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The 
Roundup 

PnonAm,y one of the rensons why �olm N�rlh bas such a fast-growing !tsl o{ fr1ends who rely upon him for 

�������l�1;1c��d l�tdG�c a��ro��7v ��� 
Get There is that he aclual\y covers 
�uch of t.hc territory about which 
h1s readers inquire. We have a hard 
time keeping traek of J. N. for he's 
here an�] there and yonder, gelling 
authenl1c data for his column. Lat
est word comes from the Lone Star 
Stale where J. N. is taking a pasear 
at the moment. He \Vl'ites: 

"Early last week I made a trip 
over to the wild, rugged cedar brakes 
and caprock country in the interest
ing and still sparsely sctlled 
Edwards Plateau section of Texas. 
I went over to get myself a little 
more first-hand information for the 
Where to Go Department readers, 

-many of whom have shown an in� 
tense interest in that locality of late. 
The fact that there is some darn 
good fishing on the Colorado River 
over there, if you know the right 
places, didn'! bold me, back either. 

"Thanks to the wcl spring wl1ich 
pnl a. good 'season' in the hrround, 
ranchers and cattlemen were uni� 
versally smiling. [ saw grass knee 
high and slill growing in former 
cedar scmb land from wl1ich tl1e 
cedars hnd been eradicated. Fine 
range. 'Vhile adjoining stretches 
still cedar-cluttered and in£ested 
with prickly pear offcrcJ little b�tter 
than !,'l"azing for goats. The Here
fords were sleek-coated, fat and 
�assy on land that previous to clear� 
mg was nothing but virtually bare 
ground beneath thickly bunched 
cedar trees. 

"Not much of the land is in cul
tivation. Some is. For instance 
there is enough in Lampasas County 
to produce about three to five thou
sand bales of cotton annuaiJy and 
appreciable amounts of corn, oats, 
wheat and forage crops. Also some 
good pecan orchards there altliough 
livestock-beef cattle, sheep and 
goats-are the main industry. This 
happy diversification of interests 
tends to make Lampasas, the bus
tling little county seat", a. pretty 
Prosperous town year in and year 
out. · If one crop sours, the people 
have other ranCh and range income 
sources to fall back on. 

"Good deer hunting out there. too, 
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and considerable trapping for fur 
bearers, but personally I wound up 
at Chism'.s camp in the high-walled 
canvon or the Colorado, fishing fnr 
:vcll�w cat. Ami got myself a fifteen
pounder. Ah me, it is a hard life 
your hired hand leads in behalf of 
Western Story readers-"' 

\Ve've always known that New 
York is a place of violent contrasts, 

but we think one of the most llllr 

usual sights we've so f;u· put dowh 

in our little book took place not long 
ago on a trip to :\Iunlauk Point, the 
easternmost tip of ]Aong Island, 
J,and's End in these parts. We'd 
taken a week-end breather to se-e 
the famous surf down I here and 
watch the departure of the fishing 
fleet. Montauk Point boasts of a 
swanky inn known as i\Iontauk 
Manor. There's, too, the gay Island 
Club, the Yacht Club and the Sur£ 
Club, all a part of the luxury J>lay
f,'TOUnd which ha.s sprung ll!> there 
during the last few years. Rut what 
had us bug-eyed, as we made a sharp 
turn around one of the high dunes 
which make up that part of the 
island , was to suddenly run smack 
dab into a bunch of honest-to-good
ness cowhands beading toward a 
corral fl'' - ' ith Texas longhorns! 

VIc' bat we were near the 
Deep Dude Ranch, which 

was ' •1.1 .. a yea
,1', �T:�t��: 

·lidmg IS 
'ch was 1 tteodore 

1 n Riders 
� .••• (:uba follow-ing the :Spamsh-American War. 

Yes, sir, it's a far cry from the 
plains of Texas to l\1ontauk Point 
but it only goes to show again tha.l 
th.is is sure an age of miracles! 

Tn the tall_.,- honk fur n::-xl '·'-'Cck: 

RO-"-" L!!n(h· :md hi.-; pards were 
jtbl ff'lrt.r-a-;nnnth C••'XJHIIIC'hcrs 
unTil thev rlccidcd to pool their 
n'.�Olll"f't'S

. 
anrl huY thcm-;dves a 

picec of r:tng:e. HCforc the.v krtew 
jui't 1•:hat w:ts happenin�. UtPy 
were ("au�ht up in a wildcat sl:nn
pede th:1t promi_,;ed to m:tkc mi!
lion:tioe.� (lltl of them. Httl the 
g-ood rurtune nf the.-;c hn0"1-tnwn 
ln1ekaroo.� II":L<; '<piked 1\"il h p�;ril, 
:md before thr> fir.�! gu�her (."amc 
in !hex reali:�.ed tlH·1· wen: on ;L 
jugger-naut of rle:ttl

.
l. m:lfltll'KS 

OF IHTE. T-brn' Sin1·l:lir Dr:v:�n's 
lnst.v new no1:el. p:1inl'> n v�1·icl 
:1ncl unfor_!:!etL1blc picture of the 
We;;lrl"ll oil firl(k FLash� 1-lep Galleght:r is run
nin� fM sheritf� lt"s an election 
vea'i-, :1nd \\"e.:;tcrn Storv's locn �owhand tigures he mighl a..,; well 
collect a few voles, tou-j usl to 
add to the �ener;d <.:onfu.:;ion. 
Glenn H. \\"iehm[ln eonlributes 
another of his wek·ome side-split
ters-!ll::I'.S B.\Ll,OT H.OUNI>UP. 

The Hock Creek counhy bris
l led with hidden dan).!<:rs when 
,Jo� Da!tam ;�nJ Bil l 'Flynn en
tered it to prospect for a new min
cra.l-"fire"' gold. Were they on 
their way to making a fortune, or 
had lhcy a !towed themselves to be 
duped by the superstitions of ig
norant savages? He;Ld Dr·:AD 
MAN's ,JACKPOT, by Kenneth Gil
bert. 

Also in next week's big issue a.re 
stories by \'Va.ync D. Overholser. 
Harry F. Olmsted and other top
hand Western uuthors-a.nd don't 
forget that there 'll be a new in
stallment of Luke Short's dra
ma tic range-country serial, GUN
SMOKE GRAZE. 
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powdersmoke 

BY L. L. FOREMAN 
CHAPTER I 

PISTOL JACKPOT 

Ji)loM up here on the Peloncillo 
slopes a man could command a gen
erous view of the vast valleyland 
into which he was descending. He 
could take pondering note of ·the 
next mountain range to be crossed, 

paqoff 

A scream cut tbrougb tbe silence. 
"Seems our two-bit road agents 

h<tve run into trouble." Rory said 
to Devlin as tbe MeJCiC<�IJS jumped 

from t·heir hoTses aDd tore opeiJ 
the co;llcb .dool'. 

the Ha.chitas, multicolored by dis
tance and gilt-edged by the early
morning sun, forming the eastern 
boundary of the valley. He could 
trace with his eye the winding rib
bon of road- that was an offshoot of 
the great Butterfield Trail, meander
ing south down the valley from 
Lordsburg, a hundred miles to the 
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north, to Eladrevo, five miles this 
side of the Old Mexico line. And
if the wind wasn't blowing up dust 
and he had keen eyes-he might even 
make out the clustered little dots of 
that Eladrevo dobe town. 

The battered little Lordsburg
Eladreyo stagecoach used this road, 
but made the round trip only once 
a month, and then seldom with a 
heavy load. By tradition and racial 
instinct, most of the people of 
Rladrevo and the southern end of 
Peloncillo Valley looked south to Old 
Mexico as to their common home
land. Here in this remote southwest 
corner of the New Mexico territory, 
Americans o£ the Anglo-Saxon strain 
were still more or less foreigners, and 
Spanish blood remained strong and 
conservative in its racial ties. 

One bold palisade on the face of a 
Peloncillo foothill stuck out like a 
blunt and jagged knife blade, and 
along each side of it ran the steep 
bend ol a dry arroyo. Where the 
long blade of red sandstone tapered 
off to form its point, both arroyos 
converged into one channel, and here 
two descending horsemen met. 

Both drew to a halt. Each had 
heard the other's progress, and each 
thoughtfully held one hand hidden 
behind the shield of his own body. 
}"'or a while they took measuring 
stock of each other, before breaking 
a' silence that was weighty. Their 
brief greetings partook of the na· 
turc of warning shots. 

· 

"Howdy." 
"Howdy." 
Dryness edged the flat monotone 

of their voices, the hard dryness of 
men who expected trouble from their 
meeting. Sharp care ambushed be· 
hind the impersonal salute of their 
eyes, the close and cautious c&re of 
men who were ready to handle that 
explosive trouble at the first si!,'ll 
of its rising. 

THE first speaker, a dark giant 
of a man, sat at deceptive ease 

in the saddle of a splendidly propor· 
tioned horse as totally black as the 
rider's broad hat and knee·length 
coat. That coat, o£ black broad· 
cloth, was cut alon,� severely min· 
isterial lines, and the flat.crowned 
hat matched it for austerity, but the 
broad hat brim canted at a slight 
angle that was casually rakish, and 
the face under it made a startling 
caricature of the somberly clerical 
garb. 

It was an arresting face, dark a.nd 
strong, stamped with the half-hu
morous cynicism and saturnine wis
dom of many hard-lived years. It 
reflected a tough-fibered nature in· 
herently ma.'iterful, lawless, preda
tory. The eyes alone, opaque gray 
and so chillingly calm as to be al
most hypnotic, set their owner apart 
as a man of iron self-control, deadly 
force, and dangerous potentialities. 

He regarded with some humor the 
man who, he knew, must have 
trailed him better than a hundred 
miles from Sixmile in Arizona, across 
the San Simon Desert and over the 
Guadalupes, here into New Mexico. 
Though he had made no effort to 
fog up his back trail, still it had 
been quite a job of tracking. So, 
while he decided just how and where 
he would gun the man if it became 
necessary, he gave credit where it 
was due. 

"Pretty hot comin' over the San 
Simon, wasn't it?" he commented. 

The other nodded gravely. "Pretty 
hot," he agreed. "I like to've rooked 
before I began hittin' the higher 
country this side." 

This second horseman had youth, 
but he bore all the signs of season
ing years of experience. The gun 
belt loosely buckled around his nar
row middle was well worn, slick and 
blackened with oil, and showed good 
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<'!11'<'. No :;uch <·:nc �howed in his 
<'�•lllu�:;, \\"hi<:h \\"t'l"<' faded aud 
:;h:lbllv, tlwu:!h hi.<:. boob: \\"('l't' guod 
:u�tl i1is gru,lla hor�(' :md .•:;•ddll' 
t>Vin<'l.'ll :;ound judgnwnt . .l ,t':�ii and 
on the tall side, \\"ilh a quiet Yoit:t.' 
:md a pair nf gn .. '<·ni,;h hluc e.n·s that 
wt·rc ,.:it':Hh- and coollv rcddt·:-:s, he 
Jt)(,kctl c:�p;1ble enough

. 
to be :1 good 

lawm:lll o1· a lwd outbw. 
He �lnwk bluntly into the he<lrl 

nf the matter that had brou:..:·ht him 
trat·kin:; the other man o\·c� a hun
tired miles. ""\\'hen that fight in 
llu� Sixmilc gamblin' I\IJw;c broke up 
our poker game, I hadn"t .\'cl looked 
nt mv hole c;wd. \\'c were bcttin' 
hlint.l� ytnl rCHlember. Bul I had ;t 
king pair and an ace :;lwwiu', an' 
tlu:rc was fomlcPn hundred dull:trs 
cash in I he jackpot.'' 

"Fourteen hundred nnd l\\·cnl.\·," 
corrected lhe .somber-garb<'d horsc
Jnan. 

"All right. !\ow, I'll admit you 
didn't stnrl. the fight ... conceded the 
younger man. '"Those three jay
hawkers tried to pull :1 f:1kf' row 
among them;;eh·es an· gun you itt the 
back. I guess l'hP.\' had their clWil 

! privnte reasons for that.'' 
"Well. th��, thought so." 
"Yco1h. They gol what they 

needed. quick Dn' sudden, 1 grant 
that. An' I grant shootin' out the 
lights w;ls D hnnd.'' finish, nfl('r that 
sheriff began sqwdlin' for help. But 
scoopin' up th;ll jackpot· on :your 
wny out in the dark- I don't gmnt 
that! A II you had wns two 
queens-" 

"And nnother in lhc hole," stated 
the big man reminiscently. 

"How'd you know?'' cnmc the 
swift chnllenge. "We were bct.t.in' 
blind on our hole ennis." 

Theltig mnn drew out a long nnd 
villainously biM:k cigar, eyed it 
�!�ic:j�;'

Jin
:�t�•

d bit on tbc end. "I 

B ';���:;111L�'I";��:�;��-\1.::
n

,\r:.\\��in�11}J�,:� 
into tlw .:!l"e:d \':tilt·.'·· disnts,.:in;: the 
matter with ,!!l"a\·c· politt'IH'!->S. Eaeh 
:l,.:,;urt•tl tlw 11\hc·r that IH· wan! Pel to 
ht' n·:1....:un;dt ll' and fair. :1nd P:l('h k<>pt 
Ilia! hitlt!t•Jl ll;tnt! ,..nupuhtu:-:l.v 
:-hi(·ldcd fro111 the other's ,..ighl. 
"\'Pilhn one di,;pLt.\ ·cd :111_,. d(' . ...:irP to 
ride :lltea<l of tlw other. :1ntl lh<',Y 
I.;I'JII their \ ·oi(T,; t,. a lf'\·,· 1 pitch. 

I !  \\·as not an :tr.�(lnn·nl. l�:11hcr, 
it w;t.... ;1 tkhalc, <llld bw-c·nurl ntl('s 
of proccllure :1tHI ePurtc�.\· tuctk 
:-hame h.\· compnri:-<HI. The _.,·uungt'r 
m;m •·:�i,;ed .<;.ttme intcrc.-;tin;.r points, 
but the big- lll;ttl h:ld the fnut·l<'cn 
hundred d<�ll:irs ;tud fin:dly ('XplainNI 
with dc\·a,;lating lugic ;nHI bre1·it,\' 
wh.\· he was guiug lo hang on lu it. 

"You just wereu"t cptick enough to 
graU. ;111d I \\'HS, ;tnd the _!.!ame'.s fin
ishetl. l�e.�ide,;, l'n1 hC':uled for 
Juarez and 1 ttC'Cti tire monc.c'' 

The\' drC\1" to a halt ;t�ain "I 
gu<'SS . \\"('.\'C \:dked enoU�!{h,' ' oh
:;('1"\'t'l l thP youngt.'l' 111an. Jle spoke 
\\ ·ith :1 fiat note that int!icatecl 
finalit.v nnd the corning or a change 
in C\"Cnts. 

''I'd s:t,v so." agreed the othc•·. "By 
the wa.v, if �·ou\·c got H gun in thnt 
oH"h; � nd-<lnd I think YOu h:IYE"
vou better tuck it back ;\·here it be
longs. Ke('p in mind tho-"<' three 
j:1yhawkers back at Sixmile!" 

"I could\·e shaded 'em as handy 
ns vou did." The st.1tement was 
not'" a boast, but gi1·en ns a simple 
fact. 

"Could?'' The big man eockcd an 
interested eyebrow. '"\'"hat's your 
n:tme?'' His interest was purely 
professionnl. 

''O'Burrishoole." 
"Hm-m-m. ThHt's quite n bit o' 

name to lug around. Are you the 
Rory O'Burrishoole who nlist'd hell 
in tlHlt Nevada sheep war, <'Ouple 
years ago? ·well, well. Mine's Dev-
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!i�d :��ui lh�t 
;;;:f. forget what I 

Rory O'Burrishoole, war hand 
and wanderer, gazed pensively down 
into the valley. After a while he 
fll<)Ved his arm slightly. His hidden 
hand, now empty, came out to rest 
on his saddlehorn. "I guess maybe 
I didn't have much of a blind hole 
card, at that," he granted. "Not 
with you dealin'!" 

He grinned wryly. "If I'd known 
it was Prea<·her Devlin I was sittin' 
down with, I'd have stayed standin' 
at the bar! An' if I didn't know
an' found out before I started-" 

"Gettin' a little tODf.'l.le-tangled, 
there, aren't you ?" Devlin inquired. 
"You don't need that name to let 
folks know you're Irish. All you 
need do is open your mouth." 

Rory O'Burrishoole nodded with
out resentment. "What I mean is, I 
could've saved myself this damned 
journey. It wasn't so much the 
money tlutt &"'t me goin'. It was 
. . . well-" 

"The principle of the thing," Dev
lin finished for him. "Sure, that's· 
understandable. I'm all cluttered 
up with principles, too-where 
there's cash concem.ed." 

"So I've h"eard," affinned Rory, 
with irony. The things a man was 
apt to hear about the notorious 
Preacher Devlin were'not conducive 
to trustful faith in his scruples. Gun 
master imd gambler, rider of the 
dark trails and wrecker of laws, the 
lurid reputation of Preacher Devlin 
leaned heavily to the side of Machi
avellian finesse and wickedly erup
tive violence. 

"So· you trailed me all the way 
from Sixmile, just on principle," 
mused Devlin. "If I'd known you 
were behind me I'd have let you 
catch up sooner. Now, l'ru a fair
minded man-.. 

"I've heard that, too," put in 
Rory. 

"-and I'll give you another 
chance at the jackpot," ended Dev
lin, and drew out a deck of cards. 

It was a fair offer designed to 
eliminate further debate, and Rory 
acknowledged it as such, adding that 
he would prefer to deal if Devlin 
didn't object. They :.,'Dt off their 
horses, and squatted comfortably on 
their heels with the ground between 
them for a table. 

"Three rounds o' draw poker, best 
two wins the jackpot," said Devlin. 

DOWN the valley from the north 
moved a column of dust, snail

ing along the lonely road, and they 
heard the steady n1mble of wheels 
and hoofs in the still air. "The 
stage," Rory commented, with a 
glance that way, and closely scanned 
the backs of the cards as he shuf
fled. He dealt carefully, and palmed 
the deck while he brieAy sir-ed up 
his hand . 

A shot cracked down in the val
ley, sharp and dry, the rattling 
echoes of it quickly dying away, and 
a voice hailed a command. Brake 
shoes squealed thinly, ana the steady 
rumble of wheels ceased. 

"Holdup," remarked Devlin ab� 
sently, his chilly eyes criticizing his 
cards. 

"By heck, that's what it is, all 
right!" Rory confirmed, with a look 
down at the stalled stage. "Four 
hombres just rid out to it." 

Devlin made his decision, as be
tween keeping a pair of jacks or try
ing to fill a flush. "Oh, well-live 
an' let live. Give me one card." 

Rory flipped out the requested 
card, and gave himself three. "I 
wouldn't have thought:' 

a dinky stage 
Outfit like that would be carryin' 
enough to make it worth while for 
four-" 
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"Pretty cheap," ·agreed Devlin, 

and flipped the card back again 
witlwut looking to see what it was. 
"I like my cards from the top o' the 
deck, if you don't mind. Just a 
whim o' mine. Thanks, that's bet
ter. What you got?" 

"Ace pnir." 
"First blood's to me, theh. 1 filled 

my flush." He spread it out, and 
sal back on his heels. "Deal 'em 
again, you're doin' all right." 

llory grinned philosophically, 
thumbing out the next de::tl. ''An' 
some folks call this a game o' chance! 
Say, what's busted loose down there, 
anyway?" He h:1lted the deal to 
look. "Well, seems like our two-bit 
road agents have run into trouble, 
Jon't it?" 

"So's the driver," nodded Devlin. 
"Somebody jusl shot him. He's 
screamin' like-- Say, that's no 
man's scream!" 

A murderous fight was raging 
around the halted stt�gc. The four 
road agenl'i had barely got down 
tp business, \Vhen a second party of 
riders had suddenly appeared. The 
second pnrly, numbering a dozen or 
more, was made up of l\fexicans, and 
they charged in like a cavalry troop. 
One road agent lay on his back, an
other. dodged about behind the 
plunging horses with a rifle, and 
the other two were spmring into the 
brush lining the hilly side of the 
trail. 

"Finish the den I," said Devlin, and 
Rory finished it, though preoccupied 
by the wilJ scene below. 

clasping his face, but others shoved 
in past him. Thc.v hauled nnd 
cla.wed a.t somcbo<ly in�ide, :md just 
then the pnir of ro:Hl 2genls in the 
bn1sh took to sharpshooting. Even 
that didn "t slop t.hem, though one of 
them slid on his face ng:1inst the 
step and to the ground. 

Somebody wns being dragged out 
of the co:wh, fighting :md sc1·enming 
like :1 wild Clll., and it· was :1 woman; 
that w:1s evident. lL bccnme more 
than evident. when they dr:1gged her 
out and rushed her to a horse. 

"That,'' Yowed H.ury, rising, "is 
goin' too damn far!'' 

'"Yeah.'' Devlin studiN.I his cnrds. 
"Hold your hurry, we :;till got time to 
finish this hand." 

"The devil with it!'' Rory was 
gn1bbing the reins of his grulla.. ''I 'm 
goin' right now�·· 

Devlin creased his dark brows, a 
trifle irritated at such ll distorted 
sense of values. lt was probably 
just some lillie Mexican d:mee-hall 
coquette, bf'ing fought over by a 
couple of inHamed riv:tls and their 
backers. To break up a poker game 
for such an Ul!limportant reason, 
when a minute more or less didn't 
make any great difference, was 
downright frivolous. HesiJes, he 
held two pairs. 

"That's the trouble with the 
Irish-too damn impetuous," he 
gi'Ow!ed, nnd stepped tO his black 
saddler. "All right, then, let's get 
down there!" 

CHAIYfER IT 
STAGECOACH CAVALIERS 

T!i!( w�:!r!
h

�h�
r���a�veel���b;lt��� 

A knot of the J\1exican riders -
swept around the spooked team, 
guns thudding, and the trapped road 
agent there fell like a rag before 
them. They jumped £roni their 
horses, tore open the side doors of 
the coach, and the screaming 
sounded clearer. One of the ma
rauders backed out hurriedly, hands 

but a curve and a hill hid it from 
their view. Firing still went on, but 
it sounded more like a bot pursuit in 
the brush than a stand-up fight. The 
two remaining road agents were hard 
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pressed and had their hands full, 
trying to beat off lhe Mexicans who 
had taken to the brush after them. 

Around the curve swung a small 
and closely packed knot of riders, 
five of them wearing tall ani-hill 
sombreros, and the sixth hatless and 
struggling in their midst. They 
jerked to a rearing and tangled halt 
at sight of the two horsemen loping 
up to meet them, and three carbines 
promptly spat smoky welcome. 

Devlin dropped his reins, gripped 
harder with his legs, as his hands 
whipped under the long black ooat. 
He flipped out a pair of long-barreled 
guns, and Rory made his draw in 
the same instant. 

"Bet you the jackpot I get three 
to your two, Irish!" 

"I'lL take that bet, Preacher!" 
"Look out you don't hit the girl." 
"You tend to your own shootin'!" 
The black ran smoothly, and so 

did the grulla, rising and falling 
rhythmically at the free gait. Dev
lin, riding with a close seat, his long 
legs hanging straight down, whipped 
off his first shot as he rose with the 
easy lift of the black. Rory's gun 
hammered once beside him. A halted 
rider bowed over the neck of his 
nervously dancing horse. Another, 
in the act of dismounting with a 
sawed�off Indian rifle, caught his 
foot in the stirrup, and his head was 
the first part of him to hit the 

bly from her rearing horse, gather 
up her flowing skirts in both hands, 
and run. 

The girl could run-no question 
about that. Light and fast on her 
toes. Her small feet and trim ankles 
flashed like drumsticks beating out 
a rapid tattoo, and she fairly sailed 
over the ground, hair flying and the 
flounces of her dr�s billowing out 
behind her. There was some scat
tered cholla hereabouts, and plenty 
of rough tufa rock, but that didn't 
slow her down much when she quit 
the beaten road and took off across 
country. 

The two remaining Mexicans 
started after her, but changed course 
when Rory left the road to head 
them off, and circled back over the 
hill, chopping shots at him. Devlin 
kept to the road, leaving Rory to 
catch the girl and pick her up. He 
could hear the stagecoach coming 
at a furious clip, and he rode to meet 
it, ready to dispute possession of it 
with anyone who might have pre
conceived notions about the matter. 
It was no part of his nature to leave 
a job done halfway, once he got 
started at it. and Rory would have 
his hands full with that girl. Judg
ing from all appearances, she was in 
no mood to be caught again b.v any
body without considerable dissen� 
siori on her part. 

ground. QVER the trail's rise loomed the 
They fired again, drawing apart stage, no driver on the box,.and 

as they charged nearer, and Devlin the four-horse team clattering along 
gave Rory credit for not wasting with heads and tails up. The scared 
shells in a pinch. But this time they - animals were in full bolt, their fears 
both picked the same man, attracted in no way dispelled by a recklessly 
by the bright yellow of his shirt and riding Mexican who raced close 
the fact that be was reaching out for alongside the leaders, trying to crowd 
the girl, who was kicking her horse the whole· outfit off the trail and 
and trying to break away. The wreck it for a halt. Behind came 
owner of the yellow shirt capsized as more riders, strung out and all shout
if overreaching his balance, and the ing. Their shouts increa..�ed when 
girl took that moment to slide nim- they saw the big, somber-garbed 
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gringo barring th<' \n1il, a gun in 
t'a<"h fist, but the rider w:1s too in
h'llt on his task of wrecking to take 
notiec. 

Dc,·lin slung one shot, and t.he 
rider spilled out o[ hi.� s;1ddle as if 
j(•J·krd off by a ropr. The te:�m came 
plunging on, the battered old Con
l'onl <'Oacll lurching :1nd t:areening 
over the bumps. and Devlin reined 
his biH<·k :1round in :1 tight lmn. 
He let. the kam pnss, rode alongsid� 
the co:1t:h long enough to slide his 
rifle from its s:1ddle sc:1hb:1rd and 
toss it on the roof, and caught hold 
of !.he swinging side door. With a 
hcnvc he left the saddle and t:lam-

t���� t::�:��-�r �:��c.coacl�: letting the 

The sL1ge dri,·er, t.rue lo his job, 
had lied his lines :1round the bn1ke 
h;11H..Ile when he w:1s hnlted. De,·lin 
pulled them loosC, braced one boot 
against the brake, :md threw hi.-; 
wt.·ight on the lines. A bul!ct from 
the rear whispered Yicinnsly by his 
hal, and another whanged otr the 
hand rail. The temn lost headn,ay, 
Jibbi!Jg and flint:hing from the sa,�·
l�g hnes, bul before they finally de
Cid�d to quit, Dcdin rapidly tied up 
agam and reached bat:k for his rifle. 
The pursuing horsemen were getting 
ultogelher too dose. 

Devlin s tretehed out on the roof, 
the hea\'y repeate1· to his shoulder, 
and at once the pursuers showed a 
disposition to fan out and make it a 
bushwhacking ski1·mish. Devlin 
didn't gin them time to carry out 
their plan. The rifle whammed 
angrily, one screaming shot after an
other. When it ran empty and he 
changed back to his pair of pistols, 
there wasn't much left to do with 
them but hasten the flight of the 
remnant pursuers. 

He slid the guns away, returned to 
the box, and dragged the team to its 

final sbndstill. Then he lonkcd 
aJ·ound for Hon· O'Burrishonle, and 
when he saw hi111 he grinned. 

ROHY was h:l\·ing a tin1c of it 
with t.hc girl. He had c<�ught 

her and picked lil'r up onto his sad
cllc·, hut holding hl'r there was a dif
ferent 11"1:11\er. :;he.: was fighting him 
t0(1th. nail <1nd feet. Her dt:spcrate 
ferut:il'" DeY lin t:OlL�ideJ·ed-from 
hi.� co;nfnl'lablc \·iewpuinl of an in
terested onlooker-wa.s not onl.v re
nwrkably enl'rgetic and rantging, 
b11l t•nderst.and:1ble, though foundecl 
upon error. She had just gone 
through �In nlanning experience. She 
had been the object of a holdup, 
been kidnaped and m:ntled by a sec
oud hunch of desper:u.Jnes, and now 
chased and <:aught by a third party. 

�����������j;;o�f��g 1 ����ln�:r�1l� :;:?s
t
���� 

lion was pretlv hndlv shattered, :md 
she saw nn r�1son f�)r t:hanging her 
mind nboul it. 

HOI'y, the grulla and the girl, all 
three in a sort of tangle, mo,·ed in 
the gent�ral direction. 'of t.he co;1ch. 
E,·en the grulla seemed alarmed, and 
in disgust at last bw.:ked off both 
struggling encumbral_Jces and walked 
to the better company of DeY! in's 
black. The black rolled a wicked eye 
at him, the grulla shied off, and both 
went on grazing with a fine sho\\" of 
unconcern. 

Hory bounded up, caugh t the girl 
again as she tried to dart awny, and 
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o:f
o

Lu��;�.n���e
e

';!��---;:Jr t\
h
i� 

�:
�;I
n���· a decent man! She's wreek-

Devlin, with no illusions ·about his 
looks, didn't consider himself the 
most suitable man in the world to 
dispel with soft words the fright of 
a frantic girl. But he dro"pped off 
the coat:h and walketl over. The 
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girl, he saw, was no trieky little 
dance-hall piece, and if she had any 
Mexican in her she didn't show it. 
She was dark-hairetl, but her blazing 
eyes were a deep blue, and her skin 
was fair. Right now her hair Was 
in a tumbled mess, and her color was 
high and flaming. 

"Cool off, the pair of you," coun
seled. Devlin, and paused by them. 
"Girl, if you've got half the sense 
you look to have-" 

That was as far as he got. A 
small white hand flashed at his grim 
and forbidding face, and he barely 
managed to dodge it. He moved in 
swiftly, got behind the girl, and his 
fingers snapped around her arms. 
''Why,. you dum little spitfire!" 

The next interruption came in the 
shape of a quick back-heel kick that 
caught him in the shin . He muttered 
an ungentle word, and began to re
gret letting himself be drawn into 
this affair. 

''Sec how she does?'' Hory turned 
a face th:1t looked as if it might have 

been dragged through cactus. "She 
just won't l isten to- Oof!" He got 
a kick in the knee. 

"Ought've let the Mex.bunch take 
her. Would've scrv('d 'em right!" 
grunted Devlin. '·Take hold of her 
legs. Yes, I said her legs. Well, 
her k-et then, blast your Irish mod�:�;, 'l'hat'_s better. Stay with 

He shook the girl. "Now, liste-n 
to me, an' quit tryin' to butt me in 
the chest with the back o' your head. 
It'll hurt you more'n it will me if I 
let you do it. I'll give you ten sec
onds to cool off, then I'm goin' to 
rope you if  you don't begin behavin' 
like a lady. An' I'm lakin' a lot for 
granted whert I assume you know 
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how to behave like one! You look 
like a. dance-hall trick on a wild 
night, with your hair like that!" 

T�� 
.
gi�

h
��nd �

h
�r 

y
��i�. ;�� 

no gentleman!" 
"That makes it unanimous; no

body else thinks so, either," said 
Devlin. With some misgivings he 
released her arms. lmmedia.tely, her 

... 

smaJI hands busied themselves in 
Cussing hastily with her tumbled 
hair, and he breathed easier. 

"}Or some foolish reason which I 
haven't yet figured out," he went on, 
"we busted in an' saved you from 
that bunch. Believe me, we've got 
no ideas about carryin' you off to 
our lair or anything o' that kind. 
Person'ly, I look forward to bein' 
well shed o' you! An' that Irish 

Devliu lunged lor tbe rWtawa7 
stage, but tbe pursw·ng riders 
closed in with �runs roaring to 

cut bim dowD. 
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nolic holdin' yout' feet prob'ly feels 
the il!nne way, <lilly more so. Look 
vobal �·ou did to him!" 

Rory ld �;o Qf her feet and rQ�e 
warily. H� wa-"J rega:rding her �•s ir 
he thought he r�oguized something 
about her auJ l•upetl he \\-a:!> r ight. 

"5hc . . . uh . . . didu 't tlu any 
great harm," lu' nlornl.lctl 

The. girl :oslopjtt:tl fuMing with her 
ha.ir :.md gaS!ed nt them, first dubi
ously, t\u·u in .�hocked dismar. Sh� 
wms :'lnlflll nnd duintv in huild. and 
the .Jnrk hair nnd ·derp-hluc eyes 
mi1<lc an engngin!-( rontrnst. llcr 
mu11l'11 was .-;;oft. wit l1 ynuth, her short 
no::;c turned up :1 little. her chin w11S 
firm nnd rounded, �nd she look�d 1VI 
if she might luugh :�. good llf".al un
der nnrmnl oondition.-;. 

''Oh . . .  I'm :ot��)rry!" she stom-

fir�
r:,y ���-�r: �e

�l ���-;r;it;;; :o::;�; 
She bad a loVI' nnrl musical \"Oi�. 
w!th ��n accent pleasing to the cal". 

"\Vhat's ''OUr name an' wl•�re 
arc you fron;?" Devlin demanded. 

"l\loira. Mullarky. I'm from Ire
land." 

llory O'Burrishooh: o�ncd l 1 i .� 
mouth in a wldt: grin. ''Rla?.c.�. T 
l11ew vou rrm.sl Ln: l ri!i.h!" he <:rii:d. 
"My 'na.nt:':o! O'Rurri�hoolc-Rory 
l'itzp11t.ri(·k O'R••r:·i�hoolr:." 

1\{oi•·:::� :i\fullulry smiled a <lazr.ling 
il'nnilc. '''Wt':ll. now:" 

''h-1�- fAtlu�r c:amc fmm Trdlt.1ld," 
added :Hol"'y. 

.. \Yell, now�" 

C
���m Kinalmcnky ... C:(lunt.v 
. 
"Wf!ll, now� And I'm from Kin

.'lttle, not lt:n miles lrum it," cried 

!:1olra l\iullarky, 
"Well, now!•' snid Rory Fib:

pal.rick O'Burrishoolr:. 
Devlin turned away, faintly re

volted at such unintellig�nt eon
vt:nsation. 

T�i:. ��
i
��T�ui���(';IH�:���:�������::�; 

ple-as<�nt di.«·u�:-;iuu. '11H' ;.,oirl hurl 1\l
togctber furgofh:n hC'r irighl. ;md 
Ron: s•:-t-mcd obli\·iou:; of hi_') maroed 
faL't'� fiy the time th('y re:u:hecl the 
�··o:>:ch the-y wert" atkmpl iu:; lo IJ'af·c 
ll. ros.silJie- f'\!1:\tion�hip, :nHI Wt'l'l: :d
ready dig-�:iug iulft Rl'<l\"t' dust for 
mutual grt'�J1-!::t:lllll·:i\•nl.�-in-l:lw. 

'·('Jimh in," :>.ai.-! Dcdin, brutally 
bre:tkim{ inlu their lC!(•-i1 tO:tc. He 
sat un ·lhe drin�r·s box, the. hl::u:k 
ti.'(llx-l1ind nt the hoot. "S,I_, .• lri:!\h, 
hnven't you mi.'!bid ,;.onwlhiu'? l-It')', 
I'm t�lkin' to \'OU�--

H.of}· 'pokn.i hi� IH-:111 oul of the 
eoac:h and look�d up :11 l1i111. ;.Eh?" 

"'You've forgot somethiu'.'' 
"'\\'lull?" 
"Your hor$', you potH' .Kilkt'nny 

Joou!" 
"'Oh!" nor;\' c\iu1�d b..·u;k out of 

the coach. red to his hair, ami lh:\o·
lin whipped up the team. 

Rory caught up on his �n1lla :mel 
rodt� do�� 1 o Lh..-: r:oaf!h, ltd king with 
the girl, who leancrl out oi the dO()< 
window. Dr:,din h:u·ll.hl' feeling that 
he was dr i\·in� some kind of

-
nt>ar

hone_ymoon chariot. lt wJ:- some
thing new ln IUs stonny a.nd ehcck
crerl t' .. uccr, and I.e wa:-n 't sure he 
ca.red much for it. 

"I( ,you're not too hosy,'' Devlin 
1'.-a.lleU ..lowu dryly, ··a.'lk h..-:l· what's 
th� tea..so11 t.wo mobs !'..hould t.a·y to 
grah h<tlc.l of  he-r." 

Moira herself answered, ttnd �aid 
brightly tbat she knew no ;;pt'ciiJ 
reaS<ln-but sure didn't such terri
ble things h;:�.ppen e\'ery day in this 
wild country of America? She h.W 
beard at.HJut the �01vage red mto.n. Jdu:: 
said. who cut off your htsir nnd !eft 
you without omy. Some of thus� 
men back there hnd been sort Q( 
reddish dark-complected. :so sh� 
knew the-y were red men, nnd wor-
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ried to her heart she'd been about 
her h:� ir .  

DcYi in  gravely met Rory's gl!lncc. 
"Such nice hair, too," remarked 
Rory, and Devl in  took a fresh grip 
on his  cigar. 

''\Vherc are vou travcl in'  to, an' 
wh.\· ? ' '  Devlin tlucried presen tly.  

' 'To a !.own called E ladrcvo," an
swered l\"loira . ' ' I 'm g:oing to sec a 
Spanish lawyer there named Don 
Huitado. Tt hns to do w i th some 

sort. of family business, and he wrote 
and said i t  mn.y mean a great. deal 
to .me, so that's why I came." 

"Alone?" 
Yes, she had come alone, she said, 

to be sure, for there hadn ' L  been 
money enough to bring Aunt Nora h .  
T h a t  is ,  s h e  called he1· Aunt Norah , 
though she wa.s no blood \�in a.t all, 
but a mother (.'ouldn't  be better, 
bless her sweet soul .  " l 'm a n  or
phan, you see," she more or less elu
cidated, "and I've no kin l i ving at 
a l l-though there must be some i n  
Spain or somewhere. Only they 
wou ld.n 't be named l\fullarky." 

Devlin gave up. The in terna
tional complications and Lot.nlly il
logical reasons for everything con
nected with this girl were getting too 
involnd. She had candid eyes and 
an engagingly f1·ank way of  saying 
nothing sensible, hut she was either a 
girl of tangled myst.e1y or a pretty 
idiot. 

CHAPTER III 
THE llUFI>'ALO DOrm 

T��o,
s�h���i��h 

u;��(!tt�hi��
a
�� 

and citizens stared at the big flinty
faced stranger on the box. Eladrevo's 
architecture was mostly of dobe 
brick, and the layout of the town 
strongly suggested Spanish origin. 
Big timber was scarce down here. 
while dobe cost nothing but labor. 
Narrow streets ran every way from 

WS-ZC 

the central plaza, and most of the 
houses were flat-roofed, with thick 
wal ls and small windows. 

But the pbza fla u nted an Anglo
Saxon inAuencc, in the shape of a 
t imber bui lding with a high false 
front, large rront windows, and the 
final civi l i'l. ing touch or a new pa.ii' 
or batwin� dflOI'.�. Devlin drew the 
coach up herorc the doors, tied the 
l ines, and clim hed duw n .  A freshly 
pain ted sign proclaimed the build
in� to be t.hc Old Glory _Hotel and 
Saloon-American pntronagc invited 
-bu t  Devlin fir:,;t sought quarters 
for his horse. 

Several men l urking in dark door
ways peered at h i m  w i th hard inter
est, h.c noticed, and a l\{exican across 
the plaza took a horse from a hitch
i ng rack and rode off in  something 
o f  a hurry .  The stables and corral 
of t.he Old Glory were in the rear 
of the building, and Devlin headed 
t.hat way, leading his  black and 
Rory's grulla.  

A h idden rifle spat spitefully 
somewhere, and the :Mexican rider 
ducked , his sombrero suddenly 
cocked over. He gestured defiantly 
and swung off into a crooked side 
street, bent low and raking his horse 
w i th his spurs. 

Devlin paused, while a thick and 
sullen si lence settled over the town, 
broken only by Lhe fast retreating 
beat o£ lhe hoofs. The peering eyes 
of the lurking watchers flickered to 
the side street and returned to bear 
upon him. He went on to the ho
tel stables, his mood sharp and re
flective. The glowering hostility of 
this mixed Spanish-American town 
dug at the senses, definite and tangi
ble as a naked blade. There were 
turgid undercurrents of crime a.nd 
violence here, and the sharpshoot
ing affray in the streets left no rip
ple on the still and brooding surface 
of Life. 
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When l>evlin return� :.tht-r Jlut
ting up th� horses. he lounll Rory 
�l8��ll in �rgument and Moira 
warmly backing him u�. Tlwy 
stood on the Loa.NJwnlk btsidc thr
coa.ch, being a brrnup o! the mt'n who 

ha.tl watched �vlin. One, :1 long· 
j:\.,.,·cd man wearins a. .stu, JJIII all 
the questions. 

"Where'd it h:tppeo an' •IJAL did 
th<y look like?" 

''About four miles up the ro;ul-.. 
begaJI llorT. 

'""M1cy �ere �1 men, sowt- n( 
tiJf:m!" put in Moira helphdly. 

·nlc sheriff ICJ(lkcd dowu his nnsc 
�-tl her. "J.il.:�y story! Whcrc's 
)(an$1M Hill\', the dri\'er?'' 

··�ad," Jt.;id Rory, hi., t•hin bcgin-

��h!r&
l
,
o ��!!11•··����tstu"'J� �����n! 

� Wgdha-- ri,(ht av.·;a.y, if thnt 
tin lxulgt" you're w�ariu" means any
thing!" 

'l11t-.dlerifl bri�th:d. ··r redmn I'll 
Jl\lt. )'OU under arrest till J r.hrek up 
on-- " 

"J rtckon," COUIII�N'�J ncvfin, 
comin� up behiud him, "ynu might 
Jo belter to put )'I)UrH•It fill n hmse 
nn' ,;o lend lv hu.;inc:AA!'' 

'01c l;�.wm:m �pu u :l.I'Ouncl ll the 
han�b l,'nlwl, :uul lhc group grt\f' Vf!ry 
lltill, a:L"Iring will1 ::�ll"rl gnze at the 
l:tll, .�ur..('ycd gun fighttt. An in-

a���:!!��l:la;�:;;, �tt��ec�f���� 
l•nu�ing look, nnt"l abruptly with· 
t�rtw. 'Tile hush h\st�d until Devlin 
!'.pOkr. .1gnin. 

''S'JonR, sheriff!" 
The simple farewell could have 

held either o( two meanings, uoe 
harmless, the other sinister. Devlin 
stood with his arms han�:i.ng, the 
;1):\g-fingered hands extended :1 trift�, 
nnd his ministerial ooat opeo. His 
l!,tlQUC gray eyes had takm on an 
o!Jiique .!IJ:mt, aUll tl1�y "Lone with 
the pale, saturnine humor of the 

m:�!!ter ::nnm.1n cnnleJr.pl:lting •me 
more \'iclim. Jlf! n·;•s ret"�niY.ed 
he�. ht' kll(''l'l', Tlw rt'l,l,t::nili•ln ltrttf 
lurked in tht• long gl:4.m,·;.; u( the 
\l·ah:bint; 111 ... 11, 11nd uow it wid(ned 
th� �ht'rifr!J .-I art·. There wNc too 
m:luy .Jo.lgt-ril �eattt•red thrnu�h the 
(_'OUitfrv ftW hi111 t(f �(I UllkllO\\'J'I, :llld 
tu() m:ln�· men with an abio/iu:; t hif'l'l 
for hi,. hounl.\', 

Thr �hcrifJ triM to S3''<' hi� f:�N', 
'111 . . . uh . . l:tll In you 
fell-en latC"r:· ht promi•t'fl, :1 lttllc 
tight nround th� nu)ulh. llf' mo,·�J 
rdf. nnd the �oup :-il<t>ul l.\· r.llowt•l 
his le:t(l. Om.· of tlw •n•·n .�\\ull� up 
onto the conch. pullt·•l loHJ�_c· lhc lin('S, 
ani prepared lu clriH oft'. 1k tli,l it 
<'Ot�u<tU�·. as ;r it \\a.� hi� job to Jo it, 
a.nd h� "'�·� tuing lt) run th� c.-v.u:�h 
and t�nm on•r to tlu· .�1:1.':<' offiN. 

"W:�il! M" lnmk:" �.·alhl oul 
?.loir:1. 

· 

Til(' m:tn ignorf"'l h<'r, anti .S\\'tllll; 
tb� J.out.:' hii{IJI ttf I he lin<'s to whip 
up Uw lt·:tuL Ror�· IC'.a)J«l up be�i1lr. 
him, JST�;�It·h(·ll ��� llw liue_;;, :tud 
!lluwt>tl a lmlll"cl fbt \,·ithin <tn i11c·h 
of tht" rrutu'.- f:t('('. 

''l'm jwtl gettin' ntr.d cnou�h l o  
bust 50-lll<t>IN.oclv.'' J.r r�--''f)t'\.1. ;,an' it 
lu�h likt' vnu're--" 

'ill� •1v�·l.: an.J .c,li.I ro:u eo( :l '"hol 
('ul l1in1 off llilltl S<-1 the hor-.;E'S st:uup· 

ing-. ·n,,. �lwriO"J� tmnp ho••l t>llU9.'t1 
.. n,J fume(), •;•1 the nlt'1-t to seize tlu.: 
aUvanl:tg-1;' Qr art in:lll en! iH:· moment. 
On� of tl1r grnup. n bri�hl·cyc:rl 
stripliug will• luu-k l<'r"lh, look a 
('h:J.nt'C :1nfl M'ltiriC"fl into �L (luonvay, 
$lla.'lhing vul hill gun. o�din's dr:nv 
and 8ll01 )J�1 "nugbl him just before 
he 1f1:tdt' (.'(IV�r. 11K" gun ma.stfl' 
luJ'nr.d hi.rc -t�lvny c:t:1r� frt�m him and 
sent. it Uri.ftint; Olo't'f' ll•c group. 

BlUGH'l' EY.b:5 drot>Jwtl l•i� g1.1n. 
looki.nl: pai.u(uUy white, nnd 

sonk down tiredly on lhc t.luorst�p. 
boldjng b.is sbuuldt"r. "My misol.n.ke, 
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l'reachN�" he m u mb led , and j u . ..;t 
then Horv knocked his  m a n  c,ff t he 
coach.  :\.£oira had to side step to 
nvo id a flying leg. 

The sheriff's rnen stood mot ion
less,  C 'ach caugh t short in h is  a U. i 
tudc or h a l ted ad ion,  mosl o f  t hem 
w i t h  hands poised read i ly over low
slung holsters. Their s l. rained rc
garl rested on De\· l i n 's pa i r of hC'a v.v 
pistols, which now poin ted . ..;kyward, 
m u t ely invit ing- t h e m  l o  fo l low t h e  
rash example of t he buck-too t hed 
s t ripl ing . Up on the C'Oac h ,  Hory 
eXL'<'uted a spced_v

- cmss-draw a nd 
gestured for Moira to m<1 kc herself 
missing. B u t  t h e  girl stooped onr 
the man who lav k nocked senseless 
on the bo:mlwal i, and nea t ly filched 
his gun. 

Aga i n  the sheri fl" set the c u e  bv 
swinging on his heel  and mak i ng ofi', 

�� ��\� f:i�l, fr?;:: ��� .i 1!l�1 � 1��� �� p1 ���: ��::; � 
broke up, a n d  t h e  wounded you t h  
stumbled after them.  

Moira t h rew u p  the lent  her :q )l'on 
of  t he coach boo t ,  a nd t. u :  .. u�cd at her 
trunk.. Hory j u m ped down aliCI 
helped her, \\" h i l e  Devl i n  cl osely 
scanned n gat heri11g of Mexicans 
across the plaza, searching them fm 
co�nba tive prospects. From all s igns , 
tiHS country a ppe;l]'(:-d to be sp l it 
wide open by two warring factions 
-1\'Iexicans o n  t h e  one Side, and 
g1·ingos on the olhc r·-and for some 
h idden reason the girl was a bone 
of con tent ion between the two.  

They en tered the hotel  by the side 
door. It led into a short h a l l that 
ran past the b'anoom to the. foot of 
a stai rcase . Devl i n  looked i n  on the 
barmo m ..  It was Cmply except for 
the bartender, a stout  m an with a 
red and persp iri ng face., who evi
denced an uneasy state of mind by 
sidling toward a backbar· door .. 

"Hey, pull  up · there!"  Devl i n  
callccl curtl ,v .. "\\'e want rooms." 

' ' A i n 'L got none," gulped the fat 
m n n .  " A l l  took ..' '  

Devl in  glanced at the keyboard 
beh i nd t h e  bttr .. "You�re a l iar ," he 
sa id ca lmly ..  ' 'Hand over three o' 
I hose keys :· ·  

The bat·tcnder swallowed. "Listen, 
gen t s . [ dasseu't-" His voice 
t ra i led off hel plessly as Devlin 
stal ked a ro u nd the end of the bar 
and hel ped h i m s e l f  to t h ree tagged 
keys .. 

Tlu: rooms were cramped, but 
fa i r l v clt•;ul and fu rn ished with wnsh
s l a n�k Hur,v, wa,;hed and half 
shaved.  h i s  face s t i l l  wet, burst into 
Dl' v l i n 's corner room and found the 
long rider cnrdully cleaning his 
g u n .-. .. 

"A mob's ga lh er in ' all round the 
l •nck an '  in t h e  side alleys, Devlin!" 
he :1 n n o unccd grimly.  "H's that 
sheri f l"s bunch , onl_v more of _ 'em .. 
What  l he hel l  d'vou mnkc of i t?"  

Dev l i n  droppCd a spot  of oi l  into 
caeh cy l i nder . He spun the cyl in
der·:;, snapped Lhem shut,  a.nd tested 
L i te  act ions . "Take a look out that 
fro n t  w indow .. " 

RORY looked, and wh istled softly: 
Across the plaza , facing the ho

tel, massed a crowd of swa rthy men 
who cou l d  have stepped from the 
renegade ranks of any rebel general's 
army. All wct·e ponderously am1ed, 
:md none cx.h ibi lcd I he dull docility 
of poverty-crushed peons .. They were 
fighters, and the sharp-edged quality 
of them showed in their bo ld black 
eyes.. The stagecoach hnd been 

. driven off, and no women or un
armed citizens could be seen anv-
where .. � 

"Saints alive!" breathed Rory. 
"What brand o' devi l 's delight have 
we sashayed into?" 

".Better not stay too long nt that 
b�

'
�
d

�:�·
pt�ti���.�ulvised .. "Might 
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The crnck of an exploding car� 

tridge and the �hat lered dissolut ion 
Q( the w indow came almost simul� 
t.aneousl:v. Hory leaped aside and 
swore. ))e,·l in glanced up a t  him. 

"That's what I meant, ' '  he mur
mured , and reloaded his oiled guns ,  
exam in ing and tenderly wiping each 
stubby shel l . 

M<lira came running in. She 
stopped, gazed at the broken window, 
and then at the t wo men . ":Mercy 
me, such a pia{'('!" she exdaimed, and 
stepped toward the window. ' 'What 
are ;11! those men-" 

llory caught her promptly and 
pu lled her back. 

"But wiH J t  d<les it mean, :1 1 1  those 
men out t here?" she insisted. 

"It means," drawled De\'] in ,  "that 
y<lu've got more men in t erested in  
you than any gir l  has a r ight to ex
pect!" He shond the washstand 
over the floor and jammed it aga inst 
the window. "A fine howd'ye-do 
this. Looks like the' whole town an'  
half the territory's on our necks, nn' 
all we did was- Who's that ?'' 

A diffident rapping sounded on the 
door. At Devlin's bark the door 

· opened part way and a head ap
peared . It was a bald ;md bon.v 
head, with a th in f11ce and a humped 
nose that was too llll'ge for i t .  Cav
ernous black eyes blinked annoyedly 
behind a pair of steel-rimmed sp,cc
tacles. 

"Gentlmen, may J ask that you 
make Jess noise?" said the gargoyle 
testily. "I reside and h :n·e my of
fice in the next room, and your 
abominable noise is nr.y distrnctjng. 
The making of unnecessary noise, 
gentlemen, is the mark of ;m inferior 
intelligence. I detest it! To me it 
gives nothing less th�n excruciating 
pain, and it is the tria.! of my life 
that 1 must-" 

·�C'm<ln. in," Devlin . invited, and 
yanketl him in without further ad<l. 

