubs his toe on a 
bonanza, or even a workable mining 
property is one in a million. It s 
been done. But not often enough 
to he pattern forming.

By and large the majority of the 
world’s— and the W est's— important 
mineral discoveries have been made 
by professional ore hunters. Such

men make the business of looking 
for minahle metal deposits a full
time job. • W hether they are looking 
for gold, siher, copper, lead, tung
sten. uranium or any of the other 
many important commercial metals—  
even iron.

On the other hand when a pros
pecting trip leads to top-notch wil
derness fishing country, or a chance 
to bag a venison roast in season, 
there is certainly no harm in a bit 
of extracurricular activity now and 
then.

The danger lies, as far as pros
pecting success is concerned, not in 
a little fishing, or an occasional 
Sunday deer hunt but in overdoing 
it and turning what started out as a 
prospecting trip into just another 
camping sortie into the mountains. 
Amateurs, novice prospectors on 
their first trip out are particularly 
prone to drop the pick and shovel 
for the rod and reel too often.

The best plan is to have, as far as 
possible, a regular schedule. Put 
in a good day in the actual business 
of prospecting and confine your fish
ing to early morning, or a little pre
supper recess in early evening. The 
fish bite best then anyhow and you 
don’t lose a day’s work.

W .L . queried us about this fishing
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angle. As for the east-central Idaho 
country, it is a natural for grand 
campsites and unbeatable fishing 
streams. On the local game list in 
that section you can find chiefly deer 
—for table meat— but there are also 
plenty of bear. Game birds consist 
of pheasant, grouse and quail. For 
predatory animal hunting there are 
cougar, coyotes and lynx in the 
dense, tail-forested woods.

Dropping into the region from 
Montana via Route 93 south from 
Missoula, Gibbonsvillc is the first 
Idaho settlement you strike. Once 
a bonanza mining camp, it is mostly 
a ghost town now. You can. how
ever, get meals and find overnight 
cabins there. And in the surround
ing mountain streams you may still 
locate a pay streak or a modest patch 
of placer ground.

On down the mountains you come 
to North Fork, the junction of the 
North Fork and the Salmon River— 
the famous gold-placer-hearing River- 
Of-No-Retuni. Li]) the river to Sal
mon, the county seat of Lemhi 
County, which has a population of 
about one thousand. There is a fine 
camp ground at Island Park.

From Salmon you can push on 
into the wilderness area of the Yel- 
lowjackets— likely placer prospecting 
country particularly up towards the 
headwaters of some of the lesser 
known mountain creeks. The road 
is rough and rugged— dirt, not paved

or even graveled and graded, it 
leads through and past Leesburg, a 
ghost town and former boom mining 
camp that once had a mile-long 
Main street. The section is still 
placer country for prospectors will
ing to push up the mountains and 
tackle the old gold-bearing streams.

Beyond Leesburg the road con
tinues to Forney and turns west into 
the Yellow jackets, terminating at 
Yellowjacket about 1A miles out 
from Salmon. Going farther into 
the Yellowjacket Mountains means 
abandoning the ear and hiking or 
packing in to a wilderness area that 
even today has been only sketchily 
prospected.

To give you an idea of how rich 
this Lemhi County section of Idaho 
has proved in the past, there is the 
astounding production figure of bet
ter than sixteen million dollars in 
gold taken from the placer diggings 
around Leesburg during that ghost 
town’s heyday. Most of the gold 
came from Nappias Creek. The five 
prospectors who made the original 
discovery back in 1866 are said to 
have averaged about $30,000 a week 
from their claims for several sum
mers.

Today the old bonanza diggings 
have been worked and reworked. 
But up in the Yellow jackets . . . it’s 
still anybody’s guess what may be 
found. And anybody’s chance of 
making a new discovery.

It  there Is anything yon want to know about mining or prospecting, a letter enclosing a stamped and self- 

addressed envelope sent to J .  A. Thompson, care of Street £  Sm ith’s Western Story, 12 2  East 42nd Street, 

New York 1 7 , N. Y ., will bring a prompt, authoritative, personal reply.
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B y  J o h n  N o r th

Mr. North w ill be glad to  send interested readers an address from w hich an excellent booklet covering routes, 
mileage, regulations, road data and stopping places along the Pan-Am erican Highw ay can be obtained. E n 
close a stamped, seif-addressed envelope along w ith your request.

