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DISASTER TRAIL
by A! Cody «.. 6

Starvation awaited this poverty-stricken 
group In Texas, after the terrible war 
between the states; death and disaster 
awaited them on the long trail to Missouri 
with their herd. But Cherry Vegas had a 

plan, and Alamo Sage was willing to try,..
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A km o and Cherry realized that these were strangers < . «
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It was suicidal madness, 
this desperate trek from 
Texas to Missouri, and even  
if they escaped the rene
gades lying in wait, there 
was sine death and disas
ter in the carpetbagger-rid
den towns w h e r e  they 
would try to sell the herd!

y  1  /

M E  W A S  a ta l l  man, even in  a 
la n d  o f t a l l  men. T a l l ,  w i th  
w id e  shou lde rs  th a t s loped to 

w a rd  n a rro w  h ip s  and bow ed o u t 
aga in  a t the  knees, in  the  m anner o£ 
a m an w h o  has liv e d  h a lf h is  l i f e  in  
the  saddle. H is  h a ir  was a sun- 
bleached b row n , and the  b lu e  eyes
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beneath had a probing steadiness. And 
the clothes he wore were old before 
their time, like the face of him, with 
youth pinched out like a new-blown 
flower too soon plucked and left to 
wither.

Others had seen him, from a mile 
away. Someone had recognized him, 
from half that distance, and had 
lifted a shout and an arm in greeting. 
Yet no one, curiously enough, had 
come racing, giving an eager cayuse 
a chance to run, to meet him. The 
group of them—a score and half as 
many again—had remained clustered 
uneasily around the three canvas- 
topped wagons, watchfully doing 
nothing.

Off at the side, big even on the big
ness of this sprawling Texas plain, 
Alamo Sage could see the herd—the 
biggest bunch of beef he’d ever seen 
gathered at one time. Longhorns 
cropping the new short grass, raising 
their heads to look and bawl uneasily, 
as if aware that their fate was in the 
making. Six thousand of them, if he 
hadn’t lost the knack of a quick es
timate.

Resentment deepened the thin fur
row between Alamo’s eyes, smould
ered in their depths. It wasn’t good 
for a pan to harbor such thoughts, 
and Alamo knew it. Dangerous 
thoughts, born of killing and seeing 
men killed. Defeat of the south had 
thrown his world into chaos. Defeat 
had been bad enough, a bitter thing 
to take. Viewing the consequences of 
defeat across those thousand miles 
had been infinitely worse. The re
sentment had grown with every 
passing mile.

Yet it had been offset in part by 
hope. Texas was a long way from the 
scene of conflict. Texas was big. Tex
as was home. Texas would be as it 
had been, and untouched. Hope had 
been a hard thing to down.

Now it too, was dead. War had not 
reached here, but the blood of con
flict had spattered the land. Here 
were ranches, such as this Rio 
Ranch whereon he now rode, wide as 
space itself. Men, strong as Texas 
could breed. Cattle upon a thousand 
hills and plains. And in the midst of 
it all, desolation and ruin.
1 All of t£a.t was bad enough. But

this summons, which had reached him 
yesterday—and to which, for some 
reason that he did not quite under
stand, he had responded—that had 
been the worst of all. The work of a 
woman. He had answered the call, 
but only that he might turn it down, 
flatly, coldly—As he would be doing, 
now. Whatever it was that she wanted 
of him.

LAMO SAGE was close, now; 
Close enough that he could hear 

the uneasy sound of the great herd, 
like muted, unceasing thunder. The 
early morning sunlight, flashing back 
from thousands of horns, was like the 
glint of drawn sabres.

Now a figure was riding to meet 
him, detaching itself from the clus
ter near the three wagons. Coming 
out, tall and straight and slender, on 
a sorrel pony which seemed to spurn 
the grass, as though buoyed up by 
the glory of the burden it bore.

Despite himself, Alamo’s eyes 
warmed a little to the sight of her. I t 
had been four years since he’d seen 
Cherry Vegas, and he’d remembered 
her as still a rather leggy kid, with 
the arrogance in her, softened a little 
by the look in her eyes, the catch in 
her voice, as she had bid him good- 
by.

“Alamo Sage!’’ she said, and her 
voice was warm, like the sun, warm 
and golden and mellow. It had deep
ened with the years, yet still it was 
light and tinkling as little bells at 
vesper-time—such bells as he had 
heard far to the east, “I t’s good to see 
you back, Alamo.”

“It’s nice to see you too, Cherry,” 
Alamo agreed, and lifted his black 
flat hat, for just an instant his eyes 
lighted to her own smile. Just an in
stant, and they were somber again. 
No more than the moment, she noted. 
Only the polite greeting. No word 
of having missed her, nor of any 
change in her. Cherry noted it, but 
her smile remained unchanged.

“You got my message?” she asked.
“That’s why I ’m here,” Alamo said 

shortly.
She sensed the resentment in him, 

but put it down to other things. Out
wardly, he was still the same Alamo 
Sage that she had known, four years



Pinto hadn't 
forgotten that 
Cherry had 

whipped him| 
once.

before— H e was s t i l l  ta l l  and s tra ig h t 
and s lender. O n ly  a l i t t le  o lder, a l i t 
tle  g rim m e r, w i th  defeat arid d is i l lu 
sion lo o k in g  ou t o f h is  eyes. Y e t no 
despair, such as she had seen in  the 
eyes o f so m any w ho  had re tu rn e d .

She gestu red  to w a rd  the  c a ttle , 
n °w, to w a rd  the  wagons and the  
r id e rs  ga thered  a round  them .

“You know what things are like in

Texas, Alamo,” she said. “We’re 
starving to death. So we’ve gathered 
a big herd—three thousand head of 
Rio stock, another three thousand be
longing to Rolla Ely. We’re going to 
drive to Missouri.”

THERE WAS no time for more, 
not then. They had come up to the 

group, and others were greeting him.
9
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Godfrey Jensen, who sat solid in his 
saddle and who had lifted his hand 
and voice in that hail. He lifted his 
hand again, extending it, and Alamo 
noted that the middle and third fin
gers were missing, though neither of 
them mentioned it. That was war, and 
it might have been worse.

There was Ross Martin, who had 
had a small spread of his own, in the 
old days. Joseph Rock, who had been 
foreman for Rio. T h e  same, yet the 
Rock had been moved a little, and 
hopelessness dwelt in hooded eyes. 
Rolla Ely, a pudgy man, quiet and 
somehow out of place in such a land; 
Madsen Lynch and Ira Knapp and 
Diamond, who slung the hash. These, 
and others, came up to shake his 
hand, and all were chary of words— 
for it was Cherry, the woman, who 
wa3 in charge here.

“We’ve just been waiting for you, 
Alamo,” said Cherry now. “We want 
you to get this herd to Missouri for 
us.” Her eyes clouded for just an in
stant. “Oh, we know that there’s 
trouble for Texas beef going to Mis
souri, but it’s that—or starve, and 
we don’t like to starve. So we’re going 
to Missouri, and we all figure that 
you’re the one man to take us there.”

“Me?” Alamo repeated, and there 
was a lift to his shoulder, as if in 
mockery. “Why me? How about 
Rock, there? He’s your foreman. Or 
Ely. Or Jensen—or plenty of others?”

Cherry’s eyes were steady; and 
they could be disturbing to a man, if 
he was to let them, Alamo reflected.

“None of them want the job, Alamo. 
Jensen had said that he'd try it, if 
we couldn’t  get a better man. But 
when we heard that you were coming 
back, he said that you were the man. 
Everybody wanted you. I t’s a thou
sand miles, and we know how hard 
it will be. But we all know Alamo 
Sage. Will you take them through for 
us, Alamo?”

Here it was, direct and to the point. 
Looking at her, as she seemed to read 
his hesitation, Alamo saw that there 
was challenge in deep gray eyes, in
tended by nature to be warm, fie felt 
it, and his own blue eyes grew darker 
with a resentment the more disturb
ing because he could not quite under
stand it. But when he spoke, it was

all the pent-up resentment that he 
did know, speaking.

“No,” he said slowly, aware of all 
the eyes upon him. “A man’s a fool, 
to try and drive Texas beef to Miss
ouri, these days. Don’t you know that 
there’s been two hundred thousand 
head have tried it already—and not 
a dollar has come back to Texas! Or 
many Texas men, either.”

“You sound,” said Cherry Vegas; 
“as if you were afraid, but since 
you’re Alamo Sage, I know you’re 
not.”

So she wanted the truth, did she? 
Well, she could have it.

“No,” Alamo agreed. “I’m not 
afraid; though it’s suicide to try. 
But a man would be a fool to try and 
take beef to Missouri, And any man’s 
a double fool, to work for a woman.”

IT WAS out now, the last galling 
part of it, and he met the gray 

eyes chailengingly. A part of his 
thought, he knew, was inconsistent. 
A leggy kid had no right to grow so 
beautiful in that time. Nor to wear 
levis and ride straddle like a man.

“Why don’t you leave this sort of 
thing to your Dad, Cherry? Or your 
brother. I t’s no work for a woman.” 

“Because,” said Cherry Vegas, and 
her words were even. “Dad’s dead. So 
is—Dave. And you think you can’t 
take these cattle to Missouri?”

“I didn’t say that,” Alamo contra
dicted. “I can take ’em there, yes. Only 
to have renegades or the carpet
baggers steal ’em, on one excuse or 
another. Not that there’s any differ
ence between the two, except that one 
cuts your throat in the open, the 
other drives a knife in your back. 
Now they say it’s Texas fever-—and 
that puts the law on their side—car
petbagger law. And if we fight—what 
good does that do, at odds of ten to 
one?”

He was feeling sorry for her now, 
so he spoke more sharply than he had 
intended. The circle of men were 
listening, intently, but offering no 
comment. Her answer came back at 
him.

“I’ve known Texas men to beat 
those odds,” Cherry said, and she 
smiled suddenly. “I’m taking these 
cattle to Missouri, Alamo. And Rolla
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Ely’s £oing alon8': 80 are these men-W e’ve go t s ix  thousand head, between 
us o f  course i t ’s a r is k ;  b u t i t ’s a 
d iffe rence  between s ta y in g  here and 
s ta rv ing— or m ak in g  a t ry .  W e  p re fe r 
to  try .  A n d  I  th in k  I  know  how  to  ge t 
them across the lin e  in to  M is s o u ri 
and sold— once th e y ’re th a t fa r . ”

S ilence made a r iv e r  between them . 
A lam o w anted  to ask he r h ow  she 
would manage tha t, b u t he w o u ld  ge t 
a wom an’s answer. T h e  lo w in g  o f  the  
ca ttle  was m o u rn fu l,  a l i t t le  im pa
tie n t, and C h e rry  vo lun tee red  no in 
fo rm a tion , B u t  sudd en ly  her sm ile  
was w arm , w in n in g , her lip s  cu rved  
tra n s fo rm in g ly ,

“ W h a t have we— any o f us, to  lose, 
except m aybe o u r ca ttle — and ou r 
lives? ”  she challenged. “ A n d  w e ’ve 
e v e ry th in g  to  gain. I ’m  n o t ask ing  
you, any o f you, to  do it ,  ju s t  fo r  
wages. B u t ten  per cent o f w h a t the 
herd  b ring s , goes to  those w ho  take 
i t  the re ,”

T en  per cent. A lam o  ca lcu la ted  
s w if t ly .  T h a t, i f  th ey  go t th e ir  pay, 
cou ld  am ount to  tv /o  o r th ree  years 
wages fo r  th ree  m onths o f w o rk . 
C h e rry  was speaking d ire c t ly  to h im  
again.

“ A s  to  w o rk in g  fo r  a woman, A la m o  
■—you  kn o w  th a t t ra i l,  and ca ttle , b e t
te r than  any m an here. T h a t ’s w h y  
w e ’re ask ing  you. L e t ’s p u t i t  th a t 
y o u ’d be w o rk in g  w ith  me— instead 
o f fo r  m e !”

“ Y o u ’ l l  be t r a i l  boss,”  R o lla  E ly  
said une xpec ted ly . N o  m ore, b u t th a t 
m eant th a t h is  w o rd  w o u ld  be the la w  
on the t ra i l.  T he  law , and the respon
s ib i l i t y ;  y e t the th in g  was te m p tin g .

S t i l l  he was a fo o l. A  double fo o l. 
A lam o  kn e w  it ,  even as he knew  th a t 
he was w eaken ing  be fore  the appeal 
o f C h e rry . T h e  w h o le  th in g  was a 
lo s in g  p ro p o s itio n , b u t she was r ig h t ,  
in  one w a y : to  go n o r th  to  M is s o u r i 
was p robab ly  to  d ie ; b u t to  s tay here, 
in  th is  p o v e rty -s tr ic k e n  land, was to  
starve to  death.

“ I ’ l l  take the herd  to  M is s o u ri,”  he 
agreed.

T j y

S I X  T H O U S A N D  head o f Texas 
beef on the move— a long , s tra g 
g l in g  mass w h ic h  moved across

the face o f the earth, a longer, th ic k 
er sw e lte r o f dust r is in g  above and be
h in d . T he  th ree  wagons—-one fo r  the 
use o f  C h e rry  Vegas, tw o  chuck w ag
ons fo r  the com bined o u t f its — h ig h 
w heeled, th e ir  canvas d in g y  g ray , 
b um p in g  in  the dust o f the d rag , o r 
c ir c l in g  ahead to  f in d  w ood and a 
cam p ing  place fo r  the n ig h t. T h ree  
dozen ride rs , eating  th e  dust, o r  r id 
in g  p o in t, head ing  in to  the  r is in g  sun. 
One wom an, w ith  sm oky g ra y  eyes 
and a p lan w h ic h  she k e p t to  he rse lf.

A la m o  lik e  none o f i t ,  b u t he had 
agreed to  take the he rd  to  M is s o u ri. 
Texas w o u ld  be bad enough, b u t ro u 
tine . The  C o lorado to  cross, and num 
erous sm alle r streams, such as the 
Lam pasas and the Leon . T h e n  the 
Red, always* a k i l le r  o f men and o f 
beef, and Texas w o u ld  be beh ind  
them , the re a lly  bad p a r t a l l ahead.

T h e  N a tions  la y  squa re ly  a th w a rt 
th e ir  t ra i l,  w ith  sca tte red  bands o f 
Apaches, Ccmanches, C hoctaw s and 
o thers, a ll eager fo r  fre s h  beef, a l l  
re s e n tfu l o f the in tru s io n  o f w h ite  
m en in to  th e ir  last s tro n g h o ld . A  sav
age w ilde rne ss , made worse b y  the 
w h ite  In d ia n s  w ho had come to  th ro n g  
i t  as w e ll— renegades fro m  b o th  sides 
o f the  la te s tru g g le , m en w ith o u t  a 
c o u n try , w ith o u t a scrup le ,

T h e  W ash ita , the Canadian, the 
A rkansas. A n d  i f  th e y  were crossed, 
and the  bo rde r o f M is s o u ri f in a l ly  
reached, then  a ll th a t th e y  had come 
th ro u g h  w o u ld  be o n ly  a m ild  in t r o 
d u c tio n  to w h a t w a ited  fo r  them . D is 
aste r T ra il.  E v e ry  o u t f i t  to  fo l lo w  i t  
o f  la te  had fo u n d  i t  so.

A  week on the t ra i l,  and the th in g  
had become ro u tin e . T h e re  had been 
no trou b le , as y e t;  and here was a 
n e ig h b o rin g  ranch, c a ttle  and land  
poor, b u t h o ld in g  to the  o ld  t ra d it io n  
o f h o s p ita lity .  W hen  the b ig  herd 
bedded dow n fo r  the n ig h t, m ost o f 
the  c re w  rode three m ile s  o f f  to  the 
side, to  the b ig  ranchhouse, fo r  a few  
hou rs  o f dancing.

A la m o  had n o t chosen to go. H e  had 
rem a ined at the  camp, keep ing  an eye 
on th in g s . C h e rry  had r id d e n  o f f  w ith  
R o lla  E ly , and the re s t o f the boys, 
p a rtie s  were fe w , in  these days. T he re  
w o u ld , in  a ll lik lih o o d ,  be no break 
a f te r  th is  u n t i l  M is s o u ri was reached.

T h a t was a l l one to  A lam o . H e  fe lt
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in no mood for a party, for dancing. 
He knew that Cherry had been dis
appointed in his decision to remain 
behind, though she had made no pro
test. There had been a fatuous look 
on the face of Ely as she rode off be
side him. Ely was in love with her, no 
doubt of that; probably that had been 
the deciding factor in causing him 
to join in this drive.

Diamond was still puttering about 
his fire, lifting off a blackened cof
fee pot, scouring pans. He was a pa
tient man, was Diamond, thick-set, 
powerful, and always cheerful. The 
dust was in everything, as it was in 
the eyes and the pores and the skin 
of the men—dust and grit in the 
beans, sifting into the flour, giving a 
thin muddy look to whatever he tried 
to cook. Doubling his labors, in his 
unnatural passion for neatness.

“You take it too hard, Diamond,” 
Alamo said now, with a brief smile 
for the scoured pans.

Diamond shook his head.
“Easier to keep busy, a job like 

this, than loaf,” he said laconically. 
“And while dust has its drawbacks, 
I ’d as lief wrassel with it as with mud 
an’ rain. There’s always good points 
to balance the bad.”

That, reflected Alamo, was a phil
osophy which he had once possessed; 
but he had lost it somewhere, in those 
years when all was lost.

He wished, a little wistfully, that he 
could regain that cheerful faith; it 
was a comforting thing, when a man 
had nothing else.

Off in the distance, a dark mass 
against the horizon, was the big herd. 
Two men were out there, riding cir
cle, singing softly. Snatches of their 
melancholy came, a plaint to the dis
tant stars. Alamo shook himself 
roughly, suddenly angry that Cherry 
had ridden off with Rolla Ely, leav
ing him behind; and the knowledge 
that it was his own fault added to his 
bitterness.

He looked up, then, and saw her 
standing there, watching him, draw
ing off her gloves, The sheen of the 
firelight from beyond touched her 
hair, muting it to gold. It gave a 
sparkle to her eyes. Diamond had 
disappeared, the world seemed with
drawn, shut away, only they two left

U

in it.
“I thought you'd be dancin’, now,” 

Alamo said.
Cherry shook her head.
“I came back,” she said. “If you 

figure you have to stay with the herd, 
why, it’s my job too, isn’t it?”

“No need to spoil your evenin’,” 
Alamo said harshly.

“Maybe I like it better this way, 
Alamo,” Cherry told him. Idly she 
kicked a charred bit of stick on to the 
fire, causing the flames to leap brief
ly, stood staring down at them. Alamo 
knew that she was trying to be 
friendly; that she had done this out 
of consideration for him. Something 
in him melted a little; it was a long 
time since anyone had done anything 
for him, shown any consideration.