' 'l\b."he you can tell us what's loose 
around her!": · ·  

B u t  the next -door n ei�hbnr was 
too t a ken u p  w i t h  h i s  g;ie,·:nwe to 
be side-tr:1cked i n to :1 11�·t h in� lei'S 
import an t . Ht• w:1 s :1 ,; k i n n y  l i t t le 
man,  old and C<lll l a n kerous.  dressed 
in nasty bl:u;k ;;:erge. :md he was ob
,· ious l�- an educa t ed �p:w ia rd of in
d o o r  L1:>tes. H i s  bleached sk in be� 
spoke a rare :JCft u a i n t ance w i t h  sun
shine . 

He went on in h i s  precise, nca� 
demic way, a bsen t ! _,. s t ra ightening 
his sh iny ('(l;l t ,  hut  o t h erw ise ignor
ing De,· ] i n "s high-h:1 n d ed k id awpi ng 
of  h i m .  ' · I t  is  t h e  t r i :d  of Ill\' life 
that I m ust be c:on ,;; t a n t l y  :1ffr�n ted 
b" h ideou .i noises. a n d  1 was born 
;,:ith t h e  cm.�e of ;;u per:Jc· u t e  hear ing. 
The s l igh t es t ;;:.ou n d .  part i c u l a rly a 
d iscordan t sound-'"  

' '.--\. 1 1  righ t ,  Koisy. we \)(']ic\'C �-ou," 
in t errupted De,· l i n ,  whose lwrsh 
,·oice was a n�·th ing b u t  melodious. 
'"X ow answer my q u e."t ion . ' '  

The l i t t le  m a n  winced and eyed 
the big gu 11 figh ter w i t h o u t  l ik ing.  
' ·My name, sir, i s  Don .-\ mbrosio 
Huitado�" -

''Do sa�·!" ejnculAtcd flory. 
"Moira, isn 't t h a t  the n a me of the  
gent you came to  sec?' '  

"\Yhy, to be sure!" :Moira curt
sied formal ly and ch:nmingl,v to the 
old gentleman. " ' l\ l r .  1-lu i t ado , J'm 
:Mo ira l\Iul la rky." 
D O�ck;;?\I��ObS!,�. t��ff;�sD?c 
s:n·oring someth ing \\:i t h  t h e  h yper
critical discriminat imi of a connois
seur. "A pleasant  Yoice-yes, 
definitely pbtsant," h e  ga \"C his ,·er
dict. "Clea rly articulate,  but mod
u lated. I t  does not offend the eHr. 
Accept .my congn1 tula tiyns, :iHiss 
. . . er . . .  eh ? M u l l ;nk�•?" 

He pronounced it  "M on-ynrky." 
He st<lred blankly a t  the girl . "Good 
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he:� \'t"ns , I his is terrible . . ter
rible ! Did you not receive my last 
let ter? 1 warned you in it not to 
come.  A h ,  what a pity! \.Yh at n 
terrible, t errible pi t.v !"  

Hor,\· planted h i msc\1 i n  front  of  
the rli.�tresserl old bwyer . " VVhaL 's  
pi t i fu l about i t ? ' '  he demanded . 

Don Ambrosio SJWead h is shaking, 
hlue-vcined o ld h:mds.  ' · (  have 
brough t her to disaster!" h e  repl ied 
hmhedl v .  "She has no chance 
. . .  n� ch:11ice at a l l ! "  He clucked 
his tongue in moumful  sorrow .  
"Such a pleasing voice, t.oo !" 

He t urned back to .Mo ira , who 
w:1s gazing at h i m  in  bcwi ldcrrnen l .  
"The carved buffalo horn-have vou 
i t  w i t h  you ?" 

· 

" Yes, i t ':; irl my t ru nk . I ' l l  go a·n d  
g e t  i t ."  

She left, and ten seconds btler her· 
SCI'{'<l.lll scn l Hory lea p ing out after 
her. But Devlin went and Look a n 
other look into t he plaza. The Mex
icans had spread o u t. .  Devlin spied 
o.ut the other w i ndo w , down into the 
s rde alley. Other men l urked there 
-:-gringos, these, partly screened be
hmd

. 
the high sides of an cmpt,y 

M:exrcan cart that the blacksmith 
next doOr had ev ident ly been re
pa iring . 

Devlin scowled,  and wished h i m 
s e l f  w e l l  o u t  ol h ere. T o  be hemmed 
in tight by one gun mob was bad 
enough, but two mobs were plenty 
too much . He began to feel li.ke 1t 
slttg at  bay on a hi l l ,  surrounded by 
two hungry wolf packs. Besides, he 
saw no stakes for himself  in  the mad 
and menacing enigma, and that irri
tated his practical mind.  

Some sort of commotion sounded 
along the hallway outside the room, 
followed by the whirlwind clatter of 
a hody descending the stairs in a 
rush . Moira and Rory came back 
in, .Moira flushed, and Rory lick
ing a skinned knuckle. 

" I t  was that hartender," Rory di
v u l ged shortly.  "The f;tt thief wa.'i 
pawin'  into her t runk." 

l\foira opened ;tn oblong-shaped 
l ea.lher box t hat  she was e:trrying. 
She d rew from i t  an old buffalo 
powder horn , <1 C<l t'ved an d poiished 
t h ing w i t h  a s i l ver ball on the �)Oin t .  
T h e  ca rv ing w a s  i n  t he f o r m  of a 
coat-of-arms, elr-ga n t l y  executed. It 
was pl ugged a t.  the t h ick end with 
a black substance that bore several 
impressions of  a s m a l l  sea l ,  stamped 
i nto i t  long ag-o wh i le warm anti un
h a nlened . 

She he ld i t out. "Here it is, Mr. 
Hu i t ado . ' '  

The aged Sp<lni;.�rd jerked away a.s 
if he though t she in tended to gore 
h i m  w i th it. " 'No, no!" he stuttered, 
and bcgnn backing ouL "I . . . I 
rehrse to accept it! Young lady, take 
my advice ;  throw that thing out the 
w indow ;wd let those wbo seek it 
kil l  each olher for it !"  

CHAPTER IV 
!\TASTE!t 01' L.-\. ESTRELLA 

DEVLlN" reached ��t a long arm 
and pushed the Spaniard into a 

· chair.  "Take it  easy, Ambrose. 
What's so spooky about an old pow
der horn ? S'pose you tell us, h'm?" 
He bent over and sank his voice to a 
grOwl.  "Talk up or I'll  squall in 
your supersensitive ear!" 

Don Ambrosio flinched at the 
threat. "Barbarian!" be muttered. 
"Dis:;onant-voiced ruffian! Vecy 
well, I'll tell you." He pointed at 
the horn. "A hundred men would 
wil lingly kill you for that! Two 
men, I happen to know, would pay 
a very high price for it. On the l'O-S
session of that thing rests the fate 
and ownership of . . of a minor 
kingdom! Yes, a kingdom!" 

"Where's the kingdom?" queried 
Devlin, and eyed the old powder 
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horn with a total ly new in terest .  
Maybe this  bullet-splashed game 
didn't lack h igh slakes, after n i l .  

Do11 Ambrosio gestured about 
him.  "Here. This corner of New 
Mexico. All this Peloncillo V:Jilcy, 
from the Mexican boundary a lmost 
up to Lordsburg. It is an old Span
ish grant.  You have h('ard, I pre
sume, of the. old Sp:lnish land 
grants?" 

Devlin nodded . He knew about 
them , of course. For years many of 
them had been the sn bjcct s of biller 
dispute :�nd l i ligation.  During 
Spain's royal reign over what i t  
considered the Spanish provi nce o f  
N e w  Mexico, huge land grants  hrul 
been carelessly conferred upon vari
ous favorites of the crown . The 
sprawl ing real m  of New 1\'Icxico, 
then embracing most of the South
west, had become a land of grea t 
haciendas and mammoth r<mchos, of 
incredible wealth :md equa l ly in
credible poverty, where the ho�t�gh t y 
Spanish haciendados ruled ris po
tentates and the Indian peons 
worked as serfs. 

Jt  was the last stronghold of the 
ancient feudal system, fau lty :md 
tyrannical, but magn ificen tly sple!).
did in its wealth and pro}XIrlions. 
Callie and sheep were counted by 
the tens of thousands. Landown
ers seldom saw the full extent of 
their land grants, nor knew the ex
act location of their boundaries, nor 
cared. Sometimes· the grants over
lapped each other, but what did a 
few miles of range and mountain 
matter, when a man owned a mil
lion acres? Here i n  the New World 
lived and arrogantly thrived a blood
proud au tocracy of  Castil ian cav
alie"rs, and all the imi>erial tradition 
of Old Spain .  

Mexico, after i t s  break with Spain, 
had been too. occupied with internal 
war and border strife to make any 

chnnge in t.he s i tu :t t io n .  Put nflcr 
the l\·Iexic:m W;u ;t nd ihc t hrust  of 
\\1estern demoer;lCV i n to the l a n d ,  
t h e  o l d  onl<'r hcga

"
n c r u m b l i n g .  I t 

crumbkd. but i t s  reH·rlwril t ion s 
could s t i l l  be heard h(·rc an o l  t here 
where Span ish gr;w \ ccs fo 1 1 _:::::;h t  t o  re
t :�  in their  hold . Law court.-; hnd 
been set. up to nile u pon t h e  cJ.,imS. 
Wherever a gra n t  holder cou l d  prove 
with rcasono1 bly lega l documcnt:l
lion his right to his l :l nd gran t ,  i t 
was ccd1!rl to h i m .  \\"hen he failed 
t o produce such proof, the  land was 
declared ope11 for set  t lcm"enl by 
homesteaders. 

T
H J S  is �he Vcla scn G r:� n t ," Don 
A m brosio went on. ' ' I t  was 

originnl ly confenwl by t h e  Spnn ish 
crO\vn, ne<'lrly t 11·o h u n d red ye:1rs 
ago, upon a. blood rcb t in o f  Viecroy 
Lf1is de Velaseo . The last Velasco 
to own it W:JS Don G r<'gorio, wilO 
d ied two ycms :q;o :Jt. t lw age of 
n inety-th ree . UJ JfDr l u n ; l l ely, Don 
G regorio  lef l  no chi ldren , aJHl l have 
been eng;1ged since h i s  de:! l h  i n  at
t em pting to  trnee his  next u f  kin. I 
am, perhaps, the grl';dcsl l i v ing stu
dent of t he fa mou s  Velasco fami ly," 
he added with a cerl n i n  show or 
pride . 

' "Undoubtedly,'' Dc1· l i n  nssured 
him pol i tely .  " "Go on. Who's offer
ing the cash reward for that  old 
buffalo horn?" 

But the old attorney wns not to 
be hurried . _  "I shal l  come to that ," 
he ans,, .. ered. "Now, it  so h a ppens 
that a short time ago a ccr·tain man 
appeared from the so11Lh with n 
large force of armed l\'[exiean ruf
fians, took possession of t.he Velasco 
hacienda-which is  nametl La 
Estrella-and laid cl:lim to the 
grant. He claims to be a direct de
scentlant of Bartolomeo de Vcbsco, 
the original grantee, an d calls him
self Don Ricardo de Vel asco ." 
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The Preacher felt the glowering hostility of the town, �harp .as a 

IJalced blade, and realized he bad riddeD straight iiJto .a baited tnp. 

"Don-what? Ricardo, did you 
say?" Devlin's eyes narrowed. 

Huitado nodded. "You know 
him?" 

"No, I reckon not," Devlin mut
tered slowly. "I know a certain Don 
Ricardo, but it'd hardly be the same 
rascal. Can he prove his ci.M.i.in?" 

'_'In a sense, yes," admitted the 
Spaniard. "The courts believe him, 
and they have given him one year 
in which to produce proof of grant." 
He waved a skinny finger. "But he 
is no true Velasco! No well-born 
Velasco would have such outrage
ously insolent and noisy followeri! 
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Also, he is tl10uglll to be a cattle 
thief. He h as on·rrun the range 
with thousnn ds o£ · manv-brnnded 
Mexican cattle ." 

� 

"Sure sounds l ike nw Don Ri
cnrdo!"'  observed De\·l in·. "H i t is, 
he's playing for mighty big stakes 
th is-time . But he nenr was a piker, 
I'll s.1y that for him. Can you break 
his clai m  in court ?" 

"I could have done So easily a 
short time ago," declared Don �o\m
brosio. "But not now. Xor would 
I dn.rc make a mon to try�" He 
pointed at Moira. "There is the real 
and legal owner of La Estrella and 
the Vela.S<.'O Gran t ! "  

THEY st:1red at him, disregarding 
sounds of movement outside in 

the tension-filled plazt� .  Hory was 
fir.st to speak. "She's no Spnnish 
girl !" he blurted. "Hell, she's as 
Irish as I am , an' more !" 

Moira looked guilty. 'Tm afraid 
you're wrong," she co"nfessed. ".My 
grandfather's father.in�law, or some
body like thaf, was Spanish." 

"It WilS your great�grnndfnther, 
on the distaff side of ;vour lineage," 
Don Ambt·osio corrected her. "and 
he wns the son of Bat·tolomeo de 
Velasco. At that time; Spain had 
established oYerseas trade '"ith Ire� 
land, nnd Kinsale was the chief port. 
Don Bartolomeo's son eng<lged in it, 
and he eventually married a n  Irish 
lady and set t led in  Kinsale, where 
he died . I need 11ot go into the many 
det.1 i ls which I ha,·e traced and un� 
covered in my research ,  but 1 can 
state positively that you a re the 
only l iving descendant of that union, 
and therefore yom title to the Ve� 
Iasco estate is clear!" 

"Wh;1t's the buffalo horn got to 
do with it?" Devl in asked. 

''EverYthing!" exc:la�med the law� 
·yer. "Don Bartolomeo, according tO 
his own diary, kept the original 

Spanish royal deed of ,!!'l'<l n t  in h i s  
powder h o r n .  He pncked i t  i n  m d t e d  
wax t o  preserve it  frum m i ldew, 
plugged up the end of t he horn with 
b lack rosin,  and sea led i t  wi t h his  
signet r i n g .  After h i s  dea t h ,  many 
of h is personn l  belongi ng,:, i nc l ud
ing t he hom. were sent to h i s  son i n  
Irela nd . T h e  s o n  died a short t i m e  
l ater, :mel n o t h i n g  was h e a r d  from 
his widow. so the cst.1 t c  passed to 
a dis{ a n t  \ ·e lasco rehJ t i ,·e .  You c:m 
see t h a t  is the  same h u m ,  bv the 
Velasco crest a n d  t he sea_f or' Don 
Bartolomeo's s ignet ring:· 

De-din took t h e  horn from :\ foil"a 
and examined it. He s l rnck <l nw t ch 
and held it to the pluggeJ e n d .  There 
was a qu ick sput ter  o f  t tune, nnd 
he had some l i t t l e  t ruuhle in  smoth
ering it ou t .  

"That's rosin, a ! l  righ t ," h e  tmn·� 
mured , sucking a burned finger. 
"Yea h ,  you r  Don Hic:udo upstart 
natm·a l ly would cra\·e t h e  gm nt 
deed, so he could cinch his dnim i n  
t h e  courts .  But  vou sn id  there ·are 
two h omhres b idd ing for it. \\'ho's 
the other?'' 

The Spaniard motioned towllfd 
the rear.  "He is  the one who has 
brought in a l l  those gringo gun m en . 
His name is Quentin Fal k .  Wh at his 
interest in the matter is, .  I do not 
know. I hn d hoped to keep eYery� 
thing secret until Miss ::\Ioo-:rarky 
and I coul d  appear safely b_efore the 
court and estublish her c l a i m .  That 
is  why I sent for her t o  come, with� 
out divulging Yery nntch to her i n  
my letters. But Ill,'" clerk got drunk 
downstairs one n igh t , and told al l  h e  
k n e w .  I s e n t  another lelter at  once 
to Miss M:oo�yurky, wnrning her not 
to come." 

"Th� letter was l ikely stolen be
fore it-got to Lordsburg," Devlin re
marked . 

Huitado nodded. "Vet·)• probably. 
All the proof lha.t I worked to gather 
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-old birth and death records, wil ls,  
and Don Bartolomeo's private diary 
-was l ikewise stoleu.  A hand of 
masked men held me u p  i n  my of· 
ficc one nigh t and look i L .  They were 

�:;�·s,
o{ a�!�

o
::rt�;;��.�?o gun men of 

"So that 's why two mohs fough t 
over the s tage, t•h ?" Hory mu ttered . 
. .  Both were out to grab i\ loira and 
the horn.  Why, the d irty-" 

He paused, catching Devlin's 
deeply speculative stare . "Some 
hombres," he said mean ingl y .  "would 
do anything for cash !"  He sna tched 
the horn, dropped i t  back into its 
leat her box, and slam med the l i d  
s h u t .  " [ 'I I  shoot i t  ou t w i t h  any 
man who makes a grab for that, no 
odds who he is ! ' '  

D ��:��� t!r����e:· in��:�l
:
y 

:n:�r� 
of a heavy h ush ou tside. The scene 
had changed some out there. The 
two heavily armed factions no longer 
gave al l  their atten tion to the Old 
Glory. The l\Iexicans were watch· 
ing the gringos grouped beh ind tho 
cart in the al ley, and the gringos 
narrowly eyed a lone 'Mexican who 
paced h is  deliberate way across the 
pla?.a., com ing toward the saloon.  

He was sl im and dapper, this lone 
1\'lexican , dressed i n  the expensively 
fine charro garb of tight-fitting 
pants, frogged jacket, nnd embroid
ered Sombrero of rich plush. Most 
Mexicans this far n orth showed the 
gringo influence of  blue jeans and 
cotton shirts, but not this one. Here 
was a m.uy grande caballero who 
dressed the part with flair and 
studied effect. The white bone han
dles of a pair of holstered guns 
nodded and winked at  bis thighs as 
be sauntered jauntily on his way. 

Devlin bit clean through his ci
gar. His deep-set eyes took on their 
oblique slant at sight o f the elegant 

figure, and his hard mouth twitched 
again i n  the shadow of a grin that 
was grudging but appreciative. Blast 
h im , the fel low had t h e  sublime nerve 
o r  a �tl i n t .  

There he w a l k e d ,  w i t h  the easy air 
n f  a man on his way to n oth ing more 
import a n t  than a drink, while a 
dozen gri ngo gun men glared at him 
from the al ley.  His 1\.lexican crowd 
would open up fast if  required, but 
t h a t  wouldn't save h i m .  He was in
solently ga mbling his l ife .that the 
gringos would usc discrellon-and 
he made good on his  bet. He even 
paused to light a cigarette, and the 
manner in which he tossed his match 
over his shoulder made it  a gesture 
of JHII'C insult .  

A moment l ater h i s  l ight step 
sonnded on the stairs, then along the 
hal lways outside. Devlin walked to 
the door and opened it, keeping it 
before h i m .  Then Don appeared in · the open doorway. He bOwed with 
a fine mi l i tary snap, clicking his pol
ished heeb so lhat the s ilver spurs 
j ingled musically. \\'hen he straight
ened up, his handsome f:i.ce wore a 
masking smile, t hough his dark eyes 
openly mocked what he saw. 

"Excuse my presumption," he 
murmured, with barely a trace of 
slurring accent, and stepped se
dately into the l'oom. "I have come 
to welcome-" 

Then tile door swung shut, and he 
saw Preacher, standing tall and 
somber beside him, with bleak eyes 
that were chill and quizzical, and a 
pair of long-fingel'ed hands that hung 
deceptively at rest with the thumbs 
hooked into the lapels of his Jong 
black coal. The Don went very 
still, his charming smile frozen and 
his ens suddenly brittle. 

" 'Lo, Rico," Devlin greeted him 
tonelessly. "Thanks for the wel
come. I was beginning to think I 
had no friends here!" 
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The Don found his voice. "J 

ah . . . amigo, you surprise me! 
But :i pl�as:ml surprise, of CQurse," 
be made h aste to add .  "Oh, most 
pleasant!  Er . . hm·m·m 
will you srpokc ?" 

Devlin shook his head. "I never 
use 'em, as you might recall. An'  
I. happen to know you don't keep 
'em in your h ip  pocket, unless you've 
changed you r  habits, so make your 
hands behan!" 

Huitado blinked at bot h of them 
through his  spectacles . "Then 
then you do know t.his m:m ?" 

Devlin didn't shift his steady re
gard. "Yeah, we 're by wny o'  bein' 
old friends," he responded , and t he 
nged Spaniard sniffed, obviously feel
ing that it  was no recommend:Jtion 
to either one of t hem . 

The break was long enough for the 
Don to regain some of his usual easy 
composure. "Amigo, this ha ppy oc� 
casion calls for refreshment," he 
urged warmly. ' 'Shnll we go down 
to the bar? I am sure your frien ds 
wiU excuse you ." 

For an instant their eyes met and 
clashed, sending and receiving cold 
challenge. Both were master gun 
fighters, skilled in chicomcry and 
tricky maneuver, never backing 
down and ready at all times to match 
wiLe; and violence. 

Devlin nodded . "Sure." He 
puJied open the door, his hnnd gain� 
ing the knob just ahead of the Don's 
reach. "No, Rico--after ·you!" 

CHAPTER V 
SJX-CUN SELLOUT 

w:�� ����:�������nadnd �.�;��� 
poured their own drinks from a 
bottle on the bar, standing !Side by 
side. 

"The last lime we parted, Rico," 
Devlin remarked reminiscently, "you 

were still co• l l ing yourself Don Ri� 
cardo de R isoL An' you were l1:1Jf 
a jump ahead of scven l ccn k i nds o' 
law,  as usua l !  l don ·\ recal l  any 
Velasco in vour n; �me:·  

Don Ric
-
a rdo de H i�a,  o t h erwise 

knon·n as the Laughing One
bandit ext raon l in :u·y , onc- l i m c  rebel 
genera l .  and the (j u ickest shot south 
of the Rio G romde-testcd h is w h is� 
kev and set. i t  down . H e  rom his ex
pc�icneed eye O\·er t he b:�ekbar 
she lves, seek ing some\ h ing hcller 
sui ted to h is d iscr i m in a t i ng pn la te . 

· ' M erely an abbrc\· i r d ion .  l\oly full 
n:�me is Don H icnrdo de !l isa y Ve� 
Iasco,' · he drawled . 

. .  Hm�m-m." Dcdin fi n ished his  
drink.  ' "l\1.ust ·ve been a m averick 
bra.nch somewhere on t he Velasco 
family tree." 

Don R icardo, go ing beh ind the 
bar. threw him a w i n t n· s l :� rc .  "As 
a \;ela sco, I resen t the

. impl ications 
of th:�t.  rem a r k ! "  he declared with 
digni ty .  "The Vdascos-" 

" Come clen n ,  R ico ; you're not 
fool in '  me ! ' '  Devlin cnlmlv cut him 
short . "You \'c j u m ped i � l o  a good 
t hing, an' you ·rc anxious to clinch it .  
Sny,  hand me some o' t hose <:ignrs 
while you·rc pro w l i n ' nround there." 

It kept him occup ied , wa tching 
Don Ricardo and at the SHmc Lime 
keeping tabs on a l l doors anti win
dows . Out t here i n  fron t  were the 
Don's fighting men,  and al l  around 
the sides and 1 ·ear were the gri ngo 
gunhands. The hotel was their ob� 
jective, and sooner or Inter one side 
m- the other woul d  make a move. 
When i t  came, this town was going 
to blow up, and this barroom would 
be the 6rst part or it to explode. A s  
f o r  whatever t h e  D o n  might h a v e  i n  
his agile m i n d ,  that w a s  :1 (juestion.  
It was seldom the Don's  w:ty to ap
proach a play directly, but he could 
be fatally sudden when he got to it. 

Don Ricardo brought cigars and a 
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Lal l  green boU l e  \o the bar, ;l lld 
J) laycd hos t .  ··To a certa in  extent 
you :trc r ig:hl , :n11 i:.;o ," ' he a l lowt•d 
JX'nsively. · · 1  ha vc ho ld of a nr.r 
S'lllKI t h i ng, lmL I aL-;o h a,·c my 
probh•ms , w i t h o u t  you h :w i ng \o 
<'O m c  a lnng and add to  t. he t n ! "  

l ie played h i s  d a r k  e.vcs o v e r  t h e  
big gr ingo gun figh ter , t h e  only man 
who cou ld shake his  subl ime sclf
confidencl', and frowned as he pou red 
his green creme de men l.ht•. He and 
Dev l i n hnd cl"Ossed w i t s  manv t i mes 
in their l u rid pas t:-; .  and l ;; t id  for 
it .  Each had respcd for the o t her's 
spec ial gifts, and ('ach knew t h a t  
when the showdo wn c a m e  t he\" 
probably bo t h  would go down smok
mg. H was not.  a step to  he l igh l l _,. 
undertaken . 

' "This Falk hornbre ct·owd i n '  vou? " '  
I?cvl i n  quer ied , helping h i �m�ll' to 
Ctgars. 

Don Ricardo l ifted his eves from 
h is pouring. ""You know hi ; t t ?  No ? 
Well, he is t h e  promo t er of a land
:md-cnlt lc company . A foreign syn
d icate , 1 th in k . Very we;1 l \ hy ,  judg
ing from the h igh-priced gu nmen he 
h: ts  brough t in .  (;ear, the so-ctt l lcd 
sheriff, is one or th em . :\ dange •·· 
ous m a n ,  that Falk .  The co n foun ded 
bandit is t rying lo roll me of m.\' 
Janel !" he ended ind ig·n a n t l y .  

I t  was the fi rst l ime Devl in h a d  
e v e r  heard of anybody Lt·ying to 
rob Don Hicardo, and i t  in t rigu ed 
him.  General ly it was the olhcr way 
:tround. " Damned ou trage ," he 
commented w i t h  scant sympathy. 
"Why not smoke him out?" 

"It isn't ns s imple as t ha t ," re
lurne<J the Don. "If open fighting 
b•·caks out ,  troops from 1'\>rt Bayard 
will come i n  to restore order. Tha t 
would meail serious in\'estigation 
and . ahem . . wel l ,  I prefc1· 
Cor that not to happen . F;.dk ha.s 
some pol itical power, and he holds 
himsel£ up as the friend and cham-

1)ion ( If t he l t omesl.e;ulcrs. In the 
pas t , .'iC\'("I'al hmncslcadcrs were al
lowed to sd l lc here. Falk has st irred 
them up aga i n .-; t 1 1 t c .  and is trying to 
bring on t mu h le , so t l • a l  he can have 
a n  cx<:use for a .�king for so ld iers to 
come in and t ake control .  Some of 
t hose llomesleadcrs have been here 
for years, ami t he.v t h ink they have 
a righ t lo stay-damn their impu
dence ! ' '  

" " You\·e go t a t iger by t h e  tail, 
H ico! " '  

The Don laughed shortly . "No, 
no, am igo , I am all righ t .  All I need 
i.-; t h a t  deed of gra n l .  · Then, with 
Ill\' c la i lll SCCUI'C, f sh:t J I  have a per
fe(·t lega l right to t.le fcnd my land 
from i n l n•dcrs. T'll :-;mash Falk and 
his h irel ings , run !he homesteaders 
out of the va l ley, nnd establish 
m vselr o'ncc ;md ror all the master 
or' La Esl rcll;l .  owner of the Vchsco 
C r;t n t-G randc /'a/ron of the Pelon· 
ci l lo !" 

" "And," ' De\· l in put in dryly, 
'"vou' l l  a lso be in a fair way to drain 
h7df the ca t t. lc out o" l\lexico! ·But  
firs t the gntnl deed,  hm-m-m?" 

" "Er . . . cxact lv ," assented the 
Don, and scanned (he gun master's 
lmt·ead:t blc face with a searching 
ghmcc. ' 'Un t i l I have it, I wish to 
a\;o id trouble,'' he stated frankly. 
"I wou ld . . .  ah . . .  pay .five 
thousand dol lars for that Velasco 
powder horn!"  

DEt��-;��ti�;{�1�1L1;�in���
r 
sl��; 

sounds ai'Ound the bu i lding and to 
the rattle of wheels drawing to a halt 
i n  the rear. There was some hushed 
activ i ty back there, and the Don's 
figh ting men were growing restless 
iu the plaza. The dogs of wa.r were 
stra in ing at the leash . 
. ' "How abottt that Mullarky girl?" 

he inquired, "Old Huitado says he 
dug up enough proof of her herit<l!,"C 
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c1aim to upset you in any court .  
Falk stole it  from him,  an'  l ikely 
plans to hold it  over �·ou ." · 

"Those,'' murmured Don Ricardo, 
"are minor matters which I shall 
attend to in  good t ime! First, the 
powder horn ." 

"Fifteen thousand ," said Devlin.  
Don Ricardo hal£  closed his  dnrk 

eyes, masking his thought�. "Ten ." 
"Cnsh ?" 
"G old !" 
Devlin nodded, and his eyes t rnY

e1eJ along the bar to the side en
trance that led from the hotel hall
way. Hory stood there, glaring at  
l 1 im with bitter accusnt ion in h i s  
blazing eyes, his gun h a l f  d r a w n .  

Devlin sa id gen t ly : " X o ,  Irish : 
hetter not. ·You'd be su rprised what 
one shot would s t a rt around here!" 
He reached across t h e  bar  and 
blocked the Don's lwnd-st rcaking 
motion . 

"\-\1ho is he?" rapped the Don . 
Dev lin shmgged . "Just a fel low 

I beat o u t  o' fourt een h u ndred dol
lars. Persistent cuss. Trailed me 
:lll the wa�' fmm- Dn mm i t , H ico, 
stand cas�·!" 

But the Don had whirled :1 round, 
and when Dedin fol lowed h is nar
row stare he snw the c·a use. The 
backb:�r door swung s lowly open, 
and a man entered with the careful 
deliberation of a cat crossing a 
muddy lane. 

He was l a rge, stout, �lressed in  city 
attire except for rid ing boots and n 
wide-brimmed hat . .  His mon
strously big face h a d  the fat and 
pallid softness of lard, but t h e  round 
green eyes that peered out of i t  were 
a:os hard as glass. He betrayed no 
habits of nervousness. He moved 
in, surveyed De,·lin, then Don Ri
cardo , and nodded. His pa le and 
massive face remained lax and ex
pressionless . His voice, when he 
spok�, he1d no special expression ,  

eithe1·, a n d  his words were so com
monplace as to ca rry no 1 1 1ean ing". 

"How do you do, gen t l emen." No 
r ising inflect ion a t the e n d .  �ot a 
question , bu t nwrd .'· a h o1 b i t of eold 
ciYi l i t Y  t h a t  smac·ked of t h e  business 
office .' 

Don H icanlo su n·<'yed h i m  up a n d  
down , then eleckd t o  ignore h i m ,  
though h i;; ja w nw:<dt'S bu nched a nd 
n t in ,· 1·ein on·r h i .� nose stoo d o u t  
mnrk�d ly . He w h i pped h is sharp 
glance to t h e  h a l l w a .v door , b u t  Hor�· 
was gone. :'\o sounds o f  nny kind 
no1Y d i s t u rbed t h e weig-h t ed si lence 
:1round t h e  bu i ld i ng . .  -\ 1 1  l i fe in t h e  

klown lwd :111 a ir uf frozen w n it ing 
and s t r:1 ined l i � t e u i n g. The si lenl'<" 
shrieked o f  d-is t r u ,; t .  of  l l l i l lleUI·ering 
final l Y fi n ished. : 1 1 1d 1 · iolencc on ly 
:mai i ing t h e  spa rk.  

The Don moHd t o  t he batwing 
doors w ithou t t u rn i n �  h i s  back t o  
t h e  ne \V"comcr , n n d  sank h i s  Yoice t o  
a purring \\'h i�p·cr· I h a t  ntt l�· De\' l in  
cou ld  henr.  "Get t h e  powder hom 
and come w i t h  m�.  a m i go--q t t ickly! 
I h a\"C t h e  gold n l  L1 F.stre l !n ."  

DeYiin shook h i s  h e a d .  scru t i n iz
ing the a rmed t·;� bUie in  th e plaz.'l . 
"1\o, Hico. I ' l l  l et you br i ng it h ere." 

The Don hid his <mgry d isa p
pointment beh i n d  nn i n d i fl"crent 
shrug that only confirmed DeYlin's  
suspicions .  < ;Very wel l .  B u t  watch 
that man!  He is Q u e n t i n  Fa l k . l\{y 
men wil l  be on gunrd wh i le I n m  
gone . If  any a l lempl i s  m n de to 
take that powder horn out  of this 
building-a m igo , 1 a dvise you not 
t o  lel t h n t  happen!" He p;l ssed 
swift.lv out of the banoo m .  -

De�·lin swore si len t ly,  h i s  thoughts 
on the ranicky you ng hish w:tt· h a n d  
upstairs, a n d  l\Ioim, a n d  t h e  b u ffalo 
horn. I t  came to h i m  t ha t he a nd 
they stood bctweeu t w o  ti res on hell's 
hottest l id ,  with no w;ty to  j u m p  and 
the fires closing i n  on lhem. Had 
i t  been a matter of standing l.!ff Hico 
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and his mob--well ,  that perhaps 
rou ld have been done wi t.h the care
ful usc o{ guile, wit, and some j ud i
cious double-crdssing. B u t  hc1·c was 
t h is Falk jamming u p  lhc deal amJ 
tangling everyth ing into a snarl .  

DEVLlN turned and rega rded 
Quen t i n  Falk with bleak dis

lik<'. As between I he bt1.� inessm:m 
and the Mexican bandit ,  he preferred 
the bflnrl i L  H ico, damu his stained 
soul ,  was at least stimu l at ing in a 
blackgu a rdly J;ort or way.  He was 
ulterh• without conscience or scru
p les, �\' i ly and t reacherous as a Co
manche, and Devlin had no i l l u 
s i o n s  about t h a t  len thousand i n  
go ld . I t  w a s  b a i t  with a sha rp hook 
in it. I t  was aga inst all H ico's pri n
cip les to pay good cash for what he 
wan ted . 

B u t  this  Quen t in Faile There was 
n o t h i n g  human about him, noth ing 
admirable.  You c o u l d  a d mire the 

r:t iding wolf . 
for its d;lr ing, a n d  the 

pan t her for 1 ts  sleek an d COillJ)Ctcnt 
k i l l ing prowess, and

_ 
even the �nal�c 

for its h a ndsome skm. But Llus b1g 

flaccid-faced frog-
The green eye.-;, roun d and u n 

b l inking, met- Dev l i n 's .  "I  am Quen

tin Fal k .  You are Lhc gunman 

known as Preacher Dcvliu , ] be

l ieve ." The lone was that of a 

man of a u thot· i ly i.n le1·vicwing a 
prospect i ve e�1ployee . "I wish to 

hire vou,  Devlm, to help me protect 
the 1\iullnrky girl ." 

'Tm not for hire," Devlin said 
curtly. 

The round eyes continued to re
gard him . "I wish to see that buf
falo 

,
horn placed where it will be 

sa
��So does Rico," Devlin drawled, 

"an' he (J'ot here first." 
"VVhal wus his offer?" questioned 

:Falk blun tly . , 
"Ten tho usand. 

'Til double it!'' 
Devl i n  went t.o the bar and 

pou red h imselF  anoth er drink. "You 
bidding for the girl or the horn?" 

" Both ! "  1-'a l k  drew a bu lky wal
let  rrom a n  inside pocket, and 
tapped it.. 'Til pay cash on the line, 
i n  l h ousand-do! l a r  hi l ls , a.s soon as 
we clear \ ow n . "  

Dcdin east a n  e y e  at  the wal let, 
a n d  .;; ighcd over h i s  d rink . B igger 
bnil ,  with a bigger hook in it some
where. llu t  it. was a chal lenging 
ten1pLation,  a n d  h i s  s igh was for his 
departing d isct·et ion .  

" A  few ye;lrs ago,  back along the 
Ar izon a l ine,  a big piece of range was 
llnow n  open for homesteading," he 
remarke d .  ''The homest eaders came 
i n ,  bul :\lex raiders gave 'em trouble. 
Fiu a l ly, a big gringo cow company 
sen t in a tough fightin' bunch-to 
protect t h e  homesteaders, they said. 
Last time 1 passed tha t way, the 
same company was runnin' its cows 
all ove1· that range, an' homestead
ers were as scarce as i\{ex raiders!" 

Falk nodded, unruffled. "This 
coun t ry," h e  dechu·ed heavily, "is for 
strong men-men of power and 
vision .  It is n o place for poverty
stricken homesteaders and picayune 
cow set t lers , nor for insolent Mex
ican impostors!" 

"Nor for a girl who happens to 
have legal inheritunce rights to it, 
either, hm-m-m?" Devlin appended. 

Falk remained imperturbable. 
"My company will buy those rights 
from her," he returned. 

That, i n  Devlin's view, was doubt
ful, considering the way Falk's 
hirelings had attacked the stage car
rying Moira and the buffalo horn. 
He began revising his estimation of 
Quentin Falk. The man was a hypo
crite, but a dangerous and ruthless 
hypocrite. 

Falk put away his wallet with an 
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air of finality. "Twenty thousan d 
dollars is as high as I wi l l go," he 
stated flatly � "Take it or le:1ve i t ,  
but I warn y o u  I ' l l  stop at noth ing 
to get what I wanl!  I'l l  send i n  
every m a n  I 've got. I' l l  t u r n  this 
town in to a batt l e�ound before I let 
that Mexican w in h is way !" 

He wasn't bluffing . His tone held 
no bluster. Rather, it was matter
of-fact and cold ly positive. Devl in 
leaned his  back against the bar, 
studying the Don's Mexican fighters 
out in the plaza . Any chance was  
better than w:� iting here for  the 
coming explosion, trapped in  t he 
core of it and blocked on n i l sides . 
And there was t h e  gid to be con
sidered . 

"Aren't :mv o' Rico's men watch
ing the rear?'' he queried. 

"Yes," rcspondcd Falk, "but 
they'll be taken care of ." 

Devl in noddet.l . "A l l righ t . Tell 
your guns to be rendy . H ico's boys 
will be right on tap soon's they catch 
onto us, an' we'l l have to jump fast ! "  

CHAPTEil VI 
HELL'S CORRAL 

RORY stood near the head of t he 
stairs, his right hand hovering 

o\'f'r his  holster. 
Devlin, climbing the stairs, said 

quietly: "Pity you didn ' t  hang 
around downstairs a mite longer, 
Irish. You 'd have heard somelh i)lg 
to set you thinking." 

"I heard enough !" countered Rory 
grimly. "Keep your hands in sight, 
Devlin, an ' stay where you are!" 

Devlin shook his head, and didn't 
halt. "I'm comin' on up, but don't 
worry about my hands. You didn't 
hear hall of i t .  We've got to check 
out o' ilere with that girl the best 
way we can . 1 think 1 can convince 
you o'  that, without having to use a 
gun on you." 

He ra i�d his hands shoulder l1igh. 
"There isn 't much t ime lo argue, 
but-" lie t ripped on lJ1e top slair, 
lurched, and t h rew out h is arms for 
halancc. 

Rory, laking a backw:ml step out 
of Dcdi n 's way, opened his mouth 
to s;1y some t h ing. b u t  he never got 
it  o u t .  One long b l ack -clad arm 
flashed o u t ,  and t h e  fist that  st ruck 
h im bet ween I he eyes came too fnst 
for nny c!dcn� in! react ion . His 
head sn:q)pcd back, an d the next 
smnsh i ng blow caugh t h i m  u nder 
t h e  j;1 IL There was no need for 
a th i rd .  

Dcdin b<.·nt  o\'C'r H o r y  an d took 
his gun .  ' " H ope I d i d n ' t  brenk h i s  
fool ned : t h a t  gir i 'J  k i l l  me ! " he 
m u l t eret ! .  

A l o w  m u r m u r  of ,-oi1 ·es issued 
from H u itadu"s roo m .  Dcdin went 
d irectly t o  i t  :l.JH! th rust  open the 
door w i t hou l  kn(lckin;:.:. The first 
thiug he looked al was the menacing 
m u �zle of n cumbersome ol d smooth
bore gun, lmincd sl.r:1 igh t for h is 
middle,  and it occm-red to h i m  that 
Hory m us t have spoken of the ta lk 
he had hemd in  t he b;1 rroom . 

It was an old-fashioned m uzzle 
loader w i th a ynrd - lon_:.:- barrel , :111d 
it was ldd in t he Lonv han ds of Don 
Ambrosio H u itado . . The old CoJbal
lero had cvidC'n t l y  just fi n ished the 
lengt hy joh of  lo:H.I ing it,  for on his 
desk lay the mm rod and gun box of 
black powder , lead b:dls ,  percuss ion 
caps and wads.  Behind H u itado 
stood �-Joirn,  holt l ing t h e  pistol she 
had taken from the knocked-out man 
outside on the board wa lk . 

Devl in b l andly eyed t .hem . "Your 
Irishman," he told Moira, ' "has been 
taken sick, somehow. l i e's ly in ' out 
there on his  back . Seems like some
body ought to look :-tfler h i m . "  

" O h ,  mercy!" T h e  girl rushed 
past him and sped from the room .  
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loader. The lealiier ca�e conta in
ing the  bu ffalo horn lay on one of  
the crowded bookshelves t.hal  took 
up al l the wall space. The room was 
a hodgqx1dg(' · of  dusty volume.-;, 
bundles of yellowed papers and let 
t.er fib;, w i th I he massive old desk 
cramp ing the cot in to one corner 
:md a few a rticles of dot.h ing hu • •;..:
up carelessly. How t he  old l a wyer ever found what he w;t n l cd ill t l t c  
ju_mble w a s  a mystery. 

''\'\'hat d'you figure t o  shoot w i t h  
that smoke pole? ' '  Dev l in asked 
pleasantly. . 

"You, you scoundrel ,  if you try 
to betray that girl ! ' '  cauic the 
prompt reply. 

i l?
',',Reckon you could h i t  me wit.h 

"In my you th , sir, I h u n tcd burfa!.? w it h t l,\is s;nne wenpon ! " '
. 

mo\�d �e\��r ��
u

r;��
u
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hn

jc;��:! 
�.'t!�v �felt\�: l;!1t�l'�

u:i����w�:�e,T"0:o,:� 
ral and the {u ! l  length of  the a)lev 
that ran between i t  ;tnd the haek �r 
the building. 

To the right.. a t  the open end of 
the alley, s o m e  of Rico's fighters 
were grouped on w a t ch . \1\'hoever 
stepped out of the Lack door in lo 
that al ley wou ld step d irect ly into 
tbc range of their ready ca rb ines . 
lt posed a kno l t y  problem. One of 
the corral gates faced the back door 
across the alley, but  it would take 
more than a lea.p to r"each it. The 
other gate, on the far side of the cor
ral, opened out into one of the back 
streets thal led to the val ley road. 

There were men in.  the corral .  
Devlin settled h i s  gaze . on three 
whom he rec9gnized, and t icked off 
their names in his mind: Nor\. Eb
ster, Little Col e, Nevada . Jones, a 
close�knit trigger team that charged 

h i�h, h u t  a lways del i v ered accord
ing ! ( 1  conl..-a<:l. \Vi t h  the i r horses 
t h ey flanked a sh in ing  new surrey 
w i t. h  a fri nged lop and spindly 
wh(·el ,.; ,  :nu l  t he.v �wd sadd led Dev
l i n ".-; black i n  read i ne.-;s for the break
o u t. .  Quiet  men,  t hese t h ree, when 
on a job. Qu iet. and cHiciently com
pcl c n t ,  h u t  it d idn ' t  seem possible 
th;tl t h ey a nd the few others i n  sight 
were ;t l l  t h e  force Falk h a d  on h:wd . 
Fa l k  had talked as if he cou ld call 
up ; tn  a rmy at. a momen t's notice. 

Dev l i n  t urned hack to Hu itado. 
" H e l h n·a me.-;s o' books you got 
here,· · h e  observed . " I  n ever could 
q u i te decide whe ther you lawyers 
have 'em for show or use . For show, 
pc-uha bly,  to im press the customers. 
Now, take th i s  one here, for in
s t ance-'" 

It d idn ' t. happen to be a book 
w h ich he dragged careles;;\y from a 
clu ttered shelf, though it looked like 
an ex t ra big one . It  turned out to 
he a col ln p.s ible letter-filing case, and 
it fell open in his h a n cl.s like a. con
cert i n a ,  st rewing papers at his feet. 
' ' Jl last. i t ,  t ha t fooled me! ' '  he mur
Hiurcd, sp i l l ing more papers while 
l te tried to close the case. 

"C l u msy lou t ! " snapped Huitado 
angrily, and reached to take it  from 
h i m .  

"Sorry," Devlin apologized sol
emnly, lett ing it  fall and neatly 
plucking the smoo thbore gun from 
the S(l<lniu.rd with a darting swoop of 
hi;; h a n d .  He shook out the per
cussion cap and tossed the gun up 
onto the highest bookshelf close to 
the ce il ing. 

When he left, Hu itado was swear
ing in Spanish and clambering up 
onto hi.s de:;k to get at the g,un._ The 
old lotwyer was too thoroughly mad 
to notice that Devlin carried Moira's 
leather box under his �u-m as be 
walked out. 
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Doll Ricardo aDd Devlin 

both hew they would go 

down smoking when the 

showdown came-and the 

• showdown was coming! 

R.0t!:b::
s
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dazed to be of much use to him. 
"Look at his poor face!" mourned 

Moira, sitting in unladylike man
ner on the floor and holding his head 
in her lap. Hory had a bluish bump 
between his eyes, and another on 
his jaw. 

"Must've hit it on something," 
said Devlin. He got an arm under 
Rory and hnuled him to his feet. 
"Girl, pick up your gun an' fol
low us. We're checkin' out o' here." 

He saw the shrinking doubt in 
Moira's fa<-'e. She wns no fool, this 
girl, and <-'<mld not easily be led. 
Soon, if her distrust crystallized, she 
would be raising a ruckus and 

maybe shooting off that pistol .at 
him. 

"Keep your chin up, Irish," he 
mutter-ed to her, and for once some 
of the chill harshness was absent 
from his voice. He even smiled down 
at her, crookedly but genuinely. 
"He's not hurt bad. Are you scared 
to trust me?" 

She tried to match his smile, but 
it was a tremulous attempt. "Yes; 
but I'm more scared not to!" 

They went down the stnirs to the 
back door that opened out into the 
<�lley. Devlin, half supporting 
Rory, looked out, but only once. 
After that one look, n carbine 
whammed its warning note along 
the alley, and the bullet screeched 
off the wall. Through the corral 
.gateway they could see Falk's men, 
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st i l l gnmpPd : trou u d  t h e  suney, 
w a i t i n�l! . . �hieldcd from H icu"s l i�h t. 
cr:< h.'� t he h igh adobe w:d l .  �!"he 
t rigger t eam-:\"ort Ehst(�r. L i l l ie 
Cole a n d  :\"ev:Hb .Jones-fum ted t h t• 
n ucleus of  t he F;dk group . and 
s tood t uge t lwr . s a y i n g  no t h i n g  w h i l e  
t lw n•;;t wa i t ed f o r  t h(' i r  t ·ue . l\·ort Eb,;kr. blond : tnd he: t rdcd . 
w i t h  nwre t lw a p pe:� r : t n c e  t > f  : t  .�o l i t l  
)fortnon f:t l'nlt'r t h a n  a k i ng p i u  .!.: U l l 
m a n .  l'< t i�ed a hnnd l o  De,· \ i n  : tnd 

;:��;���:�t��:�t��r�; ;:��;; i ::.�
i t'it�-' ; t " l �c�\�: 

na l t h ;� t. some t h ing w a s  n l H > u l. l t • ha p pen . He met t he b l o n d  g u n m a n · ,.  
con tcmpln t ivt• g a z e ,  a n d  drew front 
i t  a sure k n o w l ed�e t h ; l \  t h e m a n  

�;::.� .;; j '; :�; � ��:1!;: I ����� �� ;.���-� i:,l;; l fl�;�: j �::�: 
;md 1·en to t c in t he en�� nf · _Li t t le  
Cole nnd :\"c,·;HI:t Jone;. The t r ig-ger tcam lwd a job to do. 

cr����\��-��·g ��-��:�t:l�� . .  
s.�\\

l
(ttt,� 1\t i:�c�:::: through t h e  Fa.lk group . Dev l in ch11 nced anothet· look d o w n  t he a l le_v, and gntsped t h e  ;.; i  . .  n i ficancc. The high-sided .:\ fexic:Hl cH�- t .  parked 

between t h e  hotel  n n d the bla<:ksmi t h '.s shed next.  dom, was being 
rolled out with :1 rush blor-k in '" of\' this pr u· t  of the ai le:-• f;·om (he �irrh t  o f  H ico's figh ters at t h e  other enl 

Devlin h nndcd l\loira the lenthcr 
hox, le;l \· ing h is righ t ann free wh ile 
he helped support Hory with his 
left. 

lu t�,���m�or01��� ���n-:��u��:r
�r,�,rb���� 

crupte.d a _ ragged volley down the al
ley. Mexican voices, h igh-pitched 
and hoarse, yelled the alarm, [lnd 
from the plaza broke a pattet·ing 
rush of running !eeL The .Mexican 
gun hands, · fol lowing the ordet•s of 
their absent Don Ricardo, were 
Storming to t.hc attnck at the first 
sign of l.he . break .  · 

WS-3C 
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Hon· r-amc t o  h i s  f u l l  senses. with a 
jerk

. 
: t n d  a grun t .  j u s l. as DeVlin 

pit c :hed him into t he S t l \Tey . after 
.:\ l ni r:t had. leapPd into i t  with the 
lea l her hnx.  l-Ie  rea n.·d up ,  glaring 
ahnu t h i m .  and hared his t.cel.h like 
n ! ,r i . .:;t l ing dog ha,·i ng a b:H l dream, 
hut l t c t u tn l , Je l l oll" ha lance when 
Gear i u t he dr i ,·er ';; sea l slashed a 
\\· h i :< t l i n g  ( " t t t  at. t he t ea r t t .  The sur
rey t • •u k  t l tl" ; tt a ra t t l i ng pace across 
t l rc t:< I IT< t l  fur t he b:�ck ,.; t rcet gate
Wi t \ " .  

ile,· l i n  w h i p ped a long leg over 
h i .� w:l i t i r tg b lack . a t. lhc .s:rme time 
t ln t t n b i n g  t he an inwl in a dancing 
ci rr· ll· so th :l t he could keep the 
t r igger t c:nn u n d e r  his e,Ye.  A rapid 
glance sh 0 1wcd h i m  a seamed and 
angT,. fan� peering over a long bar
n•l n.t nne or· the hotel 's upper win
dows. 

" "C ringo scoundrel ! " howled Don 
Ambm.-;iu Hui tado, and the big 
smoo thbore boomed like a cannon. 
A loHr nf  ;;i lenC'e, he had made the 
supreme ;;acrifice. Having made it, 
he clapped hands t o cars in a reac
tion of purest agony. 

The drv h iss of the bullet came vcr.v elos�, for all that Devlin was 
a mm•ing target . "Hel l ,  he can 
shoot ' t.he th ing, at that !" muttered 

�i���l��:t �����
t
:;;a�t�tt�(f�r l�il�e ��;:k 

street . 
The trigger team had whirled at 

the roar·ing report. A gun Aa.shed 
in Ebster"s hand [llld blured three 
times·. The upper window shattered 
into pieces and became V[]Cant. 
When Devlin looked back again. all 
three of the team were shooting, but 
not a t  the windo,v-. Some of Rico's 
1\'lexieans had reached the ailcy ·gate, 
and the trio was gunning its way 
out of the eorral. 