T h e  long-distance-minded motor 
tripper and the lad who likes to auto
camp or do his adventuring by car 
had better brush up on his Spanish. 
The Pan-American Highway that will 
take you from any point in the U. S. 
down to the southern tip of South 
America is well out of the dream-boat 
stage. It is virtually a reality now.

Of the enormous total of nearly 
16.000 miles included in tha new 
highway system, more than 83 c/c—- 
some 13,000 miles— are either first- 
class paved roads or graveled and 
graded. Less than 600 miles of the 
entire route have yet to be con
structed.

You can start planning your trip 
any time you are ready. Get out a 
map— a big one of the whole western 
hemisphere— and trace the route you 
will some day be taking with as much 
safety and comfort as you have when 
you buzz out on a regular vacation 
auto trip inside the L . S. A.

The Pan-American Highway is not 
just one road. It is a gigantic, fas
cinating highway system linking the 
capitals of all the American coun

tries, North, South and Central 
America, with each other, and even
tually with Alaska via the wartime 
Alaska road from Canada to Fair
banks. It has already immeasurably 
widened the adventure horizons of 
American motorists everywhere.

Reader J.E., of Macon. Georgia, 
queried us recently on the new road, 
its general course and present state 
of progress. So we got busy and 
did some firsthand checking up on it 
for him.

Roughly speaking, the route lies 
south from the Rio Grande down 
through Mexico to Talisman Bridge. 
That’s the first 1,750-mile lap. Then 
it goes through the Central American 
Republics, and south into South 
America. It keeps on through Vene
zuela, Colombia, Ecuador, Peru and 
Chile with long and fascinating side 
trips over into Bolivia, Paraguay, 
Argentina and Brazil.

Part of the route tools up moun
tain ranges like the Andes, crossing 
them at passes 15,000 feet above sea 
level. Part runs through endless 
miles of lush green tropical jungle
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country where flocks of parrots and 
rainbow-hued macaws fly through 
tlie trees and monkeys chatter at you 
from the roadside. There arc days 
of travel through barren deserts, 
and in places the route leads past 
the long-abandoned Indian cities 
that were once the pride of the great 
Inca chiefs.

As for the gaps or present road 
blocks to making the entire trip by 
ear, they are just-four in number. 
The first is between Comitan and 

Tapacbula in southern Mexico. The 
second is the section between south
ern Costa Rica and northern Panama.

Perhaps the worst gap is from 
Panama City east through the dense 
Darien jungle. That one hasn’t even 
been surveyed yet. The only other 
gap is a section in South America 
from southern Ecuador to the Peru
vian border.

All the gaps can be by-passed, 
some by railroad, others by a sea 
trip. Once they have been overcome 
a whole continent is yours to ex
plore by ear. However, there are 
several sections of the road that are 
impassable during the rainy season, 
though they arp open and quite 
readily negotiable during the rest of 
the year.

It is not possible, of course, to 
squeeze within the brief space avail
able detailed routes along the various 
sections of such a huge road network 
as the one that comprises the Pan-

American highway system. However 
such routings are available, together 
with important information regard
ing the various documents required, 
customs procedures at the borders of 
the different countries crossed and 
the driver’s license regulations.

At present the latter are— as far 
as our own personal opinion is con
cerned— a confusing hodge-podge. 
It is to be hoped that as increased 
travel over the road builds up, not 
only from U. S. visitors but between 
citizens of the different South Ameri
can countries as well, some sort of 
uniform regulations can be drawn 
up and agreed upon by the countries 
involved. Uniform traffic rules, spepd 
limits and the like would also he a 
great help.-

Take the matter of driver’s licenses. 
In one country vour home State 
license is okay; in another it is good 
for thirty days; in a third for a 
different period of time. Regulations 
vary widely.

Similarly, many of the countries 
require some sort of bond posting 
when you drive across their borders 
— a safeguard against your selling 
the car without paying import duties. 
Mainly it adds up to red tape.

Anyhow, red tape or no, the Pan- 
American Highway does afford 
thousands of miles of excellent roads 
new to most U. S. auto trippers and 
well worth the thrill of trav eling over.