But habit had laid shackles on him. 
It was not easy to respond, even to 
such a simple gesture. And while he 
hesitated, trouble came to camp.

H E THOUGHT at first that it 
was others of the crew come 

back, perhaps Ely. A shadowy horse
man approaching, hoof strokes muted 
by the dark and the green carpet of 
grass. Then there was another sound 
behind him, and Alamo spun about, 
the short hair at the base of his scalp 
prickling in the old warning of dan
ger.

There were two men there, close be
hind—dismounted, spraddling for
ward, curiously like wolves on the 
prowl. Light gleamed fitfully on a 
pearl-handled revolver, shifted its 
sheen to the drawn barrel of a gun in 
the second man’s hand. Their faces 
were shadowy, dark.

Neither of them spoke. It was the 
man on horseback who did that, from 
opposite them now, and as Alamo 
turned back, he saw that this man too, 
had a companion. There were four of 
them, at least,

“No need for trouble, ’less that’s 
what you want. But don’t start it, ’less 
you want plenty!”

Alamo’s own hand was crooked, 
poised a few inches above his leath
ered gun. He held it there, watch
fully, gauging the odds. Diamond was 
lounging now, by the corner of the 
chuck wagon, but the quartette knew 
he was there, were keeping an eye
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on h im . F o u r to  tw o — or three, i f  
C h e rry  w ere counted . H e r presence 
re a lly  made i t  w o rse ; i t  w o u ld  be no 
tim e  to  r is k  gun p lay .

“ W h a t do you  w a n t? ’’ A la m o  cha l
lenged.

T he  leader laughed, m u s ica lly . H e 
was a s lig h t  m an, b y  com parison w ith  
the th ree  w ho rode w ith  h im . A n  easy, 
g ra ce fu l, la u g h in g  man, and so, A lam o  
guessed, fa r  m ore dangerous than any 
o f the  rest. H is  face was m arked and 
p itte d  by the sm a llpox, h is spurs 
made a fa in t ly  e l f in  j in g le  as he 
sw ung to  the g round .

“ W a n t? ”  he asked, and m oved to  
h o ld  h is  hands above the  embers o f 
the  f ire ,  w a tc h in g  them  sidew ise, 
s t i l l  w i th  th a t amused lo o k  in  h is  
eyes. “ W h y , n o t m uch, fr ie n d , no t 
m uch. N o th in g  fro m  you, re a lly , th a t 
y o u ’ l l  m iss, A la m o .”

A la m o ’s eyes narrow ed , and seeing 
it ,  the s trange r laughed.

“ Sure, I  kn o w  w ho you  are,”  he 
said. “ W h o  doesn’t  know  about A lam o  
Sage? Y o u ’re a g rea t hero in  Texas, 
A la m o — in  a ll the  south, fo r  the m a t
te r  o f th a t. A n d  we respect heroes, 
o f course. W e  w o u ld n ’t  w a n t any
th in g  to  happen to  them .”

“ I t  w o u ld  be too  bad— i f  a n y th in g  
was to  happen to  anybody,”  A la m o  
d raw led . “ Take  y o u r tim e. W e ’ve go t 
p le n ty  o f i t . ”

T he  s tran ge r laughed  again, p k  'ed 
h is  back to  the  f ir e  now . H is  eyes 
w ere v e ry  b r ig h t  and w a tc h fu l.

“ Sure, A lam o , and we’ve g o t p le n 
ty  o f i t , ”  he agreed. “ I ’ve seen to 
tha t. I ’ve been p la n n in ’ th is  th in g  
fo r  a coup le  o f weeks now — before  
y o u r he rd  ever m oved. I  had the no
t io n  p lan ted  th a t a b ig  p a r ty  fo r  xmur 
boys w o u ld  be a f in e  th in g  to n ig h t. 
I  even sent in  w o rd  to  C h e rry  th a t 
you  w anted  he r to  come back and ta lk  
th in g s  over—-and i t ’s a ll w o rk in g  ou t 
ju s t  the  w ay I  p lanned it .  T h in g s  
a lw ays do.”

“ N o t a lw ays, P in to  P h ill ip s , ”  C her
r y  said, speaking  fo r  the f i r s t  tim e.

F IN T O  laughed. I t  was lik e  the  
s o ft chuck le  o f  a l i t t le  stream  
among m ossy stones.

“ T ru e  enough,”  he agreed. “ Once 
you  slapped m y  face— w ith  a horse
w h ip . I  haven ’t  fo rg o tte n ; th a t ’s w h y

I ’m  here to n ig h t. W h e n  we r id e  away, 
w e ’re ta k in g  supp lies, o f w h ic h  fo r 
tu n a te ly  you  have p le n ty . A n d  y o u ’re 
g o in g  w i th  me, C h e rry ; I ’ve p lanned  
fo r  such a chance as th is , a lo n g  
tim e .”

F ro m  the co rne r o f h is  eye, A lam o  
saw C h e rry ’s face w h ite n  a l i t t le .  
N o w  he had it .  P in to  P h il l ip s !  T h e  
m an had been a g u e rilla , c o n d u c tin g  
b o rde r w a rfa re  o f h is  ow n w ith  a 
c a th o lic  im p a r t ia l i ty  betw een b o th  
n o r th  and south.

“ W e ’l l  tra ve l fast, C h e rry , m y  
dear,”  P in to  added now, “ I ’ve m ade 
a l l a rrangem ents. A s  fo r  you , A lam o , 
th e re ’s no  need fo r  tro u b le  between 
us. I  k n o w  how  m uch you  hate w o rk 
in g  fo r  a woman, how  l i t t le  use you  
have fo r  any w om an ! I ’m  n o t th a t 
w a y ; so I  take he r o f f  y o u r  hands, 
and w here  cou ld  she f in d  a m ore p ro p 
er man? I ’ve even go t a parson w a it 
in g , C h e rry — and- th a t ’s the  f i r s t  
tim e  I ’ve ever m ade such a concession 
to  any woman. T h o u g h  you-re  the  
f i r s t  th a t ever ho rsew h ipped  me.”

A g a in  he laughed, and h is  men, l ik e  
h im s e lf, A lam o  noted, w ere  v e ry  
a le rt.

“ Y o u ’d have no chance, A la m o ,”  he 
added. “ W e ’re fo u r  to  tw o — and you  
m ay have heard o f me. L ik e w is e , I ’ve  
m ore m en o u t there , w a it in g . I f  
th e re ’s the  least s ig n  o f tro u b le , th e y  
stam pede y o u r herd. A n d  le t me 
p o in t o u t again, to  a m an o f  y o u r  
p h ilo s o p h y , I ’m  re a lly  d o in g  you  a 
favor.

y

A L A M O  stood, a p p a re n tly  re 
laxed, unm oving . C h e rry ’s face 
had rega ined its  co lo r, b u t be

neath  th e  f lu s h  the re  was s t i l l  a t in g e  
o f ash, l ik e  the dead embers o f  the  
f ire .

T he  o u tla w  appeared to  be in  no 
h u r r y ;  he j in g lb d  a spu r fa in t ly ,  
head cocked on one side as he looked 
a t A lam o.

“ W e ll,  h o w  about i t ,  am igo? A re n ’ t  
yo u  the  m an to  apprecia te  a favo r?  In  
fa c t, I ’m  d o in g  one a l l a round— even 
fo r  you, C h e rry . I ’m  the  m an fo r  you, 
and w here  in  a l l the  land  w i l l  you  
f in d  ano th e r to  equal me? S ince the re  
is  no o the r, the re  is  no answ er. A n d
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if the herd should be stampeded, they 
would sweep over this camp first, 
Alamo!”

That was the thing which was 
causing Alamo to hesitate, weighing 
it. The odds, here at hand, were 
heavy enough, but he knew them for 
what they were, now. There were 
only these four men, here. It was the 
other which was the greater gamble.

Pinto might very well have more 
men posted out there, ready on sig
nal to spook the big herd. They could 
do it well enough. And once such 
a herd was in motion, six thousand 
head of hell on the hoof, spreading 
like a washing wave across the land, 
sweeping here where the camp was— 
that would be something that no man 
could fight against, Pinto, and his 
men, and Cherry, if he grabbed her 
up, could outride it, with horses 
ready. But if that ever broke, it 
would insure destruction for himself, 
put Cherry out of reach of any help.

That was the gamble. But now 
Pinto was ready for action.

“I’d feel better, Alamo, if you 
dropped that gun, or raised your 
hands,” he suggested. “And the cook 
here, too. We'll not disturb you, my 
word on that, if you do as you’re 
told.”

It wasn’t, after all, a. matter of 
choice; Pinto had seen to that. Ala
mo shrugged.

“Cherry,” he suggested. “You’d 
better go over to the wagon, there.”

Cherry shot a sharp look at him. 
There was keenness in Pinto’s glance 
as well. Alamo’s voice held no inflec
tion, could mean anything or noth
ing. Cherry hesitated, then she moved 
as he had suggested.

That, so far as appearance went, 
was submission. Putting her over be
side the fourth man, where he could 
watch her better. It likewise moved 
her out of the direct line of cross
fire, when guns should begin to bark.

Pinto was looking at her, out of 
the corner of his eyes, as she moved— 
noting with approval the supple grace 
of her, all the beauty which seemed 
to shine more brightly here in the 
deepening dusk as the fire went low. 
But he was still keeping a watchful 
eye on Alamo as well.

Not so with his men. They accepted 
this as a token of defeat, and their 
eyes, hungry, bold, were for Cherry 
as she moved. Alamo had counted on 
that. He moved, and the shadows 
seemed one with him. His voice came 
sharp and urgent.

“Drop your guns, quick—or die!”
He might have shot without the 

warning, for it had been known long 
across Texas that Alamo Sage was 
no man to trifle with, which was us
ually counted as warning enough. 
Even Pinto, watching sharply, had 
not been able quite to follow that 
twisting motion of his body, that 
stabbing down and up again of hands. 
And though Alamo carried only one 
gun, openly, he had performed what 
looked like legerdemain, pulling a 
second gun out of the air. Both wea
pons were up now and poised as his 
voice crackled.

Pinto was matching Alamo, move 
for move—yet not quite. The high 
blast of the two guns seemed to 
rocket out almost together, flame in 
a red lance from two revolver muz
zles, a sort of crimson flower bloom
ing on the night, coming to swift and 
deadly fruition. One gun had been 
a shade faster than the other.

The dark could be friend or foe, 
depending on how a man used it. 
With confusion mounting in the 
brain, it was a deadly thing, not a 
curtain; Alamo had counted on that. 
Both guns in his hands wf<;e firing- 
now, as he shifted to the side. He had 
steeled himself for the remembered 
shock of bullets, but none came, And 
then the guns were silent.

FIVE AT least had been in action, 
besides his own. Cherry and Dia

mond had both gotten in at least a 
shot, the cook leaping back behind 
the big wagon wheel, and firing be
tween the spokes. Pinto and two of 
his men had been fast enough, but er
ratic. It was easy, very easy, for bul
lets to go astray at such a time.

Not all of them had. Pinto stodcl 
now, surprise replacing the laugh on 
his face, his right arm hanging limp, 
blood bubbling out of a hole in the 
flesh just below the shoulder, strain
ing the shirt sleeve, working down,
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d r ip p in g  fro m  h is  f in g e r- tip s . H e had 
tried to  get a second gun, b u t had 
checked in  the face o f c e rta in  d isas
ter. N ow , lip s  tw is t in g  in  a ca rica tu re  
0f  m irth, he s lo w ly  ra ised h is  le f t  
hand shou lde r h ig h .

“ D esp ite  y o u r  name, you  m ust have 
been born  und e r a lu c k y  star, A la m o ,’ ’ 
he said.

I t  to o k  courage, to  speak th a t way, 
w ith  the  h o t shock o f b roken  fle s h  
s t i l l  ra g in g  in  h im , w ith  de fea t and its  
consequences a t hand. D iam ond was 
a lready h e lp in g  h im s e lf to  the e x tra  
gun w h ic h  P in to  had fo u n d  no chance 
to  draw .

One o f the th ree  t r a i l  w o lves was 
dead; ano the r had stopped tw o  b u l
le ts— one in  h is  side, one in  h is  le f t  
leg. B u t  he cou ld  s t i l l  stand.

T he re  was no stampede. The b ig  
herd was on its  fee t and uneasy, fro m  
the crackling o f the  guns. B u t  th o u g h  
ha lf-spooked, th e y  were n o t ru n n in g . 
The m en g u a rd in g  them  knew  th e ir  
business, were re d o u b lin g  th e ir  e f 
fo rts  to  soothe them , keep ing  th e ir  
own voices steady as th e y  sang, q u e l
lin g  th e ir  ow n nervous desire to  r id e  
fo r  camp and see w h a t th is  was a ll 
about.

One o f them  was Ross M a rt in . A  
good man, o ld  in  the w ays o f the  
t ra il.  O bey ing  its  law , th a t the he rd  
m ust come f ir s t ,  ahead o f e v e ry th in g  
else. C o m fo rt, o r hea lth , o r l i fe  i t s e l f  
— these th in g s  w ere secondary to  tne  
herd.

A n d  since the re  had been no ac tion  
ou t there , A la m o  sucked in  h is b rea th  
and knew  th a t there  w o u ld  be none.

H E R R Y  looked  at h im , then, and 
the re  was concern s o ft b u t 

b r ig h t  in  her eyes, the fea r now gone 
fro m  them .

“ A re  you  a l l  r ig h t ,  A lam o? ”  she 
asked.

“ I ’m  f in e ,”  he assured her, and saw 
the change come in to  her face then—  
the reaction , now  th a t i t  was over. H e 
knew  how  she fe lt .  O fte n  enough had 
he experienced the  le t-dow n , the co ld  
taw  sweat l ik e  a d ism a l dew w h ic h  
broke upon the  face. “ Y ou  and D ia 
m ond sure backed me up f in e ;  I  nev
er saw th in g s  come out be tte r, f ro m  
being in  a r ig h t  t ig h t  p lace.”

C h e rry  was b it in g  he r lips . C o lo r, 
fa d in g  out, was re tu rn in g  to  he r 
cheeks w ith  the  e f fo r t .  She looked  a t 
h im , and fo rce d  a sm ile.

“ Thanks , A la m o ,”  she said. “ I  knew  
I  co u ld  coun t on you .”

“ I  wasn ’t  so sure, m y s e lf,”  he said, 
a l i t t le  s h o r t ly , and lo oked  at P in to . 
H e  was s t i l l  s tand ing , w a it in g , face 
u n n a tu ra lly  w h ite  about the pock 
m arks. So were the others. None w ere  
too  se rio u s ly  w ounded. T h e y  shou ld  
hang, he knew —-and y e t there  was in  
h im  a deep d is tas te  fo r  such a jo b , fo r  
k i l l i n g  men. H e ’d had too  m uch o f 
th a t a lready, w hen i t  was a lega l b u t 
dead ly  game. H e  looked at C h e rry . 
She said, “ W h y  no t le t them  go. A la 
mo? T h e y ’ve pa id  fo r  th e ir  m is take .”  
_ I t  was weakness, and a man m ig h t 

liv e  to  reg re t it .  B u t a fte r  a ll, C h e rry  
was t l ie  boss here. He nodded s h o r t ly  
to  the  others.

“ I t ’s b e tte r than  you  deserve,”  he 
said. “ B u t ge t on y o u r horses and 
ride . Take  h im  w ith  you .”  He in d i
cated the dead man. “ B e tte r  p r o f i t  b y  
th is  chance, P in to ,”

P in to  P h il l ip s ’ face d id  n o t change. 
P a in  was a ra g in g  th in g  in  h is  a rm  
now, A lam o  knew , b u t th e  o ld  lo o k  
was on  h is  face, even a trace o f  a 
sm ile .

“ I  knew  you  loved me a l l the tim e , 
sw eetheart,”  he said g a ily .  “ A s  fo r  
you , A la m o — au re v o ir ! ”

A n d  tha t, Sage re fle c te d  g r im ly ,  
was n o t adios o r good-bye, b u t t i l l  we 
m eet again. D iam ond assisted the  
o thers in  le ad in g  th e ir  com pan ion  on 
to  h is  saddle and la s h in g  h im  there . 
T he n , g r im ly  s ile n t as th e y  had come, 
the d a rk  sw a llow ed  them .

D iam ond  had disappeared again. 
C h e rry  looked a t A lam o, and he knew  
how  ra w  her nerves w e re— knew  in 
s t in c t iv e ly  too, th a t in  th a t m om ent 
she w o u ld  welcom e the she lte r o f h is  
'arms. She had come back here to n ig h t,  
le av in g  the dance, b e lie v in g  th a t he 
had w an ted  h e r to ;  the re  was answer 
enough.

A la m o ’s m o u t h  tig h te n e d . H e 
. tu rn e d  away a b ru p tly .

“ I ’l l  r id e  o u t and see how  the boys 
are,”  he said. “ L ik e ly  th e y ’re r ig h t  
c u rio u s  as to  w h a t’s been happen in ’ 
here.”
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U S T . T H E  th in g  was lik e  a 
plague. I t  rose up  fro m  the 
earth  a t every stroke  o f  th o u 

sands o f  hoo fs , l i t t le  spurts  w h ic h  
spread and m in g le d  and made an end
less c lo ud  a round  and about the  herd . 
T h e  grass was green, b u t the so il u n 
de r i t  was c ry in g  o u t fo r  ra in .

D u s t. A  s t i f l in g  th in g , w h ic h  go t 
in to  the  n o s tr ils  and p lugged  them , 
in to  the  m o u th  so th a t a m an spat 
m ud. D u s t in  the  h a ir, g r in d in g  in to  
the  sk in . D u s t w h ic h  to rm e n te d  the 
c a ttle  and set them  w ild .  I t  la y  in  
r id g e s  about th e ir  re d -rim m ed  eyes, 
coated them  fro m  b ro w n  to g ray.

T h e re  had been th ree  or fo u r  in 
c ip ie n t stampedes, m o s tly  because o f 
th e  ragged tem per o f the  ca ttle . M en 
w ere  hard  p u t to  i t  to  c o n tro l th e ir  
ow n  tem pers.

Those up  near the head, r id in g  
p o in t, had i t  best; th e y  could breathe 
c lean a ir  a t least a p a rt o f the  tim e. 
Save w h en  w in d  gusts  w h ip p e d  i t  
ahead and a round  them , w ith o u t c le a r
in g  i t  away. Those w ho had to fo llo w  
in  the  haze o f the d rag h a rd ly  looked 
hum an— n o r fe l t  th a t way.