The rest of Falk's men were rid-
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ing fast out of the corr:-�1 t�nd split- im:1gc-st i l l .  Ant! the1 J .  a s i f  a l l  were 
ling up when they reached the hnck actuated hy a s ingle m i n d ,  they 
street, wmc swinging off to the left broke into mo,·enwnt .  • 

nnd others l o the righ t .  But Ge:n 

;�r��g�l�e :;;�·
.�(tng ���:;r,;·. ��e�:t \�1i� T����}���n::·,:�� .�i�'l���·�r��i,';;:.r':��c!i,�1i� 

black to the course of the surrey, pflrt or on De,· l i n " s .  Thf'y were 
with the gun men trio t h undering gmmlCJl , eaeh w i t h  h i ." ; Jcutcly 
along in  h i s  rea'r. The corral t rn ined sense of t i 1 n i n g .  0f knowing 
swarmed with H ico's fighters now, when a n d  wh ,,· I n  d i � f Wil."(' "·i t h  the 
some on foot and some riding, pour- wnstc  of pre;nnble . l J l 'Y l i n '� h ouHis 
ing around from the plnza and com- slashed un der h i s  �om her coal. a n d  
i n g  i n  yelling pursu i t .  Others raced o u t  :1gn in,  a n d  his  p a i r  o f  long-bar
through the side st reets, riUing furi- rded guns ro:m�d t heir l'ir.<;\ d i:o;;eha rge 
ously to cut off the fugi t i ves before before t h e  co:1 l sd t kd back i nto 
they could gel out of town . plnce. He heeled t h t.· bla(·k at the 

Devlin w: 1s  g:1 ining on the surrey. s:n11c t ime�  
As it  lurched :1rmmd : 1  bend ,  he s:1 w  Ebst<�J· , a gun :1 l rcady i n h i s  h a n d ,  
Rory rise up a n d  h u r l  h inisclf :1 t reined h i s  hor:<c re:l r i n_!! h i g h  a nti 
Gear. He saw somcl hing else, too- fired :Hound i t s  u p l ! u n g  he:H I ,  one of 
shadowy forms ami the motionless the ! 1·icks -hr- w: 1,;  Lnn n u s  for, but i t s  
muzzles of g u n s  wai t ing in  every effic:1cy d i d n ' t  t ake i n t o  ;u·co u n t  : 1 n y  
doorway and window :dong both sudden eh:n-ge on t lw pa rt of t h e  
sides o f  the na rrow street . And now t arget .  T h e  blowk 1 1 n u n ded for
he knew why Falk hadn't d isplnycd ward al  the dig of  h ecb . .  � l id  a slant 
ma.ny men in the corra l .  His biggest· at another kick and sln m t l l<'d broad
force lay in  silent ambush, while side into t h e  rea r i n!.! horse, w h i l e  
Hico's Mexicans were

' 
b e i n g  l u red Devl i n ,  r i d i n g  i n  o t�e . .,; I  i tTu p  a n d  

i n t o  t h e  trap. half out of  his s:u l d l c ,  got in two 
Devlin rounded the curve i n  time more shots. 

to sec both Hory and Gear roll out The collision wn.·cked I he smooth 
of the surrey nnd land tangled a n d  t eamwork of tht· trio :md piled 
struggling Oil the :,"round,  while the everything u p  i n  confusion . Li ttle 
h urtling vehicle continued its head- Cole, shooting and sliding out of 
long wuy fu ll  into the path of a h is snddlc, t ried lo dismount faster 
half dozen men n;ho ran out to i n- • as J<:bster :md his  horse t oppled 
tcrcept it. Moira had hold of the over backw n nJ  on h i m .  He could 
l ines, tugging vainly i n  an effort to have made it ,  b u t  a bullet  s lnppcd 
halt the runaway .team .  When she � his  fool nn d  slowetl h i m down. Eh
saw the men ahead she groped down sler's horse rolled on him, !.hough 
on the floor and came u p  with her the gunmnn h i mself fel l de:H. Nc
gun. vada Jones, n lwa:ys reputed to be a 

Devlin drew up in  a jump and game m a n ,  elected to  slick to his  
spun his horse aroun d  so fast i t  scat and shoot it ou t . 
stood quivering · with · its haunches Beyond the ben d ,  · a h : l Ul lllCring 
crouched close to the ground.  Hoofs crn.sh of exploding cartridges sud
pounded on his course� and around denly drownctl out the noise of a 
the bend swerved the trigger team , running mob. Falk h ad pullet!  the 
Ebstcr i n  front. They, too, drew u p  " bigger of his ambush .· Back along 
all in a jump, and for an instant sat the street, too, where the surrey 
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raced, a pistol duel raged. A t  the 
back of Devlin's mind, as he flat
tened over his horse and thu mbed 
a shot at Nevada .Jones, bobbed a 
recollection of Rico's earnest desirC 
to hold off trouble until his o w n  
good time. Rico was due f o r  a shock 
when he got back from La Estrella . 
This town had ripped the lid off for 
fair. 

Ne,·ada Jone.j bowed h i mself o u t  
of the  fight and didn't  slTaighten up 
after, and Devlin slung a gun back 
in line with Eh:;ter. But Ebster lay; 
in the street with both hands empty. 
He had dropped his g:un in  the fall .  
He had another in  his left holster, 
but he didn't seem disposed to reach 
for it, and his eyes were closed. 

CHAPTER VII 
TRIGGER TROUBAIJOUR 
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with Gear's gun .  The surrey h�d 
broken through the group of men, 
but 01�e man bung to the heads of 
�he team, dragging his  feet and try
mg to bring them to a standsti l l ,  
while Moira laid on to him with the 
whip. The rest, except for two who 
had lost all interest in the world, 
were swapping shots with the ad
vancing Rory. 

Rory was still going on at his 
limping trot when Devlin bore 
down on him from behind.  The gun 
master leaned out from his saddle 
and grabbed his shirt. "Hang on 
here, an' we'll bust Up that 'party the 
quicker!'' he growled, and they swept 
on together, guns blazing. 

The fellow hanging onto the team 
turned loose when he got the ani
mals halted, only to discoVer that he 
had no support left -within striking 
distance. Two more of his group 
were down and a nother stumbled 
slowly away, while a pair of wild 

men who had no business being still 
alive came charging at lhe . surrey. 
The man threw up his hands and 
bolted. Rory sprang u p  into the 
surrey, and Moira laid on the whip. 

"Turn 'off at the next corner," 
Devl in , called, riding behind. 
"Street's blocked!" He was right 
abo u t  that.  Another bunch o( 
riders swung in  from the valley road, 
coming at a gallop into town. All 
F:.dk's forces were closing i n  on this 
street, drawing the noose tighter 
around R ico's trapped Mexicans 
fighling for their lives back there 
around the bend. 

The next side street ran back to
ward the plaza, but there was no 
choice. Moira jerked on the off 
l ine,  and the surrey ca.reened 
around the corner on two wheels, 
w i l h  Rory holding on and chopping 
shots a t the bunch. Devlin scraped 
a stirrup getting around the corner, 
drew the black to a leg-braced halt, 
and quit the saddle. The town was 
ablaze with battle, riderless horses 
stampeding through the streets and 
gunfire crashing out in  volleys, but 
the well-trained black would stand 
there with dangling reins and 
cocked ears until hell swallowed it. 

The bunch had flung a scattering 
of shots at the surrey before it 
turned off, and now their intent was 
pursuit.  They were forty yards 
from the corner, riding in a packed 
mass, when Devlin poked his guns 
around the adobe and hammer¢ 
them empty of their last shells. He 
didn't wail to see the resulting chaos 
of horses and riders plunging in tan
gled disaste1· over the fallen leaders, 
but the ugly noises of it satisfied 
him. He slapped the black and 
mounted on the run. 

Nothing could be seen of the sur
rey when he burst into the plaza. 
and he had no way of telling :which 
dit·ection it had taken. Narrow 
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stneb; branched out from all sides 
of it and nt all angles . A Mexican 
reeled on foot across DcYlin's course , 
pursued by two Falk men . Other 
remnan� of the back-street battle 
raged here and there, where some of 
the llico party h a d  broken out of t he 
trap. Dedin ,  with empt:-o' guns and 
no time to reload, whirled off to the 
nearest street ·  a rid clattered on 
through it . 

ALL the streets in Eladre,·o frayed 
out into a fring-e of t rn i ls o u t 

side t h e  town, and the trai ls  in  t urn 
became t ribu t a ries to the nw in roads 
and paths of the ,-a lley . A Pueblo 
lndian i n  cot ton trou5ers and rag
bound hair, resti ng with h i s  i' l ring of  
wood- laden burros in the scant 
shade of a lone pirlon , regarded De,·
l in wi th a larmed and d is l ru;,: t fu l 
dark C:"t"CS. 

A t  the Preacher's short quer.", he 
pointed. with his chin. "That way, 
sefior . and men riding afte-r it." 

DeYiin t hrew him a coin an d 
touched \.he black to its long lope , re
loading his guns as he rode . The 
count.r:v ahead was a success ion o( 
low h i l ls, rising h igher toward the 
Peloncillo range, the knolls b l ackly 
peppered with piilon an d  the hollows 
flooded. brigh t. ly with the yellow
blossoming chamisa cl umps . Soon 
he picked o ut the dust of the sur
rey, and then the SUITey itself, ap
pearing and Y:mishing along the tra i l 
that made its winding w:ty through 
the hills. Hory and Moira, foreign 
to the country, didn't know \vhere 
they were going, but they were 
streaking along at a breakneck ga.it. 

It was only when he got within 
h3.il ing distance of the bouncing sur
rey that Dedin caught sight of its 
pursuers. They · were Falk men ,  
Gear among them, a n d  they weren 't 
f()lloWing· the variations of the trail .  
They rocked into sight over the 

shoultler of n h i l l . nnd Pou nded 
down the slant a t  a n  angle t h n t  put 
t hem in a good posi t ion to head off 
t he fugi t i ,·es. 

:. I oira st oot.l up in the su rr<'y , l ash
ing th(' team. a n d  the fla t  report o( 
Rory 's gun cracked t hro u_!!h the 
drumm ing of hoofl>e:l t s .  Fart her 
along. the trail dipped before it rose 
up t h e  cul :H\':lY h a n k  of a lo ng es
carpmen t .  and Dedin j udged the 
d ip  to  be an arroyo cro:<sing. i\ [ oinL 
kept t he su rrey p l u n gi n g  st ra ight on 
for the d ip, rega rdless. She could 
handle a t ea m ,  h u t  she wasn't 
quite famil iar  with t h e  u iwxpected 
(catmes of t h i s  k i n d  of cou n t ry.  

Horsemen wearing crossed ban
doleers and high-peaked sombreros 
bobbed up on t h e  t r a i l  a t. th e t o p  o( 
t he e . ..;carpm c n t ,  j u "<. l  as t h e  s urrey 
wen t h u r t l i n g  down i n t o  t he d ip . 
There was a s p l i n t er i n g  crash , and 
wa t er sp la shed u p  i n  t w o  fou n ta in 
sprays. The wrecked. su rrey bou nced 
in to s ight aga in for a brief instant, 
somers a u l t i nL:: end o v e r  end with 
both fro n t  �-heel;; smashed t o t h e  
hubs.  w h i l e  . t h e  squ e;d ing t e a m  
bolt ed on u p  t h e  escarpmen t a lone. 
dragging broken lea t hers . 

The sl im and da pper figure of Don 
H i cardo detached i tself from t h e" 
horsemen up Qll the escarpment ,  and 
carne riding down on a h igh-headed 
palomioo. The Don d i d n ' t  trouble 
to shoot , but his  men did. He had 
only h is small bod.vguard squad with 
him,  but they h a d  the ad va ntage of 
posi tion and sm·prise.  Their car
bines burst a l ive w i th :1 chattering 
roar, upsetting two Falk riders an�! 
sending the rest racing for cover. 

The Don reappeared from the ar
royO, go ing back the way he had 
come , with Moira slung l imply over 
h is saddle and the lea ther case under 
h is arm. Devlin cursed, lin ing out 
after him, and it  came •lo him that 
the luck of the Irish had turned 
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pre l t v  sour ,,;hen it l�d the surrey 
a loni the tnl i l  for l .:1 l<:st rdla , of  a l l  
places. 

un!���?t l��:\�-���:t,
i�� �;1 1: l 1� r�:::·�::.i��� 

and Dcdin paused long enou�h t o  
rcnch d o w n  ; m d  Y a n k  h i m  ou t .  dr i p
ping Wl'l .  The 

.
g-un m n .� t c r  h a u le d  

h l m  h a l f  a<·ros.� t h e  s a d d l e ,  let:·s d a n 
gling, :me l  p u t  t h e  \ J [ac:k ; tp  ' t h e e;;
<�arpmcnt Lank w i t h  n r u s h .  B e h i n d  
h i m ,  the  F : d k  p a r t y ,  reorg: 1 n i ze d ,  
was a l r·rady in - pur:-:u i t .  

T h e  powerful hlnc:k tnpped t h e  
bank. s t ruck lcn·l gro u n d . : 1 1 1 d  
st retch ed o u t  i n t o  i t s  s·,,· inging lope .  
Ahea d , t h e  tr : 1 i l  ran on· i n t o  a f 1 1 rest.  
of pine and shinuncr ing : l spen . FL1 t 
adobe roofs a n d  t h e  j u t t i n g- end.� o f  
vega rnfters were Y i ;; i b l e  t h rough t h e  
tree.�, w i t h  here a n d  t h ere a g l i n 1 p.sc 
of white-washed walls,  : 1nd a t  one 
poi n t  a chun:h tower : l l ld  f·oppcr bel l .  

T h e  forest t u rned o u t  to b e  a 
_ th ick w indbreak . shelterin� t.hc 
wa l led h<lcienda o f  La Esl rel l ;l . The 
hacienda,  of spr:n1· l ing Sp· an ish
l\[exic;l!l plnn nn d  pmpo r t i o n s ,  w;1s 
more of n sel f-con l : 1 ined Y i l l <�ge t h;m 
a rancho.  Here, from the h igher 
gmund of the w i n d brct�k t h n t  J w r t l y  
o verlooked t h e  t!ncircl ing w a l l ,  could 
be seen the  l a rge ranchhouse,  t h e  
workers' q u a rters,  b a r·ns ,  commis
sarv and chu rch . The thick adohe 
wail was typica l .  Bui lt  i n  the long 
ago for defense against. marauding 
Apaches, i t.  made a fortress a n d  
sanctum·v of the great. h a c i e n d a  i n  
t i m e s  or"need.  T h e r e  w e r e  doors in 
i t ,  h u t  o'Oly one gat e  w ide enough 
to nllow the passage of ox wagon 
cart or' carr iage . 

DON RICARDO and h is m,en had 
gain ed the sanctunry, and the 

main gate was creaking shut when 
Devl in  rode through the wingbreak 
fringe i n to the wide and level clear-

ing o l t l ,; idc t he w a l ! , and headed for 
the �:t t e .  

' · J>or sh a m e ,  cabal leros! Where's 
·vom Span ish ... hospi t a l i ty!" he ·
h:1 i l e d .  " H ere's cornp;u1_v�" 

I-I i .-; hMd fl ippancy a ppc:t led to 
t.h e  sardonic s t.r a i n  i n  the 1\'lexican 
m i n d .  They let  him push on 
t h rough . He q u i rked a fraterna l 
grin at t h clll , a n d  h c l pc�l s lam the 
1 n assiYe ga t e .  Don H t ca rdo was 
down ; tl the far end of the low
w:dled r.l t · i\ "t·way lea d i ng f• ·om the 
1 1 1 a i 1 1  �:de back pa .� t  the big house to 
the p:1 t i o  and ,- i l l ngc. With much 
gn l l a n t ry ; � n d  a t ight  arm he sup
port ed :\ l o i r a ,  who leaned dazedly 
ag;1 i n s t  h i m  as h e  led her up the 
steps i n t o  the l i ll ie stone church. 
He gb need back a t  t.he Preacher, 
:m d  spoke t o  sol l l e  of t he men who 
ll"ere w i t h  h i m .  

Two of them w a l k e d  b n e k  a n d  met 
Devl i n .  They n...odded a t  Ror7, sa&"� 
•ri n "  in t h e  sadd le . · ' 'The grmgo IS 
hmi ?'' one inquired solicitously. 
"Let l i S  lake care of him, seftor." 

Devl in  let them t ake Rory he-

���v���: •• �i\��;
n
lh�e�1

i:;,�t�t� SJ?,}I��� ::! 
bang;d u� , but h e ' l l  get over th.at," 
h E'  remarked . "Put my horse m a 
con·n l ,  too,  w i l l  you ? \Va ter h i m  an' 
loosen c inch , but leave the saddle 
o n .  Gracias, hombres." 

He went on into the big house. Its 
furnishings spoke eloquent\� . or 
Spanish elegance, grace of hvmg, 
a nd the long securi ty of many 
ye<� rs . \ From a w i ndow Devlin 
w a tched H orv carried into the 
chu rch .  H i  co

· and the others came 
out soon, and locked the carved 
oaken door. The l i l t l e  stone church, 
i t  seemed, made a light prison. Dev
lin was making h imse l f comfortable 
wi t h  a w ine decanter and a cig<�r 
when Rico entered. 

"How's the girl?" he queried casual ly . 
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"A little stunnc.,J by her "fal l ," an·  

swercd the Don . He placet.l the 
leather box on a table, keeping one 
hand on it, nnd slarcd reflectively 
at the Pre:.H:her. "What happened 
in Eladrevo?" 
. "))lenly!" said Devl in ,  nnd cocked 
his head, lislcning. "Not much 
shooting going on out there. How 
long can you hold out here, R ico?" 

Rico shrugged. "Docs it  matter? 
'Vhen my good fight ing men get 
here--" 

"Your good comrmlcs nrc nmy 
good right now-�ood an' dead, most 
of 'em !" drawled' Devl in .  "Falk ran 
a.n ambush on 'em ." 

Disbelief brought a smile to the 
Don's lips. "Es vcrd<1d?" he mur
mured politely. "And so you brought 
the girl and her 'l;> buffa lo horn 
and tb:1 t Irish trouble mnker here 
at once, yes? Ah, you nre my true 
f1·iend !  And how fort nn:1te it  \vns 
that you knew the w:1y here to La. 
Estrelln!"' 

His , mockery wns obvious. He 
turned ns a. scnrred old l\tfexica n en
tered, heavy spurs dmgging nnd 
armed like a pirate. "Yes, I�orenzo?" 

"The gringos have drnwn off into 
the trees, chief," reported Lorenzo. 

Don Ric:1rdo shrugged l ightly.  
"No matter. Loren zo , I nm told 
that our men are many dead, 
smashed by the Falk gringos. Whnt 
think you of that?" 

· 

"Bah ! We shall see how dead 
they ·are, when they come and hunt 
like coyotes these ones who hide i n  
the trees!" snorted Lorenzo, and 
stalked out. 

DON RICARDO floshed h;s en
gaging smile at Devlin. "] fear 

my good segundo dOes not believe," 
he apologi7..ed silkily. "But, even H 
¥�!;e 

i�il�s 
ah!a;:b� ;;:.r!l��;�� 

follow Rico:" He slapped the le_flther 

box gnyly . " A n d  here J h ::tvc the 
t,'l'enlesl act> cnrd-the  gr;mt (Iced! 
Am igo, J thnnk ynu \Y it h all my 
h eart ! ' '  

W i t h  : 1  tlomi:<h he �prang the 
brass l�wk :md fl u n g  open t h e  l i d .  
"The sweet S('Jiori t a  i n  t h e  church 
shnl l  be rewarded fn1· brin�ing to m e  
t he famous ·powdt'r horn , ; r--> 

His ga_v pra t t l e  hrok(' off. He 
stood blinking down i n t o  t h e  box, 
nnd for a momen t looked ;d most piti
rully bewildered and d i s; lppoinletl. 
.F'inn l l _v  the ;lngry coltl l '  mshcd to 
his face and lw r-hokcd uut one word. 

"Empty ! "  
Devlin cra ned h i s  neck a n d  

. peered. "Da mned i f  i t  isn 't, ' '  h e  
agreed, n n d  sipped h i s  wine.  

Don H ieardo _,na p]Wd u p  h i s  
head, ghuing. ' · A tri(·k ! "  h e  swOI'C. 
"Mil diflblos! The hom of t he cibolo 
no is aqui(' He was so cxt�ited he 
st uttered and forgo\ some ?f his per
fect English . "Fuego! T h a t  girl she 
m:-tkes the tric-k lu lllake t he fool of 
me!" He sl mted for I he door i n  a 
passi01l , b u t  froze to <l h a l l ,  seeing 
Dev lin 's h a n d s  slip under t he long 
blnck cont.  

"Coi n '  to.  church, Rico?" Devlin 
said softly. "Gen 'ra l l y  speaking, I'd 
approve---b u t  not t h is I ime!" 

He watched the glitter brighten in 
the Don's  eyes, heard h i s  sharply in
drnwn b1;eath,  saw t h e  muscles of his 
lips move :md ripple. 

"No, R ico , don't en!] i n  your cut
throat buddies!" he warnetl . ' "Don't 
do i t ,  Rico-----ill' we'l l  be settl ing nn 
old question we've both a lw:lyS won
dered abou t!" 

For a moment it looked as i f  the 
Don would take him u p  on it nnd 
stake all on his fast draw. But he 
met the emotionless, nerve-tingling 
stare of the coldly blank gray eyes, 
and it tlid lo him . whal it ulwnys did, 
putting a n  inner query i n to his confi
dence. Very slowly, h e . d rew out his 
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gold case and chose a cigare tte . He 
l ighted it .  blew smoke delicately 
through his fine nostrils, and then he 
smiled and was the cynically amused 
caballero aga i n .  

Lazily, he look d o w n  a gu ita r, re
turned with extravagantly mincing 
step to a couch, and sealed himself.  
For a. while, c:igarctle  in mouth and 
head resting indolent ly against cush
ions, he idly fingered the strings. His 
attitude spoke of dreamy pa lienc:e, 
an enjoyment of untroubled hours, 
nnd no though t  for tomorrow. l-Ie 
finally struck i n t o  the galloping 
rhythm of ' 'Adios, J.lfi Chaparrit.a," 
and sang softly to i t :  

"A diw, mi  claz}larrita. 
No /fore$ por / u  _I'a11.dU)--" 

CHAP'I'EH VT!l 
GUNSl\·[OKK BARG A I N  

DEVI.IN sat with  his back to the 
wall, watching the door and the 

Don. The music was not unple;ts
ant. Daylight faded from the tall, 
narrow

_ 
w indows , the ch il l of  night 

crept m ,  and still  Rico sang on, 
parading an a ma z ing rcpe1·tory of 
SC?ngs. Devl in knew what he was 
waiting for. The Don fully ex
pected his army of ragged followers 
to come storming in from Eladrevo, 
and it \Vas useless trying to convince 
him that they had been defeated and 
scattered. Devlin thought of the 
bodyguard outside, and of the Falk 
riders in the" windbreak, and of 
Moira and Rory imprisoned in the 
church. The situation was a stale
mate, and he speculated ·as to what 
the outcome of it  would be. 

Old Lorenzo jingled noisily in, 
peered through the gloom at his sing
ing chief, . then at Devlin, and 
scratched his grizzled head in puz
zlement. There they sat in  the dark 
and the night chill like shy lovers, 

the bread th o£ the room between 
them. and Don H icardo serenad ing 
this big devi l-eyed gringo . 

Fool ishness. Old _Lorenzo grunted, 
heaved himself  u p onto the long ta
ble. nnd lighted the h u ge copper 
lamp that hung from a raFter. As 
h e  t r immed the wick to a steady 
glow. a reminding shot cracked from 
a rifle out in the windbrea k.  A 
bu llet crasheJ th rough a tal l win
dow, grazed the lamp, and smacked 
into the opposite w a l l .  

"F11cgo!" muttered Lorenzo with 
annoynnce, n n d  got off the table, 
whil� Don Hicardo' chuckled and 
w inked pleasan tly n t  Devlin.  The 
old segundo sniffed indignantly, 
knel l  by the enormous fireplace, and 
kindled a charcoal fire. With a last 
look around, he stamped out, and 
they heard him banging pots and 
pans in the kitchen. Don Ricardo 
kept no servants but his· ruffianly 
fighters .  _ 

The Don was in the swing of "The 
Devil Has Hauled Him Away," 
when a sudden flurry of shooting ex
ploded outside the wall of the haci
enda. It came from "the windbreak, 
and with it came shouts and a con
fused rumble of many hoofs. The 
running hoofbeats drew rapidly 
closer, louder, and the shouting 
voices resolved into chanting cries. 

"Viva Don Ricardo! Viva De 
Risa, the Laughing One, Patron of 
La Estrella!" 

The Do� leaped lightly to his 
feet, eyes aglow, and tossed aside the 
guitar. He looked at Devlin trium
phantly. "Behold, amigo, the ghosts 
of my dead men come riding back 
to me, yes?" he crowed, and laughed 
aloud in his exultance. "Hola, Lo
renzo! Open the gates for our way
wal'd children! Tell them all to 
come to me, and I shall show them a 
man who objects to the going to 
church!" 



Wll�• tll� surr�y wllirl«l out o/ 
tM corr.J, a KDl' storm brolr 

/rom .JJ siies aDd tllr Pr�acbrr 
w.u cau6.6t ri6.6t in tl!r middle 

o/ it. 

D��!�his
r%�

�t, N:t��� 
ing to the noise outside in 
the darkness, for the mo
ment incredulous and taken 
aback. He had seen Rico's 
men plunge into the back-street 
trap in Eladrevo, had heard them 
fighting hopelessly for their lives, 
had witnessed the remnants cut 
down while they fled across the 
)lla:1..a. Yet here they came riding 
lM>me to Rico, shouting victory. It 
didn't make sense. 

The boom of the big gate sounded 

as it was dragged wide open, and the 
men of the hacienda bodyguard were 
laughing and shouting to the incom
ing party. The shouts abruptly 
changed to startled yells. Shots 
roared in the driveway, and stamp
ing hoofs came thundering on toward 
the house. 

Devlin dove at the door and 
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slammed it shut. He shoved in th� 
-big imn bolts and whirled on the 
Don with his guns out. "You 
blasted fool, let's hear you sing 
now!" he snarled. '"Ntey're not your 
cussed segundgs! That's the whole 
Falk mob. an' you've let 'em in! By 

Sntan, Fnlk's done. it 
again!" 

The Don, stunned, 
turned pale. But he hooked 
out his guns and acted 
promptly. He slashed a 
shot through a window. 
and a dark shape, lunging 

by, went down with a crash. 
"But . . .  but my men!" RicO 

muttered. ""'here are they?" 
"In hell, where you'll soon join 

'em-you an' your fool guitar!" 
Devlin flung at him. "Didn't· I tell 
you?" 
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"Yes . . y<:s," J:,'l'Oaned the Don . 

"But how shou l d  I know when to be
lieve such a liar!" 

Tl1e i nvaders were alrendy smnsh
ing doors open and storming through 
the buildings of the hacienda.  From 
the racket, they had some trouble 
witl1 the church door, but soon a 
voice yelled out, "Here's the gal
yeah , an'  that Irish knot-head, too! 
All  right, you, git your paws up or 
cat lead!" 

The noise qu ieted down some . 
Then Falk's voice sounded outside 
tl1e ·house. "Devlin . .  , Risa . . . I 
want lh:tt powder horn. You can't 
hold out in there, a nd you know it. 
l 've already sen t :1  req uest for cav
alry troops to come in and lake con
trol of this valley. Come out, give 
up your guns and that powder horn, 
and I'l l  gjve you both an hour's start 
for the border !" 
, "Never!" vowed Don Ricnrdo, a n d  
/ired thr01igh t h e  boiLed door. 

"Never's n right long time, Hico," 
Devlin grow led . He leaned forwm·d 
a n d  smnckcd the Don neatly ove1· 
the he:1d with n gun barrel. Then 
he opened the"' door and stepped 
back. 

FALK came i n  slowly, watchfu lly. 
Among the gunmen crowding at 

his heels was Nort Ebster, looking 
more· than ever like a sober Mormon 
farmer despite a blood-soiled shirt, 
bandaged chest, and face drained 
white and sick. Gear, the puppet 
she1iff, was among them, too, his 
ejes stealthy, a suwed�off shotgun in 
his hands. They had Rory and 
Moira with them, pushing them 
ahead . 

Devlin had retreated to· n shadowy 
corner. He spoke from there, qui
etlY but compellingly . "Falk, I do� 't 
lik� crowds!" 

Falk paused and mutely raised a 
hand." Those still outside remained 

there. The rest ::;.i \ent ly sprcn.d out 
inside t o  block dooJ"\\"<1\' :md win 
dows. Falk gazed s t o n i l y  ;\bout the 
room, at. Don Hie;� nlo lying on the 
floor, .--ncl fin ;d ly  :J t· DeY l i n .  

,;"1liere i,;  t h e  p1nnkr h o r n ? "  h e  
dema nded itl h i s  fl a t  ,·oicc. 

"Not here ," s11 i d  Df'd i n .  "There's 
just one m:m in the world who 
knows where i t is-a nd I'm that 
m a n ! "  

There was no ne('essi t y  t o enlarge 
upon t.he implica t ions.  Fa\k paced 
tn the table.  un h u n ied ; Ind delib
erate, a n d  d rew out  h is oversized 
wal let . "The ])()\\"dt'r horn is no 
longer of any ,-,due t o  nn.vbody but 
m e , "  he s l a ted.  " [  h :l \"C h e r e  Hui
tado 's papers. I hnve  po.-.:scssion of 
t he properly-a n d  I h e  _!!i r l ! ' '  

, ;There's s t i l l J:n,· left in lhe coun
try," Devl i n reminded h i n 1 .  

Falk nodded . ' ' Y e s ,  ; lnd I make 
use of it. Troops from F'ort Bnyard 
shou!J arrive here in l wo or three 
days. Long before t hen,  t he girl will  
lwve signed her righ ts O\'er to rriy 
company. Wh i le the so ld iers are re
storing law anrl order, the courts will 
be ratifying my cla im of ownership 
of the gra n t .  I shall even nsk for 
mil itary .-- i d  in lega l ly removing from 
my property all undesirable ch arac
ters and trespassers, such as  squat .. 
ters and trou blesom e J\1e.xicans
and renegade gunmen!  You see. 
Devlin, even the law is on my side . 
Can you say as much?" 

"We-ell-maybe not," Devlin 
granted , u nderst :1 ting the fact by a. 
wide nHu·gin. Whenever he an d the 
Jaw bent in the s:nne direction, it 
was sheer coincidence. "\VIwt makes 
you thi nk the girl wil l sign away her 
rights to you? A n d  what would be
come of her after she ditl it?" 

Falk offered n o  reply to that . He 
opened his wallet, exposing a thick 
sheaf of bills. "Twenty thm1sabd 
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was the price we ngreed on, l bel ieve . 
The offer still stands." 

"Cash in advance?" 
"No!" 
Devlin sl•ruggcd. "All righ t .  I'll 

need rny horse. Be b:�ck in about 
nn hour . Hut don't rig up a 'bus
c:ulo on me, ]i\lJ.k, or you'll never sec 
that powder horn . I want Lhc gate 
le{t open, the driveway empty, an' 
no crowd standing by to jumt> me. 
And have the c:�sh ready on hand :' 

" I 'm a man of my word," retorted 
Fatk heavily. 

"That's as may be." Devlin mur
mured, and le!t, aware of Nort. Eb-
��er�� �:�)g

0;t ���� f�/���:·�"to�:��. 
'!:he last o£ the trigger team had a 
biller score lo settle with him when 
the time came. So had all the others, 
that was plain, from the looks they 
gave him as he got h is horse !rom 
the corral and rode out o£ La 
Estrella. 

Go_ing through the windbreak, 
Devlm hipped around and looked 
b�ck for signs of stalkers following 
hun. Here the ground was higher 
than the level of the hacienda, but 
al� he (.'Ould sec were the night
grayed bulks of the wall and build
ings� only one light visible and that 
commg £rom the big copper lamp in 
the ranchhouse, framed by the high 
and narrow window _  Even in vic
tory, Falk was taking no chances 
with too . many lights, and the big 
gate had been banged shut after 
Devlin rode out.  

Nothing moved on the bare ground 
outside the -adobe wall, and Devlin 
rode on, but with his mind Iar from 
easy. l<'alk was right, and he hadn't 
been bluffing. He could call the 
law to his aid, a.nd he had done it.  
W ith all his Habby looks, the mau 
knew how to make himself invulnera
ble, all _powerful .  Soon this country 
would be overrun with soldiers, gun-

mC'n, deputies , and probab ly plenty 
of lnw from Lordsburg. The prospect 
held no enticement Cor a man o£ 
broad-minded views and a h igh cash 
bounty value. ln the meantime, 
Falk had everything pretty well tied 
down .  

B u t  it  was the things that Falk 
had left unsaid that held the more 
menacing significance-as baleful as 
tbe biller stare of Nort Ebster, and 
as definite as the silent animosity of 
the gun mob. That girl would not 
have a pleasan t  time, before or alter 
she si!,•ned away her inheritance 
rights. The round green eyes o( 
Quentin Falk lacked . even Rico's 
mocking but human quality of de
cent chivalry. 

CHAPTER IX 
POWDF.R-HOUN BOOMERANG 

���h;�an;:J!� �:iled��h;���e ���d 
heard the rattle of the crossbar be
ing withdrawn. The place looked 
just the same, with the single cop
per lamp burning and all else m 
darkness. The gate swung in, and 
Cor the second time he entered 
La Estrella. 

The men who had opened the gate 
walked ahead of him down the 
driveway, leaving the gate open. Be- · 
fore dismounting a.t the house, Dev
lin watched their figures drift on into 
the darkness in the direction of the 
corrals. He took note of the fact 
that they did not look back at him 
alter their first long inspection. 
Small things were straws in the 
wind, to be studied with care. That 
the whole place was under a hush 
he noted, too, a. hush that was not 
natural, considering the number. of 
men here. He divined it as an e ... i
dence of stilled listening, and proba
bly of watching, though he could 
pick out no unexplained shadows. 
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Under other rondit ions, Devlin 

wou1d ha•e backed for the gate with 
his guns out. All  his  training and 
instincts joined i n  screaming w:�rn
ing, the more insistent because signs 
of danger had been so carefu l ly 
erased from this place. 

He left his horse standing in the 
driveway with reins dangling ;md 
head poin ted toward the gate, and 
stepped l ightly u p  to the door 
of the house. He t hru st the door 
open q u ickly, sla11d ing wrl!  baek 
:tnd aside from the rele<�scd fan of 
lamplight . 

Falk sat at -one end of the long 
table, n earest the fircplncc, and 
Moira at  the o l  her . Ho1-y st ood 
against a wal l ,  hi:; batt ered face 
white and eyes blazing.  Xe:1 r him, 
Don Ricardo, str ipped of h i s  gun s ,  
ha t.less, a patch of his b l n c k  h a i r  
spiky w i t h  dried blood . t ried t o  a p 
pear grand ly nonchalant  a b o u t  t h e  
whole business . Gear had them un
der his sawed-off shotgun.  Nort Eb
ster lounged in a tool ed- leather 
chair. There was no one else in the 
room. 

All looked a t  the door as i t  swung 
open . Geilr began a motion that 
was autOma tic, then caught hilll.'Self 
and relaxed .  N"ort Ebster moHd 
nothing but h is he<'td ,  and after one 
slow scrut iny gazed rum inantl y 
across the room into the fire's red 
glow. 

Falk, withou t  rising, said flatly: 
"Come in, DeYlin." 

The whole scene was too placid, 
too restra ined-too perfect in its 
acting, So that its very perfection 
rang a false note. 

DEVLIN stepped inside, left the 
door open, and placed himself 

by it with his back to the wall. He 
ran his glance rapidly around at the 
lligh windows, but the lamplight 
shone (lD them and turned them into 

mirrors. The walled dri\"eway out
side, he judged , might be l h �  only 
pnrt of the hacienda not yet eov
ered bY h i ddeu m e n ,  but en·n it 
could be swept by gunfire from the 
dark corrals .  a n d  the l ight from the 
doorway would make such sharp
shoot ing fairly easy. 

The waiting s i lence grew op
pre,;:;iw, and Devl i n  did n o t  choose 
to be t he first to break it.  Falk 
fi n ;d ]y spoke aga i n ,  his rou n d  eyes 
pinched s m a l l  by a fro w n .  

' · Wel l ,  did you get  i t ? ' '  h e  de
m a n d e d .  I t  \\"aS his tit-.st sign of im
pat ience. 

' ·Sure," m u r m u red DeY l i n , and 
Don Ricardo,  s t a r i ng I J i t le l"i_v at  him, 
n arrowed his  eyes in  sharp disbe
l ief .  

B u l  the Don changed express ion 
when Dedin brough t h i s  righ t hand 
i n t o  s ight from behind h i s  back, 
holding the buffalo horn. ' 'Sure," 
said Devl in again .  " Here--t ake t h e  
damn th ing!"  H e  tossed i t  spin
n ing w i t h  a flip of  hi.,; hand.  

1t wns a h igh t h ro\V. Falk,  not 
prepared fo1· it, b u m ped the ta ble in 
t r,ving to make the catch. The horn 
spun pas t ,  well above his rea('hing 
ha nds , and sailed into the fireplace 
beh ind h i m ,  sc11ttering the neat chnr
roa l  fire. Falk floundered around; 
upsett ing h i s  chair, and uttered a n  
oa�!(;����l i�n�a�··Ebster! Get. i t ! " 

The rosin-packed end of the horn 
caught with a splutter and fla red up 
l i ke a struck match, and both Rory 
amiDon Ricardo acted fast, each in 
his own way. Rory s t u ck o u t  a foot,  
and Gear, jump i ng to obey orders, 
sprawled his length on the floor. The 
Don, for his part, pt·omptly do\'e 
for the horn and a i med a kick at 
Falk, who also l unged for the thing. 
Both got hold of it and re;1red up, 
fighting and kicking for possession . 

"Damn you, Rico, leave that 
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t h i ug-'' Dcvl iu h a d  uo t ime to 
finish. 

Nort Eb,.tt·r.  h is m ind scl on one 
pm-pos<'. huu n � h·d u p u u l  o f  his chair  
w i t h  bot h g- U l l. '  ' " l t ' i l l " i ug- h i  . .; holster:< ,  
and in the s a l l l l' in s l ; 1 1 1 b  t h •· ] , l a z i n g:  
huffalo h o r n  t• x p l oded . I t  Pxpluded 
l ikt• a bom b bet wccll Fa l k  : 1 1 1d t he  
D o n ,  a n d  while l he I ' l l : !  I '  a n d  b lin d 
i ng flash of i t  s t i l l  tilk·d t h P  room 
w i t h  sound ; I !H l  .;:.mukc, a ,.. inglc  :o; h u t  
boomed s m nC11·herc , . u t ;:.i , l c  the h ac i-
enda w a l l .  

· 

The hig copper l a ' " l '  fell st rn ight  
n;.; n p lmmnet , i t s  h . .  ng: t ·hain cut 
cbllll_v by t h e  o t c( ·nra1t:: ha l l  a i med 
from the  win d l ,rca k .  A s  i t  fel l ,  t h e  
rush of wind gut t net l  t h e  fiame 
h igh u p the gl : ��,;  c h i u l i i C \ " .  and IJcl·
l in drew a n d  fired l ,c fu�e t he l a m p  
er:�shcd i t. 'i. c l f  u u t  w •  t h e  t a ble be
low. A low glull" rem ained i n  t he 
smoke-fi l l ed ruo m ,  cm u i n g  from t h e  
sc� Uered charm:d f i r e ,  a n d  t h e  fig
u res of Hun· a n d  \ l oira t : u l  i ltross 
it, cluu·ging 

·
for the dour . Hory h a d  

Gear's sho t g u n ,  ;md w a s  lea d i n g  t h e  
wa,v. 

.-\ window broke, t l lf'n ;l n o t h er and 
nnother ,  and m e n  ou hidt! c. :urscd as  
the_,. took ch; •m·c· .�h o t s  i n t o  t he d a rk
ened room . This ' I .HI S<"l�du was a l l  
blown u p .  'l'lw explosion : m d  t h e  
shat tered l a m p  had pu t ;l crimp into 
a pedecl p l a n  for munler .  . 

Somebody blu ndered i n t o  Devl in .  
Not Falk.  

·
DeY l in ,  mak ing a hasty 

�carch, had fou n d  Fa l k  lying o n  his 
face, very quiet nnd slack of muscle. 
?\'or was i t  Ebsler, who h n cl q u i t  
shoo t ing.  J t  wns Do"n H icardo, stum
bling nb�ut a n d  moaning soflly with his hands to his  face . Devlin 
caugh t hold of h im a n d  dragged him 
along to I he door. They both bar�ed 
into . Hory, standing close to the  
house while .i\loira's heels t apped a 
running pnt lc1· tow11rd the main 
ga te.  . 

· 

"Get out o'  here, Irish ! "  growled 

Dcvl i u .  He sl u ng the hcltlless Don 
on to the wai t ing  black, and vaulted 
ul' a f t e r  him i n t o  the saddle. Men 
were c-oming on the run into the 
dr i ,·eway from the rea,:: shou ting £or 
sumcbod.v t o  shut. the gate. 

' 'Su r('-righ t il ll"ay ," responded 
Hory, and the shotgun roared its  
buckshot load down the dri veway. He fl ung lht· e m p t ied weapon after 
i t ,  grahbcd a s t irrup lea ther, and 
look oil' along w i t h  the black. 

THEY ca ugh t u p
_ 

with :Moi�
.
a on 

t he 1\";n· l o  t he wmdbrenk. Step 
a long , gi .. · t , · •  De,· l in  cal led tO her. 
" 1 \·e seen vou run that fast with 
o n h- a n  l ri;hmi!tl a fter vou! Sooner 
we " m :,kc the wi ndbreak 

�
the better." 

Hor.'·· h a ngi ng onto the horse and 
the girl . bo t h ,  yelled back: "What 
good·.� the windbreak ?  Can't st<tnd 
'em off long from there!" 

" Do n ' t  need to,'' answered· Dev
l i n .  ''Old Ambrose is somewhere 
alono- here w i t h  horses an' his b u f
falo "'gu n .  I fin a l l y  convinced h i m  
mv inten tions arc good. There he is! 
G�od shot ,  t h a t Ambrose�" 

They piled onto the horses. "Bor
rowed 'em i n  town, ' '  Devl i n  men
tioned, and didn't  th ink i t neces· 
sa •-r to add that  he took t hem from a l;i lch rack. , ; We'll head north an' 
keep goi n ' .  A m b rose, d'you reckon 
you can ride all n ight?" 

" I n  H I V  voulh, s ir ,"  stated Don 
Ambrosi�, ,;1 was known as an excel-
len t-" 

· 

"/Jueno," said De"l in .  "Here's 

�'�h.e;�tfr��� Ri���v i�:!� ���,t.th . Hang 
In the early light of morning they 

rested their we;lry and sweating 
horse:->. The Peloncillo lay far be
h ind down the horizon, and ahead 
rose the·  eroded red hogbacks of the 
)>yram id Mountains. ,  

Don Ambrosio, st iff nnd sore, gQt 
do.wn shakily and lay ou the ground. 
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mumbling snmclh ing a bo u t  old 
bon�s not being what they u sed to 
be. H{lry helped l\loira oul of her 

saddle, and SJJrClHl out a b lomke l for 
her to lie on, while Dcvli11 squatted 
on his heels aml scarehcd h is breast 
pocket for a cigar to Clww on. But 
Don Ricardo stayed in t he saddle, 
Saying not hing. His ha nds wt'rc 
burne1! and powder-blackened , nnd 
he could not hold his  reins, but he 
hn.d managcd somehow to wro1p a 
handkerchief o\·er h is scon:lwd :nH.I 
stream ing eyes . 

]lory gazed reflect ively at Dev l i n .  
"J d o n ' t  know if wc ought to thank 
you or cuss you , but we're s t i l l  a l ive 
an' tha t 's a Jot ! "  he  observed. "How 
did you know where to find that 
powder horn,  anyway?" 

Devlin fished out a br·okcn cignr, 
eyed it with some disp:1ragement, 
a.nd cl:nnped th e end between h is 
teeth. "''Veil, :vou see," he mur
mured, "I took it out of t he box in 
the first pl:lCe, when I went to Am
brose's office, :m '  shoved it  behind 
some books. Figured that was bet
ter than handing it over to Falk, so 
I just brought a long the empty box. 
Ambrose didn't know that. He wns 
some surprised when l went back 
lnst night an ' pulled it out imder. his 
nose." 

Don Ambrosio rnisecl his tired 
head. "It is my profound opinion, 
sir," he announced, "that your 
metl'lods and general conduct are 
nOt those of a scrupulous man ! "  

Devlin nodded gravely. " A s  a 
lawyer, ·sir, your opinio,p is no doubt 
based on wide experience." 

"But what made the durn thing 
explode?" asked Rory, and Don Ri
cardo evinced a somber and macabre 
interest in the painful subject. 

"The gunpowder," said Devlin 
blandly. "I dug the horn empty, 

,fin�d it up wiU1 Ambrose's black 
powder, and plugged it u p  :lgain with 

some o' t h e  ro�i n .  Fig-mf'd lo catch 
Fn lk w i t h  i l .  A m bro�c \\" < I S  to sht�ot 
out  th f' l igh t a�  "oo n ; I S  h e  h ea rd !. h e  
bomg. ..\.." i t  ha ppened . i l  caught 
H ieo, too. Tough luck.  H i(·u ! ' '  

The Don swal lo\\· e d .  h u t  .� t i l l  said 
no t h ing-. : 1ud l)e,· l i n  dre\\" o u l  a long 
wad of ycliO\\" ,\. : I X .  · ·)_"our grnn t  
deed's burif'd in  t h i� .  just  as A m 
brose s a i d  i t "d lw . ' '  he rema rked, 
and los�cd i t  t o  :\ l oir:1 . ".J u st melt 
I he wnx .off : 1 1 1 . t here i t  is .  By th e  
w a y ,  hcre,:lrC t ho,:;e p;lpers t hey stole 
from A m brose . too. ' '  

He dre"·  the pac :ket  of pa pers 
from a large and fat lcnt lwr wn l lct,  
in i t inled · � q .  F.: ·  : 1 1H\ h n ndcd l hem 
over. "Take good cone of  ·em,'' h e  
eoun s�led , ol li e !  p u t  I h e  wodlet hack 
into hi .-; pockd . " ' A m brose w i l l  go 
w i t .h you l o  Lonl,:burg : 1 n '  a tten d  
to every l h ing . Y o u  m a.'· r u n  in to the 
!J·oops om ' "ome law on l hc way 
there. Let Ambmse do the t.:1 lking. 
lnsidc a few weeks .'·ou " l l  be l iving :tt 
La Estrel l a ,  with : d l  tlw Pcloncillo 
for your st:1mpin'  gro u n d ,  :m '  the 
devil only kuows how m:my hend o' 
cat tle to look :1 ft er . Th:1t right,  
Amb1·ose?"" 

Don A m brosio OJX'ned one eye. 
"Decidedly. You may safely take 
possession of t h{' Veln sco est ate ns 
soon as the sold iers ele:1n out those 
gunmen , M iss Moo-y;�rk.''· 1 shall 
he very happy to see you t!Sblblished 
there. You have a charming voice. 
·Er . . . 1 shall ask no fee for my 
services, if  you w i l l  agree to give
m e  some q u iet place on your estate 
lo Jive." 

"Why, of course! "  criefl Moira. 
She g�;-ed next at Hory. "And . 
and-

"Yer�h, sure he will," snid Devlin 
dryly. "Make a good ranch man
ager; too, maybe, i f  you keep him 
away from cards. _ That rem inds me, 
Irish-th at jackpot. · Let's split it 
a n '  no more argmilents." 
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He counted out seven hundred dol

lars and stood u p .  " Beller not loaf 
here too long," he ;uh·ised cri:•ply. 
''Push on ti l l  you gel lo Lonbhurg. 
No, I'm not goi n ' there. Hey, 
wherc's H ico gone?' '  

HE caught up with the Don , half 
a m i le away. H ico rode at a 

walk, chin on his chest, burned hands 
folded on the sadd!ehorn, eyes 
bandaged. He made a lonely figme, 
and a pa thet ic one. He heard Dev
lin draw near, and out of h is new 
world of darkness he sa lvaged 
enough pride to l ift his head and set 
his jaw. 

"Where you goin ' ,  Rico?" Devlin 
i�qu ired p•·escnlly, after t hey had 
ndden in silence for a while.  

Don Ricardo shrugged. "'vVherc 
does one go when one is penniless 
and bl ind,  and has many enem ies ? ��:� it matter? \\11c1·e 'wou ld you 

Devlin pondered on that .  "I 

�.
eckon I'd go to .Juarez," he de<:ided. 
There's a feller there who'd hide 

Satan himself, providin' he had the 
cash to pay. Got a n ice place, at:l' 
q u i t e  a few n ice folks stay there, 
some of 'em permanent.  One o£ 'im 
is a first-class doctOI' who'd know 
whal to do about your eyes. I th ink 
he killed a Lig somehody an' can't go 
home, so he slays there an' always 
needs cash . Optical powder burns 
can be cured, as I know . Yes, that's 
where I'd go, Rico ." 

"Very good advice, no doubt," re
turned 

"
non Ricardo politely. "And 

how would a bl ind man get there? 
And without money, how-" 

" It just so happens," said Devlin, 
"I collected a cash fee last night, an' 
Juarez is righ t where I'm goin'. Care 
to come along?" 

He reached out and gathered up 
the Don's reins. "I shouldn't do this, 
you ornery - cuss," h e  growled, "but 
come on!" 

Don Ricado's white teeth flashed 
in a smile, and Preacher Devlin 
grinned back, and they rode on to
gether toward the Rio Grande and 
Juarez. 

THE END. 

CHANGES IN RANGE CUSTOMS 
MosT or the changes in  range work ha.ve come about as the result of 

progress, efforts to make life easier for both men and stock. In the days 
when all branding was done in the open, a lot of fat was run off the steers 
b;y men who rode through the loosely held herds, roping the calves and drag
gmg them to the branding fires. If for any reason it was nec_essary to_ roa.d
brand the steers, the loss was even greater. To overcome this, the build- ' 
ing of roomy corrals near fenced pastures became an almost universal prac
tice. Calf roundups were held as usual, but instead of the big branding 
times, with two or more ropers riding through the herd, the cows and calves 
of e:1ch brand were separated and taken to the pasture, the calves cut 
away from their mothers, branded and weaned. Now, on most of the large 
ranches, narrow chutes have been built, through which the steers must go 
single file, to be dehorned, branded or vaccinated. It is much easier or-. the 
cattle and less dangerous to men and horses than the old dramatic custom 
of roping them by the head and hind legs and pulling them down. Of 
course these methods are much less exciting and rob the cowboy of a lot 
of excitement and opportunity to show his skill as rider and roper. 
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G H O S T S  OF  THE  D E S ERT 
B Y  D O N  A LV I S O  

W lTEN i t  became known t h a t  
young T o m  Yickert in tended t o  
rompele f o r  the h n u l ing conl rild 
from Dobe Landing to  Goldrock, 
the old-timers around t h e  m i n i n g  
town shook t h e i r  h e a d s .  T h i s  �eel i o n  
of t h e  n e w l v  forma.d Arizona Freigh t 
i n g  Co.'s . ·l ine r a n  smack t h rough 
the middle of Frying P:m Descrl . 
and t h a t  stretch of bl istering sand 
was about as ne;1 r t o  he l l  as :my J i ,·
ing man enr g9t .  

Frank 1-b rkne,;s, w h o  bossed Ari 
zona Freigh t i ng, met young Vickert 
in Dobe Landing the do-1y before the 
trial run . Tom was a lean, ye ! Jo,,·_ 
haired youngster who kne\\" plen t y  
about horses and cattle,  and some
thing about the freighting business.  
His father, l\Iel Vicker\ , had run 
cattle on the Flying V u p  north of 
the desert until about two months 

�:f�
r
�1�����g�lfo�.�����J;.:�l ,.been lost 

Hnrknes,; called a friendly greet
ing, his shrewd eyes running oYer 
Vickert's \Yagons nnd the six 
scrawny mules feeding from the bed 
of the trai ler . 

"Maybe you'd better gin up be
fore you start, TOm," Harkness said 
seriously. "You kn.ow t h e  Frying 
Pan better than any white man 
alive, but with that outfit, you 
haven't got a chance." 

"Competition's open to a nybOdy, 
ain't it?" Tom countered, and went 
on rubbing n eatsfoot i n to harness 
leather. 