Mr. North w ilt be glad  to answer specific question!* about tne West, its  ranches, Homestead lands, moan- 
talns and p la in s, as well as the facts about any features of Western life . Be sure to enclose a stamper 
envelope for year reply. Address a ll  com m unications to John North, cate of Street & S m ith ’ * Western Story 
1 2 2  East 42n d  Street, f.’ew Yo rk  1 7 , « . Y
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ACROSS

1. Mallei
9. Wist* man 

,0. Oneness auumg many
12. Repeat someone's

w ords
13. Musical comedy
14. Vessel for ashes
15. Get hitched 
17. Girl’s name 
JR. In mid-ocean 
20. Winder of fishing tackle 
22. Make a hit
24. Camera stand
27. First name of first maker ! 

of copper-riveted cow
poke pants

30. Eternity

31. Cemetery tree
33. f  orefront
34. Western entertainment 
36. Mimicking
38. Perch a house on sticks 

Rolls the bones 
Complete turns,5 head 

over heels

DOWN

1. Divisions of time
2. Without company
3. Folding bed
4. Savvied
5. Unjustifiable homicide
6. The first
7. Competitor
8. Piano practice piece

exact 39. 
: 40.

9. Set tiers on go\ eminent 
land

11. Animals with one birth
day behind them

16. Wear away into a Dust 
Howl

19. \ iper
21. Slippery customer 
23. Prairie wolf
25. Digs’ around like a hog
26. Indian: Spanish
28. Dispossess
29. Weathercocks
32. Bankrolls
35. Shade tree 
37. Baked dessert

(The solution of this puzzle 
may be found on page 113)
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-EYED 
HELLION

By Paul Cralf

It wasn't Stilts Venables fault the 
Tw enty’s rrt’w thought he was just 
something they got by mistake 
when they ordered a deckhand

TUK stag parl\ Dave Judd was 
throwing that evening to celebrate 
his surrender to I lie institution of 
marriage, two da\s lienee, had the 
drill barge excited. Dave and a

:r -v
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couple others, young Stilts Venable 
noticed, were getting in a few ad
vance licks. Drinking was sternly 
forbidden on the drill rig by district 
office rules. But when a man stepped 
through the door of the little wash
room on the starboard side he im
mediately came under the bill of 
rights. His privacy was respected.

Mort Ormandy. the super, conven
iently attended to his reports up in 
the deckhouse over the engine room. 
The boys would be knocking off work 
in another hour, anyhow. Since mar
riage came so infrequently to the 
free and lusty crew of Drill Barge 
20. Redburn District, U.S. Army 
Engineers, an infraction of somebody 
else’s rules could be ignored so long 
as the work was done.

Stilts felt the excitement of the 
occasion and tried to hide his own 
heavy heart. He wouldn’t be on the 
party, for the simple reason that he 
had not been asked. He had not been 
asked for the plainer reason that he 
just wasn’t one of the boys, no mat
ter how hard he tried to be. And he 
wasn’t one of the boys because of 
things far beyond his control: the 
hereditary factors that had produced 
his six feet four of lathlike frame, 
an age that had produced only a fuzz
like scattering of beard on his hollow 
checks, and the circumstance that had 
caused him to report for duty on an 
engineer rig proudly manned by the 
cream of the crop, physically speak- 
ing.

His excessive height had gained 
him no consideration. It was the fact 
that they were drilling the Hell Chute 
Rapids stretch of the Ratapan that

had made the contrast so clear. The 
rapids were directly off the river 
town of Curryville. While her big 
air drill growled and chuckled and 
when the grids were blasted in an 
enormo'us upheaval of water, town- 
sters gathered shoreside to watch.

Frequently there were pretty girls. 
This ingredient appearing in the 
audience never failed to bring out the 
best in the Twenty. The drill rattled 
louder, the blasts blew higher. Sun
burned gladiators, peeled to the waist 
and half barefoot, bounced up and 
down ladders, swung on lines or took 
stance on some conspicuous spot on 
deck.

But not Stilts Venable. The first 
day aboard, joyous at becoming a 
member of such a crew, he had peeled 
off his shirt. A stovepipe torso, 
prominently ribbed, had emerged for 
shoreside eyes. It was Dave Judd, 
the drill operator, who had yelled, 
“ Either put that kid’s shirt on him 
or nail his shoes to the deck so he’ll 
look like a hog-post!”

That had started the teasing, and 
Stilts hadn’t minded— openly. He
had grinned good-naturedly when the 
boys elaborately put his shirt back 
on him, hurriedly as though cover
ing up the family skeleton and thus 
a'voiding damage to the Twenty’s 
standing in the feminine eyes ashore.