D u s t. C h ang ing  in  its  co lo r, now, 
f ro m  b ro w n  to  a d ir t y  red, as the 
deeper b ro w n  loam  was rep laced by  
th e  red c la y— a sure s ig n  th a t the  C o l
orado was n o w  close ahead. S crub  oak 
and h a ckb e rry  were d o tt in g  th e  m ore 
r o l l in g  grass lands. T h is  was a vast 
and e m p ty  land  th ro u g h  w h ic h  they  
d rove  now , a land pa ls ied b y  d isaster, 
m an-made. A  land w h ic h  m ig h t be an 
em p ire , and its  go ld  tran sm uted  in to  
r ich e s , grass to  beef to g o ld . P ro 
v id in g  th a t the  beef cou ld  be m a rke t
ed.

W H E  S A M E N E S S  o f it ,  the  lu c k  
J f l  w h ic h  had a ttended them  so fa r, 

was g e tt in g  on m en’s nerves. A  touch 
o f rea l tro u b le  w o u ld  be good fo r  
them , o r a change in  the w eather. A l-  
Jhmo knew  it ,  and hoped fo r  i t ,  even as 
.he dreaded it .  T ro u b le  was sure to  
[come; so was a change in  w eather. 
'B o th  w o u ld  p rob ab ly  be v io le n t.
L T h e  c rew  had fe l t  cheated at w h a t 
(bad happened the  o the r n ig h t .  T h e y  
Ih M . had th e ir  dance, and the re  had

been a keg o f w h is k e y  and a t in  cup  
beside it .  Open-handed h o s p ita lity ,  
th e  nos ta lg ic  s tra ins  o f  o ld  songs 
d raw n  ou t o f a f id d le , the m us ic  o f 
a p lu n k in g  banjo. B u t th e y  fe l t  th a t 
th e y ’ had m issed a ll the real fu n , no t 
even k n o w in g  about i t  u n t i l  the n e x t 
day.

N o t th a t the re  was m uch co m p la in t, 
even about the dust. M o s t o f these 
m en were o ld  hands a t th is  s o rt o f 
th in g , and th e y  knew  th e ir  lu c k , so 
fa r .  A lam o  heard com m ent fro m  Ross 
M a r t in ,  w hen  T om  D u n n in g  vo iced  
h is  d issa tis fac tion . T o m  was the  
youngest m em ber o f the p a r ty — a boy 
o f  s ix teen, b ig  fo r  lus  age, th in k in g  
o f h im s e lf as a man. N ov/ he shook 
h im s e lf  in  the saddle, im pa tience  in  
e ve ry  lin e  o f h im ,

“ I ’m s ic k  o f i t , ”  he said. “ I  fee l 
l ik e  I ’d go crazy i f  th is  keeps u p ! 
N o th in ’ ever happens— or i f  i t  does, 
we m iss ou t on i t ! ”

“ Y ou  can be g lad i t  a in ’ t happened 
— y e t,”  Ross to ld  h im  d r i ly .  “ W h e n  
th ing 's  happen, w ith  a herd lik e  th is  
— th e y  can be m ig h ty  unp leasant. A n d  
do n ’t  w o r ry ;  the re ’l l  be p le n ty , ’ fo re  
we get to  M is s o u ri.”

“ I t  can’t  come too soon to  s u it me,”  
D u n n in g  in s is ted  im p a tie n tly . “ I  w ish  
i t ’d ra in !  R a in  fo r  a w e e k !”

“ L ik e ly  ra in  fo r  a m onth , once i t  
s ta rts ,”  Ross prophesied. “ T h a t ’s the 
w a y  i t  gen’r a lly  does— no t any h a lf 
w a y  about i t , ”

“ I  guess I ’m t ire d ,”  D u n n in g  h a lf-  
apo log ized. “ B u t th is  w ay, seems lik e  
you  don ’t  ge t no sleep— r id in ’ a ll 
day, then  h a lf  the n ig h t, eve ry  tw o  
o r th ree  n ig h ts — up early , r id in ’— ”

“ S leep !”  Ross echoed, rep roach 
fu l ly .  “ W h y , son, we been g i t t in ’ m ore 
sleep on th is  d r ive  than  I  ever knew  
about, m ost. M os t t r a i l  bosses, th e y ’re 
in  such an a l l- f i re d  h u r ry  to  ge t some
w here , you  never do ge t to  sleep. 
M a n y ’s the tim e, I ’ve s lep t in  m y  sad
d le  or no t a t a ll. R ide  a l l day, gua rd  
d u ty  a ll n ig h t. I  go t once so I  ta lked  
an’ w o rked  and done e v e ry th in g  in  m y 
sleep, so’s fo lk s  co u ld n ’ t  h a rd ly  te l l 
the  d i f f ’rence, was I  awake o r asleep,. 
N ig h  g o t m yse’ f  m a rr ie d  ’fo re  I  le f t  
o f f  d ream in ’. Y o u  w a it t i l l  we get to  
the  N a tions. Y o u 'l l th in k  th is  has been 
paradise.”
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O W , L I K E  a d is ta n t je w e l, th e y  
cou ld  g lim pse  the Colorado. A n 

o ther day w o u ld  b r in g  them  to  its  
banks. Faces b rig h te n e d  a l i t t le  at the  
p ro sp e c t; the  C o lorado was a d e f in ite  
m ilestone. A la m o  found  h im s e lf w o r 
ry in g , n o t l ik in g  it .  T he  sun was set
tin g , a p e rfe c t day. C lear as a be ll. N o 
red in  the sky. T h a t, he guessed, 
w o u ld  mean a change o f w eather. I t  
was lo n g  overdue.

C h e rry  had fo llo w e d  them  w ith  he r 
wagon. F o r the  las t fe w  days she had 
spent m ost o f her tim e  d r iv in g  the 
wagon instead o f r id in g  a horse. P a rt 
o f the  tim e , R o lla  E ly  rode a longside, 
or sat on the seat beside her. She was 
s ile n t, he r eyes que s tion ing , rem ote, 
n e ith e r f r ie n d ly  n o r u n fr ie n d ly  w hen 
A la m o  was near. T h a t su ited  E ly , and 
i t  su ited  h im  too, A lam o  assured h im 
se lf.

H e  saw R ock, r id in g  p o in t, gesture 
— saw th a t the  wagons had sw ung a 
l i t t le ,  as w e ll.  T h e n  he p icked  o u t 
w h a t the  o the rs  had d iscovered and 
tu rn e d  h is  ow n horse to w a rd  i t ,  h is  
lipfs th in n in g  to  a harsh lin e .

T he re  w ere a fe w  trees there, scrub 
oak aga inst a slope, h a ckb e rry  in  th in  
scatte red clum ps. I t  was th a t w h ic h  
had k e p t the o th e r th in g  fro m  stand
in g  ou t m ore p la in ly ,  u n t i l  they  w ere  
q u ite  close. N ow , a ll a t once, i t  was 
there , v iv id ,  no t to  be m istaken.

I t  had been a w agon, once— and n o t 
v e ry  lo n g  before . T w o  wheels s t i l l  
stood u p r ig h t,  and a p a rt o f the fram e, 
l ik e  the  gaun t ske le ton  o f  some p re 
h is to r ic  m onster. A n o th e r  w heel la y  
on the g ro u n d — the  iro n  hub, the iro n  
t ire , ly in g  there. O th e r parts , the te m 
per d ra w n  o u t o f  them  b y  the heat, 
w e re  in  am ong the  s t i l l  w a rm  ashes.

W ith  the ashes, too, o r  scatte red 
about, w ere  a fe w  b ro ken  a rtic le s , 
th in g s  o f no use to  the  average p e r
son. S om eth ing  th a t had p robab ly  
been a sm all chest o f draw ers, be fo re  
be ing  tossed to  th e  flam es. A  b roken  
b i t  o f  m ir ro r ,  ca tch in g  the  last o f the  
sun. A n  em p ty  can.

In d ia n s , was A la m o ’s f i r s t  th o u g h t. 
P ro b a b ly  a s tra y  ra id in g  p a r t y ,  
sw eep ing  dow n fro m  the  N a tions, w h o  
had come upon th is  lone  wagon and 
had made th e ir  ra id . T h e n  he saw a 
s t i l l  f ig u re  ly in g  there, n o t fa r  o f f  
f ro m  th e  fijre, partly on its face, u n 

m o v in g . B u t w ith  its  h a ir  s t i l l  upon 
its  head.

T h e n  he knew . N o t Ind ia ns , b u t 
w h a t was w orse— renegades. W h ite s . 
T h e y  too, seemed a b i t  o f f  th e ir  usua l 
range, b u t the th in g  had happened, 
and n o t v e ry  lo n g  be fore . H e reached 
i t  as R ock was p u llin g  up  as w e ll,  h is  
horse s n o rtin g  and d ra w in g  back at 
w h a t la y  on the  g round . T he  wagons 
w ere  close now , too, com ing  to  a stop. 
N o t fa r  o f f  was a sm a ll sp rin g . T h a t 
had p robab ly  a ttra c te d  the  w agon 
here, in  the f i r s t  place.

A la m o  and R ock exchanged glances, 
th e n  d ism ounted . The m an had w o rn  
a c a rtr id g e  b e lt, lik e  m ost d id , as a 
m a tte r o f hab it. T he  s ign  was easy 
to  see, b u t i t  was gone now . P roba b ly  
he had tr ie d  to  p u t up  a f ig h t .  A  b u l
le t  had taken h im , squa re ly  between 
the  eyes.

H e  looked to  be fo r t y — th in n in g  
b la c k  h a ir  w i th  a touch  o f g ray  a t the 
edges. H e had w o rn  boots, app a re n tly , 
b u t th e y  had been p u lle d  o f f  h im  and 
taken  too.

R o ck  s t ir re d  the ashes w i th  h is  
fo o t.

“ W a rm ,”  he said. “ T h e y ’ve been 
gone less’n the  day.

“ N o t m any o f them ,”  A la m o  added. 
“ T h re e  or fo u r ,  by th e  looks,”  Fie 
p o in te d  to  horse tracks , le ad in g  aw ay 
— to  heavier ones, w he re  the  w o rk  
team  w h ic h  had been w i th  the w agon 
had e v id e n tly  been d riven .

“ Yeah,”  R o ck  concu rred . “ A b o u t 
th re e .”

T h e  th in g  had been an ambush, ev
id e n t ly ,  a su rp rise — m u rd e r. R ock was 
s t i l l  p o k in g  am ong the  ru in s . H e in d i
cated the  chest o f draw ers, o r w h a t re 
m a ined  o f it , th e  b it  o f m ir ro r ,

“ L o o k s  lik e  he had a woman, m ay
be,”  he suggested.

A la m o ’s eyes darkened.
“ T e l l  the boys to  bed the he rd  

do w n ,”  he said. “ W e ’l l  w a n t a coup le  
m ore  to  r id e  w ith  us.”

“ T h e re ’l l  be p le n ty  vo lun tee rs ,”  
R o ck  said s im p ly .

SO O N  T H E Y  were o f f ,  fo llo w in g  
th e  t r a i l— A lam o and R ock, G od

f re y  Jensen and Ross M a r t in  r id in g  
w i th  them . D u n n in g  had begged to  be 
a llo w e d  to go  along, b u t A la m o  re 
fused .
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The trail was fairly easy to follow. 
Apparently the raiders had not fig
ured on any trouble as a result of 
their attack on the wagon. They had 
angled north, a little west. The four 
hurried, hoping to overtake them be
fore night fell. Off in the northwest, 
sudden clouds were piling up; the 
boom of thunder made an uneasy 
growl. This would mean a break in 
the weather. Alamo studied the mov
ing path of the storm with anxious 
eye.

There was nothing worse than 
lightning at night to spook cattle, 
but this storm would not come within 
miies of the herd, unless it altered 
its course. They could see rain now, 
off in the distance—a gray blanket 
of it which seemed to dip down and 
sweep like a broom, the play of light
ning eerie against the backdrop of it. 
But only a few drops reached to 
where they rode.

Each man had another worry now: 
that the trail might be washed out, so 
that they could follow it no farther. 
There was not more than half an 
hour of daylight remaining. Then, 
topping a rise, Jensen stretched a long 
arm, “There they are!’’

Alamo could see it—a thin plume 
of light smoke which climbed a little 
and spread out as if afraid of the 
storm which had been so close. A sure 
sign of encampment.

“We’ll spread out, and come at 
them from two sides, just in case,’’ Al
amo instructed. “Go as easy as you 
Can.”

Taking advantage of the broken 
terrain, they moved on. The storm was 
gone now, rumbling and muttering in 
the distance. A clean, wet smell of 
fresh-washed air roiled across the 
land, the sweetest smell to come to 
their nostrils in many a day. The 
horses pricked up their ears; there 
was a new eagerness to their stride. 
Though only a few drops had 
splashed here, the quivering grass, 
wore a new look. The green, in the 
falling dusk, was richer, softer.

Oaks clustered on a knoll. Alamo 
rode in to them, Martin at his heels. 
He pulled up, and though the smoke 
was gone now, hfe saw the camp, half 
a mile away. There was early dark, 
but the false last light, of day was

across the land, and in it objects stood 
out curiously distinct. A man moved, 
limping a little. To the side, beyond 
again, a horseman was outlined bold
ly against the horizon.

Alamo moved out a little, lifted his 
arm in signal. In answer, the horse 
broke loose from the skyline, became 
two, sweeping' at a gallop. Alamo and 
Martin spurred.

In the camp, there was consterna
tion. A rifle snarled at them, and 
Alamo gauged it, mechanically, by 
the sound. A plains gun, Indian car
bine, .50 caliber. Each make of rifle, 
each caliber, had a distinctive noise 
of its own. He had heard plenty of 
them, during the last few years.

The bullet was wide. There was 
confusion in the camp, men striving 
to hurry, flat-footed with surprise. 
Another gun spat at them, and Rock 
and Jensem, closest now, fired back.

There was a brush beyond, a thick 
tangled hedge of it. A horse broke 
out of it, running hard. Alamo shot, 
but the light was failing fast, and 
tricky. Three of them were spurring 
now, and gaining a little. Rock re
mained back at the now silent camp,

THEY COVERED a mile, one of 
the fastest that Alamo had ever 

traveled. The man up ahead had a 
good horse, but they were gaining on 
him. He realized it, and turned in the 
saddle, coolly shooting. They were 
tricky targets as well, but Alamo 
heard the high thin whine of the 
lead. I t was too dark to see clearly, 
but there was something familiar 
about the look of that man, the easy, 
smiling insolence of him, even in the 
face of death. Pinto Phillips.

Then Alamo heard it. Though the 
storm was past, the air had taken on 
a sort of breathless hush, as though 
waiting for something. Something in
evitable, sure to come. No wind, but 
it was like the sound of a strong 
wind; coming closer. A sound omin
ous in the gathering night.

Alamo saw it, then; all of them did. 
Not far ahead, a gulch cut by water, 
long since. Grass grown now, just a 
trough laid athwart their trail. Pinto 
was almost to it. The sweeping wind 
seemed closer. It burst at them sud
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denly, with its noise louder, more 
forceful.

Water. A gray wall of it, solid, 
pushed along by an invisible force. 
A wall ten feet high, sweeping down 
the gulch, coming at unbelievable 
speed. Spreading out a little as it 
traveled, roaring as it felt its own 
power. Water!

Off beyond there, where the 
ground was higher, the earth form
ing a huge bowl, the storm had 
passed. Following the long dry spell, 
it had unloosed its fury in a cloud
burst. Now the run-off, gathering it
self, was here.

Pinto Phillips saw it. And here was 
a chance for life, or death. To check 
in the face of it meant capure. To be 
caught in it, as seemed likely if he 
kept going, would be equally certain 
and swift disaster. But to beat it 
across the gulch would be safety.

He was a gambler, when it came to 
that. The three of them pulled up, 
watching, with a sort of grudging 
admiration. The thing was going to 
be close. The terrified cayuse, equal
ly aware now of what impended, was 
doing its best. Man and beast were 
nearly across when the water reached 
them.

IT WAS a resistless force. It 
caught them, and to swim in such 

a current was out of the question. 
The horse was tossed like a chip. Wa
ter, spreading out and back, ran up 
in little, hungry lappings, almost to 
the feet of where the three still sat 
and watched. Muddy water.

But luck was still with Pinto. The 
current changed, swirled horse and 
man in a mad rush at the bank, fling
ing them up as it was sullenly forced 
to turn by a bit of higher ground. 
The horse climbed, stood and trem
bled for a moment. Then, in the now 
heavy dusk, they vanished.

In silence, the three turned back. 
This water would run for hours; 
there would be no overtaking Pinto, 
not now.

Back at camp, Rock had built up 
the fire. He was completing the pre
parations for supper begun by the 
others, and so rudely interrupted. 
Food was ready for the eating.

One prisoner sat, sullenly, watched 
by the untroubled Rock. One of the

trail wolves who had visited their 
camp before. Alamo looked inquir
ingly at Rock, and he jerked a thumb 
toward the line of darkness beyond 
the fire.

“Other one’s dead,’’ he said. “Have 
some grub?’’

“How about the woman?’’ Alamo 
demanded.

Rock shrugged.
“Ain’t none. He says there wan’t 

none in the wagon. Just the man.’’
Alamo looked at him more closely. 

This was the man wrho had taken a 
bullet through his leg in the other 
fight. He had been in poor shape to 
run, not much better to fight. His 
face was now sullen, hopeless, sav
age.

“Why’d you do it?” Alamo demand
ed.

He lifted his shoulder in a heavy 
shrug,

“Why not? We had to have sup
plies. Fie had ’em."

“Did you have to murder him?”
"It was Pinto’s idea. He thought 

there was a woman along.”
Alamo took a filled plate, which 

Rock passed to him. It would be eas
ier to eat now than afterward, and 
he was hungry. He looked toward the 
sullen captive. Beyond, the moon was 
turning the ea3t to a ruddy glow. It 
would be up presently.

“Might as well have yourself some 
grub,” he suggested.

The captive shrugged.
“Sure,” he agreed. “It’ll break my 

neck that much easier, eh?” And he 
ate with unimpaired appetite.

nr^HE MOON was high in the sky 
when they returned to camp, 

B  driving the extra horses, carry- 
g the supplies which had been loot- 
from the wagon. Off a little way, 

e big herd was bedded down, no 
nger restless since the storm was 
st. There was a haze between earth 
d stars, however, and Alamo knew 
at there would be more rain before 
ey reached the river.
The cook fire still glowed, and a 
ndle light came from Cherry’s wag- 
, Diamond moved like a shadow, 
: mvn shadow sauat and malformed
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b e h ind  h im . H e  nodded q u e s tio n in g ly  
to w a rd  the c o ffe e  pot, to  the cook 
wagon.