"Sure, it. is,'· Harkness !lllswered 
a littJe gruffly. "But 1 hate t.9 see 
a roan waste his time. As you · 
know, this contract is- going to be 

let t o  the nwn "-ho !l l ; lkt:s t h e  best 
t i m t'  rrom hf'I'C lo Go ld ruc-k . l ' \·e 
ju�l bt'en lool� ing oHr Sig J o ndro·s 
o u t fi t .  He':' m ;t k i n g  lht: nm tomor
row with eig-ht  fa;; \ hor,e::: . nnd h e ' l l  
be i n  G o l d ruc-k lw t h e  t i m e  Y U U  
mnkc C o u g n r  \\'e l l ,; . ' '  

• 

" :\ Ln·bc." Y ickert -�a i d  .�of l l v .  
".J o n d rO can afl'ord to  k i l l  four  sp;;n 
of good h o r�eAc,;h by w h i p p i n  · 'em 
onr thnt hot  strip o f  sa n d . B u t  
t h e  1uan \\-hu gel ,;  t h e  co n t ract w i l l  
h ;:J \·e t o  IHOYe your freigh t. w i t h  
m u les .  You \·e Been i n  t h i s  business 
long enough to  know t h a t  horses 
can ' t  s t .1 n d  t h a t  r u n .  Yet .Jondro 
w i l l  k i l l  eigh t good hones t o  get the 
con t r:t c t .  You th ink t h a t 's fa ir� · ·  

Ha rkness shrugged h i s  he:l.\·,v 
shoulders. ' 'There's a n o t her a ngle 
t o  be considere d .  1 \·e got t o  be sure 
that  t h e  man who gel .;;  thi5 job can 
see i t  t h rough . I f  I gi\·e i t  t o  some 
shoestring ou tfi t  t h a t  goe,; to pieces 
after a couple of n m s ,  I ' l l  be respon
sible to  my com pany for the delny." 

Vickcrl con t i n ued h i s  work on the 
hamess. "Sure.  You 're right about 
m e  goi n '  into this on a shoe,;t ring. 
Since Jondro foreclosed on t h e  
Flyin' V, l\·e g o t  n o t h i n '  b u t  l\\·o 
wagons :md these six long-en red 
critters. But your n o tice snid t h i s  
tr ia l  ruh w a s  o p e n  to a n y body t h a t  
wanted to t ry, so I guess I ' l l  just 
give it  a whirl." 

Big Fran k  Harkness nodded ;md 
gave Tom a sympathetic smile.  He 
coul d n ' t  help admiring t h e  young 
man's nerve. When t h ings had 
started going b;rd 'on the Flying V, 
Tom had htken to prospecting out 
on the Frying I>m1 . Humors said 
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that somewhere out on tbat barren 
waste there wa." a ricb ledge of free
milling gold. None of the old-timers 
had ever located that ledge, and 
neither had Tom. But be had 
learned the treacherous washes and 
side canyons o( the Frying Pan like 
a book, and he was depending on 
that knowledge to win the profitable 
contract for hauling between Dobe 
Landing and the mining town of 
Gold rock. 

"Why don't you throw in with 
Jondro?" Harkness asked curiously. 
"He's got to hire a driver anyway, 
and knowin' that strip of desert like 
you do, you'd be a cinch for the 
job." 

Vickert shook his head. "Sig Jon
dro's not the kind of man I could 
work for. I don't l ike his way of 
gcUin' what he wants." 

WS-4C 

Harkness lifted his eyebrows, but 
said nothing. He had heard that 
there was sometbil)g shady about 
the deal when Sig Jondro took over 
the Flying V, but he figured it was 
none of his affair. Abruptly, he 
turned away and strode past the 
duster of buildings that was Dobe 
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Landing, making for the wharf that 
clung to the muddy Colorado's bank. 
Tom Vickert took a can of  m u t ton 
salve from the wagon box and care
fully massaged a sore spot on the 
shoulder of one of his mules. He 
gave his outfi t a last appraising 
�lance and then went toward the 
town's one eating house. 

AS he pa.<;sed the La nding Bar, a 
suddenly loud voice from in

side the saloon drew Tom '." atten
tion.  He went on a few steps and 
then swung around abruptl ,v and 
pushed into the saloon . Heavy
bodied Sig Jondro s t ood at  tbe far 
end of the ba1·  next to the free lunch . 
Tbc wither_�d figure of a man lav 
squirmingin the sawdusl.  The big 
wagon boss gave the ragged shape a 
vicious kick and turned his back to 
J)()U r  another drink and gulp i t  
down. 

Jondro paid no attention n.s Tom 
walked the length of the bar and 
lifted the fallen man from the floor. 
Blood ran from the oldster's tooth� 
less mouth and a livid bruise showed 
on his wrinkled forehead just above 
his sunken left eye. Tom set the 
old fellow on his feet and held his 
swaying body upright by a firm grip 
on a bony unn. 

"You hurl  batl, Ben ?" Tom asked . 
The oldster shook his head, saying 
nothitfg. Tom led him to a cha ir  by 
a card table and then turned to face 
Sig Jondro. The big man had swung 
his b�k to the bar and stood with 
his thick elbows hooked over the 
mahogany edge, a glass · ·of whiskey 
held carelessly i n  his right hand. 

"Better git that tramp out o·  licre, 
afore I let him have it  aga.in," Jon� 
dro said unpleasantly. "Gittin' so 
a white man can't eat in this tO\vn 
without havin' his grub picked over 
first by � filthy bum." 

Tom knew now what had started 

the trouble.  Old Ben had tried � 
help h i msetr to t he free l u nch and 
,Jondro had object e d .  Standiug 
t h ere measu ring ,To n d ro 's wide, 
hcav�r shape, Tom felt  h i .� dislike for 
I he Loul!y rising to  a reckless fever. 
Jondro \\":IS an nih·-skinned man 
with a short ,  hrist ! i n.� mu st ach e, fl a t  
face, and s h ag·gy black b r o w s .  He 
was  not only a power  i n t h is terri
tory t h ro ugh the i n fluence of his 
many holdi ngs . but h e  h :HI broken 
p len ty of men bigger t h an Tom 
Vicker\ . Torn wan t ed no quarrel 
w i th him now on the C\'e of this race 
fOI' the freigh ting con t ra c t . but Jon
dro's arrogant and O\·crbc;n·ing ways 
lwd nagged at his even tern per for a 
long t i m e .  

' 'You 're a l i t tle too quick to knock 
people around, ,Jondro," '  Tom said 
calmly. ' 'Especia! ly someone that 
can't hit back." 

Jondro's fat l ips pu lled apart, 
showing large d iscolored Leeth un
der the black mus t ache . "Maybe 
you'd like to t ry some o f  this hit� 
tin' back . Ma,ybc you 'd l i ke to get 
i n  your two bits' worth n o w ,  'cause 
I'm thinkin' that after tomorrow you 
ain'-t goin' to have :\ hel l  of a lot to 
say." 

"If you want i t  tha t  way, I guess 
you might as well gel i t out  of  your 
system," Vickert answered quietly. 
"You've been hankcrin' for i t  for a 
long time." 

· 

Jondro let the half-emptied whis
key gluss slip from his  t h ick fingers. 
\'Vithout warning, his right hand 
clenched nnd i n  the same move he 
l unged forward, driving his fist i nto 
Vickert's jaw. The blow landed 
with a sharp snap, and Vickert 
reeled backward to crash over a 
card table and fall face down on 
the floor. 

Sig Jondro kicked a chair out of 
his way and followed up quickly. 
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While  Tum w;t.s  s t i l l  • la zed hy t lwt  
first s t u n n i n;..:- bl t rw,  .lond rn ! tlOVCtl 
to sl.'l.nd over him, n_•: 1dy I n  slonlt> 
him w i t h h i s  IH':I vy-snkd boo \ s .  
T h a t  w a s  t h e  b i g  ll) O i l l  •. 'j w: �y o r  figh t 
ing,  ;Hl t l  t he r i n g  of un lookc.:rs held 
their  brea t h  a s  .Jondru lwand him
sci � a n t. !  l i fkd h i s  r i�ht  font  ror  t he 
swmg.  

One instant  bef,-,rc t lu• boo t 
reachetl h i m ,  Tum t wi s t ed w i t h  cal
like speed a n d  ro l led u n t o  h i !:>  b:wk.  
H is knees sna pped n p  t o  double h i s  
legs over h i s  b o d y .  : � n d  . Jrmdro, fol
lowing t h rough on 1 1w k i · · k  t h a t  
m issed, was caught o i l' b:dancc for : 1  
spl it  set·o n t l .  'l'llt'll Tom's ft' d  t !rovc 
out, s t r i k i ng .l c o tu Jn -,  sq l l : l rl' !_v in t he 
m iddle,  :llHI t h e  l • ig t n a n ·,., breath  
rasped i n  a sudt lcu l • •rt l l l'(� t l  gust . 

With t h e  l i t  he spt:c:d of  you t h , 
Tom w;ts on h i s  fed . dosing in on 
his oppon en t . l -l i s  r igh t s  :llld Jdts 
tore ut t h e  big m:m ·.-. f 1 : 1 t  face a n d  
tough ly musc1 ; la r b o d y ,  d r i v ing h i m  
back , b u t  t lo ing l i l l ie d:� m:1g:e. But  
.Jondro was sc:�soned atHI  a n  old 
hand at rough - :m d - t u m blc fighting. 
He lwd t h e  n d v :• n t :�gc of long ex· 
pericnce :md forty pou nds of br:l w n .  
H i s  thick ches t re;�chctl f o r  a ir, :md 
while Tom con t inued to d•·ive h i m  
back, .Jon(lro w:1 t dl('d f o r  :m open
ing and swung. 

Thut blow sent Tom crnshing to
wlird the bar.  As he fel l ,  h is  head 
cracked shnq>ly :•g:1 i n s t  the solid 
hra.ss rnil, but he staggered to his 
lect in time to meel the next rush 
of  his iron-muscicd adversa •·y . Shak
ing'  his head dazedly, Tom dodged 
ant1 feinted , ripping i n  quick blows 
that cut Jondro's dark skin, drn.wing 
hh.>od· from the man's flat face. 

Then, by sheer weigh t , Jondro 
pushed ·his  way past Tom's guard 
ant..! again there was the sharp crash 
of the big mnn's fist on Tom's jaw. 
The blow sounded like a mcn.t 
cleaver slapped. flat agninst a thick 

raw steak .  lis fo.-cc snapped Tom 
batk ag:1 inst  the L:tr where his lean 
hot ly went l imp,  and t hen slipped to 
t he S:tWdl JS\ ·('11\'ei'Cd f!�IOI'. 

.Jondro rushed in  and l::111ded one 
power"fnl kick against  t he fallen 
m:m's ches t .  I hen crouch et l  to jump 
w i t h  both feet u pon V ickert's sense
less body. 

From the fringe of t h e  crowtl that 
h ad gat hered to watch the figh t, 
Fra n k  Hark ness called: ; , 1  think 
t h a t 's enough , .Jondru. C u t  i t.  out!" 

ll loot!  lust burned in  Jondro's 
.smal l  eyc:-o, but un der Harkness' 
stern ;1nd slcacly g:t ze, the oily
s\;; i n ned freight er boss held motion
less. The b;u·kcep- lcuned over the 
b:tr and pon rcd :l bucket or water 
o\·cr Tom . The l a t t er stirred and 
rol led over, a n d  old Hen sidled 
around the sem ici rcle of on lookers 
mal helped h i m  to  h i s  feet. As the 
lwo men passed out of the saloon; 
Sig Jondro threw a part ing taunt.  

"Th a t 's just n sample,  Vickert. 
I f  1 meet you ou t on Fryin' J>an to
morrow, l'l l top you o ff real proper." 

AFJ'ER wash i ng u p  at the well 
back of the ea ting house, Vick

ert and old Rcn went inside and 
took stools at the counter. Ben's 
d:1rk-skinned :md shriveled figure 
was a. more or less famil iar sight 
th rough this part of the Arizona 
desert. His full name was Ben Allee, 
and beyond !hal folks didn't  know 
anything about h im , except that he 
came and wen t with the silence of an 
lndian,  and had been thrown out of 
every saloon a long the tra i l for try
ing to help h i mself to the free lunch. 

Some said that Ben was an 
Apache , OllC or Geronimo 's warriors 
that had l ived on beyond his lime. 
Others claimed that he was just a 
shi ftless o ld Mexican, but ndmilted 
that his thin face and narrow nos
trils gave his withered countenance 
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a look they had OC\'Cr seen on a 
l\Iex or an Indian. 

Tom Yickert had known old Ben 
Allee through most of his boyhood. 
As a boy, he had of\en taken grub 
from the Flying V cook shan ty- in a 
gunny sack and ·ridden out to the 
edge of the Frying Pnn in the e\·e
ning to meet the dried-up old de;;ert 
rat. Ben had shown Vickert a l l the 
mysterious rock-rimmed s ide can
�·ons in that str ip of treacherous des
ert during the months when Vickert 
]WO.spected for the free-mill ing ledge. 
The old man didn't believe the ledge 
was t here, but he helped Tom lo�k 
just the snme, and Tom got to know 

tlie Frying Pan from one end to t he 
other . 

Tom ordered a meal for the .iwo 
o£ them and while they were wait
ing to be served, spoke to Ben in a 
lfutdly tone. "You know you can't . 
eat free lunch in a saloon unless you 

buy a drink. So you might just as 
wel l q u i t  tr,,· i n ' .  How come you 
shower! up here <1t t!w .Landing?" 

Ben's good rig-h t  eye t winkled and 
he leaned clo�cr t o  Tom. "My 
friend, r hear t h i ngs on t h e  night 
wind.  1 hear  you arc goi n g  t o  make 
t he �.

l ri \·e ow·r Fr:--· ing P a n  tomor
row. 

Tom's l i ps pu l led i n t o  •ln u n der
standing .�m i l e .  · ·Su re, B e n ,  yott're 
a\w;n·,; he:1 r i n ·  th in�,; .  And I sup
po,;c

� 
you j u s t  sort �of  figu re to go 

nlong?''  
Ben �\Uec uodded . ; 'Yes, my 

• fr·iend," lte S<l i d  q u i e t J ,\', a nd re!l tO 
work on his plat e  of be:ll\S. The two 
men ate in  .� i lence,  a n d  when they 
were fi n ished , Tom led th e way to 
a grounded ba rge;.• on t h e  sloping 
river bank. A lt>nt  h a d  been pitched 
on the warped deck of the barge. 
Tom pushed pa;;t the H a ps and 
spoke to the w h i t e - h a i red man who 
lay on the blankets.  

"Hello,  d a d .  How do you feel 
now?''  

:\-lei Vickert looked up a t  h is son 
with sunken, fevered eyes. "J>urly 
fair, Tom. But you d o n ' t  n eec! to 
go frettin' about me. I' l l  make i t  
al l  right t i l l  we k i n  Jigger a w a y  t o  
g e t  downriver and h a v e  these in
nards o: mine fixed up." . 

Tom nodded . "Sure, you will, 
,dad .  And I'm layin' .  a bet th at after 
tomorrow we'll have what it takes 
to get you doctored up right/' 

"Then you're set on tryin'  for that 
freightin' CQntract?" 

"Sure, and 1'1 !  get it, too," TOm 
replied with more confidence than 
he actual ly felt .  "1 a im to make 
enough o ff  that haulin'  job to buy 
back the Flyin' V." 

"You ain't drivin' alone tomor
row, are you ? "  h i s  father asked. 

'"I'll say I'm n o t .  Ben's going 
along." 

Mel Vickert sh_ ifted his ha.ggard 
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eyes to Ben A l l e<', :1 ntl from the 
tent:s far corner I he dc:;crt rat  smiled 
b3.Ck toolh less l v .  

A shade o f  w�m·y crossed the elder 
Vit�kerl 's l i n ed face. ' · J suppose you 
heard :t boul .Jed Larki n ,  t h e  other fel ler t ha t  was go in ' to try to buck 
Jondro ou the run tomorro w i' "  

"Yeah , I heard about J e d , "  Tom 
answered. "Talk around town h a s  it 
that he just  plain backed ou t , but I 
happen to  know differen t .  Jondro 
tried to  h ire Jed to drive his o u tfi t 
and .Jed turned h i m  do\\' n .  Then 
somet im e la  ... �t n igh t something hap· 
pened to t hree of Larkin's mules
something t h a t  m;ldc 'em go lallle. 
Jondro went to see .Jed ag:1 in this 
mornin' ,  and Jed had ch anged his 
mind .  He's driv in ' for  Jondro ." 

The sick man pursed h is lips 
though tfu l ly. "You a in 't askin' me 
to guess what lamed them mules, 
are you, Tom?" 

"\Ve don't n eed to guess ," Tom 
said bitter ly . 'Tve k n o w n  a ll along 
that Sig Jondro d idn 't have t.he guts 
to make that driYe through the 
Fryin ' Pan by h imself, and the only 
way he could hire · a dri\·er was to 
get someone in a corner like he did 
Jed Larkin . Jed can make it through 
all right,  and he probably wil l .  He's 
got a. wife and four kids at Gold· 
rock, and he'd take a lot before he'd 
see them go hungry." 

Mel Vickert tossed restlessly on 
his makeshift bed. " Well, you._ bet· 
ter turn in and get some sleep, 
Tom," he said final ly. "Three 
o'clock in the morn in' comes awful 
early." 

Tom turned to leave the tent, 
"I'm sleeping with the wagons," he 
said over his shoulder. "I don't want 
any lame m ules in the mornin' .  Ben 
will stay here "'ith you till it's time 
for us to start." 

Wa)king back toward his· outfit, 

Tom reflected on h is b ther's illness. 
He knew that n o  doctor could cure 
the t hing t hat ailed :Mel Vicker\. 
His f<1ther had taken sick righl <tfter 
Jondro had foreclosed on the . Fly
ing V. The former cattleman ta lked 
abou t his " innards," but Tom knew 
that his f<tther was slowly dying of 
discouragement aud a broken heart . 
The only way lo save :Mel Vickert 
wa...<; to put h im back o n  the F1y
ing V. 

T�!� '���in;.
ng 

f;Liree ��:�n��� 
sti l l  hung over Dobe Landing, he 
led the six mules down to the river 
and let them drink their fill .  Then 
he went over to the eating house 
and had his breakfast. His jaw was 
s o  sore from Jondro's pounding that 
he  cou ld hardly chew, bu t he man
aged a grin wbeu the man behind 
the counter wished him luck on the 
run. 

Tom brought his three canvas wa
ter bags from the wagon and filled 
them at the pump back of the eat· 
ing house. It was still dark when 
he returned to hitch up the mules. 
At three o'clock he drove do\\-n to 
the wharf where Ben Allee was wait
ino- for him, . and lined his wngons 
a.l�ngside the pile of freight. Tins 
of lard, sacks of beans, and bnrrels 
of whiskev, bundles of shovels, picks 
and singlejack�, kegs of nails, ba.les 
of fuse, and cases of blasting po'vder. 

Ariwna Freighting men swarmed 
around TOin's wagon and began to 
load. When they finished four tons 
of the assorted merchandise would 
be stacked solidly i n  the beds.  On 
the far side ·of the freight pi le, Tom 
could see Sig Jondro's outfit loading 
from the oppOsite edge. Jed Lar
kin was there supervising the load
ing, and Jondro stood off in the 
shadows watching all that went on. 

At four o'clock shtl.rp }""'rank 
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Harkness fired the signal ·  gun and 
the two heavily loaded outfits pulled 
away {rom the wharf at Dobe L:;�n d
ing. As soon as the wheels of Jon
dro's wagons struck the soft sand, 
the big man uncoiled a long stock 
whip and cracked it  sharply O\'Cr 
the backs of the laboring spans. The 
spirited horses plunged forward 
against the collars and broke into a 
pl unging r u n .  While Jondro waved 
his arms and shouted from the seat 
of the lead wagon, his outfit rolled 
quickly up the sloping river bank 
and left Dobe Landing behind . 

Vickert 's six mules leaned steadily 
against their load. The heavy wag
ons behind them seemed hardly to 
move

_ 
as they strained up away from 

the nver. Pa.st the town the mules 
settled to  a brisk rhythmic walk, a 
pace they could hold for a long time, 
but one tba.t soon left them far be
hind Sig Jondro's racing fOur-span 
team. Harkness rode past, mounted 
on a big dun and trailing two pack 
animals loaded with water bn.gs. He 
would push on to Golclrock to be 
there when the first freight out-fit 
arrived. 

From his seat beside Vickert, Ben -
Allee grunted. "Jondro's a fool, I 
think." 

"Sure. Foolish like a fox," Vick
ert replied gloomily as he frowried 
at the receding backs of Jondro and 
Jed Larkin. "Harkness didn't specify 
that this test run was to he made 
with the same equipment used later 
to haul the freight. I spent my last 
cent for two wagons and six nfules, 
because I knew I'd need mules to 
do _ the job. Tomorrow, when we 
ketch up with Jondro at Goldrock, 
he'll probably buy my outfit at his 
own price. That's just how foolish 
Sig Jondro is." 

"Mebbe so, my friend," Ben said 
softly, relapsing into silence. 

QUAllTEIUNG nort hc:1 s t  from 
Dobe L:HJding, lhC' Fry ing Pan 

stretched narrowly bctwC'cn two vast 
reaches of rearing and jagged rock. 
On account of t he i r  cred a·nd tow
ering shapes. these rocks had been 
named the Needles, and t he.v formed 
a m iles-long impassable barrier with 
on ly a s trip of burning sand in be
tween . Past the Needle,;, lh e Fry
ing Pan desert widened i n to a haze
shrouded and mirage-h n u n ted waste
land bordered by abruplly ascend
ing rock mesas into whose wn.lls 
myriad canyons and coulees cut back 
to lure the traveler from his way. 

By mid-forenoon Jondro's outfit 
was lost from sight, rar ahead in 
the distant desert haze. When the 
burning sun stood d i rectly over
head , Tom pulled the m u les in to the 
sca n t  shade of a rear i ng bou lder to 
let them rest .  

Cl imbing down from the s�a.t; 
Tom wen t toward the water bags 
hanging alongside the wagon bed. 
With one hand outstretched toward 
the nearest bag, his eyes widened 
and he froze in  his t t·acks. The 
three canvas bags were flat and dry, 
and the sight of them made Tom's 
tongue feel parched and th ick in hi3 
mouth. He jerked one of the bags 
from the hook and looked closely at 
the seam a_long the bottom . There 
was a tiny hole near the lower cor
ner , a clean-cut gash that could" have 
been made only by the point  of a 
knife. The other two bags had been 
similarly punctured. There was no 
doubt in Tom's mind that .Jondro 
had bribed one of the Arizona. 
Freighting men to puncture the bags 
during the loading of the freight . 
He turned toward Ben with a trou
bled frown. 

"That means no drink till we get 
to Cougar Wells, and we'll have to 
do some steady travel in' to make the 
wells by night." 



GITO�IS OF TilE DERERT 
b:wk to the, wn�ons. He was wor
ried about the sixth mule, fearing 
that it was either .sick or too cx
h :mstecl to drink. 

While Tom and Ben Allee ale their 
su pper from cooked food carried in 

"Drink , m v friend ,''  he inv i ted . t.hc grub box, the round desert moon 
"The bag- is  ;ma l l . hu t we ca n  fi l l it crept u p  pa .-;t t.he rock mesas, elch
ngain at Couga r Wells ." i n g  the face of the desert in ils 

Vicker\ dr; � t tk a n d  m;ulc a wry ghostly lighl . A sudden comrno
face. He rcnwntbcred t h is old enm- l ion over by the w;1gons drew Tom's 
clskin b;1g 1\"Cl l .  Ben ha d l.'<ll"ricd it Hllent ion . One of the mules lurched 
for yea rs. lt Hmsl. h a.vc l w<'n tilled forward, went. to its knees, ;1nd fell 
and empl i(•d mnrc t h ;m a lh ous:wd t.o the s:md,  kicking convulsively. 
times, but i t  s t i l l l"('Ckcd w i t h  t.hc Two more qu ickly followed, and be
d isagreea b le odor or  \he Jl< IChydcrm. fOI"C m:lny minutes had passed; five 
As Hen l i f ted the hag t o  his t h i n ly of the animals lay dead on the moon
puckered l i ps, Ton1  cou l d n ' t  help lit. sand . 

01,1 Bel l  A llee shruggccl a t l c l pullet! 
bnck h is r;1ggcd I.'Oa l .  Slu nl-{ from a 
strip of l 1 id(• n\'t'l" h is shou lder, he 
carr i,·d a sma l l  t ·aHwlskin hag. He 
swung the ba;:..:- up on its tho l lg" to
ward Tum . 

smiling. He rN ·a l l t>d t h e  da ys when With a baleful gleam · in his good 
he and Ben h a d  prolipecl cd ovt>r th i s  right eye, Ben went toward the wa.� 
same region . Often t hey hnd drunk terhole . He tijpped his finger into 
from this �;1nw � J id skin bag. the tepid pool and touched i l  to his 

"One g(' l s  u:-:cd to t he ('anwl t :1ste, sharply pointed tongue. His wrin
my friend , "  Bt:tl  h ad !'aid often . kled fo1cc twiStetl into a. t:,>Timacc of 
"And besides, i f" the water is  not so disgust and he begnn searching the 
good, a num does nul drink so low growth o1round t.he walerhole. 
much ." J>rescntly he picked up a round tin 

When l .hc m u les h ;u} rested . they can and went back to wl1ere Tom 
pushed on <l){:l i n  li Jward t h e  n orth- was examining the dead mules. 
east. Amu nd .�tm!'d the  1'1a:f.c l ifted Tom glanced at the label on the 
a little, :mel f:n· nl1cad Tom coultl can and his breath pulled hard be
sec the st.r;lggl ing green growth tween his teeth. "Arsenic!" he 
around Coug:1 r Wells .  The weary rasped. Then with bitter sel£-con-

�i��st�1�1 ���ff�t111 ��; \�;si�J1�1\.1�% !1�� :����
a;��::gh ·;�v�1o:i�h;t �o��;: 

terholc, darkness had fallen over would pull a trick like that? He 
the desert. gels here first, waters his horses; fills 
The two men unhooked the ani- his own bags, ;1nd then poisons the 

mals :md led them to the slwllow · waterhole. How much wn.ter you 
pool . Thirsty as the mules were, got left, Ben ?" 
they sniffed a.nd nH:f.:f.lct! at the wa- The oldster lifted the camelskin 
tcr for • severn ! minutes before five bag for his inspection. A scant quart 
of them finally decided to drink. of liquid remained. The two men 
Cougar Wells had a lways been noted drank sparingly, a.nd then ToJU's 
for the heavy mineral content of its ga:f.C swung eastward over the seem
water,. making it unpalatable for ingly endless expanse of Flying Pan. 
man and beast :l.likc. All but one Sixty miles of arid and barren sand 
of the team drank their fill :1t the lay between t.he Wells and Goldrock. 
waterhole, and then Tom led them The remaining mule, even without 
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water, migh t carry one of them to 
the mining town. 

"Ben. suppo;;e you ride into Gold
rock," Tom said dully.  "Ike Peavey 
a t  t he feed barn wiH loan you a 
couple of horses. I'll  sta:v and watch 
the wagons until you get back. Bet
ter le:we word for Harkness." 

Ben slowlv shook his head. "�o, 
m�· friend. \:ou go and I will stn,L 
The desert is nw home. I am l ike 
the camel. If I have water, I drink. 
l f  there is none-I wait.'' 

s�;��;!·r;;�-�c� ,J.�n;1�� :l:�d�1�11 :��� 
tention. His young race suddenly 
lighted ":i t h  newborn hope. He 
stc:pped close to his friend and laid 
an eager hand on the bony shoulder·. 

"Do you suppose . . .  do yon think 
that maybe Betl  and :Bess might st i l l  
be owr t here i n  Jawbone G u lch?'' 
he nsked eagerly-. 

Ben Allee's good right eye gleamed 
in the bright moonlight, and then 
opened wide1·. He swung around to 
gaze toward the tmvering mesa rim. 
Almost due sou th of Cougar Wells, 
Jawbone Gulc·h cut it.s  long crooked 
\vay back inlo the rock wall which 
hemmed the deserl .  From the wa
terhole, the men could see the mouth 
of the gulch only as a bl•ack maw 
between oYCrhanging ledges of rock. 

As he grasped Tom ' s .  thought, 
Ben's toothless mouth widened in  a 
satisfied g!'in.  He Scampered to the 
one mule that remained on its feet, 
unbuckled the harness and threw it 
to the sand. 

"Perhaps it  can - be done, my 
friend," Ben said as he climbed onto 
the mule's back. -"I will ride to the 
gulch rind see. While I am gone, 
you fix the harness. The tugs must 
be long-a wide breastband and no 
collar." 

·Ben dug his heels into the mule's 

sides ami headed oul over the des
ert. Tom pul led the h a rness from 
the dead mu les, and "" i t h  his jack
knife hegan spl ic ing t u gs and fash
ioning m akeshif t  hrcastbands from 
the co l lar  pad,; :m d o t h e r  p:1rts of 
the IMrncss. He worked w i th th e  
feverish haste  o f  a m a n  \Yho has just 
gl impsed a ra.v o f  hope past the dis
mal gloom of hopele.:;s l';t i lu re .  

lf B e n  Allee ·.� m i .�.-<ion succeeded, 
the.'· \\'OU l ( l  gd t h e  1\'a,truns t h rough 
to Gold rock.  Joudro. by d riv ing the 
life o u t  o f  h i s  eigh t - h o rse team, 
would probabl.'· reach t h e  mining 
town hou rs ahead,  L u i  a certain 
pride deep dt)\\ n i n  Torn Vickert's 
n a t ure made h i m  d e l (' n n i ned \o gel 
his wagon,; <l lld t h e i r  ca rgo th rough 
to their des t in :ll ion eYen if he had 
no chance of w i n n i n g  \ h e  con t ract. 

Two hour.�, perhap;,; t h ree, .slipped 
qu ickly by wh i le Tom comp leted the 
job on the harne.�,;. He straight
ened up am! t u rned \ o  gnze south
ward over the Fn·ing P11n .  Some
where on the f,u· I;les;l r i m ,  a coyote 
howled d ismal !.'·, but n o  movemen t 
on the desert floor gan• h i n t  of old 
Ben's retu m .  Vickcrt took a bucket 
from the wa,i·ons .  a n d  began haling 
out  the w:derhole.  Other men and 
animal;; would pass th is  way, and 
the pool, emptied or its poison, 
would fil l  again with w;t\er that was 
safe to drink. 

The time seemed lopg before two 
tal l ,  awkward shapes came out of 

· the moonlight's shadows, traveling 
with a rolling, swaying gait toward 
the waterhole.  Two lean an d  tow
ering shapes whose presence t"eemed 
weird and gho;,tlike here on Frying 
Pan . Bess and Bell !  They ap
proached with surprising speed, Ben 
Allee's scrawny figure perched 
astride one of the humped and 
shaggy backs. 

It was three years since Ben had 



GHOSTS OF THE DESERT , •• 
led Tom Vicker\ bnck in to the mys
terious si lence of  ,J a wbone G u lch and 
showed him t l 1 c  t wo ea mels whose 
existence h e  lwd a lwnys kept a se
cret . A f t e r  his fi rst amazemen t , 
Tolll ha d realized t h a t  he wns look
ing at whal were ·most probably the 
last two of  a herd o r  ca mels imported 
years bdore by the government to 
carry ma i l a n d  later  t u rned loose 
when the project was  �h:m donh.l . 
But though th ere. was a logi<"al ex
planat ion for t h e  p resence of the nni
m:ds on the Arizona deser t ,  Tom had 
never ceased to wonder at  tlwm . 

He watched now, w ide-eyed, ns 
old Ben brough t the h,·o hu mped 
and h u lking brutes to a stop in fronl 
of the wagons .  Bess and Bell were 
half wi ld  from th e ir yca!'S of forag
ing for themsekes on t h e  open des
ert, but theY �ccmed to  know the 
old man w\10 drow them,  They 
sniffed at Tom suspic iou sly, and his 
nostrils cnughl the powerful stench 
so inseparable frorn the pachyderm ,  
the s a m e  persistent o d o r  which sti ll  
clung to Ben A l l ee's skin water bag. 

' "Keep back, my fr ien d ," the old 
man warned , as he slid to the ground 
ami began hamessing the camels. 
"Bess a nd Bell ,  they know old Ben, 
but with vou thev are Hfraid." 

Crooni�·
g unint�el l igible words and 

alternately stroking the shaggy 
hides, Ben h it ched the two gangling 
brutes to the heavily loaded wag
qns. Then he grasped the tuft of 
coarse hair atop Bell's hump ami 
drew himself astride her sharp
ridged ba.ck. At Ben 's peculiarly 
guttural command the camels leaned 
forward , felt the breast bands 
tighten against their forequarters, 
aild then slacked off in half-fright
ened restlessness. 

Ben cursed and coaxed and "kicked 
his s�arp heels against their tough 
sides; and at last persuaded them to 

lay their . st rength aga inst the load. 
The st r:mge caranm mm·ed for· 
ward . A lop Bell's towering a n d  awk· 
ward shape the old man kepL up a. 
weird and consl11nt crooni ng. Sit
ling on Lhe piled f1·eigh l of the rear 
wagon,  Tom ma rYeled at the speed 
with which they mond oYer the 
flat floor of the desert . 

Cougar Wells · was soon left be
hind.  After that  they picked up the 
tracks of Jondro·s wagons and 
passed the carcass of one o! his 
horses, sprawle.d upon the sand. An 
hour la ter they came upon three 
more dark blots lying limp and mo
tionless beside the lrail. Three dead 
horses, and from the howling cries 
which cut the night's stillness, Tom 
knew that the hungry cats back in 
the rock canyons had ca ught the 
scen t of meat. 

cu'�'\d�,,��gl
;�-���

s
�� ���:n ca��l�lS b=�� 

greedy as he was, Jondro
. 

''ould 
drive the other spans o n  hll they 
dropped in their tracks. To

.
m's 

parched tongue felt rough agamst 
his cheeks, and his hate for the bul
lying .Jondro ate a t  him like a burn
ing fever. 

As the moon's rim touched the 
bleak western horizon, Tom 

saw Jondro.'s outfit faintly ou tlined 
on the trail ahead: As they drew 
nearer, Tom saw that the wheels of 
the other wagons were bogged dov.-n 
in the sand.  Jondro stood up in the 
bed of the lead wa.gon and his slash
ing whip cut cruel!y against the 
backs of the floundering horses. 

Ben veered the camels aside to 
pass the stalled !t·eight wagons at a 
safe distance to the south. Vickert 
saw Jondro's wheel horses go down, 
and the leaders in tortured·' panic 
snapped the hitch . The reins were 
jerked from Jed Larkin's hp.nds and 
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the lead span plunged forward, leav
ing the wagons behind. Larkin 
leaped down from the seat and came 
running toward Tom's wagons. 
Tom called to Ben to stop. 

Tom could see Sig Jendro half 
crouched by the wheel of one of his 
stalled wagons; caught the glint of 
moonlight on a shiny gun in the 
bu lly's hand. Then screaming lead 
and crashing explosions shattered 
the silence of the n ight . Tom 
jumped down from the h igh-pi led 
freight and started toward Jendro's 
wagons. Bending low, he zigzagged 
as he ran forward . Jendro's lead 
sought h is flesh hungrily, but his 
lean shape was a weaving and diffi
cu lt largcl in the fa iling l ight . As 
he closed u p  the distance, he counted 
the crashes of Jendro 's gun .  

Three-four-five. A pause. 
Was that all, or was the hi"' freirrht 
boss saving the sixth bullet? So�ne 
sudden wh isper of inst inct made 
Tom throw himself to the sand just 
as another fan of - flame spat from 
the muzzle of the gun . Theil he 
leaped forward, his toes d igging into 
the sand. 

Jondro met his rush with a slash-

vantage now. While Tom side
stepped ligh t ly,  s h i f t i n g  to  avoid 
Jondro's hanl·s w u n g  blows, t he big 
freighter bo.�s was h a m p�red hy the 
footing o£ fine loose san d .  , 

Tom's long arms sna pped gash ing 
blows past Jondm's gua rd , s lowly 
but surel.v wear ing him down . Once 
again Jondro pressed i n  close and 
swung up > l  knee t o ward his  oppo
nent's gro i n .  Tom sidestepped and 
arced a crash ing right to the big 
man ·s temple as he lunged past. 
Jondro grun ted and went down 
heav i ly . 

Pan t ing for brc:1 l h ,  Tom stood 
over the fallen man. w a i t i n g  for h i m  
to st :lgger to  his  fee t .  Jondro got 
to his hand-" and knees, poised a 
moment , and then SJ}I"ang upward 
and forward . His p l u n ging drive 
landed a hard blow to Tom's face , 
and the young nHm shook h i s  yel
low head, at once driving i n  to  knock 
Jondro spraw l in;; on the sand.  

Again the freigh ter bo;;s  s taggered 
to his feet, and Tom summoned all 
his strength to send him cra s h i n g  
backward again . This time Jondro 
lay still. 

in� downstroke of the gun's banel. AT the eas tern edge o f  Fryi ng Pan 
V1ckert caught that blow on his fore- Desert, the town of Goldrock 
arm and drove his fist to Jondro's clung precariously to the rocky side 
flat dark face. l\lingled fright and of the mountain.  Frank Harkness 
hate burned in the big man's eyes. was u p  early . He had h is bre3k
Pressing in close, his hammer-hard fast and then weut out to lean 
fists Railed cru .<;hing blows on Tom, against the wheel of nn ore wagon 
then landed a right that sent the while he scanned the fnr s tretch of 
young man back on his heels. Tom the lower deserl. As the morning 
swayed and dropped W the sand, sun cleared the saw-tooth mountain 
hut he was up again before Jondro ridge, Harkness sudden ly jerked 
could get at him with his feet. erect and his unbcl ie\'ing gaze fixed 

Tom's dry Wngue {elt thick and on a blot moving eastward across 

rough against the roof of his mouth . the desert ftoor. 
His lungs seemed ready to burst "When Tom Vickcrt and Ben Allee 

- with each gasping breath of the light brought their strange outfit to a stop 
dry air, but he fought on desper- at the edge of the mining town , 
ately. Jondro's weight was no ad- · ·everybody in town was on h and to 
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med. th l'm . lb rkncss s:1w ,Jed J.:u- mls\\'t'rt'd sul lenly, "Ycnh ,  I guess 
kin jump down fnnn t h e  lc:ul w;1gon tha t 's righL" 
nnd hu rrv O\"<'r to his wi fe. who Frnnk H:u·kncss grinr1c1l nnd 
wa i t t'd m; t h e  fri nge of t h e  crowd. reached up to gr:�sp Tom 's hnnd. 
Sig .J ondro .":l l lm lkn ly 1111 t h e  wagon "Wel l ,  J gut'SS w i t h  t h is frcigh lin� 
sc:1L :1 bc;d c.·n m a n ,  h is l la t  face torn contr;a:l. ,YOU can pay Sig off, a l l  
��1tj����:��--;-.��1cJ11;������·-� loweretl rig.���·::l looked pleaserl .  " I l ake i t  

/\, drunk SLl _!!gercd out on to the lhat means I gel the job?" 
porch of the Bun: l t l z;� Sa loon , took '"Why not ?" 1-brkness clem:�ndcd. 
one look a \  Bess ; �nd Bel l .  and cov- "You earned it , didn't you ? But it 
crcd h i ." c.\"es with h i s  sh : 1 k ing hands. hc:t ls me how you can start out from 
"Jnmpin' .Jclwsa pha t !  I 'm sccin '  Dobe Landing with six mules and 
th ings!" he shr i 1 ·kcd.  and reeled end up in Goldrock with two slink-
backw:l rd i n t o  t h e  s;duon . ing cnmcl!i! ' ' 

Harkncii:O; cdl:(ed \l' : � 1·i ly p:l sl Bess Tom slid down from the seat, 
and Bel l ,  nHwin;..:· l'lose t o t he wagon grinning. "f 've got to thank Ben 
to stare up :1\ Tt � 1 1 1  Vi1 ·hr t . ' "What for that ," he declared . "l\·fost folks 
is t.h ist'  he cxpo.� l u ln t cd . '") don't around he1·c have f01·got that back 
qui te-" in the '50s the government brought 

",J ust a minu t e . " '  Tum i n t errupted . ::: a�· a�11.��;.t:"�;::���tA��zZ���y ·��� "Jon.Jro h : 1 s got a I i L l  lc piece he scheme didn't work out and they w;mts l o  srwak bc·fure he forgets." finally turned the brutes loose to He t urnccl to t lH' su lking ligurc al drift . M o s t  of them have either died his side. ' "Co ahead, ./undro, and or been k i l led off, and long ago the tel l these fo l ks how you docton�d Arab drivers tha t  came over with 
f��n

ll�� t1J1:1FJ.�i :! . �/','; you fur the the original herd went back home. 
Jondro"s su l len eyes l i fted lo ���lk�x����n�tf;er�

n
;:o�·�\:!�v ���l sweep over t h e  erowd, bu l he didn 't Ben's real n :lme is Ben Ali, and that speak. Jn t lw momc11 t of si ltnce he'S an honest-to-gosh Arnb." Tom's Tom noticed t h a t  Be11 l1:-u l unh ilched gloncc swung to senrch the circle of the camels ;� nd led t hem away from f:�ces for his old . friend .  "By the th� disturbing t h rong. way, where is Ben ?" Tom turned l oward Harkness . "He just went into the Bonanza. "Guess Jondro lws got kind of bash- with a hungrY look in his eye," some

lui all of o sudden . \VIwt he wants one volunteeretl. to say is th:1 t the mm·tg;1ge on the Tom brushed past the bystanders Flyin ' V w:1s supposed t o run for and burst into the Bonitnza Bar. five years, but he got impatient and Just inside the cloorway he stOpped, changed the five to n two. Last h is amused look sett l ing on ;l withnight, out on t.hc Fryin' V:Ul, he de- cred figure ot the far end of the bar. 
cidcd that dad ;�nrl me had tlH"ce Tom's lips widened into a grin .  Old 
more yenrs to pay ofl' the loan .' ' He Ucn Ali stood bellied up to the free
swung back to Jontl ro and grasped lunch c01intcr, helpine: h imself with .his arm .  ·�That"s all correct, ain't it , both hands. His e:ood rigl!t. eye 
Mister Jondl"O ?'' gleoming, he ate ravenously, and no-

The big freighlcl' boss !loddcd and body made a move to throw him o"ut. 
TDE END. 
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B A N G E  SAVVY 
b y  H .  F R E D R I C  Y O U N G  

Mexican brands, unlike American 
brands, have no definite meaning. An 
American brand, such as B-B. means 
''B bar B." Below the Rio Grande a 

ftock of mean
insless curves 
a n d  a n g l e s  
would be regis
tered to Don 
juan El Taro, 
and would be 
known only as 
"Don juan El 
Taro's brand." 
but the mark 

itself would have no name. Hence Mexi
can ranches were named after owners 
localities, or saints, but never afte; 
brands, as is often the case in this 
country. 

The unsung hero of the Overland Stage 
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th� horses that had to be ready for a 
QUick change when the stage arrived. A 
stock tender was essentially a jack-of-all
trades, being called upon to shoe the 
horses, repair harness, mend broken lead 
chains, weld brake rods, rebuild parts of 
a coach overturned on the trail and at 
the same time be a one-man armY against 
encroaching savage Indians. 
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�
were also heil:d-

� ?�;lf.:�j��� 
. 

· p r o t e c t i o n  o f  
quaet, courageous men, competent horse 
wranglers and accurate riHe shots. 
Freighters also arranged their stops here. 
But, all in all, it was a looely life. A stage 
would come in, and while weary pas
sengers would climb down to stretch their 

cr;�;mped limbs. the stock tender was 
spending those few minutes hitching 
fresh horses. And presently he stood 
watching the cloud of du�t d i sappear in 
the west .  But not for long. The six 
weary horses must he cooled and rubbed 
dry, the harness inspected and all made 
ready for the next coach 

One of nature's curios i s  the difference 
in  direction of the growth of hair on 
cows and horses. Horses apparently 
were put on earth t o  ride. heading into 
blizzards and a l l  sorts of nasty weather. 

A horse's hair ' �..--':: ' ' \. '\'\ s l o p e s  f r o m  '&\�tr ��:t
d t

�h�
a
�
l
, h� � · ';: , h�ads into bad ' '.\ weather the hair · Ill' \ fends the cold ' • away from the -- �i��:· the ���r
t
':� 

a cow slopes 
down and toward the head . Watch a cow 
next time a blizzard catches her in the • 
open and you'll discover that bossy tails 
into a storm always. 

There are really no robins in  America. 
The name itseli i s  a misnomer, for the 
birds which we call by that name are 
migratory thrushes. A little close ob

servation iden
t ifies them with 
the thrush . . 

Early colon
ists in Amer-ica 
mistook them 
for the English 
robin, which has 
a red breast. 
The American 
robin does not 

have a red breast. I t  is orange-brown 
in the males and grayish in the females. 
Our songs about ''robin red breasts" all 
originated in England. 

Mr. Young will pay one dolliilr to .wyone who sends him iii usable item for RANGE 
SAVVY. Pleiilse send these items in care of Street &: Smitb, 79 Seventh A venue. New 
York. N. Y. Be sure to inclose iii three-cent stamp for subjects which iilre not iiiViililable. 
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B O T  -LEAD VERD I C T  
B Y  J i l l  C O U B A I  

WnEN th� knock came o n  the o£
fice door Tubby Logan was lost in 
gloomy contemplation o£ a dead and 
dusty street, but at the sound he 
flowed into action automaticaJiy. He 
lowered his feet from the window 
sill, swung his ponderous bulk into 
line behind the desk with elephantine 

agility, spread a whole row of fonnid
able-looking legal documents out be
fore him. All this was window 
dressing, done in haste, but the caller 
might be a customer, and Tubby 
rlidn't mean to let any custoo:aers get 
away. 

"Come in," he called. 

HiKIJ itJ tb� bills tbe chase 

c:.-e to • smoi:i•K di•u. 
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The door opened. A lean slab of 

a man in Le\'is and scuffed boots 
slid through the opening and closed 
the door behind biro carefully before 
he faced Tubby. The lawyer saw a 
thin and high-boned face, beard
stubbled, a pair o£ burning eyes, a 
tight-lipped mouth-and then he 
saw the gun. Held hip high, i t  was 
pointing stroight at him . 

"Get your hands on the desk," ad
vised his caller curtly. "Get 'em ou t 
where I can see 'em." 

The lawyer spread both hands flat 
atop the desk. At twenty-hvo, 
Tubby Logan weighed two hundred 
and thirty pounds. The tonnage was 
hard to bundle sometimes, but it  
gave Tubby an air oC mature respon
sibility beyond his years. He 
watched the man with the gun shuf
fle across the floor. 

"You Stephen Logan ?" the visitor 
demanded. "Attorney-at-law ?" 

Tubby nodded. "I am." 
"You a ny good at Iawing?" 
" I  have never lost a case:· said 

Tubby with qu iet dignity, and saw 
no need to add that, having set up 
in practice here iQ.  San Rafael only 
two weeks before, he had as yet had 
no case to lose. 

"I'm Tom Horner," his caller said 
bitterly. ';OutlaW-murderer-that's 
what they're calling me. Reckon if 
ever a man needed a law shark I 
need one now." 

"You're . . Tom Homer?" 
Tubby Logan said .  

:More than ever he was ca-reful not 
to move his hands. If this gaunt
faced man was Tom Horner, be was, 
by repute at least, an outlaw arid a 
murderer. This was the nester who, 
two days ago, had shot Lige Foley 
in the back and fled the country. 
The entire San Rafael range was up 
in arms over the brutal murder and 
lynch talk was floating freely in  the 
air. 

"I'm Horner,''  the man said 
harshly. I'm one jump ahead of a 
hang rope right HO\\", • .\ml l 'm inno
cent ; I swea r I'm i n nocen t .  I never 
killed Lige Fo!cy-1 nc\·cr kil led ary 
man i n  my l i fe. Til a t ',; why I come 
to you ." 

Tubby nodded . " P u t  t h e gun 
away ," he said calmly.  ; ,Pull  up a 
chair and s i t  do\vtl and tel l  me what 
happened . ' '  

Tom Homcr s a t  down.  He d idn 't 
put the gun away: he held it ready 
in  his lap.  His eyes were lwuuted . 
"How do f . know what. h appened?" 
be demanded . "Two days R,!,J'Q--
_Monday-1 w:1s at Fla t  Top looking 
for a stray horse when my boy comes 
riding l i ke the m i l !  l:ti l s  o' hell , to 
tell me the sheriff :l lld two other 
jaspers a re a t  the hou,;c wai ting to 
arrest me for m urder. His mother 
had sneaked him out to  wam me 
righ t under the she;·iA"s no,;c." For 
a momen t the nester' . ._ lwggard face 
was queerly touehed wi.Lh pr-ide. 
"Reckon the sherifl' d i d n 't figure an 
eight-year-old kid cou ld swing a 
chore l ike that ." 

Tubby tried t o  look j udica.l. He 
had grown up iu  Lhis coun try. Al
though he didn't know Humer he 
knew someth ing o!" the backgro u n d  
of the case. "You 'd bad s o m e  trou
ble with Foley before," h e sa id . 

"Sure," admi tted Horner. "Foley 
runs a. big outfit. He d idn 't have no 
patience with a one-cow spread like 
mine. We'd had trou ble. Not kill-
ing trouble." . 

"Two men saw you 1-iding awa.y 
from Foley's after the killing," 
Tubby reminded. 

"Two men !" Homer said b itterly. 
"Jess Garvey and Newt Hancock! 
Garvey, who's halL'1.l me ever since I 
beat him off when he tried to jump 
Soda Springs; Newt Hancock, who 
can't �ipe his nose u nleSs Garvey 
gives him permission! Those are the 
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gen t s  who d;1 im t h ('y seen m e  ru n
ning frol ll F,Jey \; :d. l n  l lw k i l l i ng. 
J w:1s on Fl:d Top l h : 1 l  d a y . "  l i e  
Sj)l"l':ld :1  h :1 1 H l .  . .  l l ow t " : l l l  I prove 
it? G: l rv t·v· .-:; f ! i .� r: 1 1H'hcr: lw"s 
got i n t lncm-� · - l " l l l " nc:-: l cr. Who'tl 
bel ieve l l lc: · ·  

I�Jc.�:�;�:;g� ; :c ;l,;)Cl�
l
\�,;n:�1i11!� 'L�� ;���� 

saw ;� m a n  ru n n i l l g  I l i n )  ugh dust  
1nwanl the ("OI I r l hoi L�C on l1 1e cOmer. 
The man dis : 1 ppean:d t h rough t h e  
s i d e  d o o r  le:u l in g t o  l l 1 e  :-:herifl"'s of
flee and t lw j a i l .  The f: 1 t  la wyer 
made :1 mcn t :d note nf t h : 1 \ .  

"You believe C:1 rn.·y :n1d 1-I:Hlcock 
n•·c t1·ying \u fr: � 1 1 1 e  yo 1 1 �-· he a sked. 
"' : ·JJisteJ J . : ·  s: 1 i d l l umcr gr i n�fy . 

1 hey t· l a n n  Lhey seen me runmng 
hom Fftley".-;. Th:� L "s : 1  l ie ,  hee:msc 
1 w:1sn "L w i t h i n  len m i i� "S  of Fo ley 's 
any t i m e  Lh : l l  d : � y .  Hu t  huw e:1n I 
prove i t �  They're l. wo to nne agin' 
lllC ." 

Tu hby rumpled h i .-; sa ndy h :1 i r 
Lh ough lfu ll_v . This  w: 1:s  h i s  l irsl cnse, 
his tirsl d i e n l  sin<:c h e  had n a i led a 
shingle to t h e  do�._�r ; ind set up i n  
bu�i ncss a s  : 1 .  b1 1vy<.•r. A luugh case. 
Lige Folt�;,.· had been a. wel l- l iked 
man, a nti his m u rder had shof:ked a 
who le <.•o m m u n_ity.  Fee l in .�· ''"'as n m 
ning h igh ag:1 i nsl t.hc k i l ler, and 
Tubby knew enough of t h e  evidence 
at hand lo know that all Lhe facts 
pointed Lo Tom J-lorn"cr ns the gui l ty 
man . And yet,  f:wing Horne1· now , 
he had a feel ing th:1t the man wns 
telling the truth . 

"You 've got to su rrender," he snid . 
"]{ you 're telling me the tru th ,  we'll 
flght this cnse nnd beat il. You'll 
be -safer in -jail anyhow, beenuse h:11f 
this country's gunning for you now. 
I'll call t he sheriff-" 

The guu leaped up. "Danged . if 
you wi l l !"  said Horner grim ly . "I 
ain't going to jai l . They'll hang me, 

sure n s  hell , - :l !ld J nin'L  in no mind 
\ o  g-el  hung righ t . now." 