At twenty, Stilts still hoped for 
more growth and kept getting it, all - 
upward or outward from his toes. 
It was his first real job, for he was a 
farm boy accustomed to work for his 
father for found, clothes and the oc
casional use of the family car, and
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hr- had fallen in love with the noisy 
hut efficient Twenty, lie had learned 
his simple but toilsome duties quickly 
and well and never griped when the 
other two deckhands pushed some of 
their own work olT on him. ' But he 
was a callow kid among grown river- 
men, a stretched-out lnnk in an as
sortment of Greek gods.

He knew the physical assets of 
each of the other six men in the 
crew from long admiration and secret 
envy. Dave Judd was square as a 
block of granite and, during repairs, 
he would carry the big jackhammer 
around in one hand. Bill Wilcox; 
who operated the tender, Growler, 
was built on more wedgy lines, blit his 
muscles rippled in the hot sun. The 
others were the same, each possessing 
physical excellence in some respect. 
There was no doubt that they all knew 
it. They had everything, so they pro
ceeded to get all they could out of liv
ing. And in their eyes they made the 
Twenty the best doggoned outfit in 
the district. It was apparent that 
they considered young Stilts Venable 
a joke played on them by the district 
office personnel section.

At four o’clock iVIort Onnandy 
came down the ladder and motioned 
to Wilcox. ‘ ‘Take me ashore, Bill. 
I’m leaving early. Got to go over 
to Conner Junction to the dentist.”  
lie stepped over to the drill tower, 
and Dave Judd shut down the air to 
hear. ‘‘Take over, Dave,”  Onnandy 
called. " I ’ll get back in time for the 
party. Meanwhile, take it easy.”

Dave grinned and nodded and ,hit 
the air again. The big drill chat

tered, the air compressor racing to 
fill the demand for its product.

The launch was used mainly for 
moving the drill rig from one posi
tion to another. Fob other errands 
the crew7 used the sea sled with the 
two jumbo kickers. Wilcox jerked 
the outboards into motion with the 
starting rope, then cut out into the 
fast channel and the half mile run 
down to the landing. It made Stilts’ 
stomach swing heavily. The only 
thing about this job that scared the 
daylights out of him was the busi
ness of riding that flat, spanking sea 
sled over the rapids.

The whole crew made a trip to the 
washroom then, with the exception of 
Stilts. That was another thing w rong 
with him. Whiskey made him sick, 
girls scared him, and he was a 
stretched-out kind of runt. Me knew 
that these things had kept him from 
being asked on the stag party. There 
was nothing malicious about the 
boys. When they had cooked up the 
celebration, they simply hadn’t con
sidered him. Too young. Too puny 
even to register. Something they’d 
got by mistake when they ordered a 
deckhand.

It was two minutes of live when 
the trouble happened. Dave Judd 
was a crack drill operator, and if he 
hadn’t had a few he would never have 
stuck that steel deep in the rocky hole 
it was cutting. The air shut down 
with a sharp snort, and the compres
sor’s heavy chatter was immediately 
replaced by Dave’s hearty swearing. 
Everyone knew what had happened, 
and everybody but Stilts groaned.

“ Holy smokes, it might take half
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the night to get it loose!” Lorn Nel
son moaned.

Judd’s utterances were growing co
herent. ‘ ‘She's stuck ti girt or than a 
bull’s eye in fly time!’" He uncou
pled the air hammer, leaving the long 
drill steel jutting out of the water like 
a lone hair, its bit end deeply im
bedded in solid rock. Until it was 
removed the Twenty couldn't be 
warped ashore on the breast line with
out leaving a deadly menace to navi
gation.

Stilts almost hoped that the stag 
party was off so that he would not 
have to endure his feeling of isola
tion. He put the thought out of his 
mind as unseeming.

The bottle came out openly, and 
they had a Healthy snort, but nobody 
offered it to Stilts, who would have 
had to refuse, anyhow. Since they 
had already started their eclebration, 
it seemed to lessen the problem.

Bill Wilcox had come hack with tile 
sea sled, and he spoke up brightly. 
“ Look, Dave, both the Hollv and the 
Titan’re downstream. Neither one 
could he back up here before tomor
row7 afternoon. Whv don’t we leave 
the blasted thing and pull it out first 
thing tomorrow?”

“ If we're able to pull anything,” 
somebody added.

Dave considered the suggestion 
with interest. The two boats men
tioned were tubs shoving gasoline 
barges up to Crow's Point. Both had 
gone down empty early that after
noon, and neither could possibly be 
back under twenty-four hours with a 
new7 load. They comprised the only

navigation the upper Ratapan had 
known in months.