"W e  had supper,”  A lam o  said b r ie f 
ly -

“ Y o u  caugh t ’em, then? ”  D iam ond  
nodded.

“ T w o  o f them . P in to  g o t aw ay.”
“ U h — there was a wom an, a fte r  a ll, ”  

the  cook said, a l i t t le  h ea v ily . “ W e  
fo u n d  her, o f f  hack in  the b rush  
there . She’s a live . C h e rry  w ants you  
to  come have a look, A la m o .”

A  l i t t le  s ta rtle d , A lam o  m oved to 
w ard  the  wagon. So th a t was the  w h y  
o f  the  l ig h t  a t th is  hour. T he re  m ust 
have been a f ig h t ,  in  th a t case— the 
m an d o in g  w h a t he cou ld  to  h o ld  
them  o f f ,  w h ile  the  wom an had m an
aged to  ge t back in  the  b rush  and 
h ide. B u t the re  was som eth in g  a l i t t le  
queer here. U s u a lly  a w ife  fo u g h t be
side he r man as lo ng  as l i fe  was in  
her. T h e  f la p  parted , and C h e rry  
lo oked  out.

“ I ’m  g lad  y o u ’re back, A lam o ,”  she 
said. H e r tone  was s o ft, a l i t t le  t ro u 
bled. “ She’s been unconscious, ever 
s ince we fo u n d  her. P ro b a b ly  s ic k  a 
lo n g  tim e .”

So th a t was it .  F e e lin g  a l i t t le  ou t 
o f  place, A la m o  c lim b ed  in . H e  had 
never been in s ide  C h e rry ’s w agon, 
n o r even looked  ins ide . I t  was lik e  
m ost w agons on the  t ra i l,  y e t w ith  
an in d e fin a b le  d iffe re n c e — and some
h o w  an atm osphere o f home, even 
here  in  th is  fa r  land.

T h e  w om an was in  the  bed now , l y 
in g  there , h e r face w h ite , he r brea th  
even enough b u t fa in t.  I t  scarce ly  
m oved the  sheet above her. I t  was 
easy enough to  see th a t she had n o t 
been w e ll. T h e  face was th in , p inched  
b y  s u f fe r in g  and illne ss . Y e t under 
th e  deep b ro w n  h a ir, i t  was a face o f 
m ore than  average beauty. W ith  
hea lth , i t  w o u ld  b loom  again. A lam o 
saw th a t m uch in  the  f i r s t  casual 
glance.

C h e rry , tu rn in g  he r ow n tro u b le d  
eyes to  h is  face, saw i t  go sud d en ly  
w h ite  and co ld . F o r  a m om ent he 
lo o ke d  as i f  he had seen a ghost, then  
tu rn e d , w ith o u t  a w o rd , and c lim bed  
back o u t o f  the w agon, was gene in  
th e  darkness.

F o r  a m in u te  C h e rry  stood there, 
s ta r in g  o u t in to  th e  darkness, w here 
he had vanished. T h e n  she heard a

horse, and knew  th a t he was r id in g  
away. She tu rn e d  back, puzz led , a
l i t t le  a n g ry , deep ly  concerned.

SH E  W A S  e a rly  awake, h ea ring  
D iam ond s t ir r in g ,  b u ild in g  up 

h is  f ire ,  r a t t l in g  po ts  and pans, 
th o u g h  th is  m o rn in g  he t r ie d  to  be 
less no isy  than  usual. T he re  was a 
g ra y  haze o f c lo ud  across the  sky  
now , a so rt o f  breath less q u a lity  to  
the  a ir . She beckoned to  D iam ond. 

“ W h e re  is he?”  she asked.
T h e  cook gestured.
“ O u t the re— r id in ’,”  he said. “ H e ’s 

been r id in ’ a l l n ig h t— th o u g h  i t  w a n ’t  
h is  tu rn  none.”  H is  eyes asked a 
question.

“ I  th in k  she’s b e tte r,”  C h e rry  nod
ded. “ I  believe she’l l  wake up  a ll 
r ig h t .  I t  sounds as i f  she was s t i r 
r in g ,  now .”

She w e n t back to  the  w agon, leav
in g  h a lf  o f D iam o n d ’s im p lie d  ques
t io n  unanswered. P re s e n tly  she beck
oned h irn  aga in, b id d in g  h im  b r in g  
co ffe e . In s id e  the w agon, the  cook 
co u ld  hear lo w  vo ices— w  o m  e n ’s 
vo ices, tw o  o f them , bo th  s o f t  and 
lo w . S a tis fa c tio n  f i l le d  h im , so th a t he 
d id  n o t ba rk  a re p rim and  a t B is c u its  
fo r  ta rd iness in  ass is ting  h im . T h in g s  
w ere  com ing  o u t a l l r ig h t .

A lam o  was com ing  back, now . D ia 
m ond saw h im , as d id  the  o thers. He 
a lw ays had a h e a lth y  appe tite , and in  
any case there was w o rk  to  be done. 
N one  o f the o the rs  suspected w h a t 
had happened, o f course— o n ly  h im 
se lf and C herry . A n d  D iam ond  knew  
w hen to  keep a close m outh .

A lam o  p u lle d  o f f  h is  saddle, tu rn e d  
h is  horse w ith  the  rem uda, came to 
w a rd  them . H e was a l i t t le  haggard, 
b u t be ing  up a ll n ig h t  cou ld  account 
fo r  tha t. M o s t o f the men w ere ge t
t in g  th e ir  p lates, then  re t i r in g  s h y ly , 
to  eat them , h a rd ly  lo o k in g  to w a rd  
the  women on the w agon tongue.

D iam ond w ondered  w h a t A lam o  
w o u ld  do. B u t he d id n ’t  shy a w a y ; he 
came s tra ig h t up, w ith  a so rt o f ram 
ro d  grim ness in  h is  w a lk . C h e rry  
came o u t o f the  w agon, and stood be
s ide the  o th e r wom an. She was lo o k 
in g  at A lam o  now , one hand at her 
th ro a t, he r eyes w id e n in g . T h e  co lo r 
had faded aga in fro m  he r cheeks. 

“ A lam o,”  C h e rry  said. “ She’s be t
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ter, this morning. I want you—”
Alamo was speaking, then. His 

voice cutting across Cherry’s. His 
eyes straight ahead, set like his face. 
Even his voice had that same set 
q u a lity .

“I think I’d better do this,” he said. 
‘‘Cherry, I want you—everybody, to 
meet my wife.”

He did not look at the woman on 
the wagon tongue, and for a minute 
they could only stare, doubting if 
they had heard aright. But Alamo 
had turned away, his voice still held 
that brittle quality.

“Saddles,” he said. “Get the herd 
to moving. We’ll reach the Colorado 
today.”

ST WAS beginning to rain now— 
a steady rain which swiftly in
creased to a pelting downpour. In 

no time at all the dust was gone, the 
men were soaked, the dirt underfoot 
was turning to mud. Since some of 
that storm of the previous afternoon 
would already have spilled itself into 
the Colorado, it was common know
ledge among the older, trail-wise 
hands, that the river might be rising, 
would surely be coming up during the 
day.

And a swollen river could be an 
ugly barrier to a big trail herd. No 
wonder that Alamo was urging them 
forward at a faster clip, today, that 
he was a driving, grim taskmaster. 
The river was reason enough for 
that.

But there was more than the river 
which was the matter with him. They 
all knew that. Sadie had told her 
story—or a part of it, at least. She 
had owned the wagon, the team; the 
man had been hired to drive it for 
her. Where she had come from, where 
she was heading for, why—she had 
not said anything about any of that, 
and Cherry had not asked.

There was more than that. The 
three outlaws had come on them, and 
they had known there would be an 
attack. Sadie had gotten back in the 
brush, unobserved by the trio, before 
it started. The man had urged her to 
do that; he had been intending to

work back and join her, where they 
could put up a better fight together. 
Then a bullet, fired from ambush, had 
ended that plan.

She had seen him go down, had 
fainted, believing that all was lost. 
When she had awakened, it was in 
the wagon, with Cherry ministering 
to her. That was her story. All of 
it. Not all that could be told, as every
one knew.

The men had respected Alamo Sage 
before. His name was already a sort 
of legend in Texas, both for the 
things that he had done with cattle, 
and in the armies of the Confederacy, 
But it had been only respect; now 
there was added a spice of fear. This 
was a new, and harder, Alamo, who 
gave the orders today.

THE RAIN, at, first, had been a 
welcome change from the endless 
dust; but the savage lashing intensity 

of it could make it old fast. Biscuits 
was swearing when at length they 
came in sight of the sandy-bottorned 
Colorado. It ran dirty and swift 
now, and anyone with half an eye 
could see that it must have risen a 
lot in the last twenty-four hours. 
That, however, was not what both
ered the T cook.

“How'n blazes can a man cook, 
weather like this?” he growled. “Men 
yell twice as loud for hot food, and 
wood’s all soaked, fire won’t half 
burn even if you had dry wood. Me, 
I ’m tired of it.”

“Trouble with you, Biscuits, all 
you ever done was cook around the 
ranch,” Diamond told him sternly. 
“Most of the time you was inside the 
house, with a good stove and every
thing easy. You’re out on the trail 
now—and this is just a. mild sample 
of what we’ll be gettin’ from now on.” 

“Mild?” Biscuits yelped. “Then 
how’n blazes we going to cook at 
all?”

“What you think I made you load 
all that dry wood under both wagons 
for, as well as Miss Cherry’s?” Dia
mond demanded. “You couldn’t see 
the sense of it,, then.”

“Well, I guess mebby there’ll be 
enough of it to cook supper on,” Bis
cuits grumbled.

“Supper?” Diamond fixed him with
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a s te rn  eye. “ I f  I  catch you us in ’ 
m o re ’n ju s t  a fe w  lean s tic k s  o f th a t 
d ry  s tu f f ,  B is c u its — ju s t enough to  
s ta rt a f ir e  b la z in ’, then  I ’ l l  leave 
you  to  sweat i t  o u t and handle yo re  
c re w  fo r  yo re se lf, the rest o f the  
t r ip .  T h a t d ry  w ood stays r ig h t  the re  
— and w e ’l l  hope i t  keeps m ore ’n h a lf 
w a y  d ry . W h e n  we cross the  r iv e r , 
load  i t  in s id e — p ile  i t  anyw here, ju s t  
to  keep i t  d ry . A  d ry  s t ic k  ’ l l  be 
w o r th  m ore ’n g o ld  fo r  a spe ll now ,”

“ B u t  you  g o t to  have d ry  w ood to  
cook w ith ,  a day lik e  th is — ”

“ T n o c k  some o f them  b ig g e r oak 
to  p ieces; f in d  dead ones i f  you  can. 
' l i l y ' l l  Darn, a fte r  a fash ion , once you  
ge t ’em sta rted . B u t I  don ’t  reckon  
w e ’l l  be ca m p in ’ here. H e re  comes 
th e  boss now .”

L A M O  W A S  com ing up. H e  was 
soaked, as were a l l the  o thers, 

h is  ha t hung  lo w  above h is  eyes, sod
den, d r ip p in g . H e  gave a s in g le  ra k 
in g  glance a t the  th ree  wagons, saw 
C h e rry  on th e  seat o f the  one, o n ly  
1 d y  p ro te c te d  fro m  the  d r iv in g  

, knd h is  glance w e n t on to  the  
r iv e rr~

jn ’ t  m ake camp— y e t,”  he o r 
dered, and pushed h is  horse ou t, in to  
th e  flo o d . R ock  fo llo w e d  a t h is  
heels.

T h e  w a te r had pushed back fo r  
f i f t y  fee t fro m  yes te rday ’s shore 
lin e . T he  horses w e n t th a t fa r, hoo fs  
sp lash ing  i t  h ig h , and then  w ere  
sw im m in g . A la m o  s lippe d  fro m  the 
saddle, re in s  across the  saddle ho rn , 
on  back to  one hand, h is  o the r hand 
g ra sp in g  a s trap  a t th e  rea r o f  the  
saddle. H e  swam too, ju s t  be low  the  
horse, p a r t ly  she lte red  by  i t .  R ock 
fo llo w e d  h is  exam ple.

P re s e n tly , as the horses fo u n d  fo o t
in g  aga in , th e  men w ere  back in  the 
saddle. T h e y  reached the  fa r  shore, 
some d is tance fa r th e r  dow n. R ock 
nodded.

“ N o t too  bad,”  he said.
“ Be w orse  by  m o rn in g ,"  A lam o  

agreed, and tu rn e d  back. Those o f 
th e  crew  w h o  had b ro u g h t th e  herd  
up, w a tched, a l i t t le  awed by th e  m ag
n if ic e n t  f u r y  o f the  r iv e r . H e re  was 
a w i ld  fo rc e  la id  a th w a rt th e ir  path , 
such w a te r as some o f  them  had nev
e r seen. T h e  ca ttle  baw led une as ily ,

sensing th a t th e y  m ust cross.
“ G o d fre y , you  go in  the  wagon,*' 

A lam o  ordered Jensen. “ Y o u  k n o w  
w h a t w a te r’s lik e .”  H e  waved h is  
hand to  the  others. “ A l l  r ig h t .  G et 
them  m ov in g ,”

I t  was the sensible th in g  to  do, b u t 
a lo t  o f  them  had coun ted  on cam p ing  
here fo r  the n ig h t. I t  was n o t la te , 
b u t w ith  the ever th ic k e n in g  s to rm , 
the  d a rk  w o u ld  be upon them  e a rly . 
T h is  w o u ld  postpone a h o t supper fo r  
a m a tte r o f hours.

B u t no one dem urred. T h e  wagons 
w e n t f ir s t ,  D iam ond  le a d in g  the  w ay. 
H is  horses shou ldered  fo rw a rd , the  
g ra y  c u rre n t r is in g  h ig h e r aga ins t 
them . S udden ly  th e y  w ere sw im m in g . 
T h e  w heels  c lu n g , l i f t e d  a l i t t le ,  the  
w agon sw ung  dow nstream , an added 
p u l l  on the s tru g g lin g  horses. H e  
tu rn e d  th e ir  heads, hoa rse ly  encour
a g in g  them . T h e y  fo u n d  fo o t in g  
aga in , s tru g g le d  on. N o t bad— o n ly  a 
fo re tas te  o f w h a t th e y  cou ld  expect, 
la te r  on.

B is c u its  came beh ind , C h e rry ’s 
w agon in  the  m id d le . G o d fre y  Jensen 
knew  h is  business. C h e rry  was in s id e  
now , w ith  Sadie. T h a t b leak and 
haun ted  lo o k  on Sadie’s face b o th 
ered her. I f  the g i r l  w o u ld  c ry — i f  
A la m o  w o u ld  come up and speak to  
her, d ire c t ly ,  ju s t  once—

W a te r  came seeping in  th ro u g h  the  
cracks, a d i r t y  stream. T h e  box l i f t 
ed a l i t t le  w h ile  the w heels rem a ined 
on the  bo ttom , then, w ire d  fa s t as 
th e y  were, the  w heels  re lu c ta n t ly  
rose to  the p u l l o f the  w agon box, 
jo l t in g  i t  back in  p lace as the w ir in g  
he ld  fram e and box tog e th e r. I t  
swayed w ith  the c u rre n t, a s ic k e n in g  
h a lf-s w in g  be fo re  Jensen co u ld  sw in g  
the  horses as w e ll.

T h e  w heels fo u n d  sand and c lu n g , 
th e  w a te r ebbed back ou t. H e re  was 
the  o the r side o f  the  r iv e r .

IA M O N D  had fo u n d  a p ro tec te d  
spot, w ith  w ood handy, some o f 

i t  d ry  d r if tw o o d , cast h ig h  up by some 
fo rm e r sp lu rg e  o f the  flo o d e d  r iv e r . 
Soon he had generous f ire s  c ra c k lin g . 
N o w  the  he rd  was ta k in g  the  w a te r—  
the  leaders be ing  lin e d  ou t, fo rce d  
in to  the f lo o d . T h e y  w e n t re lu c ta n t
ly ,  b a w lin g , t r y in g  to  sw ing , to  
c ro w d  back. M en  sw u ng  am ong them ,
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cutting out a few, rushing them, 
keeping them going until, once in, 
they had to swim, to keep going.

A new cordon of riders followed, 
at the now doubly dangerous busi
ness of keeping the herd from mill
ing, from turning on themselves in 
midstream. Such a thing, once start
ed, could drown hundreds, even 
thousands. And for men caught in 
such a jam, it was worse.

Others, on shore behind, were feed
ing more cattle into the river. They 
gtill required urging, but not so 
much, now that it was a solid brown 
river of beef which went ahead. A 
few had reached the far shore, were 
already scrambling out. This was a 
good crossing, by any standard. And 
the water wasn’t bad—not compared 
to what they might find later on— 
say at the Red or the Canadian.

They were feeding in well. A 
third of the herd was in or across 
now. The storm came harder, lash
ing their faces. Alamo, out in the riv
er, saw Tom Dunning, coming as 
well. Then he saw something else— 
one of the hazards which they could 
be no guarding against.

It was a huge, uprooted tree, 
jagged, ugly, swinging at them out 
of the gloom. It struck a steer, three 
or four of them, broadside, like a 
battering ram. Like a great hand 
pushing. There were agonized bawls, 
blood on the water, making an ugly 
stain. Confusion, growing as panic 
spread among the herd and the saw
yer raked its way through them, And 
Dunning was squarely in the path 
of it all.

/ ? /

THERE was pride in Alamo, as 
well as concern. A good general 
thinks first of his men. So far, 

he had lost no men, no stock. That 
had been partly l uck ,  better luck 
than he could hope w o u l d  last— 
particularly when they should near 
trail’s end. But the farther he could 
take them without loss, the better. 
And men, every man, would be need
ed when the time came for fighting, 

come it would.
By staying where he was, on the

upper edge of the milling bunch, he 
could retain his generalship, keep 
them moving, and be safe enough. It 
looked like folly to push his own 
horse down among that moving herd, 
where panic was spreading, where a 
real milling was trying to start. Like
wise an all but hopeless task, to try 
and save the boy, caught there be
low the herd, with the ugly swirl 
sucking him in.

Alamo fought his way ahead, urg
ing his horse, swinging his coiled 
rope at snouts, yelling them away. A 
long horn raked his leg, but he did 
not feel it. He could barely see Dun
ning now, as the dark came down to 
add to the savagery of the s c e ne .  
But he saw the boy’s horse flounder 
and go down in the press, and for a 
moment he had a hopeless feeling 
that he would never see Dunning 
again.