" 'But  i f  you 're innoeeu t-" 
The {,'1.1 11 motioned. "Quiet!" 

1- Ic:Hl f"ocked .-.:i r lewise, Horner was 
poised on thait·'.-; edge , tense :1s some 
l mnled :m i m a l ,  l istcn ing to .somc
�hing Tubhy h:Hl not heard. And 
t hc11 t he l awyer he:tnl the sou nd of 
scmping boots ns somt�one moun t ed 
1 he sta ircase beyond the clusecl offiee 
door. 

Homer was on h is fee t .  Soft-mov
ing a t a c;� t ,  he was bac;king Lmvrtrd 
I he door, g:un con-ring Tu hhy all the 
way, until the neskr stood just in
side the door. He waited there, a 
gau n t  :md sinister figure, with grim 
dctermin:tl ion written in  every l in e  
of his b o n y  face. B o o t s  were dump
i ng down the lw l lway . Tubby fount! 
t ime l o hope t h a t  the man oul.side 
might he bou n d for one of the other 
oHices on th i s floor of the bu iltling; 
the hope d ied as n fist hammered on 
h i s door. 

Tubby's lips twisted wryly.  "l\.-ly 
busy d:1y," h e  though t .  Fot an in
slant he sa t motionless beh i n d the· 
desk, his mind fumbling wiLh the 
possibi l ities i n  this - si tuation . On 
one ·side of his door a visi tor; on the 
other a desperate, driven m a n ,  gun 
in hand, who migh t explode i n to vio-
lent action any moment. 

· 

r
u

k�l�� t:�,�;r.
a
r;�\1� �:��i�:pe�:r 

a foot aJHI Deputy Sheriff Bart Tal
. ley's h a tchet face was thrust into U1e 

olllec. 
" "Hi,  Tubby," Talley said. "It 

wouldn't be that Tom Homer called 
on you, would it?" 

Tu bby push ed ponderously to his 
feel. "Horner?" he said. Tom 
1-IonlCr was crouche<l behind Lhe 
door, ;� scant foot from the deputy. 
Tubby moved across the room. He 
cou ld sec the gun in the nester's 
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h a n d ,  t h e  despera t e reso l u t ion i n  h i s  
face . H o rner d i d  n o t  mea n t o  sur
render. 

He gri pped the door. ' · J-lorncr� . .  
he rcpe:t t e d .

' 
" \Yhy wou l d Horner 

cal l  o n  me, Bart :"  
The deputy shrugged. "Ju d Tol l i 

ver cl a i m s  h e  saw h i m  sneaking in  
the b<�ck door.  Can't  figure what  
he'd he doing hue u n less i l  was t o  
h i re a I a wver." 

Tu bh,\·- �·cdgcd his hulk ag<� i n .� t  t h e  
doo r . · · rn· lJN·n o u t , ' '  h e  l i e d  ch('er
( u t l .v .  ' 'We cn n look i n  the bt:'d
room 

He L L�h ered the dcpu t :• before h i m .  
T h e  office w a ,;  di\ · ided,  w i t h  t he 
s n 1 11 1 l c r  p:1 rt in h:l ('k scn· ing Tubby 
as n bedroom . Ddt]_,. t he fat  l :m.n·1· 
herded Tal ly t h rough t h e  ofti(·e. He 
followed t h e  dcpu l _,. into  t h e  bed
room,  clo,;ing t he door after h i m .  

" H e  cou l d be h i d i n g  i n  the closet," 
Tu bby suggested.  

The deputy looked i n  the closet 
and undl'r the bed, the on ly possible 
places of conce:d menl. in  a ba re and 
empty room . He .shook h is head. 
'�He ain't. het·e." 

Th('�- t u rned bnck t owa rd the of
fice, :1 nd Tubby brenthed a l i t t l e sigh 
of rel ief . The oAlce door was st i l l 
open ,  but Tom Horner had disap
peared from sight. 

Ta l ley l inget·ed a n  instant i n  t h e  
doorway . 'Tll _;:-o t h rough the b u i l d 
ing," he said.  "Jf he's in  town,  he's 
trapped. I got men watch ing bot h  
roads out ."  

"You think he's guilty, Talle_y?' '  
"Gu i l ty as hell," the deputy 

nodded .  
Tu hb�' wen t  back to h i s  desk. H e  

s a t  down ami watched the dusty 
street beyond his window, wonder
ing what had prompted him to aid 
Tom Horner i n  ri1aking his escape. 
Horner had come to him as <t cl ien t, 
to be sure, and a lawyer's first du ty 
w.as to his client; but by his action 

toda,\· T u hb_,. k n c ,,· h e  h ad gone 
fu r·t her t h : 1 1 1 t h e  L r 11· ; r r r t i ( " ip ; r t � d .  l1e 
l r nd  tnad� l r i n r .;;� J r  ; r n ; r r T < l t n p l i n•---a n  
a �::cc.�.�ur\" ; r f t <T t h e L r d -l•J a m: rn  
d ; r u bed ��· i t l r ; 1 1 1  u !..d 1· r · l r ; l l':..!;t' o f  m u r-
der . 

� . . 

H<.! s l r r 1 o d--: h i .� \ rc ;l d .  rc i J IC i l l lH�ring 
t h e  g; r u n t n e s it:' r · � h : r g_!!";rn l  faee. 
Horner ha d ;r w i fe .  : 1  • ·h i l d . .  \nd ht! 
h:1d sworn t h : 1 t  he  11" ; 1 :-,  i n nocen t .  

' 'I ho pe h e  � d s  ; 1 11 . ; 1 _1" . . .  Tu bby 
m u t kred . 

.-\ n d  l i k e  ; r n  :1 1 1 · 11 · , · ·· ( " ; ! t i l t ... t h e  hlast
ing roa r  of  ; t  gu n .  O n e  ,.h . .  t .  and : m 
o t her.  a n d  t hen ; 1  r i p p l i n g  Yol ley of 
ritlc li rt•. 

' 1 '
1 r h b _1· p r r ,; h c · d ! 1 1  hi,; feet 

: 1 1 1 1 1 t h T1)11 !..:"1 r  t he o Hi c -e : r n • l l u m heretl 
1 l o w n  the .: ! : r i l'\\" ; 1 \ "  I 0 11· ; r r r l  t i re st.ri.'e l .  
D("jl l t l ,\· �hni fl" · ( r l lo.:·y j r o i n ed h i rn  o n  
t h e  wooden s idcw; r l k ,  ; r n d  t ogether 
t hcv h u rried t o w : 1 n l  t h a t  end of town 
wh�n ee h a d c n rn c  t I r e  sou n d of 
shots .  

' · I ba i te r ! :-. t ra p  for h i m ," the 
depu ty sa id gri r n i _L . .  B eckon he 
stepped righ t in to i t . " '  

But ,  i t : r ppe; 1 rcd .  i f  Hurnet· lwd 
st epped i n t o  t h e l r:l p . h e  had a lso 
stepped o u t.  ; rg: r i n , l'nr ; r \  t h e  edge of 
town .Jud Tol l i Ycr,  r i H e  in h:na.l, 
("a me down the road I n  meet t h e m .  
Tol l i 1·er's c l o t h e s  ,,.e,·c t um and his  
face was co 1·ered w i t h  h l r tnd : t n d  d i rt .  

"\\'h a t ha ppen ed ? " "  T a l l e.v de
manded.  ' " D i d  Hor·n cr t r.v to get 
bY vou, .Ju d :' ' '  · 

' 'i·Je g o t  b y , "  s a i d  Tol l i i"Cr cu rtly . 
"What ha ppened : · ·  
" H e  c a m e  ro l l i ng t luwn t h e  road 

l ike a b.al ou t o' hel l ," s: r i d  T o l l i ver. 
' 'I upped with my ri fl e , loki h im to 
stop. On l�r h e  d i d n ' t  stop. He 
t urned his  bronc on 1 1 1c a nd rode 
me down and chunn ncar rode over 
me. Aod then he rode o n . "  

"You let h im g e t  away ? "  the 
depu ty said bitterly. 

"I let him get away ! "  Tol l i ver 
gru nted . "Mister, I w<Js dnrnn well 
pleased to get away myself ! ' '  
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THE posse rormctl swir t l y .  Rnt 
T:t l l t>y pick�::d  m en nul of t he 

PI'OWd \ h : t t  : l�.SCl l l i J icd Oil t he SCCIH'. 
"Cct gu n s and horses," l he dcp� t l y 

ordered. " \\'c"r(' r id ing r igh t  away . ' ' 
Two men w1·rc. h u rry i nl-{ down t h e  

sl-r�l.-Jess ( ; a n·cv,  O W ! t ('l' of \ h e  
Anchor brand . : t r td. l\"ewt  1-l :tncock , 
who was by \\"ay of being 0 1  h andy
man for t h e Ant:hor bni;s. Gn rv{'y 
w:1s burl .v-.<:hol t h h:rcd,  b!a< :k-browcd, 
anog:mt ;  Ne11" \. J l : t n< :o<·k looked l ike 
a weasel . Tlw.�f' were t he l ii"O whose 
tcst.inwnv h a d  l i n k ed Totn Homer 
with L h e

.
m u i·dl'r o f  l . ig1· Foley; t hey 

were t he me1 t  1d10sc t est imony 
wou ld h a n g  l l orncr if he were 
caugh t . 

"Just  he :l n l ahuu t  i t ,  -lb rt ," G:Jr
vey S:J. i d .  "l'uu ca n l 'O l l l l \  Newt and 
me i n  on \ h a l posse-. · ·  

After ot l l ,  T u Uh.v Log< t n  thought 
sud de-n ly, <l L t ll",\'<'r's 1-ir,;l du t y was 
. to h is cl ien t _.  : t tHl Tom l l nmcr was 
�lis cl ien t .  " Cou n l  me in  on L h :1t 
posse t oo ,  U a rt ," h e  sn i d .  

T h e  depu l _v -� l •m·d : t l h i m i n  sur
prise . ' " G l ad to h : t l"l' you ."  he sa id. 
"W<� leaYe in  liflel'll n ; i n u l c.� ."  

Th<'y lef t. 11·c l l  11· i t l t i n  l ite :1 1 l o l \ cd 
time, n six-m:ut posse . Deputy Sher
iff Tnl ley :md l : tnky J11d To l l iver 
rode in hon l .  Sprea d out behind 
-the leaders, e:t me . less G a rvey , Newt 
Hancock ,  a n d  Jim Em pson of t h e  
Hnftcr T o u t  l i t .  A n d ,  b ringing u p  
the rem· on : t  t h ick-barreled, d�cp� 
chested sorrel espeeia l l y  ch osen for 
h i m ,  was T u bby Loi<t l l ,  a m ore 
graceful fig1 1 re in sn d d le than he 
would ever he :� fool.: At the edge 
of town T:1 1 ley rein ed his mou n t  
d o w n  f01· n n  insl ; tn l .  

"He's h e:1 d i ng f o r  P<maminl  Pass, 
likely.�' he said .  " W e'll  make him 
run for it." 

Therein,  :1 s it de\'eloped, t.he 
deputy was wrong. Ten m i les 
beyond the lo\vn, at the bottom of 
Ca rbon ate Canyon, n huckskin horse 

WS-5C 

gmzcd placidly. The horse W:t.! 
wi thou t saddle m· b rid l e but the yel
low h ide was st i l l flecked with la ther, 
and lanky Jml Tol l i1·er swung his 
mount aroun d .  

"That's Horne1·'s bronc," he cried. 
'Td know th a l  yel low horse any
where. _ Horner must. he footing it 
up C:n·bonnte t oward the rim." 

Thcv bac-k- l mcked the horse to 
when:

. 
Horner had dismounted, :� n d  

here they fou nd the m a n ' s  l n t i l  strik
ing ou t up the steep-sided canyon 
Lowa nl the sheer wall of rock wh ich 
boxed Carbonate on the nort h .  The.v 
l ost the trot i l a l most at  once, ami 
Tulley issued cu rt i nst ru elions . 

"We'll  spread out," he s:1icl.  
"Three of us on each slope, and we'll 
sweep right u p  the ca nyon . That 
way we"!! shove him back :1gainst the 
wa l l , a n d  if he tries lo cl imb that 
we'll pick h im off w ith lead." His iray eyes Ricked oYer them grimly . 
"No need for me to tell you Tom 
Homer is  bncl medicine.  He killed 
one m a n-he'l l  ki l l  again.  Take no 
clwnces with h i m ! "  

They left  \.he ir  horses at the nm
l " O W  c;an,ypn mouth ,  an d in  a ragged 
skirmish l ine, swept up the <·:�nyon 

Tubby moved forw:1rd w i t h th( 
rest. A-ssigned a position in  the cen
lCJ· of  the l i ne, w i th Garny . ani 
Newt 1-Tnncock above him and tJH 
o thers of the posse advancing on th( 
opposit e slope, the fat l awyer toiled 
h is painfu l way -up steep c:myon 
\\"a i ls .  

And_.  c-l imbing, Tubby foun d  time 
to wonder what would happen if sud
den ly he should come upon the man 
who was the quarry in t h is man 
h u n t .  He had joined the posse on 
i mpu lse, out of  l1  desire to prot�ct 
Tom Horner rather than to :l id " i n  
his capture, and this despite t h e  
fact that he realized t h e  evidence n t  
hand indicated t h a t  Horner had shot 
Lige l<�oley in  a most eow:1nl ly man-
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ncr. To balance that evidence, he 
had Horner's unsupported word that 
he was i nnocent and his own certain 
knowledge that Horner was not a 
coward . 

AND then it happened . The wall 
of rock ahead was ver,v close 

now, and Tubby laboriously hoisted 
'his bulk up and over a shelving 
ledge , and then al l  a t  once he was 
face to face with Horner. Not thirty 
feet separated the two men. Hor
ner had come to rest aga inst a cut.
b;ulk slope-where boulders formed a 
muke;;h i{t fort; he crouched there 
like a comered animal .  Sunl ight 
gleamed on the barrel of the rifle in 
his hand. His l ips twisted in  a snarl . 

"Damn you !' '  he said distinctly. 
.. Drop t ha t gu n!  Drop it  fast! ' '  

But Tubby Logan didn't  drop his 
gun .  He held i t  i n  his hand, looking 
at Horner across open space. 

"I'm your lawyer, Horner," he said 
quietly. "Remember that.  Surren. 
der to me now and I promise you 'l l  
get a square deal i n  cou rt . H you'r.e 
inno�ent, I'll never quit unti l  you're 
free. 

Horner shook h is head. ''I'm in no· 
cent," .he said doggedly. "[ aim to 
figh t i t  out right here. Not iR any 
court." 

· 

"You've got no chance," Tubby 
argued. "There's five more · men 
scattered through. this canyon look
ing for you. You'll be killed." 

"I've got no chance i n  court," said 
Horner harshly. "Not with the cards 
stacked agin' me:-not with Jess Gar· 
vey and Newt Hancock ready to 
swear my l ife away_ with lies-" 

For an instant Tubby forgot to lis.
te�. seeing a flash· of movement in 
the brush above the cutbank ledge. 
Jess Garvey, higher up the �lope, had 
circled around Horner. Even now 
tbe black·browed Anchor man was 
closing down on the unsuspecting 

nester from beh i n d .  He was creep
ing closer, clo,;er. 

It wou ld be b e t t e r  t.his , way, 
Tubby thought.  Hct ler that  Hor
ner should be t ak(·n from behind, 
bCtter th<l t  he �hould be compel led 
to su rrender without  a chance, than 
t h a t  he should t h row his l i fe away in 
a hopeless figh t for freedom. 1f he 
himself could just. keep Homer's at
tention occup ied u n t i l  Garvey was 
in  posit ion . 

'"What about :--·ou r w i fe , Horner?" 
Tubby asked earnest ! ,\". . ;She's got 
a stake in th i .-.. \\" h a l  ahou t that boy 
of you rs ?"  

The gau n t  ne,;l cr'.-. face twisted .  
"McLbe you t h in k  t l te boJ• " I I  feel -bet
ter knowing h i s  dad swung on a gal
law's rope," he sa id  b i t tc.-ly. ,. 

"You won "l  sw i m�. Horner. Not 
if you're i nnocen t .  l i-ke you say." 

Ga•·vey wa ,, i n  position now. · Ten 
feet above Tom Horner. poised at 
the rim of the rock ledge, the An· 
chor man had his  •·iflc up and a dead 
drop on the nester. He wou ld call 
upon Horner to S U ITender now; and 
Hoi"Der wou ld h a \"c no choice but 
to comply. 

So i t  seemctl; : H id th en ,  qu i te su d
den ly , fat Tubby Logan sa w that i t  
w a s  n o t  to  be tha t wav at a ll . With 
horrifying suddennes.-;v ;ru bby real
ized that the Anchor man d id not 
mean to ofl'cr Homer even the op· 
portunity of surrender . Garvey was 
leveling his 1·iAc de l iberately, and 
there was mu rder in his face.-

He meant to shoot Tom Horner 
i n  the back! - There cou ld be no 
doubt of it.  

And because the mind works fast 
in times of stress, Tubby Logan saw 
all this, and i n  the same in�tant he 
thought of something else.  How 
easy his murder would be! · How 
safe! How very sure! Tom Horner 
was a 'fleeing outlaw; burly Jess 
Garvey would claim that he �a d  shot· 
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to save Tubby Logan's l i fe; that 
·wo1 i lt l  be t h e  f'nd of it. Tom Hor
ner would he dc:ul, \'Oil'eless, unable 
to spe11k for h i m .�cl f.  

All this ,  i n  one sw i ft ins tant-all 
this i n  the fl ash ing  moment of time 
b('forc Tubhy Loga n t i lled his six
gun impul.s in· ly and scot a wild shot 
winging l o \\ 'ard the  m:1n crouch ing 
on the ledge <I bovc Tom Horner. 
The bul le t  wns fired wildly, without 
aim, but t he fi nest m:uksm:m could 
have don e no bet ter, for the slug h i t  
G;JP..'t·y's gun .  It drove the gun 
bnck into G�H'\'f'y's face ; ;1od so 
doing, i t  S;l \·ed Tom Horner's life. 
That · was  the first resu l t .  There 
';V?.S anot her : Ga rH'.Y Jenped erect 
in  start l ed surprise, :m d ,  leaping, lost 
his foot ing at the very edge of the 
rocky she l f .  A momen t he stood 
stra ight , clawing fr-.:mt ica lly at 
empty a ir, before he fel l headlong, 
to land i n  J'Ocks bt>h i n d  Tom Hor
ner. He lay i n  s u n l i ght, motionless. 

Tubby Loga n pushed himself 
erect.  Across open spa.ce Horner 
stared n t  h i m .  

" H e  " ' ; I S  going to shoot you in 
the Unck ,'' Tt�bl>y S;J i d ,  and then he 
picked h i s  way forward to the fallen 
man . White  Horner wnlched, . l1e 
ro\1ed G:u·ny onr on h is back. Gnr
vey's head had smn shed ngainsl a 
rock; he was u nconscious but still 
al ive. There was aJJ ugly gash i n  his 
forehead and his fnce was covered 
with blood.  He was hurt: how 
badly Tu bby didn't know, nor, at 
the moment, d id he greally care. 

"He was going to shoot you in 
the back,"  Tubby sa i d again, un� 
believingly . "Why would any roan 
do a. thing like that?" 

Tom Horner's voice was a harsh 
croak. "Why not?" he demaJJded. 
"That's lhe gent swore he saw me 
running :rrom :Foley's alter the kill
ing. H�w could he convict me of 
killing Foley ()nicker than by shoot� 

ing me in the bnck ? Like he shot 
Foley."  

Tubby stared at him.  "You think 
. he shot Fok•y?" he asked . 

Tl:le n(',.ster's shoulders slumped 
wearily. "I dunno," he said. "I've 
thought mebbe it might have been 
Garvey . It wasn't me, though I 
reckon I'll hang for it. But Foley 
W11s shot in the back." 

T�i�:n�
e

t\a��\:·d !i;�a:�� 
arrow in flight, swooped between 
canyon walls. Garvey's rifle lay on 
the ground beside the unconscious 
man.  Tubby Logan picked up the 
gun and looked at the nick where 
his l u cky bullet had stmck the maga
zine; he levered a fresh shell into the 
chamber and found the rifle still 
worked perfectly. 

All this he did mechanically; his 
thoughls were elsewhere. His b1·ain 
was fumbling with a whole host of 
speculations aroused by Garvey's at
tempt to murder Horner, by Hor
ner's suggestion that Garvey might 
be the man who had killed Lige 
Foley. When Tubby had agreed to 
defend Horner he had done so be
cause, despite· the evidence, he be
lieved in the nester's innocell(:e. But 
if Horner were innocent, it  meant 
that Garvey had l ied when h e  s..1.id 
th at he had seen the nester ruJUJing 
from the scene of lhe crime after the 
killing. lf Garvey had lied, Newt 
Hancock h ad l ied likewise. Why? 

There could be an answer to that.  
Remembering bnck, Tubby could re. 
call thnl there had been trouble be
tween Garvey and dead Lige Foley 
years ago. There had been some sort 
of a lawsuit, the details of which had 
slipped his mjnd; there had been bit
terness between the two men after
ward. That might furnish a. motive. 

Here on a wooded hillside, with a 
rifle in his hand, fat Tubby Logan 
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was hastily building the framework 
o£ defense in his first case as a lawyer. 
Newt Hancock had backed up Gar
vey in his st.'llemenl that Tom Hor
ner was seen riding away from Ligc 
Foley's place alter the murder. Han
cock was a. rat-faced l i ttle nwn who 
would lie effortlessly, but this was 
pure speculation. Tubby realized he 
had no single shred of proof to offer 
a jury in support of his belief in  Hor
ner's innocence. The weight of cYi
dcncc against the ne.,.ter was over
whelm ing. 

And Horncr spoke suddenly. 
"I've changed my mind," he said. 
"I 'll take a chance with you. We'll 
fight i t  out in court." 

Tubby _ nodded abstractedly. 
Fifty yards farther up the slope an
other member of the posse was slip
ping stCalthily through the brush . 
The man wa.s Newt Hancock, t he 
second witness against Tom Horner. 
Still unaware of the men directly be4 
lo"• him but plainly troubled by the 
shot which had sounded a moment 
before, Hancock was crawling for4 
ward cautiously on lumds and 
knees. His rifle gleamed i n  the sun4 
Eght. 

And Tubby Logan ·sl id rifle barrel 
across a rock and l ined the sights on 
that crawling figure. He glanced 
nt Homer. «Duck down out of 
sight," he said. 

The nester was staring at him in 
alarm. "\Vhat you aiming to do?" 
he demanded . 

"Get out o! sight," said Tubby 
sternly. 'Tm opening for the de4 
fense." ' 

Above, sprawled flat on his belly, 
Newt Hancock had pulled up behind 
a boulder to study the lay of the 
land ahead or him. Tubby Logan, 
no stranger to guns, took careful aim. 
He squeezed the trigger. His slug 
splashed dirt six inches in front of 
Hancock's nose. 

Before Tubby cou l d  fire ngain, 
Hancock had w h i rled l ike a frigh t
ened rabbit a n d  d i n· d  o u t  of sight 
into bmsh. As f.l st.  a s  he cou l d  work 
t he lever, TubO,\· sent lead rrash ing 
U[l t.he s lope . 

I·Iam.:ock a nswered w i t h  a splatter 
of rifle fi re .  B u l l e t s  whined llmoug·h 
the il i r  harrules . .:;ly abo\"C l he ledge 
where Tom Horner nnd Tu bby 
Log-;m crouched in perfect s.;dely·. 
The n::-sler was regarding t.he fat 
lawyer wi th rtnla�emen t . 

" You mis.sed h i m ," he said accus
i ngly. 

Tubby grinned. "Mean t to miss 
him." 

1\..faybc he w a s  a. fool . Maybe t.his 
wou ldn't  work a t  a l l ;  ma.ybe this 
would result Only in  making him a 
laughingstock in the com m u nity. 
That part he cou ld stand, but more 
than his own reput ation was a.t 
stake; there was the l ife of a. man 
who might be guiltless of m u rder, 
who might be the victim of <� cow
:-trdly conspiracy. 

No t.imc for explana tion now. 
Swi ftly Tubby issued i nstructions to 
the puzzled Tom Horner, and to
gether they worked their way down 
the slope, holding always to the shel4 
ter of the jagged ledge. They 
reached a patch of thick buck bmsh, 
and here Tubby directed Horner to 
conceal himself. He waited u n ti l  the 
nester had burrowed down ou t of 
sight. 

Newt Hancock was somewhere on 
the slope above him. Deputy Sheoiff 
Talley and two members of the posse 
were across ,canyon, but now they 
would almost surely be working their 
way toward the scere or the shoot
i ng. Tubby watched patiently until  
he caught a glimpse of a man below 
him, moving cautiously up the 
woorled hillside. Only then did 
Tubby lift his voice. 
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''Hanc>fwk ! ' '  h e  hellnwed. "Hey, 
I-Ta.n(·oc·k! ' '  

A \'O i1·e u p �lope made reply.  
' ' \Vh:lt \'ou w a n t � . .  

" You
' 

got h i m ,' '  Tuhhy Logan 
cal led.  H e� s l ood up t h e n ,  moving 
:nou nd t he le1lg(' u n t i l  h e  wa s in  pla in 
sig-h t of 1 he nwu ;l hO\'('. He wol'kcd 
his w:ly a Inn;.:- I he h i l l ,  scorn ing eon
('('a lmen t ,  : 1 1 H l  a Her : 1 moment he saw 
Ha ncO<·k co me u p  from beh ind a pile 
of ljou ld (' l's some fi f ty  y:wls up the 
slop<.•. The J'a l - l'a<"ed l i l l ie  mom 
sl:n'led do wn t h e  h i l l ,  r i fle J'endy in 
h i s  h:md.  

IT wou l d  be n m n l ter  of t iming now,  
Tubby Log:m t hough t .  He went 

fo rw :n·d t o  ,,·here big .Jess Garvey 
lay spt·a wled on rod.:s. The man was 
sti l l  uncons< · iou.c; ,  o l lld his face was ;t 
bloody mess. T11 hby wa ited u n t i l  
H:nwock h a d  rea ched the  ledge over 
h i m .  He looked u p  then .  

"H's Go1 n·e:--· , · ·  he said,  and his  
voice w n s  f u l l  of su rprise . He 
stooned o\'f'l' a n d  ft· l t the  u nconscious 
man 's pulse oslenl :d iously.  Garvey 's 
l1cart \I':Ls bcn t ing s i i'Ongly. Tubby· 
stJ':Jigh tened . " I t ' s  G;ln·cy," he !Wi d .  
.. Shot th mugh t h e  h e a d .  l·lc's dcml." 

From the  ledge :1 bovc, Newt Han
cock was s l a ring down in stupefied 
SUI'prise. " G a r\'C•y ! ' '  he whispered. 

"You kil led him," Tubby Logan 
S;titl. 

And swift ly, in  full &ight of a m a n  
whO w:llehcd with u ncomprehending 
eyes, the f:1 t l onvyer scl t h e  stage for 
his denouement. He s t 1·aightened the 
lln(-onscious n�an's body; he folded 
Jess Ga n·ey's homds de(-orously ; he 
picked up G ar1•cy's big black som
brero a n d  covered the bloody face . . 
Then ·he tu rned on New t Hancock . 

"You kil led h i m ! "  Tubby Log:lll 
said, in h i s  best pmsecu ting-atlomey 
voic·e. "You shot h im through the 
head !" , 

This was t h e  pi(·lure which �net 

the eyes of Depu t y  Sheriff ·Tal ley 
and the two possemen when t hey ar
rived on t he scene . .Jess Gar\'cy was 
lying on h i s  hack in  a n  u n m istakaLie 
alt i tude or dea t h ,  w i th a- b lack som
b•·cro covering his fncc. Newt Han
cock, his  face the col01· of dead ashes, 
wns sliding down_ the ledge. Fat 
Tubby Log;m was Sl..'l nding bnek like 
a figUI't! of avenging justice. 

"J l's Jess Garvey!" Tu bby said 
dramat ica l ly . "He's dead.  Han
cock shot h i m  through the head.  I 
saw the whole thing." He turned 
on the deputy sheriff. "Better "et 
his gun, Bart. He killed Garvc/i n  
c o l d  bloO<I . ' '  

Newt Hancock let his rifle slip 
from his  fingers to the ground. "[ 
t hough t he was Homer," he pro
tested. "I thought-'' 

Tubby I.ogan pointe.d a scornful 
finger nt  the rat-f<tced l i tt le- man. 
"You t hough t he was Horner!" he 
sa id . "At fifty yards you were dos.e 
enough to shoot - h i m  through the 
heud-but you though_t ·that he  was 
Horner! That story won't st..'lnd up 
in court, Hancock . I saw it  al l ,  a.nd 
i t  was m urder. You 'll  swing for i t . "  

"I  though t he w a s  Horner,'' Hnn
cock insisted dogged ly. 'Tie fired at  
me first-" 

And - Talley's puzzled glance 
t u rned ft·om the fa t lawyer to the 
man he had just nccused or murder. 
Jim Empsori and Jud Toll i\'t'r h a d  
p u l l e d  u p  t he slop� to stan d  behi n d  
t h e  depu ty. 

"You say he fired first, Newt?'' the 
deputy a:.ked. , 

' 'He surC did," said Hant-oek ear
ncst.ly . ''I tell you, Bart, his first 
slug never missed my head six 
inches-" 

"He fired �t you first," jeered 
Tubby Loga n .  An d for a. moment i t 
wns as though this  spot o( wooded 
hil lside had become a courtroom, 
with rat-faced Newt Hancock on 
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trial fac ing a m u rder charge, with  
Bart  Talley and t wo men of his posse 
as the j u ry. But no longer was 
Tubby Logan the a ttorney for the 
defense. Tu bby was prosecutor 
nO\\", sca th ing i n  his scorn. He 
po inted a finger at Newt Hancock. 

"You say he fired a t  you first ," 
Tubby said sternly. "You ask us  to 
_believe that? Jess Ga n·ey is dead 
and can't speak for himself-and 
now �·ou ask us to believe. that he 
shot first!  He took a shot a t  you , 
and then you ki l led h i m �  That's 
your story, isn't it?" The fat law
yer's voice dripped sarcasm. ; , \Yhy 
would Gan•ey shoot a t  you , Han
cock? Can you tel\  us t h a t ? "  

H·\i:n��JCmoJ��
a
�t

e
.:�il)· �\ .  an

h
�:�� 

expected fact,  eharged with murder, 
he was l ike an animal  looking out of 
a t rap. His fumbling fingers found 
his throat, loosened the coll a r  of his 
shi1·t, as though alretKly ,he felt the 
bile of rope n round his neck. He 
fa<.-ed Tubby Logan defiantly. 

"I can te!l  you that.,  too," . he 
snarled. "Ga rvey took a shot a t  me 
because he figured i t  was the best 
chance he'd e"er have . Becnuse he 
figured Tom Horner wou ld get the 
bl:une and he'd be in the clell r .  He 
was a pi-etty smart jasper, Jess Gar-
vey." . 

Tubby Logan'.s· voice WllS soft. 
"Why wou l d  he want to be rid of 
you ?" 

"Because," sa id Hancock quietly, 
"it was Garvey �who kil led Lige 
Fole)'· _Not Tom Horner . Garvey 
killed hi1T!, and I knew it, and he 
promised me a thousand dollars to 
keep quiet." His voi�e was bitter. 
"I _ reckon he figured it would be 
cheaper �o pa.y me off in lead. " .  

A n q  then climax p i l ed  on climax, 
for suddenly Newt Hancock's white 

face was wh i ter t h;m before. His 
eyes were bulgi 1 1 g .  and h C"  looked like 
a man who had g- l i m psed a walking 
ghos t .  He poi n t e d  ; t shaking finger. 

''He isn"l dea d ! " "  h e  cried. 
Jess Gar\"e,\" w:�,; s i t t ing up.  He 

had bnrsiH•d !he black sombrero 
from his faeC", a n d  he was s i t t ing up 

-o n  the gro u n d .  H i ,.;  race was cov
ered with blom l .  hut l h rough t h e  
blond they cou l d  s e e  t h e  AnChor 
man's gin ring C")'C.'i . . ·\ n d  Garvey had 
a s ix-gun i n  h i s  h < t n d .  • 

· · You 're Slll<t rt . " "  (. ; : r n·ev said.  He 
wa.;; t .• t lk ing to T u h h.v l�oga n ,  and 
his  ,-oice \\"as A;d :nul deadl v .  · ·You 
bu i lt  a pret t.y l r: t p  Bnt y�u won't 
live lu enjoy i t .  Y o u " rc too smart 
for you r own gond . " "  T h e  gun was 
l i ft i ng now. " " Y o 1 1  1\" o n " t  l i ve long 
enough to  SC"c t i l l" lw ng-'" 

:\nd the  h igh (· :m.n m  walls sent 
back the marin!.{ c<·ho oJ" a shot. Not 
GarH·_r's shot . �  The h u l lel  ! t i t  .Jess 
Gou·ve,r in the f · l te.,;t a n d  d ro v e  h i m  
baekward : the g u n  :; l i pped t'mm h is 
fi�ge1·s. Depu t y  Shf' r i !l"  T a l l eJ: took 
t wo quick .slep.-; .  Col t ,.;moking in his 
hund.  He looked do1m a t  .Jess Gar
\"e�' and then he l e t  h i .s  gun slide 
b11Ck into the hnlslcr.  Then 'l:a l lej's 
voice broke a long moment oi' s i lence. 

"Saw h i m  reach for h i .s  gun before 
he sal up." he said slow I.\·. ' "Couldn't  
figure what a dead m a n  Wiltlted 
with a gun. · So T watched h i m .  
Then, w h e n  Hancock na med h i m  a 
killer-" 

' 

He shook bis head. "So Garvey 
was the ki l l'i!r," .he m u sed. '"That'll 

. be good news for Tom Horner, _wHer
ever he is." 

"I'll  tel l him," Tubby said.  
The deputy's jaw d mpped. 

"Jumpiil' Jehosophal! Don't leiiTnc 
you've caught Horner, too ?" 

"M:y client," said Tu bby · Logan, 
with dignity, "is hiding in some 
brush. I'll go and cal! h�m now." 

TilE END. 
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"Kj]Jed him, d?" Gin. 
doe crunted to Aktah. 
"All richt, Injun. From 
now on you do as I 

say-or swing." 

BULLET BLACKM AIL 
B Y  J I M  K J E L G A A R D  

A T  a sharp blow from the short 
limber stick the trapped silver fox 
dropped . He stretched convulsively, 
his jaws opened and sna.pped shut, 
then a little trickle of blood bub
bled from his nose to make a red 
puddle in the snow. 

Akta.h Stood beside him, the stick 
poised- for another blow. But the 
fox was· dead . Looking down on l1im, 
Aktah's eyes glcwed and his chest 
swelled with pride. This was the 
first silver fox he had ever caught, 
and it meant much to him. 
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He bad no rifle of his own, and 

perhaps he would use tbe n10ney he 
got for this pel t to buy one, the bolt 
action kind, with hooded front and 
.receh·er rear sight, that city sports
men used when they came up to 
hunt moose and bear, and other big 
game. Akt.ah had long wanted a 
rifle like that. 

The short spruces that surrounded 
the trap were covered. with the soft 
snow t hat had fallen only last night .  
As far  a s  t.he  trap chain would reach, 
the snow was trampled in a wide cir
cle where the fox: had leape<l and 
struggled in his effort to free himsel f .  
Aktah knelt beside the animal ,  and 
started to take him out of the t rap. 

One of the spruces waved a bit,  
and a mass of snow tumbled from i t .  
Aktah threw himself flat on the 
ground a split fraction of a second 
be£ore a rifle blasted. His hand shot 
to the long knife at bis belt, and he 
sprang straight at the spruce. 

Behind it, dressed in  a caribou
skin jacket with a cape that fitted 
over his head, an Indian was fran
tically ramming another bullet into 
the long mur.de of an antique rifle. 
Seeing that he could not load again 
i n  time, he let the rifle fall in the 
snow to grasp his own knife. 

I<'or a moment the two circled cau
tiously, Aktah studying the other's 
clothes, and as much of his face as he 
could see. The Indian was a stranger. 
Plainly his intention had been, and 
still was, to kill Akt.Ab. and take the 
silver fox. 

Aktah held his knire low, his fin
gers wound about the hilt almost 
to the blade. It was a good knife, 
Hnd had come to Aktah from his fa
ther and his grandfather befol't him. 
In the days before the white man's 
Jaw hnd rome to SUJ>plant tribal law, 
it had drunk the blood and taken the 
scalps of many enemies. Aktah had 
never used it on a man, but, if the 

gods to whoRJ he s t i l l  prayed in  se
cret. were with h i m .  now the long 
knife would aga in  drink m;w's blood . 

The other l ndi:n1,  obviously a 
crafty and experienced fighter, 
S('l'trched ror :u1 open ing.  Aktah's 
eves roved O\'er h i m ,  hut  hetr;�.yed 
n

'o t.h ing or the wc;� knes;; he had 
rou nd.  The other he ld his kn i fe well ,  
but. n trifle too h igh . There was a n  
inch and a ha l£ hd ween h i ;;  h i p  bone 
and hi;; lower r ih t h a t  was open and 
should ha\'(': been CO\'et·ed. 

Then , as t hough he had s tumbled 
on a snow-ooverf'd s t u h  and could 
not help himself ,  A \.: t a h  fell two 
paces forward . 

W i t h  a pant. herl i\,;e le;q) the other 
lndiHn came i n ,  and when h e leaped 
he brought lt i� knifl' u p a n o t her inch 
<tnd a half. Aktah  spun h al £ around. 
He felt. t he hlade rip t h rough the 
out er edges of  h i s  jacket . and t he 
sting wh ere it grned his rib.<;. But it 
was the cutt ing edge, not the ,,oint, 
that. struck . 

Aktah v;as scarccl�' consc ious o£ 
the warm trickle of  blood down his 
side a.s he snapped h is o w n  kni re for
ward . He felt it strike, 1)ierce 
clothes, flesh and bone a s  it s lanted 
upward through the short strip that 
had been left open. The Indian's 
jaws gaped wide as the blade drove 
through his heart, and he grunted 
heavily. His arms waved feebly as 
he fel l backward to land supine in 
the snow. Then he was st i l l .  

Breathi ng heavily, Aktah stood 
over him. His blood raced hotly as 
for a moment he stood in  the grip of 
the savage emotions that h is fore· 
fathers had known long before t.hey 
had bowed to the superior st rength 
and arms of the white men. He 
had done no wrong. He had killed 
an enemy who had first tried to ki l l  
h im.  And that, to him, was fair .  

Then Aktah looked at the bone 
handle of his knife, slanting into· the 
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d!':ltl man's l>rl':l i' l .  The figh t ing lust 
t h n t  clowkd his brain gave way to 
luf'id rt':\sun . The while men hanged 
n i t  ki l t t•rs! I t  1\·as n o  usc lo ru n from 
tht• police. c i l ht•r.  As f; l r  as he r a n ,  
t h l'y would li nd h in 1 .  S t i l l  nobody 
hat l  se<·n t h e  fig-h t .  no nne knew as 
yet t h ; l f  he was a k i l l e r .  Here in th is 
isola ted p la<"c t h e  body migh t re· 
m a i n  u n d i:;co,·ercd f01· weeks or 
mon th s . a l l d  m ig-h t nc\·er be fou n d .  

A k t a h  k n e l l  ; 1g: 1 i n  :md wrenched 
his k n i fe fro111  I he hot ly  of  his sl ain 
Clll'll1y. He df'ancd 1 he blade on th e  
snow, then froze i n hi� t mcks. 
Tht·ough I h e  < ·old .  q u ie t  a i r  I here wns 
borne to  him t h l..' \·ni t :l..' , uf  a wh i te 
Jll :lll . 

" ' Wt·l l .  wel l .  I nj w L  A fi ne \Vay to 
trent your l i t t le pbym:dc !  I knew 
somel h i n "  \\·a s  fi . .:h_v u p  here! That 
gru nt eou l d n " l  "n:- 1 ' 0 1 n c  fmm :my
th ing but :1 m :1 n � - -

"Killccl h im, l'h ? Wdl, you 'l l soon 
h a vt� as- good a collar around your 
neck ns :111y squaw could make, ln�  
j u n !  An"  it ' l l  fi t -t ighter!" 

:\k t a h  stood numb l,r , h i s  hands 
hanging down and the knife tra i l ·  
ing from nc tTc\css fingers. There 
wns something about the way this 
white man t a lked thnt struck lcr� 
ror in to the very depths of h is soul. 
He looked at  th e riAe,  and for a sec� 
ond thought. of jumping into i t .  His 
hands t igh tened a l ittle. That was 
the best way-die now in the wil� 
dcrness hC lo\·etl ralllet· than fa('e the n:.uneless tcrroh thnt e\·en the 
thought of prison conjured up. But 
the white man was spenk ing aga in . 

" A l l  r igh t , l nj u n :  What do you 
nim to make of i t ? ' "  

Aktnh st:ued. puzzled . 
"What do you mean?" he mut

t ered. 
"Just this. I could use a man. Yon 

F0k�el;::�le11-�';� ,:.::�_" 'T,',l th�t���� o:'\��. ;l��!l���
e�-���:�Yr �a�<l:!: ���� 

nf t h e  figh t : 1 n d  t h e  cx�.. : i lemcn t his to the police. There's no pay in it. i [  
keen ca •·s h a d  n o t hc: l l"(] t h e  white you go with me,  but you got a choiL'e 
m a n 's a ppro:l("h . }\u· a moment he between that. an' hangin'." -
considered L 1k ing t h e  k n i fe a nd Aktnh studied h i m .  The whit.c  
lea ping : It t h e  ncwf·umer: they man w:1sn'l  a constable. He wan ted 
cou l d n ' t  h :m g  h i m :my h igher for Aktah to  go with h im,  an d  do his 
two · ki l l ings t h a n  for one. Bu t white · bidding i n  ret urn fo1· w1l ich he wou ld 
men · were too sm:n·t to be c:wght keep silent about the kilJin'g. H 
cm�i ly , and do1 1bllcss t h is one had Akt.1h chose not to go, he would be 
:1 ri·Ac . "Besides", the w h i te man had given over to the police-:uftl 
tlonc h im no wrong a n d  would only hanged. Obviously there was  only 
be upholding his  own I a  w i f  he toole one decision a. sensible man coul d  
him to- pri�n . make. 

Slowly Aktah rose to his feet and ' 'J' l t go \v ith you," he  said quietly. 
turned around. The white man,  "You're  showin'  sense for  an I n-
hold ing - a short-b:urcled c:ul>ine, jun ," the white  man declared with 
sloo.d t en feet. a way bct.ween two s:1tisfaction. 

.
"The first. th ing you 

sp1·uecs. He was a tal l  man,  wca1·· got to do is h a n d  over that (•ape 
ing a worn jncket .  The hood thrown you're weari n ' ." • . 
bnck from h is head revcnled a Ak tah stood a moment, indeci�ive. 
be�rdcd" face, n· long, angullll" nose, His cilpe was a parka. made of finest 
anti <:ol01·lc-ss l itt l e  eyes that h ad no ' caribou skin, w i th a collar o[ 
expression i n  them . He laughed fringed wolver ine skin . The hoollctl 
ja�ringly. j acket whit:l.1 the white man was 
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p_ulling ofT, was m;uJc o f  the coarse 
h ide of a bear and had only four 
dirty ermine skins stitched i n  as n collar . 

"All  right ,  Injun!' '  the white m :i n  

snapped aL.U:tah.  ; <Gel i t otf! You 
do n s  I lell  �·ou an' do i t  q u ick !"  

Aktah hesitated a moment more 
while the white man watched h i m .  
Then h<" took off his  cape a n d  
handed i t  over. Doing so, there bm·st 
over him full rea l izat ion of what the 
gesture signified. He was choosing 
volu n tarily t o  cast his lot with the 
while m:m ,  a�d from now for as long 
as the whit.e man lived, nnd cou ld 
tell of  t h e  kill ing, he would be a 
slavP. -' 

and picked u p  : 1  Sll < lk�· wh ip . He 
snapped i l ,  and t he \<ish went curl
ing out t.u l , u r n  t he lea d dog's flank. 
The dog .:;rovek·d, hi.; head o n  his 
fron t pa ws. . 

"Gimntc yow· k n i fe ."  Gindo or
dered A k t a l ; .  

The Tndi: 1 1 1  h a nded i t  over . Gin
doc l:1 id il  011 t he loa d , and then 
cl im bed on. f< �f' i n g" . \k tah  with h is 
rifle acro.;s l t i .� kn.ees. He pul led a 
fur robe on·r h i m s e l l' n n d  arranged 
his back comfort a b l e .  But  he kept 
his  hands un t w h t'rc he cou l d  use the 
r ifle rrce l .v . 

"Starl l h c  dog.�.'' he ordered . 
Aktah .'< l JO u k d  : t l  t h e  dogs. Th�y 

st.raiiied at the  l race;:; a n d  the sled 
started to HlO\"C. S low ly it  gath
ered momen t u r;l :1 n d  begnn to go 
faster as Akl: lh guided i t .  . 

"Tha t 's better , Injun ." The white 
man's colorless eyes were cloudy 
with anger . "Au' get this straigh t 
right now: If )'ou ever figger to  usc 
that knife_ on me, you might gel 

h::; �v���"�\�. B
l�l\• !��·�� �h���o�;!! Fo�·�rl.:ll�

t
·,��d 1 ! : :\�lw�h�i�net�•:.�:!:� 

1_'11-.. show you how i t's goin' lo be the snow.-;hoe l.r;-t i f s  of on ly two other 
done. You're goin' to  be responsible men . Then , o

t
t the morning of the 

for my l i fe. Get it?"  fourth d:n: .  man s i g·n . ..; became more 
Aktah was amazed. The fact that plen tiful . ' Aktah n��tde n o  comment, 

he was surren dering his cape should but wondered why G in doe should 
be assurance enough that he had think of t rading u p here.  They
agreed to the white man's terms, rind were approaching the Handler Uiver, 
would do anything the white man t he h u nting gro u n d ;;  o f  t he Yiki In
asked him up to and including fj.ght- dians. The Yik is were a poo t• tribe. 
ing for him if. necess<ny. But e\'i- F'or yea rs , due to the down swing 
denti.Y the white man did not under- of the fur cycle; their  h unting 
stand that .  Aktah put on the othet·'s grounds had been <l l l  but bare. of 
discarded cape. ·fur. 

"I'm ready," he said quietly . At twi l ight. on the fourth day they 
The white man's roving eyes , came to the · river and ·the vi llage. 

found the si l�·er fox. "That. belongs There \Vere long rows of fi rewood 
to' me, too. Bring i� al9ng, Injun.  stacked along .the river, a nd back 
Yofi're now part of the Lace Gin- f1·om it two rows of log h ouses that 
doe Tradin' Co." the Yikis lived in .  Aside f1·om these 

Aktah walked. ahead o! Lace Gin- there was a new, one-story log 
doe to a winding l iftle �tream. Eight building and,. a l i tt le way away 
big dogs hitched to a sled lay i n  from the village, a .po l ice {1ost. At 
tbeir traces there. Wben the white · a word from G indoe, Aktah swung 
man came back they arose, ca:inging the team over and stopped i n  front 
as he walke,d to the back of the sled of the post. The white man. got off 
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the sled ,  :1 nd Akt:�h wen t into the 
post. wi th  h im . 

The const :1 blc i n chaq:;:e, a young, 
shrcwd-fnccrl m:111 who h:1d worked 
among t h e  Y i k i .-; for five years, sat 
behiml l i t e  desk . Ald a h  wa i ted by 
the door w h i l e  G indoc went up to 
introduce himsel r .  and it seemed to 
Aktn.h t h a t  more than ::�. l iUie hosti l
ity sho wed in  t h e  constable's face. 
That was !;! range. "'bite men 
meet ing in isolated places usual ly 
made a gre a t  fuss over one another. 

"My name's G indoc," Lace said. 
"l've got a tr:t d i n '  license t o  come 
in  here, a n ' I 'm t he one as  h;HI the 
post. bu i l t . 1 t hough t you m igh t 
want to sec my cJ·edenti:l ls ."  

" I ' m  ?\ [ a t thcws," the const:1ble 
told h i m .  " Weren 't you through 
here in  July?' '  

"Yes," Gindo :1 dmit. ted .  "I foun d 
out then t h<J t the fur was swingin ' 

back in here. a n d  the Y ikis should 
have good c�t.ehcs t h i s  year. I 
ship�d in t w o  t hou�a nd pounds of 
trade goods b.v boat iln '  I 've got an
other t hou.sand w i l h  me. Or I'll pay 
cash if t he l n j u n s  want i t . "  

" Y o u r  boa t  shipment g o t  here 
and i s  st ocked in your post," Mat
thews said.  ' 'Rttt l isten , G indoe , 
part of my job here is to see that 
these Yikis n ren " t. chen ted .  The fur 
pockets thcy"ve been finding this 
year arc t he fi rst they·,·e found i n  
a dozen yc�u·s. Th is iS their chance 
to get out. of the r u t .  We won 't have 
any trouble if  you make u p  your 
mind now to pay th em fair p1·ices." 

L::�ce G indoc laughed. "As i f  I 
didn 't aim lo! Const nble, if  any In
jun comes to .vou claimin' he's been 
cheated , bring him over an' I'll make 
any adjustments you think neces-
sary ." 

· 

"I'll remember that," Matthews 
t(l]d him. 

Aktah followed G indoe ou tside, 
and again starlet! the dogs as Lace 

walked to the log post . The dogs 
stopped in front of the build ing and 
G indoe wh irled . 

"B1·ing 'em around to the side!" 
Gindoe entered the bu i lding. Ak

tah drove the dogs around to the 
side, where there wns a small door. 
G indoe opened the door and mo
t ioned Aktah inside. He showed him 
a small metal box and a piece of 
paper. 

"Can you rend?" he demanded, 
wav ing the paper under the Indian's 
nose. 

"No," Akt::�h answered. 
"A ll right . I'll read it for you. 

lt  says : 'I, Lacey Gindoe, do de
clare that i f  I am killed or injmed, 
Aktah is to be held responSible. I 
also declare that I saw Aktah kill a 
man on Ferguson Creek.' " He 
folded I he paper and looked at Ak
tah .  "Do you know what that 
means, Injun ? I'm puttin' the pa
per - in the box, an' I'm takin' the 
box over to the pol ice post. I'm 
lcavin' word tha t it should be 
open ed only i f  anytbin' happens to 
me. Now go ah ead an' unload the 
sled, an' don't fool around the false 
bottom ." 

Aktah unloaded the sled, carrying 
in  to Lhe post needles, cloth, knives, 
hatchets, a bundle of traps, a dozen 
old Ross rifles and ammun ition for 
lhem, and various other trade 
goods. None of it. waS first--class 
material, but nothing except the 
rifles wa.s very poor. Aktah broke 
open a box of ammunition and found 
partly corroded bullets with the 
leads loose in their chambers. He 
shook his head. The man whose 
life depended on one of thooe rifles 
and the ammunition Gindoe was 
selling with them, was placing him
self in  a very precarious posi tion.  
They might work on game, but they 
were apt to fail just when needed 
most. 
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It was nigh t when Gindoe came 
back to the post. Aktah had built 
a fire in the stove and S()read the 
white man's blankets on the steel 
bunkin one of the small rooms lead
ing off the main store. He him
self would have to wait with his 
blankets until Gin doc told him where 
to sleep. That came hard; Aktah's 
father was a Sioux, and through Ak
tah ran no servile blood that would 
allow white men to kick him around 
with impunity. Yet it was better 
than hanging. Moreover, Lace Gin
doc had Aktnh's word that he would 
be his serv�mt, and Aktah didn't 
break his word . In every way he 
could he wou ld serve Gindoe and 
help him. 

The dogs were unharnessed, fed, 
and chained to separate posts to 
keep them from fighting, but the 
sled was still out.<>ide the door. Ak
tah wondered about that sled. It 
had carried only about hal£ as much 
as nppeared to be on it, and Aktah 
had unloaded it down to the false 
bottom. He knew that there were 
still goods to be unloaded under the 
bottom, but Gindoe bad ordered 
them left alone. 

But now, carrying no light, the 
white man took Aktah outside. He 
loosed the clamps that held the false 
bottom in place and lifted it out. Ak
tah st.arfd wonderingly. The bot
tom of the sled was filled with small 
kegs, and the smell told that they 
could contain nothing but cheap, 
high-powered alcohol . 