“ We could hang a red lantern on 
it,” Hank Pettigrew offered.

Drill Barge 20 would have worked 
half the night, ordinarily, to leave 
things shipshape when they tied up. 
But this was no ordinary occasion, 
and the crew had let its party pick up 
too much momentum already to give 
unbiased thought to the matter. There 
were some electric lanterns with red 
bull’s-eyes in the gear locker.

Dave nodded. “ Okay, boys, let’s 
tie her up !”

The warning light on the contrary 
drill steel was conspicuous enough, 
they saw7 when they had pulled out 
of the channel and made fast and 
started down the rapids in the big 
sea sled. Dave Judd passed the bottle 
again, and by the time they made the 
landing they had forgotten the inci
dent. They scattered with. “ See von 
guys pretty soon!"’ All were eager 
to get cleaned up and settled to the 
night’s important business.

Stilts was staying in the hot little 
two-story hotel with most of the 
others, but he left them on the street, 
claiming he wanted to run his ear 
over to the garage to have the carbu
retor checked. The jallopy had been 
h is , first investment when he had 
achieved his own income and its need 
was a fib, for he tended to every thing 
with his own hands. But it peeled 
him loose from the bunch gracefully, 
which was what he wanted.

A little later he went up the hotel 
stairs by himself, taking two at a 
time as easily as most men take one. 
and cleaned up. He waited there for
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a couple of hours, then went over to 
the restaurant to get his supper. He 
admitted to himself that right up to 
the last he had hoped that somebody 
would think to tell him to come over 
and at least watch the fun.

Down next to the river was a res
taurant with a hack room it rented 
out for parties, and the hoys had 
taken this over for the evening. Stilts 
ate his own breaded veal cutlets with
out relish. Afterward, he thought, 
he might get his ear and swing down 
river to (loose Landing and see a 
show in the dinky little theater there.

Yet he loitered on the street till 
full night had fallen, and though 
there were a few townsters stirring, it 
was deeply lonely. He made a guilty 
swing down toward the river, then 
turned hack, angry with himself. He 
got into the jallopy and headed for 
Goose Landing and its movie.

Stilts was half,, there when he 
whirled the car oil the pavement that 
eloscly hugged the river. In this open 
country distances were vast, and he 
could clearly see tile. lights below on 
the river. Red and green running 
lights of some craft, and she was 
coming upstream.

lie stared in disbelief. The boys 
had been sound in figuring that 
neither the Molly nor the Titan could 
make the run down to Langford, fill 
their big steel barges at the tank farm, 
and get back here before late tomor
row. It was impossible, yet there was 
a rig coming up and Stilts’ own eyes 
confirmed it.

The boys had lost their hundred-to- 
one gamble against this happening, 
and the reason slowly dawned on

Stilts. There was another tank farm 
up at Crow’s Landing, distributing 
to a vast wheal country that was 
farmed entirely by machinery. Har
vest was coming on, though only a 
clodhopper like Stilts Venable would 
know that, and the oil company was 
building up its reserve. It had simply 
put on an extra outfit.

Hunched over the steering-wheel, 
Stilts found that he was trembling. 
And that was silly. He was too in
experienced to know what that up- 
thrusting drill steel in the channel 
would do if a thin-skinned oil barge 
hit it, hut he didn't like what his 
imagination did with the idea. The 
barge captain would naturally give it 
a wide berth when he saw the red 
light. He didn’t know about the 
channel itself, hut from the surface 
look there was plenty of room for the 
barges to swing by.

Stills ridiculed himself for being 
so seared suddenly, yet something 
made him swing the ear around. At 
first he had a half-formed idea of at 
least breaking in on the party and 
telling Mort Ormandy. By the time 
he reached Curryville he had changed 
his mind. Dave Judd had boon re
sponsible for leaving that steel there. 
He would consider that Stilts had 
jumped at the chance to call the boss’ 
attention to it, now that it had been 
proved a risky thing to do.

Anyhow, this unexpected rig prob
ably would chug right on up the 
river. They certainly wouldn’t plow 
head on into a red light. The pilot 
would know whether there was water 
enough to pass to the side. If there
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wasn’t, he could drop back down to 
the landing and hunt up the army 
engineers, himself. It was none of 
Stilts Venable’s business.