Then he glimpsed him, fighting in. 
that seething mass, and f l u n g  his 
rope. The noose fell true, and the 
loop went around one of Dunning’s 
wildly flailing arms. He saw Dun
ning’s white face as he comprehend
ed, turning, and pulled hard on the 
rope. A steer surged against it, taut 
like a fiddle string, was bearing 
straight down on the boy.

Holding the rope with one hand, 
trusting his horse to take care of 
both of them, Alamo jerked his gun 
and shot. It was too close not to 
drive the bullet to the heat, and he 
big beast floundered then the cur
rent had it in its pull, and the rope 
was clear again.

He pulled Dunning in, but now the 
welter of the milling herd was worse. 
The tree had smashed past, tearing 
through their close-packed ranks 
throwing them into panic. Another 
great horn caught at Dunning, snag
ging in his coat—tearing it, almost 
jerking him away before the cloth 
tore loose.

Alamo was holding on to the rope. 
He dragged him over to the horse, 
and across the saddle. But no cayuse 
could live in such water with a dou
ble burden. Alamo slipped off, hold
ing fast only to a saddle-thong, and 
then a surge of the struggling ani
mals tore that from his hand.

Now it was maddened chaos, here
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w ith  b lack  w a te r eager fo r  p rey. H is  
chance was gone, and A lam o knew  
it .  A n d  in  th a t m om ent a new  chance 
came, as ano the r la r ia t  rope f lip p e d  
o u t across the w a te r, across the backs 
o f  s tru g g lin g  cows.

He caught it ,  and tu rn e d  to  see w ho 
had f lu n g  it ,  and fe l t  amazement fo r  
a m om ent. I t  was C herry , the re  on 
a horse, r is k in g  he r l i f e  here in  the 
r iv e r  to  help.

W ith  the b ig  lo g  past, the c a ttle  
were be ing  tu rn e d  again, here was a 
chance. T h e  horse was sw im m in g , and 
A lam o  h e ld  fast, v/as tow ed a long  to 
Shore. H e fo u n d  h is  fo o tin g , stum b led 
out to  where C h e rry  had s lippe d  
fro m  the  horse.

“ Y ou  sh o u ld n ’t  have come ou t 
the re ,”  he said.

“ W e  need you fo r  the res t o f the 
d r iv e ,”  C h e rry  re to rte d . “ H ere , take 
tn y  horse. I ’m g o in g  back to  the  w a
gon.”

She th ru s t the re ins  at h im , and 
tu rn e d  and ran. A lam o  sw ung in to  
the  saddle, n o t in g  th a t T om  D u n 
n in g , ha v in g  w o rke d  h is  w a y  to  
shore, was tu rn in g  back again, to  the 
jo b  o f  keep ing  the cows com ing 
across. T h is  was a ca ttle m a n ’s job.

D iam ond  had a b ig  f ire ,  e x tra va 
g a n tly  fed  fro m  the  s tock  o f d r i f t .  
N o t o fte n , in  the  ra in , w o u ld  the re  be 
such a chance fo r  the  men to  w arm  
and d ry  them selves. T h e  h e r d  v/as 
across, a lm ost w ith o u t  loss. C o ffee  
made a w a rm  frag ran ce  on the a ir.

r g p H E  R A IN  had stopped w h e n  
JsL th e y  s t ir re d  the  ne x t m o rn ing . 

B u t m ost o f the  m en were s t i l l  w e t, 
s t i f f  u n t i l  th e y  had moved about a 
w h ile , and th e ir  c lo thes w o u ld  d ry  
on them  as the  day w ore  on— unless 
i t  ra ined again. Leaden skies w h ic h  
had c lam ped dow n hard  a ll a round , 
d ra g g in g  in  the  g ra y  ho rizo n , had a 
fee l o f  m ore ra in . T h e  r iv e r , beh ind  
them , was a su lle n  tu rg id  to rre n t.

“ A n d  to  th in k  th a t we was k ic k in ’ 
about dus t— an’ sunsh ine, back a day 
o r so,”  someone excla im ed, w o nd e r 
in  h is  tones. “ I  cou ld  stand some sun 
to  th a w  the  ice o u t o f m y bones!”

S tra n g e ly  enough, the sun d id  
shine, be fo re  noon. B r ig h t  and f u l l  o f 
p rom ise  fro m  a g leam ing  b lue sky. 
F o r  an hou r. B y  noon i t  had vanished

again, and an hou r la te r the ra in  had 
recommenced. M en, b a re ly  d ry  and 
w arm , w ere w e t and c lam m y again.

O n ly  the  ca ttle  seemed to  e n jo y  it .  
T he  grass was fresh  and green and 
lu c io u s  to  the  taste. T he re  was no 
th ir s t  to  to rm e n t them , and th e y  d id  
n o t m in d  the ra in . I t  was the men who 
w ere n o t so fo rtu n a te . There  was no 
d ry  w ood in  a conven ien t p ile  th a t 
even ing. Such w ood as cou ld  be 
fo u n d  a man had to  w o rk  fo r ,  chop- 
in g , n e w ly  drenched w ith  each ja r 
r in g  axe-s troke  at a tree.

T h e  flam es sp lu tte re d  and su lked  
s u lle n ly , h o t pans hissed and cooled 
in  the  ra in . T he re  was no adequate 
p ro te c tio n . A  canvas ta rp , s tre tched  
back fro m  the end o f the chuck w ag
on to  a tree , w h ippe d  w i ld ly  in  a gust 
o f w in d  and collapsed, s p i l l in g  its  
p en t-up  w a te r on to  the rem nants o f 
the f ire . B is c u its  swore.

E ven D iam ond was helpless. H e 
had made a huge, p o t o f co ffee , bu t 
the, da rk  had closed in  now , b lack  as 
a t r a i to r ’s im ag in ings . T he re  was 
n o th in g  th a t cou ld  be cooked, even 
i f  a man cou ld  see. O n ly  c o ld  b is 
c u its  and co ld  m eat fo r  sandwiches, 
le f t  over fro m  the  m o rn ing . T h e y  had 
cooked a double p o r t io n  then, w ith  
som eth ing  lik e  th is  in  the back o f 
D iam ond ’s m ind .

T h is  was a n ig h t b u i l t  fo r  trou b le . 
T h e  herd was uneasy, fo r  to  the  ra in  
and the  gu s ty  w in d  had been added 
occasiona l ru m b lin g s  o f th u n d e r, an 
occasional sharp fla sh  o f l ig h tn in g  
w h ic h  ran e e r ily  across the  w o r ld  
and le f t  the  n ig h t d o u b ly  th ic k .

C a ttle  were s low  to  bed down, 
q u ic k  to  come to  th e ir  feet, uneasy 
b e llo w in g s  in  th e ir  th roa ts . H a lf  o f 
the  crew  w ere on w a tch  now, r id in g  
a c irc le  w h ic h  m eant n o th in g . Even 
the in s tin c t  o f cow ponies co u ld  te l l  
l i t t le  o f w here  to  go in  such b la ck 
ness. I f  the  herd shou ld  break and 
stampede, n o th in g  cou ld  be done w ith  
them .

A lam o  to o k  the f i r s t  h a lf  o f the 
n ig h t. N o th in g  happened, a n d  the 
men t r ie d  to  get some sleep. T he  
l ig h tn in g  had q u it  its  w i ld  p la y in g , 
b u t the  ra in  kep t up. T he re  was o n ly  
m ud on w h ic h  to  lie  dow n, scant 
cover above a man. T h is  was the  M c 
Coy.
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IN THE wagon, it was little better. 
Sodden canvas allowed a fine mist

of rain to beat through when the 
heavier gusts struck. While no ac
tually wet, everything was starkly, 
coldly damp. The moan of the wind 
did not help. C h e rry  la y  wakeful, 
staring into the opaque darkness. 
Sadie spoke, and Cherry knew that 
she was wakeful as well.

“I hate to think of them—out in 
such a night as this,” Sadie said. And 
while she used the general pronoun, 
Cherry could guess of whom she was 
really thinking. And not once had 
Alamo spoken directly to his wife 
since that strange meeting.

"It could be worse,” Cherry re
plied. “It’s not cold—not to what it 
might be.”

Neither of them spoke again, but 
both knew that the other still stared 
upward with aching eyes for a long 
time.

The memory of it was with Cher
ry the next morning. Again the rain 
had stopped, the wind had died to a 
whisper. There were puddles every
where, a vast field of mud where the 
great herd had passed. But a fire was 
burning, there was hot food. It made 
a difference.

Again, presently, the herd was 
plodding north. There was a bit of 
color in Sadie’s cheeks again, a bet
ter look to her. Here was discomfort 
and hardship, but something had hap
pened to her. She was a better. And 
she proved it by suggesting that she 
should drive the wagon for a while. 

Cherry agreed. There were things 
which she wanted to say to Alamo, 
and he had kept himself scrupulous
ly away from the vicinity of the wa
gon, always riding. There was plenty 
to do, of course, these days. But not 
that much.

Saddling a horse, Cherry found 
him, up near the point. The sky was 
lightening with promise of clearing. 
Cherry waved, and edged her horse 
alongside.

For a few minutes they rode in si
lence. The curtain of it was like a 
barrier between them, and one de
liberately erected. Cherry wanted to 
beat it down. Resentment rose in her.

“Do you have to treat her the way 
you do?” she burst out suddenly.

Alamo looked at her, then—with a 
face which was wiped clean of all ex
pression. Cherry went on.

“I don’t know what’s happened be
tween you two, in the past—she’s not 
told me any more than you have. But 
you said yourself that she was your 
wife. And she’s had a hard time— 
a mighty hard time.”

Still he said nothing. Cherry tried 
again.

“I still don’t even know whether 
you like it, or not-—she’s going 
right along with us. There’s nothing 
else that can be done. And she is 
your wife—or so you said. Don’t you 
think you owe her something?”

Alamo answered, then. One cold 
word.

“No.”
Pie said it deliberately, turned his 

horse with equal deliberation and 
rode away from her. Cherry watched 
him go, nd the day seemed grayer 
than before.

/ 8 /

T HERE WERE two days of 
good weather, then the rain re
commenced. It was sporadic, 

but frequent enough to keep the men 
soaked most of the time. More than 
one cowboy wondered aloud why he 
had ever kicked about sunshine and a 
bit of dust.

But it was the unnatural luck of 
the trail which worried Alamo more 
than the discomforts. The latter were 
inevitable, and he had counted on 
them. There had been bad luck, of 
course, but far less than could be ex
pected for the first part of a journey; 
nothing really serious. And s i n c e  
there must always be just so much 
trouble, somewhere along the way, he 
grew gloomy. A reminder that their 
good luck was due to his own good 
management was not convincing.

“There’s been plenty other good 
trail bosses, which hasn’t kept them 
out of trouble,” he said, “Well, we’ll 
keep pushing,”

Two men drifted in to camp, late 
one afternoon. They came like ghosts. 
The horses which they rode were in 
good enough shape, since there was 
plenty of grass, but the men were in
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bad shape. Without guns, half- 
starved. It v.-as their faces which 
showed it worst.

There was a sort of terror graven 
there, etched deep into already sunk
en ej/es. It was in their faces like a 
stain which would not wash out. One 
of them had a stiff right arm from a 
still ugly wound, a broken bone 
crookedly healing. The other peeled 
off his shirt and showed some of the 
men the not-quite-healed welts on his 
back.

“We were lucky, at that,” he said 
jerkily. “We got out alive, There 
were eighteen of us—drivin’ three 
thousand head of beef critters. We 
got up through the Nations—it was 
bad enough. But nothin’ to what it 
was when we got near Missouri.”

He fell silent, seeming to shiver a 
little, though the day was warm. His 
companion took up the narrative.

“We’d been keepin’ watch for trou
ble—the boss knew it’d come. But 
there was a hundred men around us 
before we knew what was happenin’. 
They told us we couldn’t go no far
ther—said Texas beef brought Tex
as fever, and the law was keepin’ that 
out of Missouri.”

Now it was his eyes which fixed 
on vacancy, and his companion who 
resumed again.

“Theyd been playin’ with us—-up 
to then. They offered to let us go, 
if we’d turn back—and leave the beef. 
The boss started cussin’ them—and 
somebody shot him in the back. We 
tried to make a fight of it.”

“They left us for dead, with the 
rest,” the other man added. “I was 
lyin’ with a dead man sprawled 
across me, his blood drippin’ on me. 
We managed to get away that night.”

It was a grim story, but not a new 
one. Alamo saw the effect of it in 
the faces of his crew, reflected in the 
gravity of Cherry’s eyes. They fed 
the pair, and sent them on the next 
morning with a gun and blankets 
and supplies.

No one spoke of quitting, of turn
ing back; they had known how it 
would be before the start. But there 
was an added air of grimness which 
was slow to wear off.

A  DAY OF bright sunshine 
helped. The s o d d e n  earth 

steamed, the world was g r e e n  on 
on every horizon. Spirits lifted like 
the mist. It would be a good world, 
if there was only a fair destination 
which men could travel to, to find a 
fair market for their herds.

The bitterness in him was grow
ing. It was like yeast, and the more 
he pressed it down, the more pent- 
up grew its fury. Sometimes it 
alarmed him. His hope now was to 
hold it in check until the time came 
for action, when real trouble showed. 
The thing would be hopeless, but 
he’d at least put up a good fight.

The sun was pleasant. The wagons 
had circled ahead, had found a camp
ing place, and were busy abdivt pre
parations for the evening meal. It 
was usually the job of the trail boss 
to pick the spot for camp, but Dia
mond was competent.

He had a fire going now, a big ket
tle boiling over it, as Alamo could 
see from the distance. There v/as a 
spot of color where one of the girls 
moved near the wagon. Another' lit
tle row of colors, moving lazily in 
the breeze. They had washed their 
clothes, had stretched a line between 
wagons and hung them out, taking 
advantage of the sun.

Alamo sat his horse and watched, 
lazily. That was a homey scene. It 
was pleasant to drowse in the warm 
sun for a change.

He started suddenly, frowning. It 
was—yes, that was Sadie, on horse
back, riding toward him. It was the 
first time that he had seen her on a 
horse, since joining the drive. But 
she rode as well as Cherry, a straight, 
gallant little figure; and she was 
coming out to see him.

Alamo hesitated. There was con
fusion and something close to panic 
in him. He v/as minded to turn his 
horse and ride away, but it wouldn’t 
do. Every man with the herd could 
see, in this clear, dust-free air. And 
he’d knov/n, from the start, that a 
show-down was inevitable; if he had
n’t been such a coward, he wouldn’t 
have put it off.
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SADIE slowed her horse to a trot /̂o; 
as she neared him, t h e n  to
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ljc_ Alamo remained, unmoving. He 
that her cheeks had paled, but 

ker voice ws very quiet as she spoke.
“Do you mind if we talk a little, 

Alamo?”
He found his own voice unexpect- 

e(jly hoarse.
“Why no. Go ahead, if you like.”
She looked at him, quickly, as if 

ghe had hoped for more encourage
ment, but he was staring stonily past 
the tips of his horse’s ears. Her voice 
was small.

“That was George Brent, back 
there, with the wagon, Alamo. He’d 
seen his wife and children—killed 
by the Apaches. All that he wanted 
of life was to- get back to his old 
home in Texas—to die. He never 
reached it.”

That was explanation, and it might 
be true. Any way you took it, it had 
been a hard break for George Brent 
—or maybe not. Now his troubles
were over.

"I—I wanted to come to Texas too, 
Alamo. I—I thought that maybe—" 

Her voice trailed off on a hope
less note. She raised her eyes in a 
quick glance, let them fall again. 
Alamo’s face was stony.

“It was a break for Brent—there 
at last,” he said, “For anybody, these 
days. The dead have it all over the 
living.”

“Cherry has been very g o o d  to 
me, Alamo—I think that I’d have 
died, if it hadn’t been for the way 
she nursed me.”

Again, Alamo made no comment. 
The cattle were winding closer, now, 
stopping to crop the grass, with the 
knowledge that night and rest were 
close at hand. There ws no trouble 
for them which the moment could not 
solve. Watching them, Sadie felt a 
little envious. It was so difficult to 
find words, to talk to this man, des
perately as she wanted to. It was, as 
she had heard once remarked, like 
pushing the wind,

“Its been a long time, Alamo,” she 
said, tentatively.

“Yes,” he agreed briefly. Whether 
there was anything more in the word, 
or not, she could not tell.

It was funny, tragic, the way 
rot Words could not bridge a gap. How 

a th«y c o u l d  become meaningless

things, like chips flying from a 
block. But maybe some gaps could not 
be bridged at all.
_ Her shoulders sagged. Alamo sat a 

little straighter in the saddle. Once 
is enough, he warned himself harsh
ly. Only a fool would have to be 
taught the same lesson twice.

“I—it’s nice that the war is over, 
isn’t  it?” Sadie suggested. “It was 
such a horrible, senseless, needless 
thing.”

“The war isn't over,” Alamo re
torted grimly, "for some people—it 
never will be.”

There it was—the bitterness, the 
festering hate, welling up, spilling 
over. She had sensed it, had been 
afraid of it. But she was trying— 
she would go all the way, in one last 
desperate effort. If that did not 
work—

“I—I’m sorry, Alamo,” she whisp
ered. “For—for all that happened. 
For the past.”

It was out, now, a pitiful enough 
offering, flung at his feet. Alamo’s 
face seemed to grow a little more 
rigid, more unrelenting.

“You should be,” he said, and 
swinging his horse sharp about, rode 
away.

9 y~

D ISASTER Trail. Others had 
named it so, knowing its 
bloody history, the failure and 

worse which lay at the end—for those 
lucky enough to ever reach Missouri. 
Or perhaps there was more luck for 
those who did not get that far—who 
met the Indians in the Nations, or 
any one of the hundred other deaths 
which lay in wait along this trail.

Brush Creek was behind them; so 
was the Lambassa. Both had been 
high, but not too bad. There had 
been no real trouble anywhere, so far 
as the cattle were concerned, save 
those few bad moments in the Colo
rado. There had been one stampede, 
when a jackrabbit had sprung out 
suddenly from behind a bush, right 
before the eyes of a startled steer. 
A little thing, but that was all it 
took when the mood was right. They 
had swerved and rjun, and the whole
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herd had caught the contagion.
But again their luck had been with 

them. There was nothing in the way, 
and the cattle, within a mile and with 
a bit of persuasion, had been gradually 
turned a point or so, headed in the 
right direction. Alamo had waved 
his hat to let them run.

It had meant an added five miles, 
that day, and the need for Diamond 
to pull up from the spot he had 
already chosen and travel on. But 
the herd had passed well to one side, 
not otherwise bothering, and for the 
next clay or so, tired, the excitement 
run out of their blood, the great 
bunch had been more tractable than 
usual.