FOR two weeks Aktah worked set
ting the store in shape, while 

Gindoe slept, drank from one of the 
kegs that he had kept apart from 
the rest, or disappeared with an ax 
and a rifle to be gone all day. When 
the work was all done Aktah pre
sented himself before the white man, 
who. was half drunk . 

•fGo out an' get some rrl'sh mea.t!" 
Gindoc snarled.

· 
"Did J•ou think you 

was goi n ' to s i t  around here eatin' 
my grub for nothin'? ' '  . 

Aktah looked at  h i m  �ubmissively. 
Never t.o be forgot t£'n was the fact 
t hat one word from Lace G indoc 
would p u t  him in the  Slll<l l l  cel l b�ck 
of Matthews' barrad::s awaiting trial 
-and hanging. 

"I haven ' t any rifle,'' he said 
simply. 

· 

"Then get one!' '  G indoc snapped. 
He strode through the store to where 
the dozen old Rosse.:,; had been placed 
in a rack by themselves. Can•fu l ly 
he examined them, t hen thrust one 
and a bas: of cartridges in to lhe In
dian's hands. 

Aktah started n orth away from 
the ri\'er. Bot h  t he forearm and 
stock on the riAe was loose, and 
there was a slight wabble in the 
boll ,  but that made no difference 
now. [t was good to brea the free 
air again if on ly for a short time. 
It was good to be a.way from Lace 
and hunt once more. Aktah sighed, 
and thought of the days when he had 
planned to build his l i fe around 
hunting and trapping. 

A m ile and a !Htlf out, Aktah. 
killed a yearling moose. He skinned 
it, cut it up and hung the meat in 
a tree. Reluctantly h e  started back 
to the post. He laid the rifle on a 
shelf outside the small room which 
Gindoe had assigned to him, and 
which was always locked al night. 
Gindoe was taking no chances on 
Aktah's creeping out and knifing him 
while he slept. 

For the rest o£ the winter Aktah 
worked around the post and sup
pl ied Gindoe with fresh meat. The 
first days of spri ng brought the first 
of the Yikis in from the trapping 
grounds with fur. There was still 
enough snow so they could use dogs. 

Five men, letting their teams of 
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two or tlm'<' dog-s lay out side, cmnc 
into the post . :\k l a h  w;llchcd from 
the ba<'kgruu n d  w h i l e  Gindoc ap
PI'Oncht'd I IH·nl . Ht• heard t hem a•·
guing OY<'r t h e  l •w l<.• goods and the 
furs.  :md t hen t lwre wHs some low
t oned ('1111 \"Crsn l ion t h a t  A k t a h  could 
not hear. One of the Yikis wen t 
!Jilek to hi� sled In bring in sixteen 
lynx pel t s .  :Ut ah sa,,· G intloe give 
him t ra d<' :.:nods ;md money, and 
opened h i s  cyf's in sm-prise. The 
goods the w h i t e  m a n  hnndefl out  
were fnir v a l u e  for  t h e  fun;  he got 
in  excha nge. 

The lone I n d i ; � n  wen t back o u t  
a n d  t o o k  h i s  t e a m  n w ; 1 y .  T h e  other 
four went. into t hf' rc;n·  or  t h e  post 
w i t h  Gindoe.  Aktah remained 
where hC' ,,· , • s .  n n d  when the fom· 
cmne o u t  tltt•ir f'YCS were di la ted and 
big with excit en;cn t .  They shouted 
to their dogs :"md dro\·e away, just 
enough of Lace G indoc's cheap alco
hol i n  them to \\"het  t heir appetites 
for more. Then G imloe came b:1ck 
i n lo t he m a i n  m o m .  h i s  face as 
flushed and exci t e d  ;1s the Indians' 
had been . .'\k t ;l h  s; •w the greed 
there, the ('u p i d i t y ,  :1nd waited for 
the white  m a n 's orders. 

"Git the clog�< re;Jdy, Tnjun," Gin
floc told h i m .  "\\"e'rc goin'  out to
n ight." 

A
T dark, Gindoc riding and Aklah 

driving the dogs, they ldt the 
posL Cove•·ed by t h e  robes a t  Gin
d9e's feet Wf'I'C t.wo o f the small  kegs. 
.For half ll.ll hour they t•·nvelcd up 
Ute river, then .�wung no•·lh nlong a 
small  creek. A m i l e  up t he creek 
they met the fom Yikis who h a d  
hcen n t  t h e  post that  afternoon ... A k 
tah remnincd poised on the sled 
while -Gindoc got off to t.a l k  with 
them. 

Then Gindoe cnmc Qnek Co1· the 
kegs ancl Aktnh watched while the 
four drank greedily from one, swill-

ing i t  down l ike wnter. One or them 
began to l a u gh senselessly, ;� nd t h e  
o t her three joined i n .  Then G i n doc 
took the keg nwny, though the four 
Yikis begged for more. He snl on 
the ·kegs, his riAe -ready, and shook 
his head. The f(ltn' disappenred in 
the dnrkness. 

They reappearrd staggering un
der loads of fox, mink"

, and mal"tt'n 
pelts, wolf and fisher hides, lynx fu rs, . 
ermine and beaver skins. They la id  
their pelts beside Gindoe's s led,  :mel 
he gave them both kegs of alcohol .  

Aklah watched, writhing i n 
wardly. T h e  Yikis were friendly l i t 
tle people;  he l iked b o t h  t h e m  a n d  
t h e i r  country. They had worked 
hard all winter for the pelts they 
were now trading . for one night's 
drunken debauch. The�· and their 
families would ha\'e none of the 
wealth they had eal'!led. n u t  Aktah 

- could do nothing. He was Gindoe's 
slave, and would be unt i l  the secret 
gods to whom he now prayed harder 
than ever saw fit to release 1ti m  from 
bondage. 

Gindoe loaded the fms on the sled 
and, stmpping o n  a pair  of snow
shoes, walked nhend of i t .  Aktah foi
Jo,\·ed him with the dogs. They went 
another mile upstream aiid swung 

· i n to the spruces. Then they came to 
an exposed soulhern slope from 
which the wind and sun had taken all  
the snow. The dogs strnined and 
panted, b u t  the sled moved slowly 
down the slope, to bring u p  nt a l i tt le  
clearing i n  the spruces where there 
was a platform ere<;ted on four tall  
poles.  I t . was n cache,  bui lt  strong 
enough so that nothing but a grizzly 
bear could tear i t  down. G indoe must 
have built i t  on one of the occa
sions when h e  had been absent from 
the post. 

"Put 'enl u p  there, Injun," G in-
doe orde•·ed now. , 

Aktah <'nrried the furs to the cnebe 
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and covered them with canvas. The 
white man's plan was clear now. For 
all furs taken in at the store; he 
would give fair value, and thus al� 
lay l\latthews' suspicion . But he 
would meet as many trappers as he 
could out here and trade alcohol 
for their furs, which he would keep 
in the cnche. 

Within two weeks G indoe could 
go down the river with a fortune in 
furs. Those in the cuche� he could 
bring in  to the store <l  few a t  a time 
n n d  pack them there. ' 

EJ��; lt���jl iha�!���s����o��:�g
d��� 

and drove Gindoe out to meet trap
pers. Each tinie they carried one 
or two of the kegs. and each time 
gathered a small fortune in  furs to 
be added to those already in the 
cache. Fourteen of the sixteen kegs 
Gin�oe had had on the sled p�id for 
sixt�r-five percent of the furs the 
Yikis caugh t ,  �nd G indoe got most 
of the other thirly-five percent with 
his trade goods. Twice l\'Iatthews 
visited the store. He was puzzled: 
either the Yikis' catch w�s not com
ing up to his expect�tions, or else 
somethirtg was happening that he 
knew nothing about. If the latter, 
he mennt to find out �bout it. 

l\iatthews' seCond visit, mnde the 
day the last of the snow disappeared, 
worried Gindoe. Aktah had been 
busy for two days sorting and pack
ing fur to take down the river when 
the boat called, and had most of the 
fur that had been taken i n  at the 
store packed:- But i t  would take at 
least three nights to smuggle i n  and 
pack the fur in the cache. Lace was 
going · to load it in the . boxes the 
trade goods had been in, and pile it 
on the dock. He could take his un
sold trade goods back down the river 
if be wanted to; and once - past Mat-

thews was su re he cou ld �et it the 
rest of the wav.  

The Yikis �w· rc sul len,  but  so far 
none of them had .::.:-one to 1\'Iallhews. 
When they comph1 i n cd a t the store, 
G indoe placMccl t hem wilh some o( 
the last  of his a lcohol .  a n d  sent them 
away aga i n .  A n  l n d ia.n with a 
cou p le of d ri n k.. of strong liquor in 
h is stomach cou l d n ' t  t h i n k  of any
t h ing cbe. 

The n ight. a fter ::\ f M · t hews' last 
\· is i t  G indo(' sen t Aktnh to start 
bringing in the fw· l"mm t he cache. ·  

A pack sack h a n g i n g  loo:;ely ·on 
his shoulders, A k t a h  s t ruck directly 
for t he c;tche, g-L1d :1s usmt l to be 
;1 lone and free n l"  h i .-; white master. 
The Y ik i Yi lb!.!C \UL� qu iet as  he 
p<tssed th roug!�� but to Aktal1 it  
seemed more n sorru w f u !  llwn a - re
sentful cal m .  The '( i k i s  hnd had their 
chance t.o make lliOilC\" w i t h  fur, and 
instead had t raded i l  for Lace Gin
doc's rr lcohol .  Aktah looked back 
when he was a l i t t le bevond the vil
lage, then squared his s.hou l ders and 
wnlked on.  

He came to the sou them slope and 
swung down to the  cache. Within a 
hundred yards of  i t he' stopped to 
listen. Then, vcr.v C<lrefully; he 
crept through lhe spruces lo look. 
Something was wrong al lhe cache. 
Aktah hUd sensed i t , but st i l l  did not 
know what it  was. 

From the edge of the spruces he 
peered out at the cache, or where the 
cache hnd been. l t. was down now. 
Three of the poles sti l l  stood, but o"ne 
pole and the platfOt·m were on ·the 
ground. A grea t  dark shape moved 
within the clearing, cuffing at the fur 
bundles with a big paw. Aktah slunk 
lower. I t  was a huge grir.zly, the 
biggest he had ever seen, and it bad 
ripped the fourth pole out  or broken 
it  in two. Aktah raised his gun, 
pressed the trigget'. The grizZly ran 
into the �orest. Evident_ly h e  had 
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come ou t of winter hibernation very 
h ungry, :-tnd was find ing the furs ac
cepln ble food. 

Al a mile-eating little t rot Aktah 
returned to the vil lage and the post. 
He knocked on G indoc 's door, heard 
the steel bunk creak .  Then the 
white m nn 's impatient voice: 

"\\1h:1l do you w:ml?" 
"A grizzly knocked the cache 

down ," Aktah reported. "He is eat
ing the furs." 

Gindoc l)wore, and Aklah heard 
him stirring nbout as he dn�ssed. 
Then he was :1t. t he door, a rille in 
his hand . Aktah eyed it. He had 
dreamed of owning j u s t  such a rifle 
as th:tt. 

"You blasted Tn jun s ! ' '  I�ace 
snarled . "Why didn't  you shoot 
him?''  

"I-" Aktah started. 
"Come on! ' '  G i n doc cut i n .  ' '\Ve 

can't get all that  fur in at  once, an' 
we got to get that  grizzly!" 

Together, a l ternately tro t ting and 
walking, t hey retUl'ned to the c:tche. 
L'tce t>xamined the scattered furs, 
and came back to Akt.1h :1t the edge 
oC the brush . 

"That grizzl .v' l l  be back!" he 
snappt.'<l. "We'll  wait here. lf you 
was worl'll you r sn i t ,  you would have 
gol him!" 

"]-" Aktah began again. 
"Quiet!" ordered G indoe peremp

torily. 
The night wore on .  Silent, tense, 

the two men lay side by side in the 
spruces. Aktah breathed a prayer 
and gripped his rifle. Gindoe kept 
his eyes on the ruined cache. The 
first faint light of  dawn threw sil
ver streaks across the sky, but it 
was not until an hour ;1fter that that 
the grizzly came back. 

Aktah saw him first, a huge, 
clumsy-footed, head-rolling thing 
that came halfway out of lhe brush 
and paused there while he watched. 

Aktah felt "himseJr go rigid. The 
gtizzly he had always accorded the 
deepest respect, and this one was far 
bigger than any he had ever seen be
fore. The grizzly came out of  the 
brush into the clearing and stood 
presenting a broad frontal target. 

The crash of Gindoe's rifle punc
tured the silence. The grizzly 
dropped as though he was a huge, 
stuffed skin that somebody had let 
fall. With a triumphant shout Gin
doe sprang into the cle:u·ing, ran to 
the grizzly and kicked it. 

But, as though the kick was the 
shoek needed to call it back to life, 
the grizzly was up. Gindoe shot 
again, but the bear was towering 
over him, his rour-inch claws raking. 
Aktah heard the white man's 
frenzied shout: 

"Shoot, Injun!" 
J\ktah dubbed his rifle and leaped 

at the grizzly. The bear dropped 
Gindoe, staggered drunkenly for
ward two steps, and collapsed for the 
last time . 

But Gindoe, lying where he had· 
been dropped, was dead too. 

AK��A��s cb�l�k� LH�e 
d
t�o��d

ri�h� 
white man's body in front or the 
police post, and 1\:Iatthews came out. 
His eye roved {rom Gindoe's mo
tion

.
less figure to Aktah, and back 

agam . 
"How did it happen?" be asked. 
"He wounded a. grizzly," the In

dian explained. "It got to its feet 
and killed him." 

Then Aktah folded his arms across 
his chest, awaiting the pronounce
ment of doom tha t would now fall 
upon him. 

"Well, I'll ta.ke cnre or him." Mat
thews said . "Stick around. I may 
need you to help with the report." 

"There was a. steel .box and a pa
per," Aktah reminded him quietly. 
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It. was better to get C\'"Cryth ing over 
with . 

"Oh, yes." 
Matthews went into the post and 

came out with the box. He opened 
it, aod spread out the paper. Then 
he gla.nced up, puzzled. 

"This is nothing important," he 
said. ' ;Just a receipt from Pete 
van Gelder at Colton Bow. Gindoc 
sold him some furs last year. I sup
pose he wanted to keep the receipt 
for reasons of his own." 

Aktah stood with am1s folded, his 
impassive face concealing !he ex
ultation that leaped through him. 
He should have known that Gindoc 
would not ha.vc dared put in to the 
hands or the police an:{th ing at all 
that might bring an iove�tigalion on 
himself-an investigation that would 
without any doubt have re\·ealed his 
own illegal actions. On the other 
hand, Pete van Gelder was one o£ 
the most reputable traders i n  the 
North. The mere fact that G indoe 
could prove he had bad business 
transactions with Van Gelder might 
have helped divert suspicion , had 
any arisen. Pete van Gelder didn't 
deal with fur bootleggers-if he knew 
they were crooked. 

The constable leaned against the 
door, frown ing slightly. There was 
something lurking beneath Lace 
Gindoc and his trading that had not 
come to the surface. He had long 
been suspicious, but had found n o ·  
proof that would enable h i m  t o  act. 

Aktah hesitated a moment more. 
Gindoe was dead, had no possible 
claim on him now. And his rifle

"Can I take Gindoe's rifle?" he 
asked. Matthews. 

"Didn't he pay you wages?" the 
constable said almost carelessly .. 

"I .. . no," Aktah forced the 
words. 

He felt the flush in his cheeks. The 

constable's lone was smooth, but 
pierced like a kn ife blade. 

"Tell me how C indoe traded ." 
Aktah sl raightcned. and all the 

d ignity of h is Sioux f<l l hcr showed 
in his whole heMin_!;.  If the con
stable susr1eded h i m ,  i f  lit' was lost, 
the Yikis uccd not be. They would 
get tUeir fur bnck , because he would
explain exactly why it should be 
gi\'en b:'l..ck .  

" H e  ga\'C the  Yikis  a lrohol ami 
took their fur when thev were cll-unk. 
Il's al l in a cache. Th� bear spoiled 
some, bul not m u c h .  They can still 
sell it to some honest l r;j der.''  

"I s<--e." the cons!  ;j ble nodded SCt
berly. "And just  what was ycntr 
connection with C i nduc?" 

"I was su pposed lo work for :tnd 
protect h i m . "  

"\\'liJ' d idn' t  you?"  
"l lried," Ak tah :; a i d  q u ietly. " B u t  

he gave me one of  his trade rifles to 
hunt w i th . l shot at the bear lust 
night, and the bul let st uck in the 
barrel. Had I tried t o  shoot ag�,in 
with it  this morning, the rifle would 
have exploded in my hands." 

The constable looked at him 
keen ly . A lot of  men came in to the 
wilderness. Some were running from 
whate\•er they had left behind, some 
had pasts, and some were crim inals.  

. But one test of a good officer was 
knowing when to act and when to let 
slec1>ing dogs lie. Aktah , no matter 
what he had done to give G indoe a 
strangle hold on him, was not a crim· 
ina I .  And the Yiki.s needed :l- strong 
leader. Matthews turned to go into 
the post. 

'
"You can take G indoe's rifle," he 

called back. "Don't worry about 
anytJ1ing else." 

Aktah smiled in relief and un
derstanding. He wouldn't v;orry. 
No man needed to i f  he l w.d a b..OOd 
rifle. 

TOE END. 
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"THIS will be Marlin;" Clay Nor

cross, the Wells Fargo messenger 
said to himself as he felt the en
gineer slap on the air. No. 7 lost 
speed rapidly as it rolled through 
the warm summer evening. 

Standing at the barred wicket in 
the door of the express car, Clay saw 
the lights of .the town swing into 
view. This Oklahoma country was 
not new to him, though he had not 
laid eyes on it in three years. 

WS-6C. 

As the train ground to a stop, 
he heard a hand truck roll up to 
the door. But he did not open up 
until he saw the local agent stand
ing there, a gun on his hip. Clay's 
head went up an inch or two as he 
noticed the three men with the 
agent. One of them wore the badge 
of a United States marshal. All car
ried repeating rides. 

"Cole Roberts and a couple depu
ties," he muttered, identifying the 
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marshal at a glance. Suspicion of 
their purpose tightened his moutH. 
"They ain't here for their health,". 
he thought .  

He ran the heavy door back on 
its rollers. The agent, the marshal  
and his deputies climbed into the c:�r  
at  once. The agent carried a pack
age which he handed to Clay. 

"Belter put this in the safe ami 
lock it up right away ," he said.  Clay 
saw that the package, heRvily sealed, 
was addressed to the Drovers' Na
tiona l  Bank, in Dull  Knife, t wenty 
miles north of En id .  

"Glad to get t h a t  off my hands ," 
the agent decl ared , mopping his  
brow. "Va lued at ten thousand�" 

The va l ue of the package, great as 
it was, hardly explained the agent 's 
obvious anxiety. Down in Texas, 
Clay had carried such amounts often 
enough to regard i t  as CQmmonplace. 

"Any particu lar reason for sa:-,ing 
that?" he inquired as hC signed for 
the package. The agent flashed him 
a look. 

"]']) say there is. You're nc\v on 
this division, Norcross. Don't open 
up for anyone tonight unless you 
know what you're doing," he warned. 
"The Santa Fe has had two stick-ups 
within a month. It may be our turn 
next. .Marshal Roberts, here,  and 
h is men are riding with you." 

Clay nodded in response to the in
formal introdudion. 

"I've got it pretty straight that 
Champ Quantrell and his gang are 
out of the Strip and somewhere 
east of the Cimarron tonight ," Uob
erts e;:plained . Suddenly he gave 
Clay a closer look. The latter's sur
prise at mention of Champ Quan
trell's name had been apparen t . 
"Your face looks familiar to me," 
the marshal declared. "Ain't you the 
boy who used to work for Hank 
Gore's Sash 8 <mtfit, east of Dull 
Knife?" 

"Yeah,"  Cby n oddet l ."  1 n'orked 
a round that  coun t ry a long lime. In 
t-hose dnys Ch:w1 p Q u a ntr<'ll was 
just a cheap bl :1ckleg l i \· i ng on what 
the gam b lers n n d  ch iselers in Dull 
Kn ife tossed :1 t h i m . " '  His . tone 
was sudden ly hard and bi tter. 

" H e's plenty b;� d now," Hoberts 
sa id heavi l y .  

C l a y ,  b u s y  w i t h  i n k i n g  n board the 
loca l expres� fN the norl h ,  made no 
commen l .  ".i l h  the a gen t giving 
him a h a nd , t h e  work was soon done. 
Then t. h c  ngent lowered himself to 
the plat form . 

"All  righ t ,  Ch:1 rl i c ,  gi \·e him the 
'all  clear! ' " he enl l ed to Lhc con
ductor. :\nd to :\'orcross: "Lu ck to 
you ! You 're in good h a nd s ! ' '  

CLAY dosed t h e  door with a bang 
and locked it . A wa rn ing toot 

from t.hc engin e ,  and No. 7 began 
to move . She was t e n  m in u tes late 
lea\·ing Marlin,  a n d the engineer had 
her k icking up her heels in  a hurry. 
Roberts and his depu t ies disposed 
themselves comfortably on the ex
press trunks, while Clay busied him
self with h i s  work. 

The train was u n der fu l l  speed by 
the t ime he finished, t h e  heavy C)(
press car swaying on i t s  trucks, and 
Lhe w a r m  n igh t ait· sucking down 
through the venti lators w ilh an eerie 
sound.  Clay swung around in his 
chair and faced the marsh a l .  

"It's a wild stretch of country 
north of here for sixty miles," he 
said.  ''We've got only three stops 
between here and Enid-Md.natee, 
lola and Quana h .  Two, if we're not 
flagged at  Quanah. Where do you 
figure we may run into trouble?" 

"Quanah-if we stop. It's just a 
guess. But it doesn't matter," Rob
erts said confidently. "We'll be 
ready for 'em. If Quant1·ell climbs 
into this car ton ight he'l l  get the 
surprise of his life. They say he's 
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,!!ol a gn•al sen!!:<' of  humor. - l\rfa�·bc. 
I 'rl l ik(• to sc<· h i m l aug-h th is  off." 

' ' I  kuow all ahoul that sense of 
lmmM uf  h i ,_, - ·  Clay remarked 
bleak l y .  Thc uw rsh a l  cocked an un
d<.•rs t a u d i n �  eve a t h i m .  

".It l w:.:-i�t-" 'to come b:1ck lo me," 
he s a i d .

� . .  You've g-ol an old sc..'OrC 
to scl t lc w i t h  Qua1l t •·c l l ,  haven't 
y0u i' ' '  
· " I  ough t lo haYc-rcmembering 
wha t .he did t o  me.'' Clay answered. 

"l . i f t <'d Core·_.. fa l l  st eer moner 
Off Of \'Ol l , d i d n ' t  he?  l l  WaS fir�t 
drive �;1 1 1 1  C\'Cr made for old Hank, 
w asn't  i t � "  

co;.-.·1ec1t1��1t 
.

, J . : : : :·.kc �-1Jfre(��r�\'ei�u���;:· 
Gore's _,cgu n d n . wns in charge or the 
s h i p p i n ;.:- .  . \ l  k:L.;l he was unt i l  a 
s t.cer s lanu ucd h i 1 1 1  against a load
ing ;.:-a t e " few m i n u t e  . .; before we had 
t h e  I a :' !  uf i l • c  . .;luff a board the cars. 
'Ve l w d  t o  st>nd Brl' n t  t o  Doc Les
ter's pl;u·e .  1-k· left IIH' to  take over, 
so whe •.•. L11wh;m p;1 id  o ff. I got the 
liiOnCv. 

Cl ;;y sht •uk h i  . .; head as his 
t h ough t :-; dwel t. o n  that long-J)ast 
aTtcrnoo n .  

'' l l  was t h e  fi rst t i me anvone h a d  
CV('I' t rn.slcd m e  w i t h  So much 
money." he wen t on .  " I  made up 
my mind to  . .; l a .v \\· i t h  i t ,  and see that 
nothing h :1 ppcncd to it . Our wagon 
was o n  the big fla t. just outside of 
town. The bon had no sooner 
washed U fJ a'11d ihrown a l i t tle grub 
into thcmsch•es before t hey lit out 
for b u l l  K n i fe t o  nwke :1 night of 
it. I'd always been a ringleader in 
tha t sml .of fun, b u t  that n ight I 
didn't  go." 

"1 should have ).{One i n  \\· ith them 
and hoisted a f<'w."' h e  said.  "Bu t l 
couldn't  t ake t h a t  clwnce-not wit.h 
nil  thnl money in  my shi•·t.  So I sa t 
aro u n d  t h e  fi re wit.h Billy, our grub 
sli nger. I W<lS getting ready to turn 
in when (-lu a ntrell came riding 

across the nat. i·l(' ha i ler! us and 
cnme up lo t he fire." 

"Wh,r did you let him tlo it?" Roh
crts nsked . "You knew he was bad." 

"[ knew he wasn't any .good," 
Clay coun tered . "His la ugh , J icl n ' t  
fool me: I just figured he d idn ' t h a v e  
gut.s enough l o  s l a p  a gun o n  me.  
That w a s  my mistake. H -e  h a d n ' t  
s a i d  t e n  words befo1·e he had m e  
cm·cred. ' H a n d  i t  over,' he says . I 
tried to lie out of i t .  I to ld h i m  
Brent h a d  l h e  money. Th:lt was 
when I began to get ncquainted with 
h i s  brand of humor.  He laughed t i l l  
his fat belly shook. 'You was too 
cute about thi:s,' he .says. 'I£ you'd 
gone to town with the rest of the 
crew, I wouldn't have tumbled. But 
when a fun-loving gent l ike you 
stays away from the bright lights, 
it's plain reading.' " 

Clay was silent for a moment as 
he rechecked the waybi lls for 1\-lana
tec, and got lhc stuff ready. -

"It wasn't just  . losing the money 
that washed m� up with Sash 8," he 
said finally. ''It was the way Quan
u·e\1 play�d me fol· a sucker. You 
don't get over a thing: like that." 

"Didn't you go after him?" one of 
the deputies asked. 

"Go a fter h im ?'' Clay echoed bit
terly. " I  chased that skunk for a 
year without seeing anything of h i m .  
I drifted d o w n  into Texas t hen and 
wen t  l� work for the company. I'd 
sme l ike to meet up with him again." 

"Stay on this run nnd you will ," 
Roberts promised, "unless I snag 
him first. "His r:lce wns grim. ' 'It' l l  
be a break for vou i f  my hunch is 
right and he slOJ�S us tonight.  What
ever happens, don't be a fool, Nor
cross. Gelling a slug betwt'en the 
eyes won't help you to square your 
grudge with Quantrel l." 

Clay jerked his head i n  agree
ment. It was goorl advice, and h� 
knew it.  

· 
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TWENTY mini1les later, the en
gineer blew his whistle as the 

trrtin appro:tched the little town of 
Manntee. Hoberts nnd his men got 
down behind the trunks and shond 

their 1·ifles out in d1·ont of them. · 
With a grinding of brake shoes the 

train rolled up to the station . 

UJ;:.'!'R
k
o
e
b;;����v;:.��d .

about_ opening 

Clay followed the instruction . 
After · a moment he said: "The 
agent's out there. I don't see nny
one else." 

"All  right, slide the do01· back," 
?�o!:!r�d��;red tensely, "We've got 

Clay did �is he was told.  The 
charged stillness inside the express
car was abruptly shalleJ•ed by the 
impatierit panting of the locomotive 
a!ld ne1·ve-racking song of the 
cicadas in the gum trees. Then the 
head and shoulders of the Manatee 
agent appeared in ti1e open door
way. He handed ln a package and 
received the few-Clay had for h im.  

"Warm night," he remarked. 
"Feels like n1in." 

That \Yas :1 IL  Roher\.<: notldcd 
:md Clay closed t lw door. Lisicning, 
s:1ying no t h i ng, the fou r  men waited 
n n t i l  the I ra in beg; �n  to  lllO\"C again.  
One of the depu t ies s ighed heavily. 
Hobcrts ga\"(� 3 m ir t h less laugh .  

" W e  got t igh t e n ed u p  here for 
not h ing,'' he said dryl ,,- .  

They st ruck a st retch of  n ew road 
bed. Dust sifted u p  t h rough t h e  
t!oot· and d<J\\"ll f r o m  t h e  n :- n t  i l a tors. 
Tn ! heir brackets t he o i l  . l a mps 
seemed to swim i n  :1 n•l low h a ze . 
Forty m i n u t es la t e r  t ltey were ' i n  
Tol n .  l t  h a d  begun lo ra i n , a heavy 
i lrizzlc.  01 herwise ,  i t  was a s  peacc

, ful  ;l S  it lwd been at \ Luw tee. 
' 'Begins to  look as  t h ough T w_as 

a l l  wrong a bou t t h i :-; , "  Hobcrls 
grumbled.  ' · ""e' l l  know better 
when we get l o  Q u a n n h .  If ,�·e're 
fl;tggcd t h ere, look o u t  . . .  

' ' f l 's a l ikely spot ror  a holdup," 
Clay obser\·ed sober!,\·. "Nothing 
bet ween t h e  rfl i h·oad n n d  t he Cinwr
ron to stop a h a rd-riding b u n ch ." 

Hoberts h;td pul led out h i s  watch . 
He snapped il open an d he ld  it i n  
h i s  h a n d .  ' 'Ele\·en m i n u t es running 
t ime to Q u a n <l h , "  h e  remt� rked.  
' ' \Vc'll know soon."  He didn't  p u t  
the watch nwa.v.  Fi n a l l y  he s n i d :  
"Just a b o u t  there." His round,  
smooth-slwven face h a d  n set look. 
Plainly he believed the expected was 
about to h a ppen . "Get ready , boys," 
he advised. · 

The words \\'ere not cold · on his 
l ips bcfot'e they fel t  t h e  engin eci' slap 
on the nir .  The lrain slowed . The 
fou r  men exchanged an ;mxiops 
glance, laking i t  for granted that 
they were being flagged . The next 
moment ,  however,  the wheels begnn 
to click faster. Quanah w;ts left he
hind with a rush . Roberts ran a. 
finger around inside the collnr �of his 
shirt. 

"Got ni l  steamed up for nothing/' 
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he grunted. "Thought that was it 
for H. minute." 

The tension thnt gripJ-.ed the oth· 
ers had snap[)Cd. Enid was only 
half an hour away. The deJHtlies 
chuckled, or pt-eh.:ndC'd to . One of 
them rolled :t cigarette. Clay had 
work to do, but he w;1 i ted, his ghncc 
fixed on Roberts. 

"l\1arshal,' '  he s:� id.  "why were 
you so s u re Qwmtrcll knew I had 
that package aboard? How could 
he have found o u t  about i t ? ' '  

' 'Huh!"  Roberts snorted . " How 
do they ever find out  such things? 
Someone tips 'e m  off, of comse. 
Chances are he knew we'd be wi th  
you tonigh t .  We m:.l._v hand him a 
s urprise even yet. No. 8 wil l  be 
staudiug on the Lrad( when we pull 
i n to Enid. We'll double back south 
on her just on the chance that Quan
trell may try to lop ofl' the laugh 
he's having a.l my CX!lensc by giv
ing her the works. As £01· you ,  you'll 
be al l  right, north from the city." 

"[  hope so," Clay said thinly, 
• •but my guess on that cunning wolf 
is that he may do the unexpected." 
To l • i mself he added: "And if  he 
does, this time I'm goin' to be ready 
for h im." 

��h����t/!r�a��::'�n� ��:�{;. �
r
�h� 

other; but the brief moment that i t  
look Roberts a n d  h i s  deputies t o  
climb aboard t h e  southbound N o .  8 
was long enough for a man lounging 
against the station to sJX)t them. 
Sure of what be had seen, he melted 
back into the shadows to where his 
saddled horse wai led. A few sec
onds later he was heading north in 
haste. 

Clay quickly clc!u·cd his Enid ex· 
press and, foregoing the usual 
friendly chatter with the handler 

on the truck, took :lboard the stuff 
for the north <l.nd promptly locked 

himself in. He ran to the safe then 
and twirled the combination. If 
Champ Quantrell  had a joker up hi.'l 
sleeve tonight, Clay proposed to 
lO(l it. 

The business he WitS : .tbout did not 
take him long. Working rapidly, he 
had i t  finished before the engineer 
applied the steam and the first shud
der ran through the train.  A sec
ond later No. 7 nosed north out o£ 
Enid. 

His eyes hard and bright with ex
citement, Clay lowered himself into 
his ciHtir and sat there waiting for 
the train to gather speed. 

"It's bad enough to let a man 
m:-.ke a sucker of you once," he mut
tered. "To let him get away with 
i t  twice is your own fault.'' 

Instead of picking up speed, No. 7 
lo:lfcd through the yards. Clay 
knew what that mean t .  The en
gineer was stoppiug ;ll Crow Creek 
lank for water. 

A minute or two la ter, he {ell the 
air go o n .  The train slopped, and as 
he listened, Clay heard the fireman 
climb over the tender and lower the 
tailk spou t. The water began to rush 
into the tender. But only for a mo
men l.  Suddenly the spout banged 
as it  jerked upward. Another mo
ment, and a shot shattered the still
ness of the night. I·lard on i ts  heels 
came a violent pounding on the door 

of the express ca.r. 
"Open up in there!" a voice 

boomed. "Make it quick, if yuh 
don't want to be blown to hell!" 

Clay pulled himsell out of his 
chair and stood there, the blood 
dl':l.ining awa.y from his face. There 
w:-.s no mistaking that voice. Slowly 
he pulled his gun out of the holster 
:1nd tossed i t  on his 'desk. 

"Make up yore mind!" Quantrdl 
roared. "We ain't waitin' !" 

"All right!" Clny answet·ed. 
Willin;;· hands rau the door back 
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from outside as he stepped away.  
He was insl:tn tly covered. Three 
men leaped into the car . Of them 
Clay recogn ized only Champ Quan
trell. 

"Git that S{lfe open before [ p u t  
a slug-" Quan t rel l stopped short, 
h is mouth dropping open with sur
prise . "Wa.al!"  he boomed. "If it 
ain't my old friend,  Clay Norcross! 
H:t! Ha.! Ha ! "  His laugh was as 
loud :md jarring as ever. "Boys, 
this makes i t  perfect !"  A n d  to Clay: 
"J'm shore glad to renew my <lC
quaintance w i th yuh, Clay," he 
grinned brazenly.  "Funny how every 
time we meet vuh see.m to be ha nd
in' over somebocly's dough to  me." 
He started :mother laugh . 

"Corne o n ! "  the wcasel--eved out
law at his elbow cut across 

· ·
h i s mer

riment coldly. "We ain 't got :dl 
night here. Git th is over with ! ' '  

"That's wh<.�t t say ! " the third 
man snarled . "What are we sla l liu' 
for?'' 

QUANTHELL'S eyes narrowed , 
and the light in  them was mur

derous . A pparen tly h e  d idn 't reli�h 
being told where to head in. The 
contemptuous smile h e  caught on 
Clay's lips did not soothe his feelings. 

"I always got time for a laugh," 
he blustered .  

"You've h a d  your laugh," t h e  o u t 
l a w  who b a d  spoken first fl u n g  back 
at him. 

Clay saw Quantrell waver. He 
wanted to take up the cha l lenge, 
but he seemed to realize on what a 
thin thread his authority hung. The 
easy way out was to ignore it. 

"You 're right , boys," he mut
tered . "That puts it up to you, 
Norcross. I want that package 
you've got in the safe." He shoved 
the nose of his gun into. Clay's belly. 
"Get it open !" 

Clay shook hi'> head. "li you 

want to get in thM sa fe, you'Jl have 
lo blew i t .  l"m not opening up. It'll 
mean my job i f  I do."'  

' ' I t ' l l  mean yore fu neral if yuh 
don ' t ! "  Qua.n trdl  s:1 i d  Hal ly .  

· · P u t t i n g  a s lug through me o ugh t 
to b� easy�·· Cb1.\" sa id roolly,  " b�:t it 
won t get you wha t  you wnnt

Qu:m \ rel l . seized on th is  cleverly 
dangled b 3 i t  i n  a hurry. "Then yuh 

adm it you 've got the package !"  l1e 
wh ipped o u t .  

" l ' m  n o t  saying anything," Clay 
answered evenly. 

"Of course he's got it!" the weasel
eyed ou tlaw put i n .  "That's the 
onJy reason he's stallin'." 

Quantrcll nodded. "Five seconds 
for yuh to make up yore mind, Nor
cross!" he barked . His gun bored 
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deeper i n t o  C'la.v's stomach . 
wou't : rsk yuh aga i n . "  

"I press car. T w o  members of the lo
cal police and a group of armed 
passengers were on ly a step behind 
t hem. The brakemen hoistcQ the 
conductor into the car. 

Cia_,. wu,; uo t only wi l l ing, but se
cret ly : m x iou,; t o  open the safe. His 
pret ended rcl u d a ncc to do it,  his  
ta lk  of  lu . ..; ing h i ::.  job and a l l  the  res t  
of  i t  w a s  o n l y  to make Quanlrc\1 
m·cra n x inu.-; .  H e  knew he had gone 
as far as he dared .  Now it was his 
lllO\'(' . 

' 'You w i n . "  he got. ou t sullenly. 
"ect t h a t  .:..:'1 1 1 1  or r !  of  my bel ly ." 

Dropp i n g  lu 1 1 1lc knee in f1·ont of 
the sa fe . h e  g:1 \·e the com b inat ion 
two lon/.:' turns a n d  a sho r·t one. 

"She's open . ' ' he m u l.lered. 
Qua n l rc l l  gn1·e t . hc  steel door a 

;v:m k :md it swmtg- back. ' 'Here i t  
is ! ' ' h e  cried t r i tm1ph a n t l y  as 0he 
pu l led o u t  a ."c a l ed p:tckage. ' 'Dro
ve,-;:;· !\ a t ion: t l  l b n k ," he read from 
t h e  w:•,vhi l l .  Th a l  WllS enough for 
h i m .  Ht! 11· : L �  gri n n i ng from car to 
elll' whe r 1 he s l l': t i gl r tened 1 1p .  ''Nor
cross, .vo 'rc l u.: t ter  than Santa 
Clau� !"  he l a u !!;hcd . "We'll  shore be 
loo k i n '  forw:;nl  to 111ceti n '  yuh 
:1g:r 1n-" 

A sho t sou n d ed fro l ll the 1·ear end 
of t .he t r a i n .  H n n n ing feet. sou nded 
on t.he gra\·el . a n d  a man stuck his 
head i n  t he open door . 

''\•Vc g1 ) t  to  gi l rno\' in ' !"  he threw 
at Qua n t re l l .  

"Com in' ! ' '  the  bandit  answered. 
He was the l a .<; l one ou t of the C<lr, and he cou ld not forego a final 
th rust .  ' 'Sorry I h a d  to b1·eak in on 
yuh so un expected tonigh t. . "  He 
laUghed mock ingly .  'Til send yuh 
a postcard next time!" 

"Well," the · l a t t er got ' out ex
citedly, when he saw Cl ay, "I'm g lad 
yo�1 're all right. "The open s;afe 
caug

.
�t his eye. "I sec they cleaned 

you 
· "Not exactly," Clay informed him.  
He went to the l ittle cast-iron s tove 
-unused since winter-that stood 
in a corner of the c:u·, and, after fish
ing around inside it for a moment, 
drew out a soot-smeared package. 

."This is whnt Quantren wanted. All 
he got was some letterheads. When 
Hoberts left us in Enid, I figured 
something like this might h a ppen, so 
as we stood at the sta tion , I fixed up 
a package as much like this one as 1 
cou ld make it. 1 plastered jt with 
sealing wax, and made the v.·aybill 
out to the Drovers' �ationa\ of Dull 
Knife." 

"And Quantrcll fell for that?" the 
conduclo1· demanded incredulously. 

' ' I stalled him so long that when 
he fi na l ly gol his hands on the pack
:1ge he dicln'� lool"'-al it twice," Clay 
explained. 

"l·loon1y for you!" a man · at the 
door burst out. "Quan trell  will ne,·er 
live this down. When this gets out, 
the .whole coun tr·y will be laughing 
at that skunk!" 

"That's right, Norcross," the con
ductor .. agr·eed� "He does a Jot of laughing, when the laugh is on the 
other fellow, but his sense of humor 
won't be equal to this." 

cL���se��
e
alt·ir��e;,n lu:·�.::l��ss 

t���t sh:·�hle�· �;�;:·;.�t��·zd
s
��� �:�ka�: 

volley to cliscour:.ge pursu it , they to the safe. "IE your health means crossed the ll·acks ahead of the loco- anything to you, you'd better get 
motive and struck west . A few min- this rattler rolling before Quautrell 
utes later the conducto;· and brake- tomes back looking for :m exP,Iana-
men ran up to the door of the ex- lion." 

· 

THE END. 



THE . "·ork of refini-shing a gun 
stock 1s not so (.'(Implicated t h a t  
t h e  avernge _ home workman cannot 
do a \'Cry excellent piece of work and 
ge� s;ltisfadory results, but it J•e
q mres n grea t deal of time, patience, 
�md elbow grease. Ir _you attempt a 
JOb of t h is kind,  you would be wise 
not tq, eliminate any of the neces
stlry stages. 

JC you han a m i l i tary rifle, the 
stock will lu1 ,.e been boiled in  oil to 
get it ns near wnterproof as possible. 
Jf you h <IH t m  old shotgun or rifl e  
stock, it  llltl.Y at one t i m e  h a v e  been 
fi n ished with plnin vnrnish. Jf there 
is any v;l rnish or lacquer left from 
the original  finish, this must be com
pletely ..stripped before you attempt 
to apply a ·  new finish . Any of the 
V<lrnish remo,·ers· or lacquer J'e
movers will  work on - this, depend
ing, of cotirse, upon the finish. They 
are simple to use; but rather messy. 

Varnish removers are applied with 
a rag or an old brush, and al lowed 

G u n n e r s 
By PHIL SHARPE 

to  SO<Ik in. whereu pon the old var
nish becomes soft and slicky. A dull  
knife i s  then used to  scrape it  off.  
Sometimes co:use tough rags dipped
in  v:-�rnish rcmoYcr, can be used to 
scrub i t  off. Be sure you get every 
trace of i t  off the su rface before you 
:-�ttempt the fol lowing step. 

If there <J re any sl ight dents in 
the stock , not gouyes, you nwY raise 
the sm·face to smooth them o u t  with
out the applica t ion of sandpaper. 
Do this by careful application of a 
wet rag and the t i p  of a hot flatiron 
pressed only to the spot in question . 
The steam wil l  thus pcnetrflte the 
pores of the wood and cause the dent 
to swell back to normal . N:-�tuml ly, 
if  the dents are very deep, the stunt 
\viii not work. Nor can i t  work on 
scratches \vhere the wood hns been 

The following list of literature i s  available to our reader s :  S T R A I G H T  
SHOOTING, SNAP S H O O T I N G ,  W I N C HESTER A M M U N I T I O N  
HAN D B OOK, · SAVAGE, STEVENS, FOX, C O L T ,  ' S M I T H  & W E S S O N ,  
H A R R I N G T O N  & R I CH A R D S ON, 3c each ; M O S S B ERG, M A R L I N ,  
2c each ; W E S T E R N  A M M U N I T I O N  H A N D B OOK, ·sc ;  R E M I N G T O N  
A R M S  A N D  A M M UN I T I O N ,  6c ; a n d  a l a r g e  three-pound b u n d l e  of 
assorted ·catalogs, 30c each and 38c west of Chicago. None can b e  sent 
to Canada. Postage stamps are accepted. 

Application blanks for membership in the �ational Rifle Association 
may be obtained by writing to Mr. Sharpe. B e  sure you print your name 
clearly and inclose a three-cent stamp with your request. 
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removed. There you must usc sand
paper and files tO remove all  trn.ces 
of the scar before starting to apply 
the new finish.  

The secret of n. satisfactory finish 
lies in the pt·cpamtion of the wood.  
Have it as smooth as possible aftet· 
you have t·cmoved the old finish. 

First, sand the wood very care
fully with a coarse grade of sand
paper, and then with succeeding finer 
grades, until you get down to ubout 
size 7/0. A lways work with the 
grain-never ac•·oss. Finally, use a 
small pad of steel wool about No. 
000 grade. 

Next, r·aise the gr·ain. Do this bY 
wiping the surface with a wet rag. 
The surface should be reasonably 
moist, but not too wet. Let it soak 
in £01· not more than a. minute or 
two, and dry il  suddenly over a hot 
fire, either a. coal stove or a gas 
range. Keel) the stock rotating con� 
.stanlly and keep it  fur enough away 
from the the flame so that the wood 
is not scorched. It should be dried 
very quickly all over. 

After the stock has been thor� 
oughly dried in this fashion, run 
your fingers over it and you'll find 
the surFace all "fuzzed up" with VCI'Y 
fine and rough slivers of wood . Use 
your No. 000 steel wool again and 
rub the stock down once IUOl'e, fol
lowing the grain carefully, 

Repeat this operation until you 
can no longer raise this fuzz. Then 
let the stock dry over night, and 
you'll find that many of the porous 
spots have become filled up, due to 
the raising of  the grain. 

Do not use varnish for applying a 

new finish . Modern gun stocks of 
.the better grade arc finished in  dull 
oil which will take on a high polish 
if properly rubbed. 

To apply your oil finish you 'll need 
some rubbing felt. A smal l block of 
this about three or four inches square 
and a half-inch thick can be pur
chased for a few cents through your 
local paint supply house. 

You first use a wood filler to com
pletely fill all of the J>Orous grain of 
the wood. The best material is 
silica. You can, of course, prepare 
your own under directions given you 
by your paint supply house or you 
can obtain a prepared mixture from 
the same source. 

After the stock is thoroughly dried 
and carefully cleaned; apply the 
filler, rubbing it in with a rng across 
the grain instead o£ with it. Let 
it stand for an hour and remove 
the surplus with a piece of rough 
cloth, rubbing against the grai n .  Dry 
it  overnight, then go over your sur
face l ightly with No . 000 steel wool . 

Use standard boiled l inseed oil ob
tainable through a paint shop . If 
the wood is light-colored , and you 
wish to darken it, apply a little bit 
of oil dye to the oil , not the wood. 
However, wood will naturally da1·lcen 
as it absorbs oil. Rub the oil into the 
wood well with bare hands. Permit 
it to stand and dry for two or three 
days, and then polish with rubbing 
felt and rotten stone, obtainable 
from your drugstore, and a -little 
water,

' 
rubbing dow1i smooth always 

with the grain. Repeat as many 
times us you desire, and the more 
y'ou do it, the higher polish you'll get. 

This department has been dtsigned to be of practical service to those whet 
are interested in guns. Mt. Sharpe will gladly answer any question you may 
have concerning firearms. Just address your inquiries to Phil Sharpe, Guns and 
Gunners Department, Street & Smith's Western Story, 7g Seventh Avenue, 
New York, N . Y. Be sure you print your name clearly alld illclose .ot t!Jree-ceD.t 
stamp for your reply. Do not !lend • return. envelope. 
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M i n e s  
a n d  M 1 n 1 n g  
B y  J .  A .  T H O M P S O N  

AssESSMENT work is a tetm fa� 
mil iar to experienced prospectors. 
Yet just what it is, and what it 
means seems to puzzle many new� 
comers to the mining gam e .  The 
right to possession of a valid mining 
claim can be kept up by doing a cer
tain amount of wm·k on the claim 
each year .  This is  the "assessment 
work. ' '  I t  must have a n  equivalent 
vulue of a t  ieast one hundred dol
Jars, i n  l a bor or actual i mprovements 
of a mining n a tu;e beneficial to the 
claim. 

As long as this much work i s  done 
each year, sworn to and recorded 
with the proper authorities, Uncle 
Sam says the daim is yours. Let 
the assessment work slide, a n d  the 
claim, even though it embraces a 
mineral deposit you yourself have 
disCovered, becomes automatically 
open to relocation by any qualified 
person-United Stales citizen-who 
chooses to restake the property in 

his own mune, unless nctual work on 
t �1e cla i�l is resmut·d by the original 
t1t le holder bdorc such a relocation 
has been mndt' .  

T. J . ,  of I\i:1g:n·:1 Fall� .  :-.lew York, 
who :Hi m i t s  in  his lt.:t 1 c'r th : 1 l  h e  is a 
green hand :1t prospect in/!, but anx
ious to lc:m1 a s  m 1 w h  a s  he can be
fore star t ing h i s  f irst t rek west in 
senrch of go l d i s  one o f  the more re
cent readers to q u e1�v 11s on t h is im
portnnl  s u bject . l\ L  B . ,  of Winston
Salem, North Carol inn, nnd a crowd 
of others h: 1vc :1sked for substan
t ia l l y  t h e same d :1 t a . The answers 
t o  t h e i r  q u est ions n rc grouped to
gether here in a single a rticle . We 
suggest t ha t the a r t icle be cl ipped 
a n d  saved beca use i 1 1 formation once 
given is seldom repe:1 ted in  these col
umns .  

The assessment-work v P a r  does 
nol conform to the c:de1;dar year. 
It begins at twcke uoon on the first 
day of July,  and ends a t the same 
time the following yca1·. N o  assess
ment work is rcq 1 1 i red for t he assess
ment \"C:u· i n  wh ich the location is 
made.

� In other 11·ords, if a cl<tim 
was located i n ,  say, NoYember, 1 91-0, 
no assessment work would be neces
sary unti l  L h a t  co,·cri n �  t he 1941 -42 
a ssessment ycnr, wh ich !Shou l d  be 
done and reco rded before noon of 
July I ,  1 !)42. Even then, i f  work was 
not ac-tu a l ly begun u n t i l  the morning 
of .July lst�bcfore noon-n od was 
fnithfully performed cont inuously 
lheJ·cafter unti l  the one h u ndred dol
lars' worth of  work h:1d been com
pleted, the c l a i m  wou ld not be sub
ject to reloc:1lion for fa i lure t o  per
form the 1 942 assessment work. 

The mining laws give the prosp�c
lor and original discovere_r of a JTII�l
eral  deposi t a mighty fa.Jr brcaJ, I l l  
such matters, perhaps because they 
arc so largely founded in  the United 
States on the early-day cod�s and 



MINES AND MINING •• 
pract ices t i<'v i,;c(l and set up by the 
piunect· pro . .;pcdors in t he West 
thcmscl,·e . .; . 

Howevt·r,  do n u t  forget. thal  many 
Sta tes ha \'e  n•gu lat ions of  their own 
req uir ing- that  a eert a i n  amount of 
work sha l l  bl' dune un a cla im w ith in 
:t s t a t ed per iod :di et· t h e date . o f  lo
ca tion , t t s u a l l .v s i x t y  ot· ninety days, 
to ma k(" the c l : t i n t  Ya l id . '\'here they 
exis t ,  such regu la t ions must be ob
served . a n d  t h i s  " " lOcntion work" or 
local S t a l e  req u i remen t is a regula
tion sep;n·a t c  ;nHI dist inct from the 
amwal a . .;se,;s tncn l work exacted un
der t h e Federa l .� l a tu tes . 

To h o ld a t · l a im by the perform
ance of  a . .;ses.� t l l t' n l  work each year 
the work done t n u st be such that it  
w i l l  a id in  < td u a l l.v developing the 
mineral  depu, i t  un  t he claim. Merely 
ha u l i ng .�1 1 1 ne  \ 0 1o l s  out to  t he prop
erly, d u m p i n g  t h em on the ground, 
and t hen .-;pend ing  a l"ew weeks con
templ a t ing· the scenery won't do . 
A;;sessm e n t  work means bona-fide 
wurk , such n s  ." i n k i n g  shafts, or  driv
ing t u n n e l s itt h a nl rock fot; lode 
claim.<>, or  d igg· ing lest pits and 
prospect h o l e,: in plac..-er groun d to 
h e l p  pt·oyc up t he actual exten t and 
value o r  �·o u r  deposi t ..  or course, 
definite  m i n i ng on the pi"Opet-t.y is  
one of t h e  be.�\ a n d  most i ncontro
veri ta b le forms or as.�e.ssmen l work. 