Parking the car, Stilts walked down 
to the landing, worry still haunting 
him. The boat and barge were only 
a few hundred yards downstream 
from him. He stared up the half-mile 
rapids, then, and for the second time 
concern ran through him. He could 
see the dark shape of the drill barge 
and her standing lights. But that 
was all. He could not see that extra 
light on the drill steel. He figured 
he should be able to see it if the boat 
was going to detect it in time.

He lost a moment in indecision. 
There was no time to return uptown 
for one of the boys, anyhow. The 
river craft was coming steadily on. 
There was a way he could see whether 
everything was all right, up there, if 
he could manage it. He had always 
kept his eyes open on the job, picking 
up things whether they were a part of 
his work or not. He knew how they 
started the kickers on the sea sled. He 
could probably run it up there and 
hack. ^The only trouble was, the 
thought gave him an awful twisting 
feeling in his stomach.

Stilts knew he had to do it for his 
own peace of mind— as least travels 
far enough up the rapids to raise the 
light and make sure the boat could 
see it in time to take warning. He 
stepped into .hr- fiat sea sled and ex
perienced a feeling of dismay min
gled with relief. He had forgotten 
that it was always left chained and 
padlocked so it could not be moved 
or have the kickers stolen. He

couldn’t break it loose with less than 
a sledge hammer and cold chisel, and 
even if he did he would probably find 
himself drowned or in jail.

Worry pestered him and he put his 
long legs to work, getting some good 
out of them, at least, as they sent him 
along the river bank at a rapid clip. 
He was probably moving faster than 
the oil barges which had the rapids 
to battle. Anyhow, he could see 
whether that light was burning or 
not. When he had covered half the 
distance a cold paralysis was creep
ing over him. The warning light 
still was not visible. Then he had 
covered all the distance, and there 
definitely was no light.

He understood it by now. He 
couldn’t remember ever having seen 
those electric lanterns used, and the 
dry batteries were probably weak. 
The bull's-eye had pointed west, the 
full late sun glinting in it redly as 
they pulled away. It had seemed 
plenty powerful, then, but in the full 
darkness it was too weak to be seen 
even from the shore. Or else its juice 
had been used up completely.

Stilts wondered if he could attract 
their attention by running back down 
a ways and yelling his head off. Yet 
he hated to think what it would mean, 
even if he succeeded. The pilot would 
demand a full explanation, and his 
company would raise Ned. The dis
trict office, in turn, would cut Dave 
Judd off at the knees, and probably 
Mort Ormandy for letting it happen. 
And though Judd had teased the day
lights out of him, Stilts remembered 
that Dave was going to be married.
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Stilts went into action again, an 
idea forming that he dared not think 
about. A quick back glance told him 
lhat the gasoline barge had been 
slowed considerably by the rapids 
and was now about abreast of the 
landing. He sped on upstream for 
a distance, then swung down the 
sandy beach to the water. He un
laced his shoes, kicked them off, then 
hit the water head-on.

One thing that he had learned in 
the creek back home was to swim 
like a fish. But this was no creek. 
Stilts tried to forget that it was a 
hundred limes wider, a hundred 
times wilder. It was too had they 
had not been tying up on this side, 
but the slack water was on the other, 
and the. Twenty was over there. 
Stilts swam as hard as he could, 
knowing the current carried him 
farther downstream than lie prog
ressed across. He had tried to figure 
is so he would hit the drill barge, 
at the worst catch either the head- 
fine or the short-snubbed offshore 
brcastline and pull himself in.

It seemed an eternity that he 
struggled with the racing water. He 
lost hearing and distance- -every
thing except the will to drive his long 
arms. If lie missed the drill barge, 
lie aimed to hit the far shore some
where below. He was submerged 
sometimes, but mostly he could just 
about breathe with tortured lungs.

He ploughed shoulder-on into -the 
headline. As he clutched it, an 
enormous sense of mastery Hooded 
him with the knowledge that he had 
heat the rapids. Yet his time sense 
was upset. He couldn’t see the run

ning lights below. He began to drag 
himself through the water, pulling 
along the line. Ihe hulk of the 
barge loomed, and he, swung him
self aboard.

He still had no idea if his crazy 
[dan would work, but it was his only 
possible chance. He raced up the 
ladder onto the engine room roof. 
There was a hand-operated klaxon 
horn up there, infrequently used to 
signal when the Twenty was working 
with a dredge or sweeping barge. 
He saw the running lights now. 
Close. He found the horn, gripped 
its handle and waited.