For three nights, the sun had gone 
down red, in a blaze of glory. Not 
tonight. And that morning, instead, 
it had risen with a gory bone in its 
teeth, like a running hound. Alamo 
glanced aloft now, ana saw that the 
stars, bright a few minutes before, 
were fading. Off in the west came 
a bubble of black cloud, blowing it
self up fast as a boy might do with 
soap. Getting ready to burst—but not 
in the fashion of a bubble.

Alamo swung sharp on his heel. 
His voice cut across the silence as 
the fiddle droned to silence and men 
sat and dreamed.

“Saddles! Everybody! Out to the 
herd!”

They started to their feet, aroused 
at the unusual incisiveness of his 
voice, looking up, suddenly aware of 
the heavier dark, the spreading cloud. 
There was no wind, as yet, no mutter 
of thunder, no sparkle of flame in 
the distance. Alamo would have felt 
easier had there been. An ordinary 
thunderstorm was one thing, but that 
great growing bubble of a cloud, 
which now had propelled itself across 
half the sky—it was like a reaching 
hand—-no, a fist.

They moved fast, almost in silence. 
Tw© men were with the herd, and as 
they approached, they saw that the 
pair had doubled their usual speed 
in circling, their voices, raised a lit
tle, held a note of unease which they 
could not quite keep out. It changed 
to relief at sight of the dark figures 
coming, all the crew. But now the

unease was in all of them.
Alamo was tight-lipped, consider

ing. Usually, trail-wise, Diamond 
sought out a protected place to halt 
the wagons. One where, if anything 
did happen, trees and rocks or a 
defile would break the herd before 
they could swarm across and over the 
wagons in dark of night.

This time there had been nothing 
more than brush, no real barrier any
where to be found. But it had seemed 
less necessary than usual. N.ow Alamo 
was worried. You never knew where 
a herd mights run, once they started, 
and he felt it in his bones that 
trouble had caught up with them.

1 IKE AN echo to his thought, it 
came—a shattering bolt of 

lighting, ripping out of the black sky 
above them, yellow-red like the rod 
of an angry god of war, stretched 
from horizon to horizon. The crash of 
it seemed to shake the earth, to stun 
the eardrums. And as though that 
had been the signal for release, the 
storm came with it—howling wind, 
rain— and, far worse than all the rest, 
hail.

Such hail as most of the crew had 
heard tales of, stories which had all 
the effect of mythology, of legend, 
but were somehow far removed from 
the real. Now they had become real. 
Blasting hail, savage icy pellets as 
big as doorknobs, pelting at them 
out of the black and pitiless sky 
above. With a seeming solid sheet of 
water in between.

Fortunately, the hail did not last 
long—only two or three minutes. One 
of those pellets, hitting right, could 
stun a cow or knock a man down. 
Most of them merely hit in the wrong 
places, bouncing painfully. Alamo 
took one on his left hand, and had 
to shift the reins to his right, for 
the hand was numb. One struck his 
shoulder, and it was like a thrown 
rock. His horse was almost unman- 
agable.

And the cattle, pummeled by these 
invisible clubs, were in stampede.

The darkness, save for the choking 
flashes of lighting, was almost an 
absolute quality. The flares showed a 
wildly tossing sea of shaggy brown



DISASTER TRAIL 29

tacks and lifting heads, was reflect
ed back from falling eyes and rain- 
wet, polished horns. The solid pound 
of hoofs seemed to rock the earth.

And they were swinging north by 
east—which was the direction in 
which Missouri lay. But it was also 
toward the wagons.

The hail had stopped, but the rain 
was still a solid wet sheet dragged 
across them. Cattle were slipping, 
going down. Sounds like moaning 
sighs came up when that happened, 
as the others surged without a check 
or swerve. The wind rose above the 
other noises in a gusty savage shout.

Alamo’s horse was on the fringe 
of the wild bunch; he could only hope 
that the other might be as lucky. 
Lighting played again, dazzling the 
eyes, the crash of it right above them 
lashed the herd to redoubled frenzy. 
He saw a wagon, saw the cows crash 
In to it—saw it poise for a moment, 
wildly teetering, before it went over, 
like a falling behemoth. The night 
closed down again.

Another mile, a couple of them. 
The rain had lost is sting, there was 
a faint lightening of the sky, off in 
the west again. The great swelling 
bubble had burst. Outlines took shape, 
hazy and ill-defined. The drumming 
of hoofs were receding. The bulk of 
the herd had gone past him.

No point to trying to follow them, 
tonight. So far as they were con
cerned, there was nothing to do but 
let them run it out. It would take 
a day, probably two, to regather the 
scattered herd. But one of these days 
would be saved from the fact that 
they would be a day’s drive nearer 
their destination. None of that mat
tered.

The thing which mattered, which 
was still to be computed, was what 
this night's work had really cost. The 
numbness had left Alamo’s arm, but 
soreness remained. His luck had been 
good. He swung his horse, riding now 
with a dread of what he might find.

A LREADY the clouds were break
ing, a filter of moonlight lay 

across the sodden earth. Here and 
there were suspicious-looking objects, 
and he rode closer until he could see

what they were. One was a flat rock, 
another a dead steer. Farther on a 
weakened animal was unsteadily man
aging to get to its feet again, It 
staggered, one leg dragging. Alamo 
shot it.

He had seen none of the others 
since the stampede began. But now, 
on the ground ahead, was a long, 
slender, unmoving object. Clouds 
moved between him and the uncer
tain moon, the dark came back. All 
that he could tell was that this was 
one of the crew, stretched there on 
the ground. Whether alive or dead 
was difficult to determine.

Alamo gathered him up and man
aged to get back on his horse. His 
sense of direction was good, and he 
knew where the wagons had been. 
What would be there now, if any
thing, was hard to tell.

Grim thoughts rode with him as his 
horse plodded ahead. This unstirring 
figure in his arms—how badly was 
he hurt? And who was it? Light 
would give the answer, probably in 
no pleasant way. How many more 
were lying out, not yet found? Or 
found by wolves, which would be 
already on the prowl, drawn by sure 
instinct?

A beacon took form in the black
ness, far up ahead. A fire, where the 
camp had been. Someone was still 
there and on the job—probably Dia
mond. That much was encouraging.

The figure in his arms stirred a 
little, sighed. Relief welled in Alamo. 
Here was life, at least. He wished 
that he could see, but the clouds 
had closed together again, though 
the rain had stopped. Mud was deep 
underfoot, the ground as though it 
had been plowed just before the 
storm.

His horse snorted, a pair of eyes 
glared palely at him. A wolf—feast
ing. He made out the dim bulk, big 
enough to be sure that it was only 
a dead cow.

Several dark figures were moving, 
shadow-like, around the fire up ahead. 
Some of the crew were getting back. 
He was close enough now to see that 
at least one wagon was standing, fire- 
glow reflected back from its canvas. 
There was another one. Better than
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he had hoped fo r .  One wagon 
smashed— b u t w h ic h  one?

T h e  answ er came in  D iam o n d ’s 
t ire d  vo ice, even w i th  the c l in k  o f 
t in  d ishes beside the f ire .

“ Smashed i t  to  k in d lin g  wood, w ith  
poo r o lu  B is c u its  s t i l l  in  it .  M ig h t  
as easy have been any o f the res t o f 
us. Cawfee, R o ck? ”

“ I  can use i t , ”  R ock agreed. A la m o  
knew  how  he fe lt .  T h e  T  wagons 
gone, w i th  its  store o f p ro v is io ns . 
T h e y  w o u ld  be sh o rt fro m  here on. 
B u t  th a t was n o t the w o rs t. B is c u its  
had been caugh t w ith o u t  a chance. 
B is c u its , a lw ays com p la in in g , h a lf-  
he lp less on the  t r a i l  except fo r  D ia 
m ond. B u t he had been one o f them .

H e re  was the  r im  o f  the f ir e l ig h t .  
A lam o  sw ung  dow n, the  f ig u re  s t ir re d  
aga in in  hi's arms. H e  stood ta u t, 
s ta rtle d , fo r  once co m p le te ly  at a 
loss. I t  was Sadie.

t  I © y ~

MT  S E E M E D  th a t Sadie and 
C h e rry  had bo th  answered th a t 
ca ll to  saddles, th o u g h  he had no t 

in te n d e d  th a t th e y  shou ld . C h e rry  
was back, now , and she to o k  charge 
o f  Sadie, A p p a re n t ly  the re  was n o th 
in g  se riou s ly  w ro n g  w i th  h e r ; she 
had been th ro w n  fro m  he r horse, b u t 
had escaped be ing  tra m p le d . W a rm ed  
and rested aga in, she w o u ld  be a ll 
r ig h t .

Sadie. T he  wom an he had m a rrie d . 
A n d , fo r  the f i r s t  tim e  in  years, he 
had he ld  he r in  h is  arms. P ro b a b ly  he 
had saved her l i fe ,  th is  n ig h t.  L e f t  ou t 
the re  alone, unconscious, in  the s to rm , 
w i th  the ro am ing  w o lves—

A la m o  shook h is  head. L u c k  had 
a w a y  o f p la y in g  queer pranks. T h is  
was o n e 'o f  them .

M o s t o f the r id e rs  w ere  re p o r tin g  
back now . A l l  w ere in  b u t tw o . A g a in  
the  sk jr was lig h te n in g , b u t n o t 
enough to do any  good. I t  w o u ld  take 
d a y lig h t  to  g ive  a tru e  ta lly .

T h e  chuck w agon  fro m  the  T  had 
been hope less ly  w recked  as i t  w e n t 
over. B is c u its , caug h t in  it ,  was n o t 
a p re t ty  s ig h t. A lam o  to o k  a spade, 
and R o ila  E ly  and Jensen jo in e d  h im  
in  silence. J u s t a t the §dge o f  the

f i r e l ig h t  th e y  dug. I t  was easier to  
have som eth ing  to  do than to  w a it  fo r  
the  s low  daw n. T h e  m ud made easy 
d ig g in g , b u t th a t w as the best w h ic h  
co u ld  be said fo r  it .

B o th  the o thers naa re tu rn e d  by  
the  tim e  the  sky  began at lo n g  las t 
to  lig h te n . E ve ryon e  w ho  had r id d e n  
in  th a t w i ld  stampede had su rv ived . 
D iam ond, too, had caugh t up a horse 
and gone w ith  th e  rest. O n ly  the 
one man w h o  had stayed beh ind , in  
a place o f apparen t sa fe ty , had been 
caught. A n d  th a t was lu c k  fo r  you. 
A  th in g  lik e  q u ic k s ilv e r, som e th ing  
yo u  co u ld n ’t  h o ld  in  y o u r hand.

D iam ond  made h is  repo rt. H e  had 
been able to  salvage a l i t t le ,  a v e ry  
l i t t le ,  fro m  the o th e r chuck wagon. 
N o t m uch.

“ W e ’l l  eat m ore beef, less b is c u its —  
an’ m ore w a te r in  the  caw fee,”  he an
nounced. “ I ’l l  s lin g  the  hash fo r  
everybody. R eckon y o u ’l l  have to  lik e  
i t  o r starve .”

T w o  wagons, now , p u l l in g  across 
the  once-green earth  w h ic h  now  had 
the lo o k  o f  a p low ed  f ie ld . T w o , 
w he re  yeste rday there had been three, 
lo n e ly  aga ins t the ho rizo n . C h e rry  
had repo rte d  th a t Sadie was n e a rly  
h e rs e lf again. She had looked hope
fu l ly ,  exp e c ta n tly , a t A lam o  as she 
said it ,  b u t he o n ly  nodded s h o r t ly  
and set o u t w ith  res t o f the crew  
to  ga the r the  herd.

T h e  season was advanc ing  as they  
tra ve le d  n o r th , b u t desp ite  th a t, the 
a ir  he ld  a c h i l l  as g ra y  as the day. 
T h e  w in d  w h ic h  breathed across the 
sodden land was raw,

Ross M a r t in  had a nose, sw o lle n  
to  tw ic e  its  usua l size. A  b ig  h a il
stone had h i t  h im  squa re ly  on it .  E ly  
confessed th a t he had been knocked  
ou t b y  one. H e  had rega ined con
sciousness, s t i l l  in  the  saddle, b o th  
hands c lu tc h in g  the h o rn  in  a f re n z 
ied, in s tin c t iv e  g r ip . H is  horse had 
stood, w i th  the  re ins  dropped.

T h e  heavy stones had to rn  th ro u g h  
the canvas o f b o th  re m a in in g  wagons, 
d o in g  considerab le  damage. B u t s ince 
no one had been ins ide them  at the  
tim e, i t  had n o t m atte red  too m uch.

B Y  N IG H T ,  m ost o f th e  herd had 
had been gathered again. W it h
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. s new day, still gray, still threat- 
* ;-jg rain, they started them moving, 
*olU Ely and Alamo watching them 
0 |e past, making a tally—-the first 
gjnce the start. The figures were sur
prisingly good.
v “I make it ten short of six thou
sand,” Ely reported.

“I’m within three of you,” Alamo 
agreed.

It was more than good. They had 
started north with six thousand head. 
Probably a few extra, since half a 
hundred at the least had perished in 
the night. It was still the sort of 
luck to make a man uneasy.

“If I could ever get dry again— 
an’ warm, just once,” Tom Dunning 
said, wistfully. “Seems like I ain’t 
felt comfortable since I c’n remem
ber.”

‘̂ Cowmen ain’t supposed to feel 
comfortable,” Diamond adjured him. 
“Look at Rock, there. Horse slipped 
an’ fell on him. He’s limpin’ now, 
but countin’ himse’f lucky that there 
was plenty soft mud to fall in. Plas
tered with it, but it didn’t bust him up 
none. And like he says, it’ll soon rain 
enough again to wash the mud off.”

Dunning gave a half-hearted grin, 
gulped down a cup of scalding cof
fee, and swung to his own sodden 
saddle. Texas was a vast country. 
Somehow he’d never counted on it 
being so big. He was impatient to 
get out of it, to reach journey’s 
end. No matter how bad it might be, 
it would be a change. But there was 
still a lot of Texas ahead of them.

The crease between Alamo’s brows 
was deepening a little with the pass
ing miles. It looked as though they’d 
live to make it to where the real 
trouble would start. And now he had 
a new worry on his hands. It was 
bad enough for Cherry to be along, 
but Cherry was half-owner here, and 
it had been her idea in the first place. 
Cherry had a plan, whatever it might 
be, for getting them through in 
safety.

His interest was impersonal—less 
than that, he assured himself. But he 
was rodding this drive, and the re
sponsibility, in the long run, was up 
to him. Impatience grew in him, so

he welcomed it when finally Cherry 
came riding out, so that he could 
swing about and join her.

She looked at him, her brown brow3 
arching a little with feigned surprise.

“You don’t actually mean that you 
are taking note that we’re still alive, 
Sadie and I.” she asked.

“That’s what’s worryin’ me,” Alamo 
said bluntly. “How long I can keep 
you so.’

Her eyes grew speculative, softened 
a little. “Deep down, Alamo, you’re 
the boy I used to know,” she said. 
“You try hard to hide it—but you’re 
not half so cold or hard as you’d 
like to have us believe.”

Alamo jerked a shoulder impatient
ly. “Just because I ’m worried is no 
sign,” he said. “I ’ve never been licked 
but once—and that was the whole 
South. When I start a job, I like to 
finish it. But I didn’t see any chance 
when we started, and I don’t see any 
now. We haven’t begun to have trou
ble, yet.”

“I suppose not,” Cerry agreed. 
“The reason why we waited three 
weeks, Alamo, after the herd was 
gathered, was because we had word 
that you were on the way back,” she 
told him. “We figured that, with 
you, we’d get through.”

That they had waited so long for 
him was news to Alamo, but now he 
merely grunted.

“We’ll get as far as the borders of 
Missouri, mebby,” he agreed. “The 
one reason I agreed to take on the 
job, was because you let on then 
that you had some plan for getting' 
across it, once we got that far!”

Cherry nodded, her gaze on the 
distant horizon. “I still have,’ she 
agreed, but added no details. “Rut 
it’5 up to you to get us that far.”

OW THEY had reached the 
Trinity, Not a bad river, as 

_ — rivers went, not in the same 
lass with the Red, ordinarily. But 
ow the weeks of rain had swollen 
; like a bloated steer. Its waters 
re re swift, sullen, wide. And more 
ain was falling, as though there



32 BLUE RIBBON WESTERN

would never be an end of it,
“I ’m that wet, an’ sour, if you was 

to squeeze me, I’d squirt lemon juice,” 
Martin remarked dourly, hunched 
forward in the saddle, a thin trickle 
of water running off his hat brim 
and dripping down his nose. “Well, 
we might’s well go swimming, I 
guess. Cain’t get no wetter anyhow.”

They shoved the herd in, Rock 
and Alamo having already made the 
crossing and returned. There was 
just one bad place. Out near mid
stream, where the water ran swift, 
there was also a sudden drop-off. 
The cattle and horses could swim, 
it was the wagons which worried Al
amo.

Following his instructions, logs 
were tied alongside the wagon box
es, lashed to the wheels. That would 
keep the wheels from turning, but 
it wouldn’t matter so much in such 
water. They could slide. He hoped 
that the added buoyancy would keep 
the wagons from sinking or over
turning, and he had given orders for 
them to wait until the herd was 
across.

Diamond sat on his own wagon, 
scantily protected by the flap, indif
ferent to the rain, puffing at a short, 
black pipe. He spoke across to where 
the women watched from their wagon.

“He’s worried,” he said. “Look how 
they all go down, once they reach 
that spot! Duck clean under, most 
of ’em—then come up twenty-thirty 
feet downstream. Bad water, out 
there.”

It was true. Horses and cattle and 
men alike were taking that dunking 
as they reached the drop-off. It made 
little difference where they tried to 
cross, up or down stream. It seemed 
to be the same, all along. Probably 
the high water had played a new 
trick with the river bottom along 
here. And this was the only good 
crossing for a long way in either 
directions, other known ones were not 
likely to be better.

Suddenly, Diamond’s teeth clamped 
hard on the stem of his pipe. The 
girls were watching as tensely. The 
cattle had been making it all right, 
but now some of them had gotten 
turned around while under wajjpy

were starting to swim back to the 
shore they had left. In no time they 
were milling, a confused mass, fed 
by the brown stream still spilling 
out from the shore, roughly handled 
by the savage current of the river.

Alamo and Jensen rode at them, 
shouting, flailing at noses and horns. 
It was not easy to turn frenzied cat
tle, with the terror of the river driv
ing them. Sadie gave an exclamation 
as Alamo and his horse went out 
of sight, and did not immediately 
reappear. Cherry looked at her, and 
back to the river.