Inasmuch a s  neither Federa l nor 
State s t a t. t t les specify exnctlx w h a t  
will  and w l w l  w i l l  not constitute ac
ceptab le assessme n t  work, there arc 
many in .� l ;mces where work d i fFeren t · 
frolu that men tioned a bove wi l l  come 
tmdet· the heo1d of necess:1ry labor 

for the impro\'cm-en t or development 
o£ the claim , and thus be received 
as assessmen t labor. For instance, 
road work, or necessary trail con
struction , even though i t  is not on 
the claim itself will frequen tly pa...<;s 
muster. So, sometimes, will remov· 
ing bruSh to get at the underlying 
grnvel in a placer claim. 

I f  you are · in doubt as to wlw.t 
w i l l  and what won't hold water as 
assessment work in any particulur 
State or locality, i t  is wise to con
sult loc;al officials before going ahead 
_or, i f  possible, get a definite ruling 
frou\ the attorney general of that 

. State: Rut i t  is still best i f  you wish 
to maintain an unblemished title to 
your claim, to a\'oid any attempted 
short cuts and stick to noncontro
versial forms of accepted asst_-•ss
ment work in the annual labor which 
you must perform on your claim 
each year i n  order to hold i t  prop-
erly. 

· -

A val id mineral claiut ,  title l6 
whicll is kept al ive by faithful per� 
formance of the required annual  as-: 
sessmen t work can be sold ,  ot· leused , 
and passes by descent to the own
er's heirs just l ike any o ther p iece 
Of real estate. In the latter c:u.se, 
the heirs of course must sec that as
sesSment work is done each year to 
continue their t itle to the property. 

To J .  K., Berkeley, California: 
The law i n  Arizona requires t hat .all 
public assayers must be licensed or 
registered. - It is against lhe_ law for 
an u nregistered publ ic assayer to do, 
or offer to do, assaying for a fee. 

• We desire to be of real help t o  oUr readers. If there is anything you 
vrant to know about mining or prospecting. a letter inclosing a stamped and 
self-addressed envelope sent to ].  A.  Thompson. care of Street a: Smith's 
Western Story, 7 9  Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y., will bring a prompt 
authoritative perSonal reply. 

Letters unaccompanied by a return envelope will be published i n  the 
order in which they are received. But as space is  limited. please keep such 
letters as brief as passible. 
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The main objective i n  corresponding 
is, of course, to afford ourselves enjoy� 
ment. It's fun hearing from lots of peo
ple, sharing their lives, in a sense-but 
the opportunity you have here at  the Old 
Hol!Qw to make friends in so many dif
ferent countries as well as all over the 
United States shouldn't be overlooked 
from an educational standpoint. You can 
gather a fund of . knowledge about the 
world and get your information first-hand 
from the folks best fitted to give i t  t o  
you. So s t a r t  off n o w  by getting in touch 
with the Pals whose letters appear this 
week and finding out all about the places 
in which they live. Our first letter i s  
f r o m  B onnie B u r n s  whO writes : 

o.. .. � .\l l•• llh·•·'" : 
l " '" d:;ll i <'�" .'"<•nr• <oltl n n • l  "·ouhl lik'! 10 

�'"''' lNro·r• fr<or" H"'·''""'' l u  H�ry """""' <of !he 
worlol. H�•hlo·� "' r i l i u .r  h• ! t ,..r. m�· hol)hio•s nr� 
r,..noliuJ:, o•olle<• T i u ;:  ''l'•>llflldu• �ay ·• Chill•'•(' 
j>><W••rb•·. uno! w i l l ,>" �u.dnc� of all � l nol•. Com., 
""'"• ''"" ' ' ' 11 1 1  : 0 1 > 1l o.-rilo• I n  JH<'.---li<oll n i �  lluru�.  
Jlox Ill,  H " �,o·h.  � e w  .\lo•xico 

Brighten up Helen's life-

nc,,. �lis• U i l·•·r� : 
y ... ;��Y"I�-��.::; J�;�, '

.�:;: ��.r· 
;,�;·i� �<·h�u','.'" ���::,'";�� 

lo'ro•�ted i n  wri l i l l;! l o • l l • · >·'· lh� IIIO>"i•·� :oud I rn•·· 
:;::�J:for1 tii�';� 1�1r<•;: !;' :,',',�,\'.:��;�:�;,;,J�11i!e:;. i•l'·l���� 
ht'lp ""' ::•'1 �"'"'' I'''" 1 '"1�. I pruml�e lo :;i•·e 
II pr<JIIJ]>I · •I J I >:\\·o•r ""'' W,1 1 1 1  (o) ]"''lT frOJJJ hnth 
OOy� "'"! girl�.-lld<'H Goo�i r�, J..;okc H n:;h<'�. 
Callforll]� 

Some inform:ation on gold mining w:anted 
here-

D<>»r M l�� lti\•O:r� : 

• ���&11:·��;;" ":��·nh����'�\:�r, \�.�··,..�;,�;�·��:.�':: {.�� 
ter fro<u �<>m�on� wltlo 1hc ��>He illtcre•l� n� 

Clarence h:as songs to swap--

Make room for Estelle-

From beautiful Hawaii comes this plea-



THE HOLLOW TREE 

Retin.i likes the movie:.-

IJoto�T �li•• \(iv0•r• · 
I �no II u i ,. � l ...-11-y.,,,..<>lol o:"irl Wlo<> l i • � •  <>n 11 

1.\fllo oul iu l l o �  �,. , o n t ry " " '* I j:('( o�r.v lo>n�· 
"'""�- I '"" ' ' , j  � � �  •. I t>  h � v r  l'�n 1"•1• 1111 <ner 

����� w,:_•;;1(� ��. \�,·��e 0�\·1 "�\.:'o":it�·o��.['i','��.�'
i�T;e 

10-.. lmnolno:.  ' * " " d "i: 1111'.1 (:(lin� I <' l h r  no<>v\��-� 
lt�Cilla lh•ml>"'· 1:"�1 1\e l h " u .• .  l"'o•w York 

lVanted: A partner-
l!o,.•ar Mi•• 1(\o'Pr> . 

Aft�r r�ot<l i l l �  1\'o••l�ru  l.; l o > r y  ((or mBu .v ,  nuouy 
'�'or", I n m  vru l u ri n l:  uo ,•  l i rA rt'(l\1<'<1. I IO•I  
fi'

,�d <>,�" n';�������; .. ; ... �e�u�l•��o:,o ,::"��:-;::;�� .. ����o�� 
or N�-.. ���' iN• Whf> WOIII<I 1\kr 10 l"k� h i� 
l•lar.,. I w o u l d  t i k "  tu liud :o pl:oe� wh�re f:&ou� 
And lbh. n r� l•h•11 t i f u l  "'"' miu in�: ]'O••ibl<•. I 
i.�i 1•"�::.� "�.u��··r'�1�n �;�.�� ;�. �·�!:t t t{.�':� :··. o �;��k�� 
l•o.rg. Wi><eou•in 

Betty wants more friends

n,•nr �li�· lti•r<• : 
I �  ther<· noom i n  t loe ll n l l o w  Tn·e for m � ?  I 

hot•� ""· I a''' " "  " i g h t �� ll·y�ar-<>hl �:i_TI who 

��i

l;i ,�:��·;i:,:•3I.1 \�:i��;�;;;�e�£��: 'f���'�':d:��� 
"" roriH• ""· u l l ,  a u r t  '"��� " ' ·'· •·irdr t h �  hh: �:��. o;:;-0,�t�-:�;-\:�:'.\!. �:�J���';'�'"'-�i. 350 Avon 

Anne lives right in tbe center of thi•gs

[),:o,.,. Mi�� lti¥�r� : 
Com" ton, �v�rybO(ly, eo'H)'lOh�no. �nd writ� 

t o � 1?�1·-•Qme '"I .. LLo ;� �:.,.u�����-e;l,�'�.���o� 

Albert will exch�nge stamps and coins-

De-11r l-IIM� ltiretM : 

Have 1011 room fo>r tl. lonely CCC b<>y In tbe 
Boll<lw 'l"...._-e ? I liDo twenty ;rearil old 11od col-

lcct ll(ao:np� anti old C<)(nll u a hohlly Alit! [ 
would 1\kl' to uehllDJ:� -..lth other� -..It,. )tue 
I ll� a�n•e hobby. IJI.ool<.,tball �nd tract a r-e  my 
hrorite oot>Orl« load I kl...,. rolleN photoc,.,.r•"" 
llnd nrettlc trlnw. l enjoy wrltln&: lette,.,. •n•l 
wlll lnnrcr ueryone, M rome 011 tad ""lie to 
m�.�Al[,(,rt Charity, tGO!h Co,..pany CCC, Ker
wh• llroot CMmt•. WI'BI<:-y, _ llalae 

This Pal will tell you about Cbicato--

Dt•,v M\u 11\r�r• : 
Will .rou ptu� cntn lliJ n01me Ia tile Holl<>-.r 

T r...-. ? I un ho wy �Jtrlr t!tlrCic� a•d han lo\" 
of llm� t o  o.u�wcr 

�
����·"- I'd be �:;lad lo hrar 

:.��:��� �r:�rr�i� Cl.��it�:-:� �'oul3e�nr!�OtH 1.r:,;:,� 
that cit1. �ly hobhl I• rndl•c;, and I a\10() .,_,.. 

J<>y Mf\bft\1 11-n<J �:oon� I<> th� mo"l��- 1'1�"-IOC, 
noay I loa•� lot� of l�H�•� �(>0<1 1-M r�. Cllrt>li,.e 
K /jchol l .  13·1H !-\. 0��""-'- A•�nue, Bille 
l�lan<J, l l linol• 

"Chief" is a real Indian--

f)(o.>r M\11� Rlren · Can you find a c-oruH In '"'" rl�partm�nl for 
M lon�I<IDle I njun co,...btoy � I wi"l' 1 eouhl ro1>e 
lot�  or l'ro l'a!� from nil orer Ill� world. I •• 
t h i rl y · H v c  )'�••� old lttod am !<n Indian horn in 
Oklnhnnm. I "••· ����" flll ovn th� W�•t nnd can 
1�! 1  ,vou to\K nbout lt. My hobb7 �� wriliiiC C<lTY· 
IIOJ' �ong� und ]ooent•. and I wi l l  �-•cha•&e 1101'"'� 
nn<l NnnpRIIot� vcith noyon�. I pron•l� faithfully 
t o  nn•wH 1111  le tlcr;r, M c�m� on,  l>o7� and if:lrl � . 
and fill m)· mai lbox full of lcllen<..�"Cbi�r" Car· 
son. llox �6. Turner, Mon\111>"-

Tbe West intrigues HorteDSe-

DMr M if<ll ltiV�MI : 

��ti�i: �:������:���,.��:�,
�
:�·;J•-::·�,r��;;,�; 

for mo.<ot of n17 l lf� . I trtl:lne<J In No:>rllo c-roh-''"• 
\'oh��-�·it:�3t1h�� ::a��,����u�0KI�;�ti�J=�e\�1��n\',:�;; 
J•Mpl� from out w�M 1rnd t�arn !IO<K<:-I h l n �: . of 

�f.:;�;�.:��f�;,�{%:�]��t,;}�;1t:J�� 
wrl!e n <>  n••ttcr -..here lhe1 t!r�.-Hort�n"" C<l· 
pole, 2202 Hlgbland Av,•uue. TRDl[>a. FlorldK 

Alex likes tbe outdoors-

Fill Lucille's m�ilbo�-
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W h e r e  l o g o  
a n d  h o w  t o  
g e t  f h e r e 
B y" J O H N  N O R T H  

JUDGING from the mnny letters 
we have recently received on the 
subject. , the urge to follow the trap 
line is stiU strong among adv<'nlur
ous, outdoor-m inded readers of this 
deparlmeo l .  This is as i t  shou ld be. 
The rom ance and lure of a life i n  
t h e  open is an integral part of  ou r 
natural heritage. 

J n  the early days it \V:tS men l ike 
Jim Bridger, Kit Carson an d a host 
of other equaUy famous "mountain 
men" who were literally the first 
American pathfinders in the West 
li S  far as white men were concerned. 
They were fur hunters, professional 
trappers. In their wake and over 
the trails they first blazed came the 
army to set up outposts, the pros
pectors, �he cattlemen, the dirt farm
ers and the settlers who have since 
opened up the West and made it 
the great, rich, colorful land of op
portunity that it still is today. 

Though conditions n ;) t u r;)Uy have 
cb;)nged considera b ly since tl'le era of 
t he mountain men , t h ere arc wic.le 
areas of wildemess remain ing . The 
trapper may find places in these sec
tions where, once he has learned the 
cou n try and his trade,  he can nm his 
l ines and make a n  out door living by 
his t.rnpping ski l l .  

J .  H . ,  o f  Cul t o n ,  Oh io, one of 
those who hnsc q u eried us lat ely on 
professiorwl trapping, wise-ly asks : 
" 'First , just  what a rc the genernl 
q u a l ifications necessary for SU('("ess 
<:�S a profession a l  t rapper? I may 
haH them. a n d  I ma�· not, ;.�]though 
if possible I would l ike t o  take up 
fur tra pp ing either i n  the Western 
States or· the far n ort h country of 
Alaska. a s  a. career . 1 ha\"e always 
been keen a bo u t.  eamping and liv
ing ou tdoors . I h a \·e :dso done some 
t rapping for muskrat ,  b u t  more as a 
hobby than a bus iness ." 

J. H.  has at lea.;;t two of the es
sential q u a l ifica t ions a.s shown by 
his own words . I le likes to trap. 
Likes it for itself as  well l'IS for the 
profit t h ere is in  it. Otherwise, trap
ping wou l d n ' t  be a hobby with him, 
hobbies being somet hing we derive 
p leasure a.nd sat isf�tct ion from re
gardless of the monetary returns. 
That is a good start ,  n o t  because the 
profit in  trapping is to be looked 
down on.  derided,  or e\·en lost sight 
of, but l;cca use the ehnn ces arc we 
do best the things we like to do.  

The other favorable qua lity that 
J, I-1. says he possesses is a love of 
outdoor l i ving. Professionnl trap
ping is just that.  Ou tdoor l i v ing at 
its best-and worst. Not a mere 
vacation camping trip of a week or 
so's duration, but actually living 
throughout a whole season , the 
rugged, hard winter season, in a 
cabin "deep in the forested fastness 
of some snow-drenched, blizzard
swept wilderness terrain, Unless you 
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have ;1 p ; 1d ncr you w i l l  probably I)(' 
miles a way from t he ncarc:St l iving 
hcin g . A n d  s t i l l  1nore m i les away 
from the town or set t lement that is 
,vou r clo,;cst .�u pp ly cen ter. For 
wcek:s :md mont h.-; on end it will he 
just yo u . --::-· u u r  t rap l ine.� and the 
.snow almu· i u  1 h\' eer ie si lence. of the 
grea t o u l duor,;_ 

If the pr< I..;Jwd .-;cares you, i f  .vou 
cnn't  La ke .-.o l i t udc iu wholesale 
doses, bct ! er  gi ,·c u p  t he idea (Jf be
coming a pro ft.:_-;,; ional  trapper in  the 
nm· t h  eo u n t rv . • Jr  i n  the mountain 
w i ldcrne.-;.-; o r" t l u� Western trapp ing 
Stale,;. You won ' t l ike  i l .  

O n  L l w  ot her h a n d  i f  _vou JX)SScss 
a n  tmcpJCiwh;d>le longing for far 
p l aces, if you prefer to be in  lhc 
wood s ·  i n  c v l' r _,. k i n d  of  weather, 
sc lf-rc l ia n t l v  0 1 1  , -our own i n  everv 
respect . Lh t�n \ r;q�p ing holds out  ot;t 
a n  oppo!" l u n i t _,. t u  ] i ,·c an adventur
ous,  heod t ln· o u t door l ife-and a 
chance t{J c;.ll"ll you r l i v i n g  doing i t .  

The tra pper . too.  I I U J. -; l  k n o w  camp 
cra ft  a n d woods lon• prdly thor
oughly.  To _-; t a rt with ,  the penna
ncnt t r-a pper in  w i l derness cou n t. !'\' 
wil l  pt·oUabl:-.· h a \·c to bui ld hi:S ow;l 
shack or log ca b i n .  Somelimes pre
viously ! lban doncrl cabins,  former 
prospectors'  sk1d�s. ;mrl such may 
be fou n d  and reh a b i l i t a ted, but  
not  a l ways . l t  i s  better to  know 
how to bui ld  your own. The cabin  
w i l l have to be s tocked with a sea
son's supply of food, <l good stove, 
and plenty of fi rewood . 

Some tr:tppers with long lrnp l i nes 
to� attend, b u i l d  a d d i t io n a l. shacks or 

shellers as adjuncts to the main 
eahin .  When this is done, spare heel
ding, part of the food supply, some 
clothing nnd cooking u t ensils shOuld 
a l w ays be kept in one o f  the sec
ondary slfcltcrs. Why? "\Tot onJy 
for convenience, hut because acci
dctits do ha ppen . Sup1X)se somehow 
your main. cabin burned and a l l  your 
equipment was in that one building 
-hedding, clothes, food. The fire 
might clean you out entirely . .More 
than that,  it might leave you 
st t·:mded i n  midwinter with a �ne 
ehn nce of  freezing. or starving to 
d�alh before yoU could trek ·back to 
the nea r·est ou tpost of civil i:mtion. 
So even i f  you have just one cabin 
i n  the wilderness, as a matter of pre
caution and possibly l ife- insurance. 
i t  is a. smart trick to cache safely 
somewhere nearby a spare assort
ment of foodstuffs, clothing and ex: 

- t ra bedding. 
For the same reason it is a good 

idCo1 for the far-co u n try trapper to 
t<lkc along two axes, instead of one. 
A da maged , broken, or lost ax head 
could q u i te concei vably be a ma tter 
of serious concern to -an_vone deep in 
the big woods on ail1ill-win ter tr_ap
ping tr ip.  At the very least, it would 
mean an arduous, maybe dangerous 
trip �o town to replace i t .  

Those a r e  simply two illustrations 
o f  what was mean t a few paragraphs 
back by the statement that any· per

son contemplating professional trap

ping in the back country must have 

a sound knowledge of practical camp 
craft to ·start wit.h.  

• We aim to g i v e  practical h e l p  to readers. Mr. N o r t h  w i l l  b e  g l a d  t o  
answer specific questions about the West, its ranches, homeatead lands, moun
tains and plains, as well as the facts about any features of Western life. He 
will tell you otlso how to reach the particular place in which you are inter
ested. ' Don't hesitate to write to him, for he i s  always glad to assist you to 
the best of his ability. Be sure to inclose a stamped envelope for your reply. 

Address all communications to John North, care of Street & Smith's 
Western Story, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N .  Y. 
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Par t  F o u r  
The Story So• Far; 

'Viii Danuing buys tl1e rundown and iso
lated J'itchfork Ranch in  order to pro
vide a l1iJing pl:u:e for Murray Broome, 
his former employer, who has escaped from 
jail after a murder c:onviction. Angus Case, 
who owm the ranch next to the Pitchfork, 
and Pres Milo, his foreman, both are hos
tile, IUHI Milo, who has long wanted to 
buy the Pitchfork him.'lelf, discovers the 

BY L U K E  S H O R T  
identity o f  Broome, o r  l\lilt Barron, as he 
is  now kuown. 

Milo threatens to turn 1\lilt on•r to tl1e 
law unless he per�mule� Will to S('l] the 
Pitchfork. Acrording to Milo. tht·re is 
copper on the ranch, a •liscovery he ha.s 
managed so far to k�p secret. Withuut 
telling WiiL anything about the cOpJX'T de
posit, Milt tries to gel him to sdl the 
ranch, but Will rduses. 
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In town, Chap Hale, the old lawyer 
who mau�tgcd the .'!ale of the Pitchfork for 
Will, i.� murdered . Will discovers tl1at 
A ngus <.::1.-;c is the executor of the eatate. 
Sim.:e Hale had bought the Pitchfork in 
l1is own name, expcding to turn it over 
to Will, the latter ask� Case for the deed. 
Case rdu;.es to give it  up. 

Tlu1t night Milo breaks. into Hale's of
fice to look for the deed which, unknown 
to uuyouc is in the hands of Mary Nor
m:m, a girl who claims to be a friend of 
Murray Broome\. She had found it  in 
a Idler !<elll to \\'ill hy Hale just before 
he dic1l, and which she stole from Will be
fore he lmd a dmuL-e to n:ad it .  

Milo forge.� a letter puq)()rting to show 
llmt Chap Hw.le feared Will Danning, and 
makes Angus Case. whom he has been 
hlackmaili ug for years, 1•retend to find it 
among Hale's pnpers and turn it over to 
the sheriff. Next daY Will is arrested for 
murder. 

WS-7C 

CHAPTER XII 
UNDER ARREST 

WILL's jaw f-agged in ama?.cment 
as Sheriff Phipps' words sank in and 
he reali?.ed that he was being ac
cused of Chap Hale's murder. It 
was so manifestly absurd that he 
was almost inclined to laugh. 

"You clanged old fool," he said 
with patient scorn, ."I heard My
grave tell you that both inc and 
Milt were standing i n  front of the 
saloon when Chap was shot! You 
think I can shoot around corners?" 

"Let me finish, Danning," Phipps 
said harshly. "[  don't claim you 
murdered Hale yourself; I claim you 
had him murdered by one of your 
men. The only man in your crew 
beside Yourself thllt couldn't have 
done iLis Barron, here. As for the 
rest, one of them done it!" 

"And why would they kill him?" 
Will demanded angrily. "Chap was 
the only friend I had here. Why 
would I hire him killed!"' 

"Because he wouldn't sell you 
this place." 

"But he would!" 
"You got the deed?" Phipps 

asked. 
Will shook his head. "You know 

damn well I haven't! Chap didn't 
have time to make it out to me 
befOre he was killed!" _ 

"I know he wcml.dn't make it out 
to you," Phipps said grimly. ''Where 
were you last night?" 

"Right here." 
"With your crew?" 
"Every man jack of 'em." 
"And I suppose you played poker 

for a couple of hours and then went 
to bed," Phipps said angrily. 

"That's right, except it was 
rummy." 

"Chap Hale's office was robbed 
last night," Phipps said thinly. 
"The safe was blown. You aim to 
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tell me now that it  wasn't you t h a t  
d o n e  i t  lookin '  f o r  t h n t  deed ? ' '  

Will was speechless. He stnrcd nt 
the lawman w i t h  bleak, murderous 
eyes, not knowing how t o  d<-n l with 
him. 

And then he said in a A:-� t .  tonc..
less voice, ' 'You ain't got proof any
one ki l led him, you n in 't got proof 
of any motive, you ain 't got proof 
I was even i n  town last nigh t ,  a n d  
still you nim to nrrcs t me n n d  my 
crew {or Chap's murder?"'  

"A coupl e of other t h ings figure 
in it,'' Phipps told him b]e;lkly . 
''One of them is t h a t  Angus Cnsc 
heard a man argu ing in Hale's ofl1cc 
the n ight Chap was killed.  He lig
ures it was you." 

w�l�� �::��·:�i�:��� ���
k

:J::��t�·��
i
�'�: 

Beh ind hi&: anger, Will  wondered a t  
that and w a s  u n reasonably hurL 
But Phipps was taking something 
out of llis pocket , a piece of paper. 
He extended il  to Wil l .  

It was the note Pres :Milo had 
wrilten . Wil l  read it,  and read i t  
again, a n d  t h e n  looked up at Phipps, 
eyes questioning. 

'"That was found i n  Chap's pa
pers," the lawnwn sa id . 

.. And where were the papers?" 
·win asked soft ly. 

"Scattered t o  hell  and gone." 
Will smiled wickedly. "\\1l10ever 

wrote this coul d 've left it  !yin' with 
the rest of the papers when he blew 
lhe safe, couldn't he?" 

Phipps shook his  head. "That 
-was i n  a drawer in the desk you 

missed, D:mning. Case is Chap's 
executor, :md him and llJ� searched 
the office this mornin' .  Case found 
that in a. 1ocked drawer." 

"Case found it�" Will drawled. 
.. Well, wel l .  Of course he couldn't 
have put it there, :ind pretend he'd 
just come on it." 

" I  figu red you'd �:1�· t h at , ' '  Phipps 
s;1 i 1 l  c:d m l y .  "You ('hl i m  1-Lnry J\•ly
grn\'C let Ch a p 's ki l ler go, too, :md 
�lygrnn is t h e  .�t rol ightcst man I 
k n o w .  :\ ngu.� C':L�c is about the 
next  s t ra igh tc:-; 1 . a n d  now .'·on claim 
he'.-; a crook . "  J-Jc .�hook his head. 
"Trouble with .'·ou i:-; ,  you figure 
c,·cr.vl>ody':-; :1,; crooked as yourself. 
You 'l l  h : � Y t� t ime to th in k about 
t hat in  j ;1 i l .  t hough : ·  

".-\ n d  you're  _go i n '  to t ake _ my 
wh d'lc ercw !u  j a i l :- · ·  \\" i l l  nskcd . 

".-\ 11 excep t Barron . He couldn't 
haYC 

,
sho t Chap. be(' a usc he w:lS wit.h 

you . 
Then i! \\· a .� :0-a fc to aet , "'ill 

t hough l .  :\ ! i l l  "·o 1ddn · t be :uTcstcd 
if h e  kept his mou t h  sh u l  and didn't 

· Jose his temper. 
W i l l  frowned, pu.�hed h i s  h n t  bnck, 

put h is h a n d ,;  on h i .� h i ps and said, 
' " A l l  righ t �  P h i pp,;..  1 " 1 1  go w i th you . 
B u t  t h e  l;n\· dmd gi n you the 
righ t to min a nwn ,rJJ('n you ar

rest h im on suspicion of murder, 
does i t i' "  

"''Vha t  do Y o u  m e a n ? ' '  
" I  gol n .  ·IJUsted slwft on that 

windmill out t h ere!' '  \\" i l l  pointed 
out the door . ' ':\ly stock cnn't get 
water u n l ess you lenYe MilL  n m a n  
to h e l p  w i th tlw t :' 

]>JJ.ipps, who up to t h at moment., 
hadn't lnkcn his eyes off Will, made 
lhe mistake of gt11;cing oul the door. 
ln that moment, Will d iYcd for h im . 

"\"'a.tch out!" one of the sheriff's 
men yelled. 

· Phipps wns a. qu ick th inker. He 
heard the nwn yell nnd pulled the 
trigger of his six-gu n immcdia.Lcly. 
Will, foreseeing thnt, had st epped 
to one si de when h e  moYed . The 
slug plucked at his shirt, a n d  then 
he slammed up agninst Vh ipps, his 
iron grip on the wrist of the shcriiJ's 
gun hand, ]>hipps' body between 
him and the deputies. 

Will whirled Lhe £r:1il  old law-
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man :.rou nd , nnd said swiftly, "Stay 
there, boys. Don't move. Drop 
your gu n .  sheriff!" 

Phi p1•s' gnn sl ipped to the floor 
and Wil l  backed t ow:ud the door 
w i t h  th<> sheri ff in  front of  him .  At 
t he door, he rca l izt:d tha t while he 
was going t o  rnakc a break for it, 
he  d id n ' t have a horse. But he 
could t ake one of the sheriff's. 

' ' Where arc your horses, Phipps?" 
" Behind the house,''  Phipps said. 
Before anyone cou ld say anything, 

Will ga\'e t h e  sheriff a sa\'age shove 
into the room.  slamm i ng him into 
h is deputies. Then . turn ing, he ran 
toward the cook shack end of the 
house. He he�1rd Milt's voice yell  
a t  h im :ts he ran, but he couldn't 
make o u t  the words . 

. Just  as \\'ill reached the corner 
of the cook shack. the first shot 
slammed o u t.  behind h im, kicking 
a geyser or dtl.�l up at h_is feet. 

He t u rned the corner, out of sight 
of his pursuers now, and made a 
qu ick decision a.s to what he would 
do. He eould  take a horse, ride 
back 1 h e  other way behind the 
house, c u t  for the wash and ride 
up i t  and then into t he Breaks. 
They would never find him there . 

He turned the rear corner of the 
house at a rlead run,  and then hauled 
up abruptly. 

There were no horses here! Phipps 
had trapped him.  

Wil l  whirled, knowing he was cut  
off from lhe corral now. Even if he 
wasn 't ,  he couldn't saddle a horse 
under the fire of three deputies. 

And then he saw the stone-sided 
root cellar, buried in the side of the 
hill . . J t  was some twenty yards 
from Will. He ran for it  and dived 
dowri the steps, just as a pair of 
shots from the corner of the house 
chi1>ped the stone face. 

Will slammed into the door, and 
it gave. Then he was in the gloom 

of t.hc cellar. He turned, crawlerl 
up the steps agai-n, raised his head, 
and sent two shots at the feet of 
Sheriff Phipps . Phipps stopped, 
turned and ran for the shelter o£ 
the house. Two more shots hurried 
h is passage . 

And now Will heard Phipps bawl-
ing, "Surround the cellar! He's 
forled up inside." 

In less" than five minutes, one of 
the deputies was on the h il l  above 
the root cellar, a second was in the 
wagon shed to the left and Phipps 
was posted at the comer of the 
house. Will was trapped as neatly 
as any sheriff could want. The 
fourth deputy , ol course, was gunrd
ing Milt and the rest of the crew. 

wr;:� ofi��t�f�e :, ��: :::tn:o?. 
sidered his position. He bad a belt 
of shells, his own gun and Phipps'. 
He could fight off capture as long 
as his shells held out. On the other 
hand, it would be the purest luck 
if  he could break through Phipps 
and his crew. 

The thought that right behind 
him, not fifty yards away, lay the 
Sevier Breaks with all its canyons , 
was maddening to Will. The iden 
o£ giving himse\£ up had not oc
curred to him. A kind of hot and 
wicked stubbornness was in him 
now; someone had framed him, and 
h e  would · not submit to it. · -Milt 
wasn't in trouble, so he could put 
his mind at rest on that score. 

Will knew, with cynical certainty, 
that if they got him, they would 
bang him. People hate what they 
are not used to and they hated 
him because he was a stranger. be
cause they thought he killed Chap, 
and because he didn't mind their 
hatred. They would hang him as 
certain..ly as they would be deaf to 
his defense. 



, .. STREET & SMITH'S WESTERN" STORY 
Phipps' voice roused h i m .  "You 're 

sUrrounded, Danning. Belter �:,.rive 
up, or we'll  come in smokin' !" 

"Come ahead!" \Viii called.  
He gauged his chrt.necs cnrefully. 

The three of them coull ln't  t ake 
him. By the lime they had �ent 
tc town for reinforcements i t  would 
be da.rk and unUcr cover of d;trk
ness his chn.ncc;, for e!'caping wou ld 
he increased fL hundredfold . He de
cided instantly :md definitely to 
fight them off t.il! dark and then 
try to e!!Cnpe. 

Phipps again dcmand<'d Wilrs 
surrender, lllHI al l  he got for his 
pains w:1s n brief, ' 'Go t o  hel l !"  
After tha t ,  the t h ree depu t irs poured 
a steady slr<'11111 of fi1·c at  the steps, 
which Will did not C\'t'n hother to 
return .  Toward dusk, some gravel 
from t.he hi ! !  up above him rolled 
onto the steps, and h e  knew the man 
up above WJt.S inching down the slope 
with the i n t en t ion of shooting over 
t.he roof edge. 

Will only retired a. foot insiJe the 
door where, by raising up,  he could 
sec the house and the shed and send 
a slug toward eHch . 

He w:lit.ed tensely unti l  dusk fel l .  
Occasionally when h e  rose, he could 
see )'inky and Ollie (!:t.rrying wood 
u p  and sta<·king it  by the comer 
of L)le house. Phipps, appa rently, 
wasn't going to take any chn.nces of 
his prisoner esca.ping u nder cover 
of d:nkness. 

When n ight came, :Phipps again 
tried to gel Will to surrender, and 
;Jgai11 he refused . Afterward, the 
fire was lighted. I t  cast a bright 
Jjgbt over the a rea in fmnt of the 
rout cellar, :md Wil l  considered i t  
with dark foreboding. It was 
brighter tha n  daylight. And then, 
the Uepuly at the wagon shed 
upened up agnin, and so diJ I>hipps. 

Will squatted On his haunches, 
facing the door, and tried lo think. 

This lo""ked like the p:1yoff, unless 
somet hing broke. A n d  nothing 
would . He was h ere t. i l \  ht>lp came 
a n ti then they'd d�·n a rn i l c  h i m .  He 
considered thilt a n d  s t i l l  t here wa.s 
no t h oug-ht of smrcnder i n  his  mind.  

The sporadic shoo t ing a t  him l iv
ened the n i g h t .  l-Ie h u nkered in a 
constant cloud of  dust . raised by 
the slugs .�lam m i n g  in to the roof 
of  the far w a l l .  

The shout ing slacked o f f  a fter a 
t i m e  a n d  h e wond ered if  t h ey were 
<·tm l e n t  to rest for a fc,,- minutes. 

And t hen i n  the fol lowing si
lenet' he heard,  . .  \Y i l ! !  \Yi l l  Dan
n i n g : ·  

I t  was Beck v else's  Yniee. Or 
w:ts i t ?  \\-;IS ih i .s  a t rif:k to draw 
h i m  u p  to the :- l a irs  w here a man 
:l boYc t.:unld put  :1 s l ug  i n  his  back ? 

· - rm (·oming· O\'t�r,  \'Y i l l .  Don't 
shoo t ! " '  

\1\Trt�kvr:�,i·��:
d 

onn1;h i�11:i�Ie l�<?�h� 
fire. IYa iking s!:-nny t o w a rd him.  
There was nobodv beh ind her.  

\Vi i !  w n i ! P d ,  ;Lntf when ,;he reached 
the steps she cal led, . . Are you :11l 
righ t .  Wil l : · ·  

'Tm a l l  righ t , . .  h e  a nswered. 
"\Y;1 lch t hose steps." 

The !,rirl came Jown I ht'm i n t o  
the gloom of t h e  rou t  cel lar.  She 
paused i u  the doorway a n d  peert'll i n .  

"What  are y o l l  doin'  here, 
Becky ? ' '  W i l l  asked sharply. 

"I heard in town they 11·ere going 
lo  arrest you, n n d  [ c a m e  out, \Vi l l .  
I well ,  Sheritr Phipps wa.1:; :t 
friend of Chap's ,  a n d  I wasn't sure 
i f  he wouldn't Jo-se h is bend."  

"He k e p t  i t ," W i l l  s a i d  we:lrily. 
"l-Ie's got me n a i l e d  down, now." 

Becky came over lo h im.  and 
knelt o r; the f:loor facing him. ' '\Vill," 
sbe said quietly, "I  don't know 
mudr about this, only I know you 

Cou./imud on page 10� 
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He knew that couldn"L be true, yet said hello not ,-cr_,. cnthusiastic:llly. 
there wns nothing in thiS whole Charlie was ;111 expert :tl reading 
house to indicnlc that \Yill Danning on an imprisoned m:w"..; face just 
hat! ever heard of l\Iurrav Broome. how much confinement g:liletl him. 

Twice Charlie went lo "the bunk- \Vhal he 5:111· on 'Yill"s face pleased 
house door rind looked over the him; Will 11·ns not n:-si,!::'ncd. Charlie 
pl:tcc. He stil! had the uncns:v feel- pulled :1 �tool ;lCl'M� the corridor, 
ing tha t there was somebody here, parked it by \\"ill", cell and Slll 
somcbod.'· watching him. \\'hen he down. 
was finished with his job, however, ''Lurk seem::; to be mnnin' against 
and nobody h o :d disturbed him, he you. \\' ill," he ob5ern_·ll. 
rollc•l a cigarette and stood in the - Will :::o1l11p ;lnd _.;I retched, his face 
doorwny of the big room, his ruddy drawn with borcd()Hl. You don 't 
face scl in a scowl, his sharp eyes call ;J frame-up hwk. du .vou?'' 
musing. He had found exactly "I call it a cri me ," Charl ie said 
nothing and yet, contmriwise, he bridly. 
wns more firmly con,·inced than \\'ill gl:tnccd ;ll him and grunted. 
ever !.hat \\'ill \\'aS in touch with ''You can't call it. th<HJgh. Charlie. 
i\lurray Broome. It was intuition, This here is Phipps' po11·ty." 

a hunch; call it ,,-Jwte\·er you ,,·ou ld, "\\'h;lt c;1n I 1lo for you�·· Charlie 
it was still there . And he deter- asked. 
mined to go through with his original \\'ill shrugged ;Hld didn't lt)ok at 
plan. him. '':\lot hin'. Hell, I could hire 

Charlie Sonlmers rode hack to a ere,,- of lo11n·crs ;�nd it still 
Yellow .Jnckel, arri\·ing after dark, wouldn'tch;Jllge tht: j1n·_,. I'll 1iraw." 
ale his .supper and then strolled O\'er ''Break out,'·' Ch;1rlic suggested. 
to the sheriff's office. Will looked at hi111 nnd said, 

])hipps greeted him cordially, ·and "H:d1," humorou.�l.v and looked 
th(!,Y t<dk�d for a while, mostly about 
Will D:ulning. Charlie listened and 
didn't talk, and from wh:1t he gath
ered Phipps n·ns ready to rush 
through· "'ill's ;Jrraignment nnd 
trial. In that stubbom w:1y some 
courageous men have, Phipps had 
blinded himself to any doubts. \Viii 
Danning was guilty of Hale 's mtu·
der and would hang. 

;\!terward, Charlie a�ked Phipps 
if he might tnlk with the p1·isoncr, 
and he was let into the cell block. 
It consisted of (our cells. Pinky 
and Ollie were il'!.- the far ceil, Pablo 
next to them. There was an empty 
ceU .between him and Will, who w:1s 
next to the office. An overhend 
kerosene lamp in the corridor sup-
plied the light. / 

away. 
Charlie snid, ''\\'ill," nnd ''Viii's 

ghmce shuttled to him. In Char
lie's hands, thrust half1\·ay between 
the bars, was his gun. "'ill saw 
it nnd then raised his glance to 
the lawman , questioning. · 

"Ain't you rode me enough-, 
Charlie?" he said wryly. ''Now you 
}Y::mt me to take :t busted gun, so 
Phipps:! I have a ch:mce lo cill down 
on me 

"Look at the gun, then," Charlie 
said . 

'Will took it. He snw thnt the 
hammer wasn't filed. He looked at 
the ca-rtridges, supposing the powder 
h;td been pulled. Cha-rlie knew what 
he wns thinking. 
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"Pull out n slug and look for 
your.�clf." he said. 

Will did. It was good black pow+ 
der in the shells. He hefted the 
gun, glanced .->harply at Charlie and 
handed it back. 

,;No, lh:mks, not from a law
wan." he said dryly. 

"You figure I here 's a catch, don't 
you?" Charlie asked softly. He 
km�w \he olher.� were watching this 
scene, hul if lhev were as loyal to 
\\'ill as his crew a

.
l the Double 

'
Bar 0 

had been. Phipps would never hear 
anything about this. 

''\\'b;Jl do you think?" Will said 
d<�risivcly. 1-lis smoky eyes were 
angry, like those of a man who has 
been goaded beyond toleration. 

•·r don't think so," Charlie said. 
''I'll tell .vou wh:''· I watched you 
fur quite a spell when you were 
work in· for Broome, \\1i.11. I saw 
you come up from a kid horse wran
gler to roddin ' that outfit. I watched 
you grade up that Double Bar 0 
beef, I talked to your neighbors, I 
kCJ)l my <�yes open. I've never heard 
a man say anything r�.gainst you yet 
-except that you're stubborn." 

Will listened in silence. Chal'!ie 
nodded toward the outer office. "[ 
just come from talk in • with Phipps. 
He thinks you had Chap killed. And 
he aims to hang you." 

"I know that," Will growled. 
Charlie smile<f faintly. ''You and 

me was on the other side of the fence 
durin' that Broome business, Will. 
We !>i.ill are, I reckon. Only I don't 
think you'd kill a man. And I don't 
think you're a crook." 

"Try tellin' Phipps that." 
"No, I'm goin' to play it another 

way," Charlie said slowly. "I'm 
goin' to risk a job I like and a badge 
I got a lot of respect for." 

Will was puzzled. 
"How?" 
Charlie held out the gun. "Take 

it. Shove it in Phipps' face and 
walk out of here." 

For a long momen L Will stared 
at him, and then he said softly, 
"What's the catch, Charlie? You 

�va�t som
,
?thin', and [ know what 

It IS, tOO. 
Charlie nodded. "I want some

lhin', and you think you know whut 
it is, do you? You figure I'll give 
you the gun if you'll tell me where 
Murray Broome is?" 

"That's it.'' 
Charlie shook his head. "I ain't 

e\'Cil goin' to ask you where he is, 
Will : I think you know, but I'm not 
goin' to ask you, because you 
wouldn't tell me." 

"J\To." 
"Here's all I ask," Charlie said 

quietly, looking \Viii straight in the 
eye. "Take that gun and get out 
of here .. You 'II be on the dodge with 
a reward on your head. I don't 
know where you'll go, and I don't 
give a damn. You'll meet Murray 
Broome. You and him are friends, 
and I know it , Will. I know how 
much he used to depend on you.'' 
He paused now, driving his point 
home. "Here's what I ask: When 
you find out that Murray Broome is 
the chea(l, flashy crook I know him 
to be, I ·want you to come to· me 
and help me bring him to justice." 

Anger stirred in Will's eyes, but 
before he could answer, Charlie held 
up his hand. "There's no promise 
you got to make, Will. Understand, 
I said if and when you find out 
Broome's just plumb narrow gauge, 
you come help me." 

"And if I don't find this out about 
him?" 

"You will," Charlie said bluntly. 
"You ain't a crook, Will. You're 
decent and honest. Murray Broome 
ain't. Some day he'll prove it to 
you. If he don't"-Charlie spread 
his hands and shrugged-"[ just 
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ma.de a bum guess, that's all. You'll 
be free and I'll lose my job and 
likely go to j:1il. l'm riskin' it." 

"You're pretty sure of yourself, 
aren't you, Charlie?" Will drawled 
slowly, still puz:ded. "You"re prclly 
sure o{ Murray, too." 

C
HARLlE noddeil. \�'ill wns 

mute, impressed by the m:m's 
quiet com·iction. For a moment, 
be wondered if Chnrlie was right 
about Milt, and then he knew he 
wasn't. It. was just tht�l Charlie 
Sommers thought an.v man who 
killed another was aulomalically a 
killer, neHr seeing through to the 
motive or the justification. Will 
didn't. pretend to understand all the 
politics behind �·rurray Broome's 
killing of Senator Mason, but he 
felt deep within him t.hat it must 
have been justified. A queer 
thought fled thr9ugh his mind then ; 
he remembered Chnp Hale s:1ying 
the same thing a.s Charlie had :1bout 
Mu;ray Broome. 

But Mill wa.s straight. You can't 
know a mnn's innermost thoughts 
for five years and not know that 
about him. He h;u) l.o cling to that, 
remember it. As for Charlie's prop
osition. It \\"fi.S fair, straight for
ward, and Will knew he must aceept 
it. The reason had become plain 
to him during these hours in j:1il. 
He couldn't let Becky help him 
break out. Phipps w:LS n man who 
wouldn't sp:lrc a woman, and if the 
break was successful and Becky was 
implicated, Phipps woul<ln't spare 
her. Last night, I.aced with hope
less odds and persuaded by Becky, 
Will had thought it might work. 
Now, he knew he couldn't accept her 
help. And be could accept Char
lie's. 

Charlie's voice roused him, saying, 
"Better take the gun, Will." 

"What about you?" Will said 

softl.v. "Hell, they'll gel you, 
Charlie. And then�·s nobotlv folks 
hale like a rencgnde Ja,,·man. 

·
They'll 

nail up your hide. surf'.'' 
Charlie nodded, �miling a little. 

·'ll'll be pr('tt_,. rungh. But once 
they find out you're innot.:<'nt, and 
you turn up :'.lurra�· Broome, I'll 
be all right." 

"But r \H•n't tun1 up 1\furray!" 
Will :<aid swiftly. "Forget th:1l. 
'You c:m't count on that, Charlie." 

"I nm �..-ounlin' on it.'' 
"And vou'r(' willin' lo risk roost

iu' in jait
' 

fur twenty years on il� · · 
"Hell. I'd ri�k hangin'.'' 
"You'rt' a .-m(·ker. Gi\·c me the 

gun." Will said meugcrly. 
"You promi .�e that when you finJ 

Broome's a c·rook. you'll ht'lp me 
gel him?'' 

"If T find lw's " crook, I'll come 
to ,You and hl'lp you gel him,'' Will 
promi:;ed. 

Ch:nlie handed him the :,"Un nnd 
rose. "I don't have to tell YOU that 
Phipps is an honest ]awmnn

·
. Don't 

hurl him.'' He shook hands with 
Will and went out., n ruddy-faceJ 
!'locky man who saw nothing 
slra.nge in what he had just done . 
At the duor he pau:-;etl to button 
his c-oat. so that his �mply hOlster 
would not show to the men in the 
office. 

\\"hen he was gone, Will hid the 
gun under the blanket on his cot. 
The others watched him, speechless 
with surprise. Then Ollie Gnrg;m 
growled, ''\\'ill, )•ou're goin' to walk 
into a trap. That there marshn.l 
will hnve a tlozcn men with riMes 
pl:tnlcd across the street." 

"You boys want t.o try it with 
me?'' Will countered. 

Ollie considered. "f reckon ," he 
sa.i(l finally. 

"How about you, Pinky?" 
"l'U take a chance." 
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Cr:mlinucd from paye 1 !0 
·"Pablo?" 

"Me too" 
Wil l' Sat .

hr�ck to consider. Un
less he pla,yed this Cflgy, none o[ 
them would get out

. 
You couldn't 

stick a gun in J>hipps' face and tell 
him to open up. "'h:1l if he didn 't 
)1nvc the keys with him ? But he 
carried them, Will remembered. 
\Vhat if he refused, knowing you 
wouldn't shoot? You'd lmvc to get 
him in the cell, and that meant wait
ing till mealt ime. And tliat meant 
making an escape in clay light, which 
wouhl he more dangerous. 

No, he'd have to t'ry it :1t night
tonight. 

.E-.cery n ight nt len or· so either 
J>hipps or 011C of his deputies would 
come in :md blow oul the lnmp. 
This wns the I imc to :tel. The 
other three were looking nt him ex
JX'Cl..·wtly, and Will s:tid, ;,Let me 
piny this my way. Jusl watch.'' 

He smoked two cigarettes in 
quick succession and then w:1ited 
impatiently. The others were lying 
on their cots, watching him. 

Presently, one of the deputies, a 
big young puncher, came in to blow 
out the lamp. 

"'Roll in, you bums," he said cheer� 
fully. 

Will was sitt.i'Tlg on his Cot. He 
yawned and snit! idly, "Jlhipps still 
here?'' 

"Yeah, but he won't tal}\: to you," 
t.he deputy said . • 

Will stood up and look out his 
gun and stepped to the bars. As 
the deputy reached up for the lamp, 
Will sa.id quietly, "Leave that 
alone/' 

THE deputy g13:tlced at him, then 
his gaze traveled down to the 

gun. : His mouth sagged open n.nd 
slowly he raised his eyes to Will's 
face. 

"One yelp out or you :md l'll blow 
out yDm· short rib�." Will drawled 
tonelessly. "YOu got it� .. 

The depnty nodded in $pccehlcss 
assent. 

Will saw that the uuu didn't hn,·c 
a gun. "Coml' O\'l"l" here by the 
doOI'," he ordert'tl. ".:\L1ke it quick!'' 

The deputy did as he was bid. 
Will knew he 1\":ls too sc;m:d to bluff 
it onl and lou dnmh to gauge P. 
prisoner's dt'�pcr:l\ivn, as l'hipps 
would do. 

Will rammed the !!lll� in his mid
ri(i and said s11 iflly� .. DoC's Phipps 
eal'ry the cell keys ,,·iLh him(' 

The nwn showk his hc:1d in nega
tion , nnd for a moment \\"ill knew 
desp<l ir . He thought quickly, r:H"k� 
ing hi:-; brain for some R:ly to get 
l'hipns in here "·it h lhc keys. He 
rlidn't darc lel the dl.'p1Jiy go. Then 
he s:1id, ;.Listen careftd, no\\·. Tip� 
toe o\·cr to th;d corridor door and 
open il soft. Then <:ome back here, 
slant! in front of th:1t ?\fexican's 
cell and ycl! for Phipps In bring the 
keys. Wait a second ."" 

Still keeping his eyes on the dep
uty, Will said, ··Pablo, lie Jown on 
t he floor away from your cot. \Vhen 
]lhipps comes in , Jon 't mo1·c, don 't 
say anything. You .s·abc?'' 

"Si, I'm seeck ," Pablo saiJ. 
"That's right.'' To the deputy 

'Viii sa.id, ';Phipps don 't smoke, does 
he ?" 

,;No." " 
"Give me your tobacco." 
The deputy w:1s too scared to he 

mystified at the request. He hnnded 
over his sack of <lust, and Will pock
eted it. Then Will said , ''If that 
door squeaks whetl you open it, 1'11 
shoot you in the back. H mry it!" 

The deputy went O\"Cr to the cor� 
ridor door and silently pulled it 
njar under ';VilJ's gun. Getting 
\Viii's nod, he came back lo 1Jablo'o�> 
cell, whc1·e the Mcxic;m w.as lying 
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on the Aoor, and t.ben called, "Hey, 
sheriff! Bring in them cell keys, 
will you?'' 

]t. was good. There wus just 
enough urgency and excitement in 
his ,·oice to amuse curiosity. \Viii 
.sank on the cot, put the gun behind 
him and waited. 

Phipps stalked in, hand on gun. 
\-\'hen he got in to the cell block the 
deputy pointed. "He's sick, or 
somethin". You wa.nl to look at 
him?" 

Phipps \\·as an old hand at ull 
the dodges. He came up to the cell, 
looked :\t Pablo, who was jerking 
his le!;s in a strange manner. 

''Go ou t and get a doc," Phipps 
said mcageri.Y. 

The deputy looked at Will, :md 
\¥ill realized he'd have to stop him. 

Will came to his feet, the gun 
concealed in his waistband in the 
small of hi.� back. "No need for 
that, sherifl"." he drawled. "Just 
roll him o,·er <Hid blow tobacco in 
his nu.o;e. .It makes him snec;�,c and 
he comes out of them fits." 

Phipps looked as if he didn't be
lieve it, but he said to the deputy, 
"Got some tobacco?" 

The deputy. deprived of his to
bacco, shoal.: his he;ld. 

"Here," Will said, 3nd held out 
the .sack through the bars. The 
deputy made a start for it, and 
hauled up at Wilt's warning glance. 
Phipps didn't notice. He came over 
nnd reached absently for the sack. 
Will grabbed his wrist, swung him 
around . yanked him to the bars and 
wmpped his nrms nround his neck, 
Choking him. Phipps kicked like a 
hor3e and tried to grab his gun, but 
Will had his hand on it. 

"Unlock this door, feller," Will 
said swiftly to the deputy. 

"Don't!'' Phipps gasped. 
The deputy stopped, undecided, 

and Will saw he was wavering. He 

clamped down on Phipps' throat and 
yanked out lhe gun and pointed it 
at the deputy. 

"Open up or I'll gut-shoot you!" 
"No!" Phipps gasped. 
Will knew he would have to act, 

regardless of the danger. HC shot 
once. The slug plucked at the dep
uty's sleeve and slammed into the 
stone wall. The report bellowed in 
the cell block. 

"Next time it's dead center!" Will 
warned. "Get them keys!" 

The deputy was really scared now. 
He lunged £or the key in Phipps' 
pocket and the game sheriff tried 
to fight him off.- But Will was 
choking the la\vman savagely. 

The deputy got the keys and fum
bled them into the lock, and then 
t.he door swung open. Will dived 
through it, brushing the deputy 
aside. Phipps was just coming to 
his feet then, and· \Viii swung a left 
into his jaw that knocked him flat. 
\Viii didn't even wait to watCh him. 
He swung the gun on the deputy 
and said, "Open the rest!" 

"Go on, Will!" Ollie yelled. "You 
ain't got time for us!" 

Already they could hear shouting 
in the street. 

-

But Will stubbornly prodded the 
deputy OYer to the end cell. He let 
Pinky and Ollie out. Just as they 
came through the door they heard 
footsteps pound through the office. 