Not till the rig was off his quarter 
did he let it rip, and it was like 
twisting the tail of a bull. Anguished 
sound howled across the benighted 
river. The gasoline barge had been 
aware of the drill barge’s standing 
fights and given her clearance. She 
was in the middle of the channel hut 
traveling dead against the upthrust- 
ing drill steel. \l tin- first gush of 
sound the pilot: heeled Iter over in
stinctively. She passed abreast, well 
over and out of danger.

Stilts sagged to his knees then, 
the strength running out of him. 
The gasoline rig plowed on, thinking 
it a prank probable but not earing 
to try to heave to in the fast water. 
The pilothouse door opened and 
somebody shook his fist. Stilts 
could afford to grin now. and he in
dulged the notion.

When the aft lights of the gas rig 
had winked out above. Stilts for the 
first time began to gel mad. So he 
should risk his neck to get Dave
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Judcl out of trouble. Judd, who had 
told the boys to put Stilts Venable's 
shirt back on so he wouldn't dis
grace the outfit! Who hadn't even 
bothered to ask him to the party!

Stilts knew one thing. He didn t 
want them ever to learn he had been 
sap enough to do this thing. He 
could go ashore on this side easily, 
hoof it down below the rapids and 
swing hack over in quieter water. 
Vet what if still another rig came 
along? There wasn't a thnusand-to- 
one chance of it, but he wasn't trust
ing the averages at tile moment. He 
was soaked to the skin, with his teeth 
chattering, and he’d be hanged if 
he'd stay here all night for them.

At that moment he heard an ex
plosive put-put downstream and 
climbed to his feet. The sen sled!

It dawned on him then that the town 
was to leeward, and the siren’s awful 
blast could be heard there. It seemed 
to have penetrated the smoke and 
alcoholic fumes of the parly, and 
somebody was coming up to sec what 
the trouble was. Very well. Let 
them do a little puzzling, and fix 
their light or pull the drill out as 
they should have in the first place. 
Stilts dropped down the ladder, went 
overboard shoreside, made the bank 
and had disappeared into darkness 
when the sea sled roared up.

Stilts w'as tile last one to the land
ing, the next morning, keeping sea 
sled and bleary-eved crew held up 
for a couple of minutes, liven then 
he did not hurry. lie was aware of 
exes on him searehingly. but he paid
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no attention. I!ill Wilcox stalled 
the kickers and they growled up the 
channel. There was real worry on 
the laces of Mort Onnandy and Dave 
I udd.

It was sort of like sucking on a 
piece of licorice. Stilts thought, all 
through that morning. The fact that 
nobody spoke to him of the incident 
informed him that they suspected 
him. Yet he never let on and did his 
work quietly. He could lie amused, 
now, that they hadn't even known 
about the gasoline barge till she had 
passed tin* Twenty, lie knew they 
were racking their brains to figure 
out how the barge had missed the 
drill steel with tin; light out and 
where that unholy noise had court 
from.

they had shut down for noon, and 
Stilts had eaten his lunch, when Mort 
Ormandv motioned from topside for 
him to come up. There was a 
jaunty set to Stilts’ shoulders as he 
climbed the ladder. He wasn't awed 
of them any longer, lie didn’t want 
any more of their ridicule, even if it 
was good-natured, and his manner 
advertised it.

Dave Judd was up there with Or- 
inandy. Stills had never seen him 
look so solver.

"W e know it was you, Stilts," said 
Ormandv. with a tight grin. "The 
only thing is, how the devil did you 
get out here? The only way we can 
figure is that you swam it, and no
body could swim that.”

Stilts shrugged disinterestedly.

" I ’ve alreadv carved about half 
of Dave’s hide o ff!”  Onnandy re
sumed. "When I think what could 
have happened! If Dave wasn’t tak
ing on a woman to support in a 
couple of days, damned if I wouldn't 
lire him! Hut 1 think he’s learned a 
lesson. And. Stilts, before 1 can 
figure out if 1 can squelch this, I’ve 
got to know what all took place.” 

Stills grinned, finally. "All right, 
it was me, and I swam it. I gave 
them the klaxon and they shied over 
enough to miss the steel. 1 think 
they figured it was a prank and 
f fe ''l l  forget all about it ivy the 
time they come down again. Nobody 
was hurt,”

Ormandv gave Judd a final, hard 
look of disapproval. “ You owe this 
fella your job. Dave. ”

Judd swallowed and nodded. “ Are 
you telling me? Thanks, Stilts.” 