They were up again now, emerg
ing as most of the cattle did. The 
milling jam was broken, straightened. 
But half a hundred head had been 
swept on downstream, into wilder 
water—half a hundred who had 
reached the end of the trail.

A LAMO returned, and they saw 
that it was his intentioin to 

drive the wagon. Cherry looked at 
him, and opened her mouth to demur; 
then she looked across at Sadie, rfid 
closed it again, wordlessly.

“Be ready for some rough going,” 
Alamo instructed, and urged the hor
ses forward. Cherry observed that 
several of the cowboys were a little 
upstream from them, read}/ to lend a 
hand if things went wrong.

Diamond, stuffing his pipe in a 
pocket, was following them. The wa
gon went well enough, wheels slid
ing, until all at once the horses were 
plunging, swimming, then the wagon 
lifted a little. Now the logs were 
helping to lift, to steady it. But as 
the drop-off caught them, it jerked 
horses and wagon alike as though 
they had been chips. The heavy pull 
was almost too much for the team.

It was then that Alamo showed 
his skill with horses. He was talking 
to them, getting out of them a steady 
effort which most drivers could not 
have reached. They made it, and the 
wheels slid on the bottom again.

Diamond was not having such luck. 
Wagon tongue and horses jackknifed, 
the wagon heeled, almost going over. 
But a couple of the crew, coming 
alongside, swung in, fastening ropes 
to the upper wheels, with these in
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tu rn tie d  to  saddle horns. I t  was 
enough to  r ig h t  th in g s  aga in, to  b r in g  
them th ro u g h . E xc icm en t roughed 
Tom  D u n n in g ’s vo ice as the  shore 
was reached.

“ W e re n ’t  you  scared the re  fo r  a 
m inute, D iam ond?”  he asked.

The cook shook h is  head.
“ Scared? M e? W h y  shou ld  I  be? 

j  knew  the res t o f  you  w o u ld n ’ t  le t  
n o th in ’ happen to  me. Y ou  lik e  yore  
grub too  w e ll. ”

T h a t, th o u g h  th e y  w ere  n o t to  
guess i t  then, was the  la s t o f  the 
real ra in . T he  f in a l s p r in k le  had 
stopped the s u n  w a s  b reak ing  
th ro u g h  the c louds as D iam ond 
cooked supper. M en  looked  at the 
blue sky  and th e ir  s p ir its  qu ickened. 
I t  w asn ’t  fa r  to  the  Red. O nce across 
tha t, th e y ’d be o u t o f Texas, and 
since Texas was the  m a in  p a r t o f 
the  w o rld , th a t m eant th a t the  b ig  
p a rt o f the jo u rn e y  was beh ind  them .

A la m o  d id n ’t  disabuse them  o f the 
no tio n . L e i them  th in k  so, i f  they  
lik e d . Texas was a land  o f  m ig h ty  
reaches, o f o v e r f lo w in g  f ie ld s  o f beef, 
and o f p o v e rty  now . B u i Texas was 
a land  o f re fuge . B eyond  Texas were 
the N a tions, beyond the N a tions, 
M is s o u ri, i t  was a toss-up as to  w h ic h  
was worse.

T h e re  was tro u b le  at d a rk - fa ll—  
the las t so rt th a t any o f them  w o u ld  
have looked  fo r  on such a day.> T om  
D u n n in g  had ro lle d  in  h is  b lanke t, 
la id  dow n and tu rn e d  h a lf  over, and 
he c r ie d  o u t sh a rp ly , then  was s ile n t. 
A la m o  reached h im  to  f in d  h im . on 
h is  fee t, to  hear a th re s h in g  sound 
w h ic h  g rew  s t i l l .  A  fa in t  l ig h t  o f 
moon and stars v/as a ll th a t showed, 
b u t i t  was enough.

I t  was a b ig  ra ttlesnake , f in is h in g  
its  dea th-th roes on the  g round . A  
crea tu re  h a lf- to rp id  fro m  the  ra in  and 
c h ill ,  w h ic h  y o u n g  T o m  D u n n in g  had 
ro lle d  aga inst. S lugg ish , i t  had s tru c k  
w th o u t w a rn in g .

N ow , ha v in g  k il le d  it ,  the p a in  and 
te rro r  w h ic h  had leaped in  th a t one 
q u ick  c ry  were back in  the b o y ’s eyes 
as he stared dow n a t it ,  h is  face set. 
O th e r men w ere com ing, roused by 
the c ry . T h e  f la p  o f the o th e r wagon 
l i f te d ,

"W h e re ’d i t  h i t  yo u ? ”  A lam o  asked

s w if t ly .
“ H e re .”  D u n n in g  in d ic a te rd  h is  

le f t  leg, a l i t t le  above the  knee. H is  
vo ice  v/as n o t q u ite  steady, b u t he 
was f ig h t in g  m a n fu lly  to  make i t  so. 
O n ly  he cou ld  n o t q u ite  h ide  the  
fea r in  h is  eyes.

“ T h ro w  some w ood on the  f ir e , ”  
A lam o  ordered. “ D ry  w ood. W e ’ve 
g o t to  have l ig h t . ”

D iam ond  was a lrea dy  d o in g  so, n o t 
w a it in g  fo r  in s tru c tio n s . U s in g  the  
scant and p rec ious s tock  o f d ry  w ood 
w h ic h  rem a ined to  h im . A la m o  heard 
Sadie’s vo ice, a l i t t le  scared sound
in g , a sk ing  w h a t had happened. H e  
was a lrea dy  s l i t t in g  the le v is , show
in g  the t in y ,  u g ly - lo o k in g  tw in  
punctu res . D ange rous ly  h ig h  up.

I T  W A S  R ock w ho  had a rope 
ready, ha v in g  b ro u g h t h is  ow n 

noose w ith o u t  o rders. H e  s lippe d  i t  
a round the  fo o t, s lid  i t  up near the  
th ig h , p u lle d  i t  p a in fu lly  t ig h t  and 
he ld  i t  so. D u n n in g  was s ta n d in g  in  
the l ig h t  o f  the f la r in g  f ir e ,  w h ite 
faced, b u t bo th  legs p lan ted  s o lid ly , 
say ing  n o th in g .

C h e rry  came h u r ry in g , Sadie on 
her heels. Each o f  them  to o k  one o f 
the  boy ’s hands. N o  w o rd  was said 
as A lam o  placed h is  m ou th  at the  
w ound  and sucked s tro n g ly , spat, and 
sucked aga in. He looked  a t the  rude  
to rn iq u e t o f the rope, saw w h a t D ia 
m ond he ld  in  h is  hand, and took  i t .  
A  keen ly  sharp sharp  B ow ie .

“ T h is  is  go ing  to  h u rt, T o m ,”  he 
said. H is  eyes l i f t e d  fo r  a m om ent 
to  the  b o y ’s w h ite  face. “ W a n t to  
s it  dow n?”

“ I — I  can take i t  be tte r th is  w ay,”  
D u n n in g  m u tte red . “ Go ahead.”  

C h e rry  was b lin k in g . Sad ie ’s face 
was w h ite , b u t ca lm . A lam o  looked 
a t them , saw how  th e ir  hands g ripp ed  
the  boy ’s a l i t t le  t ig h te r .  H e  moved 
fas t, h a tin g  it ,  b u t h is hand was 
steady as he slashed sharp above the  
pun c tu re , dow n th ro u g h  i t ,  tw ic e  
m ore on the  sides— then repeated the  
p a tte rn  corss-w ise, so th a t i t  was a 
checkerboard, the b lood  s p u r t in  across 
h is  hand as he w o rked .

T om  D u n n in g  w inced , and stood 
tre m b lin g . H e groaned, once, and h is  
hands m oved c o n v u ls iv e ly , in  th e
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clasp o f C h e rry  and Sadie. A lam o 
handed the  k n ife  back to  D iam ond, 
n o t lo o k in g  up.

“ Good boy, T o m ”  he said. S im p le  
w o rds , b u t m e a n in g fu l. He was a man 
c h a ry  w i th  praise.

D iam ond jogged  h is  e lbow  s lig h t ly .  
H e  he ld  a w h is k e y  b o ttle , a th ir d  
f u l l .  A lam o  nodded. H e  doubted the 
e ff ic a c y  o f  w h is k e y  in  snake b ite , 
th o u g h  m ost men sw ore by  it .  B u t 
th e  boy was ba d ly  in  need o f  the 
s tim u la n t.

“ Take  a d r in k ,  T o m ,”  he said.
C h e rry  released one hand, and T o m  

D u n n in g  t i l te d  the  b o ttle . H e  d rank, 
and choked, and handed the b o tt le  
back. T h e  b lood  s t i l l  f lo w e d  re d ly , 
and a t A la m o ’s nod, R o ck  t ig h te n e d  
the  noose a l i t t le .

“ W e ’d b e tte r ge t h im  ly in g  dow n, 
in  bed,”  C h e rry  said. “ B r in g  h im  in  
o u r w agon.”

“ Sure,”  A la m o  agreed.
T h e y  p u t D u n n in g  to  bed, w ith  a 

cand le  fo r  l ig h t .  A lam o  stepped o u t 
in to  the  darkness. R e tu rn in g  in  a 
m in u te  w ith  a double  h a n d fu l o f  s o ft 
r ic h  m ud, he p laste red  i t  th ic k ly  over 
the  cuts.

“ B u t  i t — i t ’s so d i r t y !”  C h e rry  c r ie d  
o u t in  p ro tes t.

“ I t ’s clean m ud,”  A la m o  said d r i ly .  
“ A n d  i t ’s w h a t an an im a l uses to  d raw  
po ison. W e ’l l  change i t  eve ry  coup le  
o f  hou rs  to n ig h t.”

A la m o  rem a ined the re , w i th  b o th  
w om en beside h im . T h e  res t o f  the  
crew , a t h is  o rders, w e n t back to  th e ir  
b lanke ts . M os t o f them  w o u ld n ’t  
sleep w e ll,  b u t the re  was n o th in g  
w h ic h  th e y  cou ld  do.

A la m o  h im s e lf w atched the  ta u t 
noose, loosen ing  i t  a l i t t le  every  so 
o fte n , fe e lin g  o f th e  leg  below , w a tc h 
in g  the c o lo r o f i t .  D u n n in g  la y  q u ie t
ly ,  fo r  th e  m ost p a rt. B u t the re  was 
c o ld  sweat on h is  face, w h ic h  Sadie 
w ip e d  aw ay, and h is  eyes w ere

“ I — I  fe e l a ll p u ffe d  u p —'lik e  I  
was b loa ted ,”  he b u rs t out, f in a l ly .  
“ I — am I  g o in g  to  d ie , A la m o ? ”

“ O f course no t,”  A la m o  reassured 
h im , and h is  vo ice was steaady, f u l l  
o f  a con fidence  w h ic h  he d id  n o t 
fee l. “ W e ’ve go t m ost o f i t  ou t. B u t  
y o u ’ l l  be s ic k  a spe ll.”

I T  W A S , o f  course, w o rs t fo r  D un , 
n in g . T h e re  cou ld  be no doub t of 

th a t. B u t i t  was bad enough fo r  the 
o thers, w a it in g , w a tch in g . F o r a tim e, 
A lam o  had h is  doubts. Fie gave the 
boy ano the r d r in k  o f w h iske y , be
cause he Was b a d ly  in  need o f it .  B u t 
as the  sky  began fa in t ly  to  g ray, he 
knew  th a t the  w o rs t was over. W ith  
the  to rn iq u e t rem oved, the b leed ing  
had stopped, and the  w o rs t o f the 
s u ffe r in g  was past. D u n n in g  was f a l l 
in g  in to  an uneasy sleep, b u t i t  was 
sleep.

C h e rry  stood up, s t i f f l y ,  as A lam o  
arose also fro m  w here  he had sat.

“ W e ’d b e tte r spend the day here, 
hadn ’t  we?”  she asked.

A la m o  nodded.
“ Sure,”  he agreed. “ G ive h im  a 

chance to  rest. H e ’s had a bad tim e  
o f i t . ”

A  day in  w h ic h  to  lo a f was a ra re  
trea t. W ith  the  sun s h in in g  and the  
r iv e r  handy, c lo thes co u ld  be washed. 
T he re  w ere p le n ty  o f  l i t t le  th in g s  
to  be done. A n d  the  know ledge  th a t 
the  w o rs t was past and T o m  D u n 
n in g  w o u ld  liv e  made them  l ig h t 
hearted.

A la m o  s le p t a l i t t le ,  and looked in  
on the  boy, and saw th a t D u n n in g  was 
s leep ing  aga in, m ore n a tu ra lly  now. 
Sadie was h o ld in g  one o f  h is  hands. 
C h e rry , w a tch in g , saw the  harsh lines  
about A la m o ’s m o u th  so fte n  a l i t t le  
as he dropped  the  f la p  again.

IT  W A S  on C h e rry ’s advice th a t 
Sadie, e a rly  in  the  a fte rno on , rode 

ou t to  w here  A lam o  was hav ing  a lo o k  
a t the  herd. H e r ow n face was tense 
as she w en t. W ith  som eth ing  o f the 
lo o k  w h ic h  had been in  D u n n in g ’s, 
a fte r  the  f i r s t  shock had passed and 
re a liz a tio n  was in  h im .

C herry , w a tc h in g  fro m  the wagon, 
saw A la m o  tu rn  h is  horse and move 
away. She knew  th a t n e a rly  every 
one o f  the crew  saw it ,  too. I f  men 
cussed the boss beneath th e ir  breath, 
i t  was n o th in g  to  w h a t she said, also 
under he r breath. Sadie sw ung her 
ow n cayuse and re tu rne d . She was 
t r y in g  to  sm ile , b u t the re  was a tre m 
u lous d roop  to  her lip s  as she d is 
m ounted .

“ I t ’s a n ice  day, C h e rry ,”  she said.
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"H e re ,”  C h e rry  said f ie rc e ly . “ Y o u  
keep an eye on T o m — he’s s t i l l  asleep.

“ I t ’l l  do me good— to  g ive  h im  a 
piece o f  m y  m in d ,”  C h e rry  swore. 
She sw ung  up, spurred .

A la m o  saw he r com in g  and th is  
tim e  he d id  n o t a tte m p t to  ru n  away. 
M e re ly  w a ited . C h e rry ’s face was 
f la m in g  as she came up.

“ L a s t n ig h t, ”  she said d ire c t ly ,  “ I  
th o u g h t th a t you  w ere q u ite  a man, 
A la m o  Sage. T he  w ay y o u  p u lle d  th a t 
boy o u t o f i t — i t  was y o u r te l l in g  h im  
th a t he ’d liv e  th a t made h im  believe 
it ,  and I  th in k  i t  was w h a t p u lle d  
h im  th ro u g h . I  th o u g h t a lo t  o f you , 
r ig h t  then .”

A la m o  looked at her, and h is  face 
was b la n k  again.

“ N o w  you  see th a t you  were m is 
taken ,”  he said.

“ E v e ry b o d y  saw i t , ”  she blazed. 
“ W h y  don ’t  you  even ta lk  to  her, 
A lam o?  Y ou  to ld  us a ll th a t she was 
y o u r  w ife — and since then  you  tre a t 
he r as i f — as i f — oh, i f  I  w ere a man, 
I ’d d e lig h t in  th ra s h in g  you  w ith in  
an in ch  o f y o u r l i f e !  I  th in k  th a t 
y o u ’re the m ost con te m p tib le  spec i
m en o f man th a t I 'v e  ever seen— and 
m ost men are lo w e r than  a w o rm !”

“ I  suppose th a t means you  don ’t  
w a n t me a round any lo n g e r,”  A la m o  
said even ly. “ I ’l l  go, and m ig h ty  g lad  
to , w henever you  say the  w o rd .”

C h e rry  cursed h im , th e n — cursed 
h im  as she had never rea lized  th a t she 
cou ld  do, in  a w a y  w h ic h  amazed them  
both . She saw the blankness on A l 
am o’s face lig h te n  to  a s l ig h t ly  q u iz 
z ica l q u irk , and checked h e rse lf ab
ru p t ly .

“ Y o u  shou ld  be fla y e d  a live  and 
b o ile d  in  o il,  yo u — you m o n s te r! B u t  
even i f  yo u ’re a d e v il, you  can’t  q u it  
and ru n  lik e  a cow ard. Y o u ’ve p ro m 
ised to  take th is  herd  to  M is s o u ri, 
and I ’m  h o ld in g  you  to i t !  T h o u g h  I  
hone they  hang you a fte r  we ge t 
th e re !”

T O M  D U N N IN G  was im p ro v in g . 
He had had a to u g h  bou t w i th  
the poison, b u t th e  tre a tm e n t 

had. 01 h e ro ic  enough to  save h im .

W ith o u t  A la m o ’s cool-headed nerve  
in  such a m om ent, C h e rry  knew , i t  
m ig h t have been a d if fe re n t  s to ry , 
th a t p u n c tu re  o f fangs had been a 
bad one.

T h e  Red was ahead— the  rea l b o r
d e r- lin e  between Texas and tro u b le . 

1 W h a t had gone be fo re  cou ld  be 
coun ted  on as o n ly  a m ild  in tro d u c 
t io n  to  w h a t la y  ahead. N o rth , in to  
the N a tions, m en had flo c k e d — rene
gade w h ites , renegade reds, and hon 
est In d ia n s  w ho  b i t te r ly  resented the  
c o n tin u a l c ro w d in g  back, w ho rea
lize d  th a t even here th e y  w ere in  
danger o f b e ing  shoved aside again. 
A  c o u n try  w h ic h  had to  be crossed, 
b u t v / ith  p le n ty  o f m en de te rm ined  
th a t no one shou ld  cross.

T h e re  had been a fe w  p lesant days, 
so th a t dust was once aga in  b e g in n in g  
to  m a rk  the s lo w  progress o f the b ig  
herd . T h e  Red was n o t too h ig h , 
th o u g h  i t  s t i l l  f lo w e d  s w if t  and s u l
len. T h e y  had reached i t  a t m id -a fte r
noon, and A la m o  had g iven  the o rd e r  
to  cross. You knew  w h a t a r iv e r  was 
lik e  w hen yo u  came to  it .  B u t  no 
man cou ld  ever be sure o f  the m ood 
o f a r iv e r  by the fo llo w in g  m o rn in g .

A s usual, R o ck  and h im s e lf had 
crossed over and back. T he  w agons 
w o u ld  fo llo w , n o t precede, the herd . 
T he re  had been a spot o r so o f q u ic k 
sand here, and qu icksands were h u n 
g ry  w here wagons w ere  concerned. 
A f te r  the hoo fs  o f the  herd had 
pounded i t  dow n, there  w o u ld  be less 
r is k .