WILL raced for the corridor door, 
and he was halfway to it when 

it slammed open and a puncher tum
bled through, shooting wildly. Will 
shot low and the puncher went 
down, and then Will yelled, "Come 
o·n!" and jumped over the downed 
man and through the door. 

Two more men from the saloon 
across the street boiled into the of
fice and slammed into Will. lmme
diat�y they were at such close qua.r-
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Nine J'ears old

and ten thousand 

dollars on his 
head! 

·• Sl;ms! The :;upeTmen! Every human hated 
them-and there· was a ten-thousand-dollar 

reward for every tkad sian. 

And Jommy Cross was a slan-a nine-year
()ld boy fleeing from the street comer where 
he'd just seen his sian mother shot dead in 
the s1r�-fleeing wilh a bullet in his side 
from the secret poliCe o! the World DiL1ator. 

His fatl1er shot down months before-and the 
hand of every human being on Earth slrell"hed 
out to hi.m--,..to grab! DON'T MISS "SlAN" 
by A. E. van Vogt-in 

Astounding 
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ter!' theY Mulfln"t shoot. :md Will 
slashed · out with his 

.
gun. He 

c;n1ght one man on the side of the 
head, :md he went down. and then 
\\'ill ki(·ked out at the olh<'r, who 
\\";1!' bringing up his )!tilL The :-;hot 
boomed hollow)_,. in I he room and 
the slug slammed into the roof and 
the11 tlw Ullll ,,·en\ kiting after it. 
\Yilt pit·h·�l up a d1air an�! smal>hed 
it down on 1 he man'5' \wad, ;md 
tlwn turned to look howk. The 
downed punchet· h;ld Ollie ;wei 
Pink,· con·n·d. :1nd tht'Y were 
b;��-·t.:f:t! a;,!·ain:-.1 the wall, h:11 ;cls t•I·N
hc;Jd. Ullit• .�;111· him and n-1\ed, 
"Go on. Wilt� .. ;ltld the p{l!ldlt>r 
turnci! aud sn;1ppt•d ;1 shot ;1\ hilll. 
:\I the .'<:lme motncnt .�omt'onc from 
acru.�s the .slrt'd ]('\ go with a rifle, 
;Hll[ the slug bored into the dour 
jamb beside- Will"s hc;H\. It  was 
too lak to help his crew now, \Viii 
knew. lie lunged out into the night, 
;:nd W:J!' immt·diatch· <"au!!hl in a 
t·ros.� fire along the boanh,::llk. He 
,·aultetl t he tic ra.il, and then saw 
the $\re�rn of men pouring out of 
the sa.luou toward the sh<"rift"s office. 
It was so dark out here that. no
body was recognizable nnd Will 
knew tlwv (·ouldn 't spot him unless 
they he:l.rd the shouting of their 
comt}anions. He ran out into t.he 
street, .shouting: 

"Surround the pL1ce! Get around 
in back!'' E:..hor t ing e;wh man as 
he pa.-;s<'d him. he ran for the lwrscs 
at the t.ic rai! in front of the sn
loon . 

But now he was in the dim lamp
light <;;1st through the saloon w

_
in

doli'S, an(! he he;1rd meu yelhng 
behind him. He was rct:ogni.-.ed 
now. 

He piled into the protection of 
the horse:; and swifth- unt.icU the 
reins of one. Before. he mounted, 
he looked aeross the street. 1\fen 
were running up lhc boardwalk now, 
flanking him, culling him ofL "As 
soon as he pulled out from. lhc tan-
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gle of horses. he wouhl run a g:mt
let \lf firt'. And yet he hatl to have 
a horse lo escape. 

He m:Hle ·up his mind after (lne 
bitter moment of indt.·�::i:-ion. He 
swung into the saddle of a l1ig' c:hcst
nul, erouching low on his neek. He 
rowel�.�cl him through the narrow 
pass:1gc bel ween I wo I ie mils onto 
the b�.lardwalk. Then he reined him 
:o.t.r:1ight into the door of Hal Mohr's 
s:1loon . A tattoo of 1-!,"Hnfirc beat 
on the sign above the 

-
door. 

\\iill son·agcly rowckd the hm·sc 
which brushed up the door with his 
shoulder. Then he ra.n ;u;ross lhe 
!-':llvdu_.;\ed tlo01' of the sa loon . Will 
lifted him O\"er" one long table ;md 
snaked him in between two others. 
Hal Mohr's .shotgun hLL�Ied across 
the mom, omd \\'ill he:mJ the buck
shot slap nn the oppo.'>ilc wall. Will 
reined the horse I hmugh the back
door. The animal slipped and al-

;:���!el;:
e

�J\e 
d
h�,;�� ��:����� cJ�������� 

through the open door into the 
:1.lley. A parting blast from the 
shotgun stung \Yill':; hnck nnd the 
horse's rump , but the di.-;tance wns 
indfe<:Livc for shooting. 

Will turned the horse up t.he nl
ley and let him slreteh out int.o a 
lope, hcnding north. He knew that 
•Jarlmess would hide him until he 
was swnllowed up hours later in 
the Sevier Breaks. 

CHAPTER XIV 
A l�RAJ\.·IE-Ut> TN '.riiE MAKlN(i 

ANGUS CASE had left the house 
for the bnrn some time ago 

and Becky was cle:wing up in the 
kitchen. There wa.s a worried !rown 
on her face, and a kind of dread 
excitement within her. Her father 
was going to town this afternoon, 
and she was going with him. Some
time during Lhc evening she would 

WS-BC 

enll on \Viii in jail, and wl1cn shC 
left he would have t.he gun she 
smuggled to l1im. She had given 
lllllch thought to how she could 
help, and h:HI seltled on the gun. 
All other ways were closed to a. 
lone woman, and she was exruspf!r
ated by her helplessness. What if 
l hey caught Will with the gun antl 
used that as :m excuse to shoot 
him? 

She put that out of her mind and 
ran through the things she must 
finish· before she left. There was 
Tom ;-�s to see. Last night in the 
darkness he. l�:ld walked into "his 
qua.l"t.ers in the barn where Pres 
:Milo had forbidden him to have any 
light. During the day one o{ the 
hands had thrown a harness into 
Tomas' room for him to pa.t.Ch. 
"'hen Tomas Cilffic in, he tripped 
on the ha.rness, fell into t.hc table 
nod peeled t.wo square inches of 
hide off his shins. 

Becky found her salves and 
stepped out the back door. The 
slow wind rustled her skirts and 
she smelled the w:um summer scent 
of wind on grass and the faint smoky 
odor of cedar. 

She had passed the bunkhouse, 
humming softly to herself, when she 
saw Pres Milo ride through the gate 
and out direc·tly toward the big cor
ral where a couple of hands had 
the wheels off a spring wagon and 
were greasing it. Becky wondered 
why he was in such a hurry. 

One of the hands called, "He's in 
the !ott, Pres," and Becky saw Pres 
start for the barn. He dlsmounted 
at the door, ground-haltering hls 
horse, and strode inside, not even 
seeing the glrl. Becky made her 
way to Tomas' door, knoeked, heard 
no answer and went in. Tomas was 
asleep on his cot, snoring softly . 
On his legs were two bloody band
ages. Becky came across the room, 
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intending to wake him, when she 
heard Pres' voice say gruffly from 
behind the partition, "Well, Angus, 
he's done it! Damn his e,"\-'CS, he 
busted out!" 

"Danning?" 
"Shot his way out last night . 

Fought through the whole gang 
from Mohr's and rode his horse 
through the saloon and made it." 

"So vour little frame-up was 
wasted?;' Case said wearily. 

-Pres swore savagely, but Becky 
didn't even notice. A wild elation 
was in· her. She heard Pres S<ty, 
"\\'hat nobody c;m figure out is 
how he got the gun. Phipps claims 
nobody but that United States mar
shal could have give it to him .'' 

"Noosense." 
"V\'ell, he's out," Pres said grimly, 

"and he'll be harder to catch than 
a muley steer." 

Case said nothing, and Becky 
heard Pres sit down on a bale of 
hay. 

"Tomas inside?'' Pres a.skcd. 
"He's sleepin' ." 
"All right. I want to talk to you, 

Angus. I want to know some 
things. 'Vhat are you goin' to do 
about that deed that's missin '?" 

"Just what I told you," Case said 
flatly. "The Gold Seal outfit has 
a record of who they deeded that 
land to. It'll be Hale. I'll get an� 
other deed. That's all there is to 
it." 

"And you won't sell it to me?" 
"Not- ever," Case said flatly. 

"That's out. If a buyer comes to 
me and wants- it and takes it to 
court, I'll buy it myself before I'll 
let it  get out of my hands." 

Pres laughed unpleasantly. 
"\Vould you buy it, say, if you found 
it was worth a lot of money?" 

"Of course I would," Case 
snapped. "It isn't worth money, 
though, except· to a. crook. And 

I'll tell Chap's heirs that, too." 
"It is, though ,'' Pre.,; murmured. 

C\�;�k�:a�rt�i11t� api�������
e
'j;;s �11x� 

pre.ssion. She couldn't. nor could 
she understand wh;1l Pre.:; was driv� 
ing at. 

"Why i.s it?'' Case dcnw nded . 
Pres chuckled. '"You don't think 

I'd be sucker enough to tell you, 
unless I had a signed and se<o�lcd 
paper gi,·in ' me half of it, do you�·· 

"And you don't t hink l'd give it 
to you , do you ?" CISe counteri.'d. 

''I think you will,'' Pres dra\vled. 
''You just ;nake out ;.l. deed sayin', 
if I can prove that Danning's place 
is worth more than a hundred thou
sand dc!lars to a buyt'r, then I'm 
to share half the profits with you 
in further dc,·elopment." 

"Did )'OU say worth more t.han 
a hundred thousand dollars?'' Case 
asked softly. 

"That's it. If I can't prove to 
you that it's worth more than that 
to anybody, then I don't ge l a cent. 
But if it is, then I get a fifty�fifty 
cut." 

"On what?" 
"On the money we'll make." 
Becky's heart hammered riotously 

and she held her breath. 
"\Yhat is it over there, Pres?'' 

Case asked. 
Pres laughed. "Hell, for three 

years I've known it," he boasted. 
"I've tried to get the money . to 
buy the place, so I'd have it all 
to myself. But I couldn't swing it. 
Then Danning came in. I tried to 
drive him off, but all I done was 
make him mad. There's· only one 
way left now, and thnt's to split 
it with the only gent that can buy 
it. That's you, Angus." 

"But split what?" Case de� 
manded. "Gold. Is that it?" 

''You'll know when you sign the 



pap<'r. Will yon sign it-:l lcn
thousand-duii;Jr risk on more than 
a hundred thousand?" 

'Til haYe to S<'C what ;you're talk-
in' about fir�!."' 

' 

"You ,,·ill like hC'II!" Pres 
sn

.
apped. ''You'll lm.v the place 

blmd anti take 111_1· mml fm il. Even 
if I'm kin· lo \"oU-;md I ain't
you'll s.lill haY� the place, won't 
you?'' 

"Yl·s," Ca.�e :--aid grudg:i1'1gly. 
"Tlwn .n•u"re goin ' in town with 

me l hi .� ;dkrnoon and buy it for 
yuunwlf. :\lake out a deed to your
self, gel tl1e d('ed from the Gold 
S('al, dt'po.�il the len thousand and 
you've gol the place." 

"H you're ]yin' to n�c, Jlrcs, I'll 
get-"' 

"Lie to 1·ou�·· Pres shouted an
grily. ''I"n; cumin' to you because 

·I l'an't ,..,, ing it ;my other way! 
You think 1 like .You good enough 
to make you rich, you d:l!llllCd old 
fool�" 

]iecky l1canl her f:ll her answer 
wc:n·ily, ".\"o, I don' t . II" you ever 
came to me fur help, i t 's because 
you couldn ·L help it

.
'' 

"Then Siicldle up,'' Pres said. 
Becky hl':trd him get up, and she 
fled out the door, le:lving Tomns 
still sleeping. 

B
ECKY was in the kitchen again 

when she saw the two men come 
out of the barn. In that few min� 
utes she had done n. lot of think
ing. 'Will Dnnning was being 
cheated out of his rightful property. 
She'd t.oltl her father that , but he 
was· stubborn in his.intcntion of re
sorting to legal trickery to keep Will 
off the place. And now, he was 
going to <·heat Will out of a. for� 
tu_nc by the smne method. She 
was sick al the thought, angry at 
her father and bewildered. What 
did Pres have ou her fnther that 

�::���:�')"\' trr .. k�������o':.o,'�,:'.� 
to a l><:1.te<101.> ""d :t bo:uul�ture. 

r:�:!!�::IT���:�.t��.�� 
macl>lneryaodequlpm�•"· 
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[F:>-rr!f lro/ of ll>lt liu11 �"''l: (2 1,., .T] 
inci•�•Ji•o II#&Ut:Oflmrc,u,..,:all,·ol•""l' 

Tuck it into ha�dbag, purse, pockethO<ok, 
pocket, tra•·e\ing Oag or ;;lo•·e CulllJI:Irtmcnt 
of car. A godsend for weekends, camJ>ing, 
picnics, motor trips-<�r for ollice workers and 
•alcsmen. !\len or women who hesit�te to u:le 
so�p in puhlic wa�h�tands can nnw ha•·e their 
iudividu;�l paper-thin soap ah•·a�·s availal!le. 

Each soap tissue disintegrates wl1cn rubbed 
between wet hands. making a soft, creamy, 
luxurious lather which thoroughly cleanses 
the h;�nd.! (or face) and does not lea"e a 
disagreeable odor. 

Be the first to get this sensational con'"cn
ieuce for yourself, sweethc><rt, wife or hus
h.:ind. If unable to obtain at deparLrncnt, 
drug or ch;�in store, send 25 cents in cuio 
for book of 50 tissue$ to 

HANDY SOAP TISSUE CO. 

he could mak(' him do these evil 
thin�.�? 

Ca:<:f' <·anw into th(' kitc-hen n.nd 
said ... Heady. Becky�·· 

.. ,.,.e got a lie:tdach(', dad. 
think I'll :'lay home." 

C:l:'e lo,ked at her :111d frowncJ. 
· · f ' Jf lit' ;11\";ty ;t 1\"Ct'k ... 

B('cb· Lut!.dt , ·d and c:m1c over and 
ki,..sed .him · li!.!"hth·. ..::;incc when 
h:tn: I l,<·ctt � ;tfr:tid to sl;tv here 
alom·�.. 

. 

ll(•r f<lther t.:ntmhlcll a hit more, 
tltt'tt 1\"Cill ,,ul. :-'1mn he and Pres 
rode ulf tow;�rd Yclfo,,- .Jackd to
gether. Beck_, .. no11· thnl they were 
gone .. "'-;tnk i11tu a c-h:tir and con-

I f�[1�1��
d

\\'�:;���\.�:�;�Ct:��:�t ':���:i
d

;, k�t111� 
1 uf pride when ,;he thought of Will's 

I 
t':>Cape. If .�In: could on!-'- get to 
him now_ with the ne\\"s she had 
heard. Bttt what could he do if 
she did reach him� Xothing. He 
w:ls a fu!!it iH'. Bt·side.s. she couldn't 
n_•at:h h i'm. 1-I l' 'd be i'ttla.rt enough 
to sla\' a11·a,· fo·om the Pitchfork, 
IJCCillt.;e llte.�··d be 11·atching the 
plnn· . . -\11 she r·ould do was sit by, 
helpless, anti watch this steal. 

That ;tfternooti and e1·ening- were 
lonnct1t. Becl-.:v :1lmosl wished she'd 
gone with her 

.
f:tthcr. An,\'thing, so 

th:ll .she wouldn't think of what was 
lwppenin_!.!. 

After .supper she was .sitting by 
the lamp in the kitchen reading 
week-old ncw.�pnpers when she 
heard a faint tap on the window. 
She looked up, listening, :md the 
the lap came ngain. She went to 
the door and, opening it, stood there, 
:md then she heard a whisper, 
"Becky.'' Her heal'l began to heat 
so rapidly she fl'lt StJffocated. It was 
Will! 
Can Will hith on/ fro-m th,• law lo11g 
<'110119h fO 711'01'C fti.• iiiiiOCC/1('<'? ll'haf. 
will b!'co-m.c of Jl!i/1 mt•auwlti/d' Will 
/'res Jl!ilo am/ AllfJ11.1 Ca.H' lu abl,� to 

1111/ through their dt'al? Follow this yrip
ping rrmgcla11d :frama i" 1trxt Wl'cl.-'s iss �a. 
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Ste-.,..s cbuci Wa.JOD 

burtlt�d toward the 

stamfiHliDK Mrd and 

with it went tM 

only chance of the 

Two Arrows to 

survive. 

� 

LAST ROUNDUP 
BY NORMAN A. FOX 

Tms Two Arrows beef gather was 
just about over, which only meant 
that the danger hovering in the hills 
might be that much closer. Perhaps 
that was why old Stew QuealY was 
so jumpy. Or perhaps he kept see
ing that phantom parade of other 
oldsters, long-dead �:,rrub liners he'd 
fed in his forty-odd years as 'J'wo 
Arrows cook. Stew didn't want to 
be a grub liner himself when this 
roundup was finished. Yet only a 
flimsy cigar box stood between him 
and such an end. 

The cigar box was in his lap as he 
hunkered inside the chuck wagon, a. 
little monkey of a man with a 
se:tmed, quizzical face. There were 
newspaper clippings, brittle with 
age, in the box. These, however, 
·were only to hide the money-crisp 
new currency and soiled, soggy cur
rency--over a thousand dollars of 
it. This money, his life savings, 
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would keep Stew Quealy from the 
grub line when he wrangled'his last 
Dutch oven. And if Lance Adler 
took over the Two Arrows, that un
lmppy d.:ty would be mighty soon. 

l\laybc he should have banked the 
money, Stew reflected uneasily. But 
he'd come to distrust banks in the 
days when such institutions were no 
stronger than the consciences of the 
men who ran them. He couldn't risk 
this bulwark he'd built against the 
tw�light years. 

Stew was fondling the money 
when he felt eyes upon him. He 
jerked his head, his fatled blue eves 
meet ing the narrowed stare of n 
man looking in upon him over the 
tail gate, where pies were cooling. He 
was strikingly handsome, this 
stranger, dark-haired and clcAn
slull'en. But it was the alert gleam 
in the fellow's e_yes that alarmed 
Stew. Hastily he thrust his ci,g-ar 
box benenth some bedding. The 
stranger grinned disarmingly. 

"From the brand on these pies, 
this must be the Two Arrows out· 
fit," he observed. "I·I:ld :1 pnbver 
with Miss Holland yesterday at the 
mnchhonse . She allowed :she was 
still owner till a certain Lance Ad· 
Ier took O\'er, but she said she left 
hirin' and firin' to a gent named 
Shiloh Landrum." 

Stew tried to hide his uneasiness 
as he awkwardly climbed over the 
tail gate. The camp was atop a 
bluff, the chuck wagon, its wheels 
rock-braked, clinging to the very 
lip of the hill. Below spread the 
tmvny panorama of Bluewater 
Basin. 

"Shlioh's down there." Stew flung 
hi!>- arm sweepingly. "He's range 
boss and- Hell fiu and high 
water!" 

Racing to the mess box, he hauled 
out the hinC quarter of a yearling. 
He'd had no business daydreaming 

over his precious savings, or wasting 
time with this stranger. Where the 
bunched beef milled below, a half· 
dozen riders were .laying a dust fun· 
nel as they bel'lined for camp. The 
crew was comin!! for the noon meal 
and it wasn't rc:;d v! 

Hot lard crackl�d in a kelllc o\·er 
one Dutch O\'Cn and the bubbling 
coffee. sang its song above the open 
fire. But the ste:\ks Stew was fran
tically slicing shuuld have been 
flour-coa led :uHl sizzling ten minutes 
ago. The stranger, with ll glance 
that appraised the situation, darted 
to the flour barrel. scooped out a 
panful, snatched at the steaks. Stew 
ilashcd him a look of half-grudging 
thanks. The crew was alr('ady toil
ing up the slope, Lam·c Adle; lead
ing them. 

A big m:1n, this Lance Adler; 
garbed for the bridle path rather 
than the range. H.is blocky face 
W3S dark :wd blue-shadowed be
neath his cre:tm-colorcd sombrero, 
and he struck his quirt againsL his 
polished riding boots as he dis
mounted to stride forward. Stew 
had seen that petulan t g�sture be· 
fore. It w<�.s an in(lication that Ad· 
ler was hopping mad. 

"Damn it, ·Quealy, why ain't the 
grub ready?" Adler fumed. "The 
chuck wagon's set on the edge of the 
blUff so you can see us the minute 
we start in, ain't it? Are you so 
glandered up you can't move any 
more?" 

"I'm plumb sony," Stew mum
bled. "Yuh see, 1-" 

Adler stiffened. "Don't stand 
there making lying excuses to your 
betters," he stormed. "Get that grub 
ready, damn it, or-" 

His quirt arm raised. Whether . 
he actually meant to strike, nobody 
ever knew. For suddenly the Two 
Arrows crew, who'd listened with 
averted fa�s, were surrounding Ad-
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wc'n:- makin" this olf-sc:Json gallwr. -

'?\1cLbe after I he critters arc counlcd, yuh'll be the ne1r b1bs. Bul tllllil 
yuh :lrc. 1'111 runnin' the· r:111ge end o' 
this spread. And I 'm t<:llin' yuh to 
leave Slew plumb odone!" 
• At the Dutch on·n, Stew warmed with :1ppreei:1lion . . rei" tremhlet! "·ith 
WJ'aJh. Thirty yc-:n·s ago, little :IS 
he'd ;dwa'·" been. he'd ],a,·c shown 
Lance Acilcr a 1 rick m· two. Bnl 
now he "·as just :111 old range cook 
-a hns-been. J\'l.eehanie:dly he go! 
ont lhl' t'aling tools, <�nd !he -crew, 
grnbbing them, p<ls.-;ed from one 

·Dutch n.n·n lo anolher. The st1·anger, 
with a nod from Stew, helped him
self, Lut t.he me;d was strained and 
silent. 

While eating !·nols clatteJ·ed into 
the wreck p;m, the stranger spoke 
t.o Shiloh Lomdrum. Stew cocked an 
ear for the foreman's nnswer. 

"I dunno," Shiloh suid wilh a 
shake of his grizzled head. "I'll put 

it to yuh straight, mister. They's a 
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wide-loopin' r:mnihan ba{·k in the 
hiiL-.-Topaz Seton. He ;�in't no or
din<�ry rustler. He's fox,·. and he's 
,.;preadin' wide. !·Ieard t�ll hi,; <·rcw 
siOpJwd tl1c :\l���lnc·-llinC'horo stage 
and Jirted a pik• of dint•ro nwanl for 
the )Jodoc i.Ja11k. :'\ow J"m C'Xfll'Ciin' 
he'll try lil'lin' the Two .\rrows 
,!!ather. How dn I know \'Uh ain't 
here t<� h;uJ�,;trin� u,.; whe;1 Scion's 
reaoly to �trike? \·11h mi,!!ht C\'Cil h(! 
::;do111 hi.� ... l'lf:' :\Iighty ft•w genbi has 
:'l'C'II th;d g:lluot, and :dl they rerncm
bcn•d w:t." a hl:wk he:1nl a shears 
cuuld wip•• uti' pmnto.'' 

i ,,/'��; ;�� r:• �T!:�._;r:�;,•;r ���� 
isr )·��:·:;;:·;�':.: 

Ia· .... :tid ea .... ily. "] <�in't hlamin' you 
fu
r 

I win!.:' "''<HT. bnt I'd shore :ulmirc 
In ,gr·t ���� ;1 p<;,\. t'1 1l t . I-I ow about me 
flurtl>: l '\' itl� fo1r the conk . You ain't 
<tfr;�id. o( l!ll' pui ... onin' the bi.-;<.·uits 
lu .�id.· thi . .; :-ict .. n. are you?" 

�hiloh h;ul to nnhCnd tn that eon-

:,·;�;7�-:-�l \�.
rin : . '_11� �. ���-�'�! i ���;� :� h����r��: 

t·i•ll'd . . --y,lll-11 take orders from 

:-;!i·w t:"manerl inwanllv. When 
Shil.,h h:;d rllf'llt ioncd Tojmz Seton, 
he'd ll;ltlll.:d IIH· fc:1r that shadowed 
all the Two .-\rrnw,.; outfit-including 
Stt'\1". But t lw cook lwei another 
f('ar-:� pcr,.;on:d nne. 01:1aha had 
. .;ccn the ci!.:'n l · box. Stew clidn'l 
h:1nkC'r to h ; I\'C the st.n•ngC'r wilhiu 
rea('h of the chur·k w;•gon �rom now 
()Jl. Therl' wa.-; something queer 
ahout this Omah:r.. Spreads were 
hiring l>e,vond the b:lsin, .'>o why was 
Omaha eonlenl to take a flunkey's 
job? 

Yel Slew knew wh.v Shiloh had 
hired anolher man. Shiloh w:1s try
ing to make Stew's load lighter. He 
wantl•d to save the cook from Lanc-e 
Adler's future wt·ath. That was the 
factor that choked any wole:;L Stew 
might h:n-c voiced. 

Hul he fell nld and illli>Ot<'nl ilfter 
the Cl'CW rode a way. Once the dishes 
were washed, he. scul Omaha in 
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se:u·ch of wood, H chotc to keep the 
str:mgcr at a. distan<!e. Whik he 
w:1s gone, Stew dug out an old .45 
he\1 lnng �i1we ('CllScd to fMCk. It 
w:1:.; stowed in10it!e his shirt when 
Om:1ha came back to c:nnp. 

w �:���
-

!-d

l h� ��:)�l1::l'�;;J��'
d ���l�Ca r!�7� 

\Volfl•cad Pass. the rocky b:u·k door 
to Bluew:dcr H:1sin. Stew, his eyes 
witknin�, waH·d a fork in joyful 
grf'ding. 

It W<�S Bdtv llolland. Not the 
t hin-leggnl �-Oung&tcl· who'd once 
1:•;..:-gt.·d Slew l"rom cook shack to 
rnnchhouse, plying him with n thou
�:nl(] <Juestions, L11L another Betty 
llulbnt!, who wHs both girl :md 
wnm;�n, a hm�t·l-eyed, tlark-J1aired 

he:wly, unspoiled hy the select Easl
�rn school she'd J'ec<.·ntly left. 

"l·l�·llfire and high water!'' Stew 
r-rietl joyfully. ''" 1 bin wonderin' i[ 
yuh'"d lope out :1fore the gather was 
fin ished ." And then, beeaust� his 
own words reminded him that danger 
might .�trike: ''"But �-uh ain't aimin' 
lo :-;tay in the bnsin!'' 

lktt.r l ; �ughcd. "Still trying lo 
keep uw from under your fed, Stew? 
Well, l won't be bothering you much 
longer." 

l·ler laughl('l" rad('d lhen, as an 
f!Cho Jies anwng the cr:1gs. Some
thing shadO\I·ed her eycs. "Do you 
suppose I'm doing wrong, Stew, sell
ing Lhc spread? T thought I wanted 
to return .East, but now J'm won
tkring. I wan t you tn know, though, 
thai. you and the others will slay 
on, no maLLer what happens. That'll 
be pari. of the agreement with Ad
ler nr anybody else who buys." 

Stew couldn't answer the CJU<'slion 
Belly h:ul put to him. In him was 
a fierce tlesi1·e to blurt t.hc ll'uth, to 
say that with the selling of the Two 
Arrows would go a lithe old days and 
the old ways on the sp1·ead. J�ance 

Adler rould :md, Stew wns sure, 
would usc a word like incompetency 
to loophole through a- contract, get 
rid of the old han(IS. nut Slcw 
Qucnly had never bc.gged for con
si_derntion, and he was too old to bcgm now. 

'·Reckon yuh know whnt's best," he mumbled .. 
Uet.ly nodded half-absently. Her eyes-had locked with Omnha's, :uu_l Stew read nn inYilntion and a challenge as old as creation. It startled him at first. But why shouldn't 

Betty look at Omahn? The gent 
was young, good-looking. But 
Omaha was H- riddle, a mnn whose 
eyes widened nl sight of another 
mHn's money. Stew shook his head 
dubiously as he watched the couple. 

Betty had ridden out here to see 
Omaha. Whether the girl admitted 
the l.t·uth Lo herself, Slew didn't 
know. But wherever Omaha's 
chores look him that long afternoon, 
the gid seemed always to wander. 
She wns with him when the crew 
thundered in for supper. 

They greeteJ Betty boisterously, 
those Two Arrows hnnds, and, be
CH\\Se she was with them, the eve
ning meal had sometl1ing that had 
been lost since tension gripped the 
roundup. I.anee Adler hovered near 
the girl, smiling and unctuous. But 
Shiloh Landrum gnawed his mus
tache in stormy silence, and Stew 
interpreted the worry on the range 
boss' race. Guards were to be dou
bled tonight. Danget· might ride at 
moonrise. The basin was no place 
fo•· a girl. 

Betty rolled into blankets when 
the rest did, chaperoned by the very 
nature of these men. Soon silence 
came to swathe the camp, brooding 
silence broken only by the distant 
singing of lhe nighthawks, the dol
orous wail of a coyote, the fretful 
slumber of saddle-fagged men. 



STREET &: SMITH'S WESTERN STORY 

Stew slept apart from the others, 
his alann clock, set for four, perched 
on a turned-over milk pan. Once 
he'd fallen asleep us soon as he was 
under his tarp, but that had been 
on other roundups. Now he had his 
miseries to plague him. Now he had 

Omnha had l11own about the money. 
But Omaha wns gone, !or there in 
the moonlight Stew saw the manner 
o£ his departure. The stranger was 
leading his own mount down the 
bluff, working along cautiously. 

����e 
gl

;��l,;•lo���0�ls:!�l�1cc�0s 
r

�:�:�'�j I��i'Al�Tk�\��t�,��sw�:,:,�;�:ltl; 
eaten, then ridden 011. They kept caution and the awkwardness of age. 
reminding him of what might hap- Now Om:1ha was nt the base of the 
pen to him. bluff, di-5:1.ppearing into a cluster of 

Yet he slept. For suddenly he was cottonwoods. Puffing, Stew was be
awake, lorn from slumber by some- hind him, closing in on him, but at 
t�ing he couldn't identify. It hadn't the vt>ry inst;mt he gmppled with the 
been the changing of the gunrds. sh�dow;v figure he heard hoofs drum
The moon, soaring over Wolfhead mmg. 
Pass, told him it wasn't time for "Stew!" Betlv Holland cried, and 
that. the old cook knCw it wns the girl he'd 

Cautiously Stew cased from his seized while Omaha was getting 
hlankets. And because hi.s greatest awav. 
fear drove him, he crept. to the chuck "Stew!" She pullc<l herself loose 
wagon, laboriously pulled himself in- and turncd to faf'e him. ''Did you 
side. Then, his panic feeding upon see him? He cra\ded into the chuck 
·itself, he clawed for his precious ci- wagon, then went and s:tddled his 
gar box, dug into it with trembling horse. I c:une here to head him off, 
fingers, and awoke to the fullness of nsk him what he \qls up to. He 
calamity. �·cted just like a thief. But he got 

He didn't need to bring the box · away-" 
into the moonlight to know the "Yuh got tears in yore eyes," Stew 
truth. He'd handled that sheaf of said accusingly. '"\Vho is that gent? 
currency too often not to know it What ... what's he to yuh?" 
was thinner now, much thinner. "I don't know,'' Belly said misera
With a muffled cry o£ despair, he bly. "He rode up to the ranchhouse 
scrambled toward the tail gate, yesterday, stayed several hours. 
thumbing through the money. Less I . .. I liked him. He asked a lot 
than three hundred dollars was left. of questions about the basin coun-

Wby hadn't the thief taken it all? try, and I thought he might be an
-Stew wondered. Had he been star- other buyer. But then he asked for 
tied at his nocturnal work , snatched a job." 
part of the money, and fled in panic? A vagrant moonbeam filtered 
Stew didn't know. But -with the through the cottonwoods to glint 
first shock o£ discovery passing , a in her eyes, and she was like the 
rage flamed within him, and that little girl who'd dogged Stew's foot
rage sent him out of the wagon, wild- steps, asking a thousand questions. 
eyed. "Stew." she asked wistfully, "can 

The sleeping riders were indistin- two people just know each other for 
guisbable beneath their bulking a day and . . and then it's diffcr
tarps. But Stew had to know which ent for them? Even when they really 
one of them was Omaha. Only. don't know each other?" 
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And that  same fc:1r· or nn impend

i ng t·a id made, thC' {·n�w sullen at 
breakfa s t .  A ftc-rward, when they 
l te: 1dcd do11-n i n t o  the hasitt , Stew 
ff' l t  t tn u t l erahh· lonel Y .  The hulk of 
t h e  .-kJ i n _:; i d c  · h i;; ,.;h irt wa.-; a l i llie 

Yd, ; r  the Two .-\ J-mws h a d  l rou
l t l es,  S t c ,,- ktd t ro u bles o f  hi;; own . 
Lnsl.  n i g-h t h i _� mi:;,; ing- money hadn't 
S<'( ' t l lcd .<: 1 1  i u t p< lrl ;t n l-not i n  the 
Lu·e o f  Bet t ,. I l o l l a m l's heart break. 
B 1 1 t  t o d ; t ,l·, · ; tnd n·ntenthc-ring the 
n t ; l l t •Yolen t  look La t \ f'C Adler had 
g i \'\._' n  h i l l l  r i d i n g  oft' that. moming, 
S t f'IY ,.; ; I ll' t h e ,.; l l : t pe o f  • l i sa:;! cr. 

A t h n u :; : l l l d  dol l : 1 1·s m i uht hai'C 
hot �gh t : 1  �n t : t l l ."pread ;dtcrc he 
( '< � n l d  h : 1 1· ..:  h i red :1 r i der to do the 
IH ' < I I · ier  wurk \rit l t  l ess t l w n  three 
h t l t t d rcd dol l :w.,: ,  t h a t  dream was 
• ! r i f t i n g  : tw : 1y  l i k e  t h e  smnke of his 
( 'ook fi res .  

\\'e l l .  he 'd  b u i l d  h i m ;;clf  a shack 
i n t h e  h i l l ,; ,  he t h ough l .  !tying to 
C: l l tbole h i mse-l f. He'd p:m a l i ttle 
c·o lor t o  ker-p : d i w• . A n d  i f  lhis  was 
n foors d rea m . :tl l e;J S L  i t  sustained 
him t l t ro1 1gh 1 h e  we;n·_,. morning. 

1-l is  en·s we re often on t he riders 
\l·l t o \l'� t·e b u i l d i ng t h e  herd . He 
d i d n ' t  i n tPnd t o  he c::nrghl n a pping 
:z seco n d  m n r n i n !! .  He wan lcd to 
see t h ose rider,; ,;·hen t h ey hu nched 
t o  Come t l u1 1 1dcr ing i n  for the noon 
m pa l .  And he d i d .  The s t eaks were 
s i z z l ing when t h e  d u _,;; l p l u n t c  ar
rowed the h l u H' .  Though t f u l l y ,  Stew 
m:t rked t he ir  progress. 

And so i t  was thn l  S tew Quealy 
fi rst saw the r a i d ers. 

0£\E scc�H1rl t h e  o n lr, 
dus t  cloud 

was nused by the l 1\'0 Arrows. 
The next,  a second d us t cloud was 
fanning out behind t h e  herd .  Stew's 
eyes widened. Pupping g u n s  sot t tHJ�d 
like snapping m a t ch s l ick� in t h e  dis
t a nce. The bel low ol' s t a rt le d  ca t.t l c 

was a faint, fn raway t h i ng.  A n d  t hen 
t h e  Two Arrows herd was si ;HHpcJ-
ing! 1 



It wns c·le\'er work, timed in n 
manner th; Jl  ind icatetl an inside 
knowleclge or  how the nmch c;rew 
w<H'kerl. The Two Arrows men head
ing for the bluff, we1·e right in 1 he 
path of the stamped e . They cou\,J 
only scurry for con.-�·, and t hey were 
scurrying now, t_lu: •r angry cursl'-"' 

�!�:·t�·;i l;�./r:;� ·t t fi����d b����: rt�rs: �:�.: 
myr'iad-lf'�j.:"c� l  j u gge rn a u t  of Led 

w : 1 s  Lunehed bet \\"l't'n t hem ; 1ml  the  ru!;t/cr.s. 
Now the e:l l t lc  \\" Cre i n rull. l l t';l o l 

long flight. that  \\"Ou ld  c e a se mdy 
s�:.::lj��\l t (n �;���.� ��:�CI " t ���ill ; 1t1i;��; 
st:nnpt'tkd ,  : 1  b l u n t  : Jnowhe:ul : t imt:d 
flH" Wolflu•ad Jl;Jss .  A n d  mwe 
t h rough t h ; l l  pass,  Top:1 z Sdm• 
could ha:t.c t h em baek in t o  t h e h i l ls ,  
deep into his  own w i l d  dom:1 i n .  

From t h e blu fl" S te ,,· s :nr i t  : d l .  ; I  
solit .m·y spect a t or w i t h  a g:dlery �·<•n t
to \•iew ! h e  d r n l l l a  belo w .  In :m
other fi , •e 1n in u te!; the c:a l t lc would 
be :l breast of the b l u ff. I n  : l lwl hcr 
fift een l lw.Y'd Lc t h rollgh Wo!fhcad. 
Stew swi ,·eled l 1 i "  head l o  ga 1 1gc t h e  
distance, a nd !'aw a so! i t :1ry hnrse
backt·r spu H ing from the pi n('hed 
walls of t he p: L")S .  Then he renwm
bered smuc!hing" t lwt sen t new fe;u· 
shoot ing t h roug-h h i m .  

''I 'll In: hf'rldiny lmcl.: tlnouglt 
lVoljhcw/, " ' Kelt.v had said, "t:omc 
noon t.omorrow!' '  

"Hellfire a n d  h igh watCr! " '  Stew 
trie1l to shou t .  but the hormr t !w l  
engulfed him choked t he  words. Th:�l 
w a.s  Bd t y  1-l o \ l n n d  down there in 
Wolfhe:ul Pass. The girl w:1s i n  U1c 
very path of the stampede! A nti 
with only the sheet· walls of the pass 
to flank her, t here was no CS<':Ipe 
fmm that chnrging, thundering 
death , fur tlwrc was n o  way to turn 
the stampede. 

No way? Suddenly Stew tensed. 
A split-.,.econd latct· he was lugt,t)ng 
at the rocks that braked the chuek 
wagon's wheels there on the bluffs 

Years 
\1,/os m a n  t h e  5love-pet o i  a 

superhuman race? 
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, .. STREET & Si'\HTH'S WESTERN STORY 
cres t .  He hmled t h e m  aside o n ly to 
sec t h e  wagon l u rch an inch or  two, 
and stop. Instantl .Y Stew w a s  at the 
front of i t ,  nun m i n g  h i .,; shoulder 
against a wh ee l , c lawing at the 
spokes. 

He'd made n o  pla n-yet be lwd a 
plan.  If he cou l d  on ly get the w:1gon 
rol l ing down the b lu ff, rolling i n to 
the path of the s teers, it migh t  turn 
the leaders,  head them in to t h e  draws 
that d issecled t he basin's  n earer 
walls.  But a ch uck wagon is t h e  
heaviest piece of n111ch roll ing equip
ment, and perspi rat ion masked 
Stew's seamed face as h e  struggled 
to get i t  roll ing. 

He wished now that h e  h a d  Lance 
Ad ler's bulk or Omaha's you t h .  He 
wished he could shear away th e  
years, j u s t  for a n  i n s ta n t .  He 
prayed for s trength, knowing he was 
praying fo1· a mimc!c. And his 
prayer was a n s wered . The wheel be
gan to turn very s]O\vly. Then the 
chuck wagOn was le:1ping like a l in 
thing, jolting forward . 

It nlovcd so suddenly tlw.t Stew 
fell flat.  When he got h i s  nose o u t  of 
the d ust, the wagon was careening 
backward down the bluff, the tongue 
bobbing until  it  smashed aga inst a 
rock, snapped off. Bawling hoarsely, 
Stew dv.rted after it, scarcely con
scious that h e  wus hu1·l ing h i mself 
into danger .  

T h e  vanguard of t h e  herd struck 
the wagon , tipping it over, the can
vas b!:!llying to the breeze. Cnttle 
were pi l ing onto the wagon . \�rild
eyed and snorting, they were kick
ing i t  to pieces. That was the mo
ment when time stood sti l l  for Stew 
Quealy, for the ways of  cattle are 
unpredictable. But now the herd 
was swerving, heading a dozen dif
ferent directions. And a wild shout 
of triumph boiled in Stew's throat 
for he'd broken the stampede. 

H
E

ru���te;�� ����:��1��i;. e�The�
uht� 

remembered. The cigar box that 
held what was left of his money! It 
had been i n  the wagon. He hadn't 
had t i m e  to think abo u t  i t  in his 
mad s truggle t o  launch the wagon. 
Now the few remaining dollars 
would be t ra m pled. strewn to the 
four winds.  W i t h  i t  went his slight 
dream o f  a slwck in the hills . Tha t  
p h a n t o m  parade of grub l iners was 
so rea l now t h a t  Stew could actually 
sec t hem-dust-shrottded horsemen 
loom i ng before h is ,·er.v eyes. Then 
he rea l ized these were flesh-and
blood riders with big Lance Adler 
leading them . 

' ' I  t u rn ed 'em ! "  Stew babbled. "I 
s

a \
c

(:·i����s,\�������1 ��;
'
i
'
n a fl urry of 

dust,  a 1·idcr who leaped from his 
sadd le, grasped Stew's shoulder, 
forced the oldster down behind a 
rock. It h a ppened as suddenly as 
t.lw.t. .  Stew blin ked his dust-filled 
eves. 

· "Omaha!" he shouted.  "So yuh're 

�t��;
!__,Yuh org:mized t h is raid! Yuh 

Choking on his words, he clawed 
a t  his shirt front,  t ugging at the .45. 
He was blind with rage and blind 
from dust, b u t  h e  could hear. The 
shou ted words of  Omaha finally per
colated into his consciousness. 

"Down!" Omaha was bellowing. 
"That's Topaz Seton's crew lopin• 
up! Don't you savvy? Lance Ad
ler is Topaz Seton with his beard 
sha\•ed off. It was a slick trick to 
get the herd. Seton pretended to 
be buying the spread, so they'd 
bunch the cattle £or a tally. That 
made it easy for his c1·ew to run 
'em off!" 

Stew wa nted to call  him a liar. 
He hated Lance Adler, but he wasn't 
ready to believe that Lance Adler 
was Topaz Seton in a fancy shirt. 



Not on :1 lhif"r's 1':1)'-SO, anyway. 
Tlwn hP 1'aW tlwl l.:1nec :\dkr w:1s 
lht1111hing- a g1111 and s•·nding the hul
lds spallt-riJig" nhuu\ the n)("k !hut 
shcllt·rcd Stell" :nHI Onwha. And 
those ridl"rs ll"ith :\dlcr-they 
werl'n"t �ltiluh L11 1dnl n J :1nd the 
others! "l'ltcy w1·re l(HJ,.;t·-liptwd, 
sluhblc-j:tln·d rid�·1·s front the rim
rock. 

No p:1rl of it Jlt:u l l" .�etJ;;e to Stew 
Qut•:t lY. B111 l11' :tnSII"I"I'CII the dt:tl
len.��· 

·
,f gu11 flanw will1 g-un fbrnc, 

thmuhing his old .:.!llll to spilt a 
nt.�tl�·r front hi,; saddk. Bc;;ide him, 
Oni:dw 1\":lS nl.�n shoot ing , t:1king cf
fc·c·l i1·c \(OJ I. Bul it ll";t,; Stell", firing 
through :1 red haze I h;d lift.cd him 
:tbovt 1n::1ri1wss. ll"ho .�m:t.�hcd lead 
into L:mcc Adler. 

Tlw md.:s g:11T the lwlc:lgucrcd 
pnir some prnledion. Th:1t was lhc 
only thing thnt ,.;;1\·cd then1 from 
<_lying in I he lirsl II":Hkn blast. From 
tlwir .�canly t·(tl"('l' they triggered 
:1gaiu :md ag;:1in, sending the rustlers 
l':tnning 1ridc. t'lllptyittg sad1ltes, 
t.lucking :1s IHdlc!s dr•Jit('d overhead. 
llut Ste11· Sl.'nscd ll"h:1t the end would 
be. This "·as his l:t:,l rouudup in 
more w;Jv.� t han one . •  Just as he w:ts 
rc.signcd

.
lo n !tot-lead fiuish, he re

:l]i�cd that lhc ending might be dif
ferf'nt. J\:cring 011l from behind Lhc 
rock. he saw s nmcthintr lhnt. sent 
new hope .�11rging throug! J him. Shi
loh Landn1111 and the rest uf the Two 
Arrows crc11·, f1w·�J f1·otn tlw mctl
ac·e of the .sl:tmpcde, were cia l ining 
up. 

After th:1l it w:1s short-hut none 
too .'iwecl. Hustlers, whirling to 
fight this new force , died as they 
spun. And it \\";Is a bloOd-sp:1llcred, 
dust-begrimed range cook who 
finnlly st.agget"ctl lo hi;; feet, only Lo 
fin�] nobody to fight. Nobody hut 
Omah:1. But Om:d1a had sided hizn 
thr011gh the hell of gun smoke, :md 
that was cnoi1gh to freeze the old 
cook's trigger fin:,rer. 

"R(•ekon I owe you :1 little over 

StndlormySOckol, Ao�lodrHiop 
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C 1 • f • d J seven hundred dollars-and an apol�· 

a S S 1 1 e ogy," Omaha said with a grin. "You 
see, old-timer, I'm from the sheriff's 

Advertising 
Patents Secured 

office at Modoc. I was trailing the 
gents whO stopped the Modoc stage. 
lt was Seton's crew, just like the 
sheriff suspected. But when I saw 
you thumbing that roll in the chuck 
wagon yesterday, I couldn't help but 

.,.,�i,l':t:���-��';'"1�"":;'!'!!· 1 •• �n�'o�r��, •. ,:_rot��!��;,.�<�!� think maybe you'd been in on that 
r::�::rP�r.��11',��:��: o";.'�l"..�.�':!7:·11�;\��.r; .. \¢�.h�;.����·D�·�: currency steal. Our office had the 

PAT�XT!I-n.a .. nol>t• termo. Booll aDd •d•J•• rroo. L. r. serial nurnbers, so I took the newer 
n"17��;�To:���-:1�·u::::•h::�:�; :;.�;'""' onen .. Tuoht•. T><" currency from your box last night 
r�::·w . . =:;:'j;: l:�'ktor J. E .. n •• Co., ��·)! Vklor BuUd- to B���; o;i�iln�� did;;s 

tal���·
denly :;?'.��:';f.1)��;;:-,:y:1J��;�;��iJ��1:"£�.x.�����£:J.�"u'��i�'.'�1� among them. Bhe was out of the 

w .. hJn,Joo. o. c. saddle instantly. · "Tt's true what he 
Detectives-Instructions says," she ussured Stew. "I got to 

"OETEM'IVES F.ARS niO MOSI>'T. WORK HO}fr.. TRAVEL. the sheriff's OffiCe nOt fifteen minutes 
R�J�i�11\�iAa"��t�fi."'�6t£��·t-a�.'J:!'��"':.� ... u��;:�'"17· Writ• after him early this morning. We 

m::TF.nn·•:-"r.•·at:Tr:-.·n:sTJOATlO:>:l<-TRAr:>:rNo. nom. even rode back together, but Omaha 
O���o;;.-K��fJr:;�"j:;-:;·�·i��" Fr... ehrd )Julllco. m-Il came on ahead-" 

Old Gold & Money Wanted "I'd got to thinkin'," Omaha ex� 

-�;"I;:""ED-"'�;"'�f"':��·.;::�;;.u":�"'::"'.�. u!�·��=���;!T�:�:�r����rJ[��-�::�!i�: r��ib��in. ·� t:�IJ s�o��b 
o�eS:t�� 

Photo Finishing-Developing 
without him guessin' a lawman was 
around. But all the way back from 

:�:;.���7Lr.po�:��<tro�!��k R<>�M���·PJ,�����·�����:lli.'"b"J���? �!�i�� i!��:nAdi:�� �a��t T:�mj 
woke up. I'd seen Topaz Seton years 
buck-with his beard. I burned 
leather when I figgel'ed things out." 

"I'm glad," Stew said humbly. 
"I'm plumb glad." And his words 
were not prompted by the news 

:�;�g;�hoE�3�;:�i���Jh�·:::;���EJf;;f!i!���j�{i�l� a�i'·�h�la�����:" Betty said. "You 
sec, Omaha's talked me into staying ;,������������� out here, and that means I've 
C'hanged my mind a-bout selling the 

,.rod.,.,1, ""'ll ad• .. - Two Arrows. I'm going to run the 
"�·.""f.".�lf':'''�r.u�o�:. spread. I'll be needing the same old 
Room TK1l. Wloono. Cl'f'W-Hild COOk." 

"'C''cc-==-oc'c-c------,----,----,--,-,--,- Omaha was reaching for her hand, 
and the Two Arrows crew discreetly 
turned its backs. But Stew Quealy's 
eyes lingered a second longer than 
the others'. He was grinning ron� 
tentedly when he faced about. And 
it wasn't because that ghostly pa� 
rade of long-dead grt!b liners had 
been banished forever. 

THE END. 





GROUP LIFE POLICY THA 
INSURES THE ENTIRE FAMI 
TOTAL COST ONLY 

$,400 
• A MONTH 

GRANDPARENTS, PARENTS, 
CHILDREN, AGES 1 TO 75 
ALL INSURED IN ONE SINGLE 

LIFE INSURANCE POLICY 
Genuine Life Insurance

No Medical Examination 

The utTemely low COllt of this marvelous Family 

Group Life Insurance Policy is made poMible 

bec11u.., the Bankc:n Life and Casualty Co. has 

reduced selling coets to a minimum . this 

policy is sold by mail-no hi�th-pricM, hi�th· 

preoosure ..:lling agents will call on you. Book

kttping cmts have�reduced bec&u"" an 

entire family can be insuN:d in a single policy
requiring only one policy, one premium notice, 
etc.,etc.,fo:r aamanyaatmpct"sons in a family. 

FREE Inspection for 10 Days 

Now everyone in your family may enjoy sound 
life insurance protection. Rcganil"s of which 

member of your family dies . or how they 
die, after this policy is in full �dit, it pays 

cuh promptly. You don't h•we to riok a penny 
to inspect thi• policy ... we want you to eumioe 

it carefully, ask your friends about it. Don't 
delay . you never know when misfortune 

strilc�. Be prepared with safe, sound life insur
ance for every member of your family. 

Send No Money-No Agent Will Call 

Don't send money! Just fill out the coupon and 

tet the details now, without a single penny of 

expense to you. Learn all about the fr� 10-day 
inspection offer. 

ACT NOW • SEND COUPON! 

SJ,OOO.OO 
M .. onoumindemnltylo•Nal• 

uralorOrdon:ol")"!;lealh 

S2,000.00 
"' ... :·,':.::,���:i"�Z.!:• 

UBERAL BENEmS SHOWN IN TABLE BROW 
Tl>< omount of ;,.ura""" l>'lyable upon tl>< o.leoth ol any ol U... 

�ef!N£l3����� ;·��Ee:?.'E��:�=-�� 
Table of amount of Insurance purchased by a 

monthly payment of one dollar. 

N.tu .. l ....... Tra.,..l 

Attal,.... 'A!i":�::r Ac=17,ta1 A«khntal 

... Duth O.atto 

at Dutil 
1-40 $1000.00 S2QOO.OO $3000.00 

41�50 750.00 1500.00 2250.00 
51-56 500.00 1000.00 1500.00 
57 .. 2 300.00 600.00 900.00 
63�&8 200.00 (00.00 600.00 
69�75 100.00 200.00 ...... 

l ACT NOW-AND RETURN COUPON AT ONCE 1 
1 UMK�H LIF� AND CASUAL TV CO. 1 ·----llolc.,..,.,._st.o.,Dodll43,c:r..c. ... I 
: Please Knd details and tell me how to cet the Family : 

OroupPolicyforfrninspection. : 
-------- ----·--·-·-···-···············-------· 1 

Str-t orR. F./) . .................................... � 
City---·······----------------------St•ta ............ I 

·-------------------------------" 