Stilts shrugged and turned out 
onto the weather deck. He wanted 
to forget it, as did the rest, and 
everybody knew that no fool chances 
like that would ever lie taken on the 
old Twenty again. Then Stilts heard 
steps behind him and Dave Judd’s 
voice.

"Warming up, Stilts. Why don’t 
vou peel off that hot shirt?”

Stilts turned. Judd was grinning, 
his own saddte-brown, powerful 
shoulders bare to the hot sun. Stilts 
couldn’t help the jerking feeling in 
his throat. He grinned back and 
nearly ripped the buttons from his 
shirt as he pulled it off his shoulders.

THE END
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is a p t  to  lo o k  on  h er jo b  p r e tty  m u ch  
as a fill-in  b e tw e e n  m a tu r ity  a n d  m a r
riage.

W h e th e r  in lo v e  o r  n ot, s h e ’s c o n 
fid en t th at a  h a n d s o m e  b re a d w in n e r  
w ill c o m e  a lo n g ...  to  p r o v id e  h er  w ith  a 
n ice  c o m b in a t io n  o f  b liss  a n d  se cu r ity .

“ S o  w h y ,”  sh e  m a y  ask, “ sh o u ld  I 
sa v e  m o n e y  o u t  o f  w h a t I m a k e ? ”

T h e r e  are  a n u m b e r  o f  re a so n s  w h y  
— a ll g o o d  on es.

S o  w e  u rge  a ll w ork in g  g ir ls — if  
y o u ’re  n o t b u y in g  U . S. S a v in gs  B o n d s

on  a P a y r o ll  P la n , get started now.

It 's  an ea sy , p a in le ss , a n d  a u to m a tic  
w a y  to  se t a s id e  m o n e y  fo r  th e  future. 
In  ten  y ea rs , y o u 'l l  get b a ck  $4  for 
e v e r y  $3 y o u  p u t in  — a n d  a w e lc o m e  
S4 y o u ’ll find it!

Remember, girls — h a v in g  m o n e y  
o f  y o u r  o w n  m a y  n o t  m a k e  y o u  more 
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buy their Bonds on the simple, automatic 
Bond-A-Month Plan.

AUTOMATIC SAVING IS SURE SAVING -  U.S. SAVINGS BONDS

C o n t r i b u t e d  b y  t h i s  m a g a z i n e  i n  c o - o p e r a t i o n  

w i t h  t h e  M a g a z i n e  P u b l i s h e r s  o f  A m e r i c a  a s  a  p u b l i c  service.



A U D E L S  Carpenters 
and Builders Guides

4vols.$6
InsideTrade Inform ation
for Carpenters, Builders, Join
ers, Building Mechanics and all 
Woodworkers. These Guides 
give you the short-cut instruc
tions that you want—including 
new methods, ideas, solutions, 
plans, systems and money sav
ing suggestions. An easy pro
gressive course for the appren
tice and student. A practical 
daily helper and Quick Refer
ence for the master worker. 
Carpenters everywhere are us
ing these Guides as a Helping 
Hand to Easier Work, Better 
Work and Better Pay. To get 
this assistance for yourself, 

_  _ simply fill in and
In sid e  Trad e  Inform ation  O n : mail f r e e  coupon  below.
How to use the steel square—How to file and 
set saws—How to build furniture— How to use 
a mitre box— How to use the chalk line—How 
to use rules and scales— How to make joints—
Carpenters arithmetic— Solving mensuration 
problems—Estimating strength of timbers—
How to set girders and sills—How to frame 
houses and roofs— How to estimate costs—How 
to build houses, barns, garages, bungalows, etc.
— How to read and draw plans— Drawing up 
specifications—How to excavate—How to use 
settings 12, 13 and 17 on the steel square— How 
to build hoists and scaffolds—skylights—How 
to build stairs—How to put on interior trim—
How to hang doors—How to lath— lay

AUDEL, Publishers, 49  W. 23rd S t., New York 10, N. Y.
M ail A udels C a rp e n te rs  and B u ild e rs G u id es, 4  v o ls., on 7 d ay s’ free  
tria l. If O K I will rem it $ 1  in 7 days and $ 1  m onthly until $ 6  is  paid. 
••Otherwise I will return  them . No obligation u n le ss I am  satisfied .

Name.

A ddress.

O ccup atio n

Em ployed by. JA C K