D u n n in g  was nea rly  w e ll aga in b u t 
he s t i l l  rode in  the wagon. The  o ld e r 
hands were b e g in n in g  to  g ive h im  a 
good-na tu red  r ib b in g  w h ic h  b ro u g h t 
a f lu s h  to  h is  cheeks. O n ly  th a t m o rn 
in g  he had suggested to  A lam o th a t 
he was w e ll enough to  be back in  
the  saddle aga in.

“ W a it  t i l l  w e ’re across the R ed,”  
A la m o  had advised. “ T h e re ’s p le n ty  
o f t r a i l  ahead.”

A n d  now  th is  was th e  Red, w ith  
s t i l l  cav ing  banks w here  the weeks 
o f h ig h  w a te r had been shov ing  at 
them , u n d e rm in in g , in s a tia b ly  greedy. 
A  fe w  trees s t i l l  washed past w i th  
the  c u rre n t. T h e  land was rough  and 
u n in v it in g ,  l ik e  a c h i ld ’s p laybox
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s p ille d  o u t and le f t  neg lected.
H a lf  a hund red  head o f b ig  steers 

had v ie d  fo r  the leadersh ip  w hen  the 
d r iv e  had s ta rted . D u r in g  the  weeks, 
unques tioned  p o s itio n  had been w on  
b y  one b ig  red  beast w ith  ho rns  tw o  
ya rd s  in  w id th ,  th ic k  as a m an’s arms. 
A lw a y s  n o w  he s tru c k  ou t ahead, 
p ro u d  in  h is  p o s itio n , d is d a in fu l o f 
a l l  o thers, and, l ik e  too  m any lead
ers-, w ith o u t  m uch n o tio n  o f w here  
he was g o in g  or w h y , A  l ik e ly  a t
t r ib u te ,  fo r  those w h o  use a leader 
fo r  th e ir  ow n  puppet.

N o w  he was in  the  fo re fro n t as 
usua l, p lu n g in g  ahead, so th a t the 
o the rs  fo llo w e d . A  h o rn -tip p e d  head 
h e ld  h ig h  above the  m u d d y  w a te r 
w h ile  h is  back cleaved a w a y  and 
o the rs  foam ed in  the  wake. T h e  van 
g u a rd  reached the fa r  shore, fo u n d  
fo o t in g ,  s ta rted  to  splash up and ou t. 
A n d  a r i f le  boomed fro m  the  bank 
beyond.

A L A M O  heard the  gun, and h is  
ears a u to m a tic a lly  sorted o u t 

and c la s s if ie d  the  noise o f it .  T h a t 
w o u ld  be a Lem an, a pe rcuss ion  gun 
o f  1850 m odel. P le n ty  o f  those guns 
had gone w est w i th  the  pioneers, la te r 
to  f a l l  in to  the  hands o f  the  Ind ia ns . 
Good guns— and dangerous, in  the 
hands o f  a m arksm an.

W h o e v e r h e ld  i t  was a p p a re n tly  a 
m arksm an, and no  In d ia n , by the  same 
token . T h e  b ig  lead steer, ju s t s tru g 
g l in g  fo r  a fo o t in g  w here  the bank 
she lved s h a rp ly  upw ard , po ised fo r  a 
m om en t on bo th  h in d  legs, f ro n t  fe e t 
h e lp le s s ly  p a w in g  the a ir, A  s trang led  
b a w l o f  rage and pa in  issued fro m  
h is  m ou th , one h o rn  gouged savagely, 
in  a la s t fu t i le  gesture o f defiance, 
in to  the  m u d d y  bank. T h e n  he fe l l  
back, and  the c u rre n t, s u c k in g  h u n g 
r i l y  a t h im , to o k  on a new and da rke r 
s ta in .

T h a t b u lle t  had been ca lcu la ted  to  
pan ic  the  ca ttle  and tu rn  them  to  
m il l in g ,  b u t i t  had been ju s t  a t r i f le  
la te  fo r  its  purpose. O the rs , eager 
fo r  the m an te l o f leadersh ip , w ere 
a lre a d y  sc ra m b lin g  out. B u t  now  
o th e r guns were ta k in g  up  the  th u n 
der, and th e y  had s h ifte d  fro m  ca ttle  
to  m en fo r  ta rge ts .

G o d fre y  Jensen had been r id in g

p o in t, close beside the  b ig  lead steer. 
H e  t r ie d  to  sw in g  h is  horse about, 
to  p u l l  h is  C o lt ’s, and the  gesture  
b roke  in  tw o  be fo re  i t  was h a lf  com
p le ted . H e  seemed to  do the  same, 
fo ld in g  toge the r, d ro p p in g , s p i l l in g  
fro m  the  saddle in to  the  w a te r, dow n 
in to  th a t see th ing  m a les trom  o f hoofs. 
H is  horse, ride rless , m ade the  bank.

A la m o  was ju s t  past m id - r iv e r ,  h is  
horse sw im m in g , as the  f i r s t  shots 
came w in g in g . T he  day was o ld , now, 
and shade s lan ted  a long  the  b lu f fs  
on the  fa r  shore, s ta k in g  o u t c la im s 
fo r  the n ig h t  to  se ttle  on. H ig h e r  
up, a t the  s k y lin e , s u n lig h t la y  sharp 
and golden.

H a lf-w a y  between, back a l i t t le  
fro m  the edge o f the  w a te r, he saw 
w here  the  shots w ere co rn ing  fro m , 
tim e d  them  in  the n e x t fe w  m om ents. 
O ld  guns, these, s low  in  f i r in g .  B u t 
a p p a re n tly  f iv e  o r s ix  m en w ere  back 
in  there , w e ll she lte red , in te n t on 
k i l l in g .

I t  was a p e r fe c t trap . P ro b a b ly  th e y  
had been the re  w hen R o ck  and h im 
s e lf had r id d e n  across and tu rn e d  
back, w hen th e y  cou ld  have dropped  
them  easily. Ins tead , th e y  had w i th 
he ld  th e ir  f i r e  u n t i l  the  he rd  was 
w e ll co m m itte d  to  the  r iv e r , and 
eve ry  man had h is  hands fu l l .  N ow  
i t  was renegade w o rk .

P osted  as th e y  were, th e y  f ig u re d  
to  k i l l  every m an as he came in  range. 
I f  lu c k  was w i th  them , th e y  co u ld  
ge t c o n tro l o f the  herd. I f  not, they  
w ere s t i l l  in  p o s it io n  to  cause a lo t 
o f tro u b le  and, as they  w o u ld  f ig u re  
i t ,  to  make good th e ir  escape under 
cover o f n ig h t, i f  fo r  any  reason th e y  
shou ld  be hard-pressed in  tu rn .

T h a t, as th e y  counted on, w o u ld  be 
a ha rd  th in g  to  do. F o r  A lam o  to  
p u l l  h is  c rew  back to  the fa r  shore, 
d iv id e  forces and t r y  and get across 
the  Red, above and below , there  to  
ro u t the  renegades, w o u ld  mean leav
in g  the  he rd  to  its e lf.  In  such w a ter, 
th e y  w o u ld  soon s ta rt m ill in g ,  become 
hope less ly  confused, and h a lf  the  
herd  m ig h t be lo s t be fore  the sun 
w e n t dow n.

Y e t to  s t ic k  w ith  them  le f t  the  
r id e rs  open to  those h idden  guns’ 
w i th  scant chance o f sh o o tin g  t  
A lre a d y  Jensen was dead. O

ue other
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man had been wounded as he got his 
gun out. A bullet had struck his arm, 
so that it went limp, the revolver 
was lost in the river.

ALAMO took his decision, even 
as the first guns gave him some 

clue as to their number and position. 
Hesitation would be fatal. A head
long attack wrould be costly, but it 
was their only chance. He turned, 
lifting his arm, shouting.

“Half of you stay with the herd. 
The rest of you—come along! We’ve 
got to smoke them out.”

Pickett had tried something of 
equal desperation. He had led a gal
lant charge—and a bloody one. And 
futile. Alamo had ridden in that line 
which had set out so gaily with pen
nons a-flaunt, and bands playing— 
only a mile to ride, with victory 
or defeat for an army and a Cause all 
hanging on the issue. As it did here.

A bullet had stopped Alamo then, 
half-way across that bloody mile. So 
that he could, perhaps, live to die 
here in a river called the Red, with 
waters splashing crimson. There was 
one chance—to go out with the edge 
of the struggling herd, mingling 
among them until they reached the 
shore. That way, they would be diffi
cult targets.

Pickett had led gallant men, with 
a will to do, ready to die if die they 
must. He too, had a good crew, men 
who knew what to do, who needed 
no telling as to how to do it. They 
were following him, holding their 
own fire. There was no point to shoot
ing when your adversaries were safe
ly sheltered and out of sight.

Only the steady popping of their 
guns, the thin lift of powder smoke, 
showed where they were. A cow close 
beside Alamo grunted, bawled hoarse
ly, and collapsed. That had been a 
miss, so far as he was concerned, 
But as the distance grew less, the 
shooting would sharpen.

The river bed was firming beneath 
spurning hoofs now. Rock swore, and 
was floundering. His horse had taken 
a mortal wound. But Rock had 
grabbed a long horn, pulling him
self on to the back of a steer, and 
was riding it across. Terrified, bawl

ing, bucking/it none the less was 
chiefly interested in reaching the 
far shore.

Another man was gone, almost be
side him. One moment, Alamo saw 
him there, the next, the saddle was 
empty. There had been no other 
sound, only an empty saddle. Death 
was like that.

Some of the cattle were in wild 
confusion, terrified by the drum of 
rifles ahead, by the things happening 
among them. As they swung and 
milled, they cut off half the men who 
had b§en following Alamo, forcing 
them back as well, so that their only 
chance was to work the cattle, to 
save the herd and themselves if they 
could.

Which left the odds twice as heavy 
for the few of them now nearing the 
shore. It was still a case of do or die. 
To turn back would invite more cer
tain destruction, and there could be 
no second chance if this try failed.

Now the bank was close ahead of 
him, rising three or four feet above 
the water’s edge, a sharp, straight 
wall. It gave momentary protection 
from the bullets, but it was a barrier 
as well. Alamo found a passable spot, 
set his horse at it. It struggled game
ly, front hoofs pawing, slipping, slid
ing as the bank caved under it. Lead 
plopped viciously in the churning 
waters.

Then the pony heaved, surged on 
to dry ground. Just behind him, an
other horse was coming. Two or three 
others were out of the crush, a little 
farther downstream. Scant odds, to 
ride against intrenched men, but here 
was showdown. Alamo spurred, lean
ing low, gun in one hand, still holding 
his own fire.

THE RENEGADE guns were 
centering on him, trying des

perately to stop him. There was al
ways one thing about a renegade. In 
the pinch, he’d get panicky. It was so 
now. They were wasting bullets in 
their frenzy. Alamo lifted his voice in 
the rebel yell.

His gun was up, now, and he saw 
the horse which had followed him out
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o f  the  r iv e r ,  su rg in g  a longside. H e a rd  
a  y e l l w h ic h  echoed h is  ow n, h ig h  
and s h r i l l ,  caugh t a g lim pse  o f  the  
r id e r ,  and the  shou t d ied  in  h is  ow n 
th ro a t, h is  ow n gun wavered.

I t  was Sadie w ho  rode beside h im  
now , ano the r s ix -sho o te r in  her ow n 
hand.

Shock num bed h im  fo r  a m om ent. 
H e ’d been sure th a t Sadie was back 
across the  r iv e r , back w i th  C h e rry , 
N o  te l l in g  w here  C h e rry  was, e ithe r.

G rim ness came back to  h im , s teady
in g  h is  hand. H e saw a hat, the  edge 
o f  a shou lde r, s u n lig h t la id  a long  a 
m o v in g  r i f le  ba rre l, s w in g in g  at them . 
H is  ow n gun  shattered, the  r i f le  sag
ged and fe ll .  A  man rose up sudden ly , 
s lum ped  aga in  and d isappeared dow n 
th e  sharp slope o f the  gu lch  w h ic h  
had she lte red  h im .

O th e r guns were ta k in g  up the re 
f ra in  in  answer to  the  savage v o lle y  
w h ic h  had greeted them . H is  ow n s ix -  
gun  was em pty . A la m o  w hen he saw 
ano the r e m p ty  saddle, the horse ru n 
n in g  r id e rle ss  now. T h is  horse w h ich , 
o n ly  a m om ent be fore , had ca rried  
Sadie beside h im .

S om eth ing  t ig h te n e d  in  A la m o ’s 
th ro a t, th re a te n in g  to  choke h im . 
O f f  near the  head o f  the  gu lch , he 
had a g lim pse  o f a man on horseback, 
r id in g  w i ld ly .  A  sm a ll m an, w i th  
pock-m arked  face, P in to  P h ill ip s .

O nce again, P in to  was the  o n ly  one 
escaping. T h e y  had been ce rta in  th a t 
th e y  cou ld  n o t be reached in  th is  
am bush, and w hen the  th in g  had ap- 
pened, i t  had  been a trap . P in to  had 
been q u ic k  to  see th a t th e ir  p o s itio n  
was becom ing  untenable , had le f t  h is  
m en to  ho ld  th e  fo r t  w h ile  he looked 
a f te r  h is  ow n sk in .

U n d e r any o the r circum stances, 
A la m o  w o u ld  have fo llo w e d  h im , 
F a ilu re  to  do so now  w o u ld  l ik e ly  
mean a b ig g e r, dea d lie r tra p  fa rth e r 
a long  th e  w ay.

B u t  th a t d id  n o t m a tte r now. Some
th in g  l ik e  a ch u n k  o f ice was w here  
h is  h e a rt had been. H e  p u lle d  h is 
s n o r t in g  cay use back, and then  he saw 
her, ly in g  in  a l i t t le  hud d led  heap,

unm ov ing . A la m o  was o f f  and beside 
her, and he saw the  b lood  a lm ost as 
he reached her.

H e r  face was pale, s treaked w ith  
m ud. A  face w h ic h  looked  younger, 
now , than  he had ever rem em bered 
seeing it .  B u t she was s t i l l  a live .

P re s e n tly  he had her in  h is  arms, 
and was on h is  horse aga in. W it h  the 
danger past, the herd  had been 
s tra ig h te n e d  out, the  wagons w ere 
com ing  across. A la m o  rode, h is  face 
s tony. C h e rry  to o k  her fro m  h im  at 
the  wagon, and A lam o  le f t  he r there. 
H is  one question  was sh o rt, b it te r .

“ W h y  d id  you  le t her go?”
“ D id  you ,”  C h e rry  asked, "eve r 

t r y  to  stop he r? ”

13 y .

ST  H A D  been a c o s tly  crossing. 
F o u r m en dead, th re e  ethers 
w ounded, th o u g h  h o t se riou s ly , 

besides Sadie. A n o th e r  tw o  hundred  
head o f ca ttle  lost.

C h e rry ’s re p o rt the  n e x t m o rn in g , 
was s tra n g e : th e  w o und  was n o t a 
bad one— or i t  d id  n o t lo o k  so. She 
had dressed it ,  s to p p in g  the  b leed ing . 
B u t  Sadie had n o t recovered con
sciousness. T h a t was the  s trange p a rt 
o f  i t .  T he re  m ig h t be some o ther 
in ju r y ,  one w h ic h  d id  n o t show. H e r 
eyes w ere a l i t t le  accus ing  as she 
looked  at A lam o.

H is  ow n w ere hooded aga in, ve iled  
to  the  w o rld . He looked  at her, v o ic 
in g  a s ile n t question. C h e rry  nodded. 
“ So fa r  as h e r w o und  is  concerned, 
t ra v e lin g  w o n ’t  h u r t  i t , ”  she said. “ I  
d o n ’t  know  th a t w a it in g  here w o u ld  
he lp  any.”

A la m o  entered  the wagon, s ta ring  
dow n fo r  a lo rig  m om ent a t the  s t i l l  
face on the  p ila w . T he n  he pushed 
back the fla p , C h e rry ’s vo ice  was 
t ig h t ,

“ T h e re ’s som eth ing  she needs m ore 
than  m ed ic ine— w hen she wakes up ,”  
she said, "S o m e th in g  1 can’t  g ive  
he r.”

I f  A la m o  understood , he gave no 
s ign. C h e rry  regarded h im  w ith  w on
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der. T h is  was n o t the m an th a t she 
had know n  in  the  o ld  days, the  man 
w ho had gone aw ay to  w a r. T h is  was 
a s trange r w ho  had re tu rn e d . M en  
had said o f h im  th a t he was hard, 
capable. T h a t n o th in g , n o t even the  
Yankees, had been able to  stop h im  
fo r  long , th a t n o th in g  cou ld  stop 
h im . I f  anyone cou ld  ge t the  herd  
th ro u g h  to  M isso u ri, he was the man.

T h a t she believed, now, and some
how  i t  fr ig h te n e d  her. N o t the  p ros
pect o f  reach ing  th e ir  d e s tin a tio n , 
come h e ll o r h ig h  w a te r, bu t the 
so rt o f man w ho w o u ld  take them  
there.

F o u r men w o u ld  sleep here, on the  
shores o f the Red. T w o  hundred  
ya rds  away, in  ano the r com m on grave, 
fo u r  o thers w ho had s la in  them  w o u ld  
w a it  as w e ll fo r  ju d g m e n t day. T he re  
w ere  w i ld  f lo w e rs  on bo th  new  
m ounds. T o m  D u n n in g  had p icked  
those fo r  h is comrades. A n d  Ross 
M a rt in , w ho  had w a tched h im  do it ,  
had hes ita ted  and then p lucked  a fe w  
fo r  the  o ther. H is  face v /o re  a lo o k  
a l i t t le  shepish, a l i t t le  d e fia n t.

“ I t ’s a l l th e y ’l l  ever ge t— t i l ]  na tu re  
takes care o f i t , ”  he said a p o lege tica l- 
ly .  “ A n d  I  k n o w  they  sure don ’t  de
serve ’em. B u t  m ebby th e y ’ve g o t 
m others— o r s isters, o r sweethearts, 
w a it in ’ som ewhere— th e y ’re a ll r ig h t  
y o u n g  lo o k in ’. F o lk s  back home l ik e ly  
had h ig h  hopes o f ’em. I t  was them  I  
was s o rt o f th in lr in ’ about.”

T h a t was a s im p le  s o rt o f t r ib u te  
to  the  good w h ic h  la y  som ewhere in  
m ost men. T he re  were tears s t in g in g  
C h e rry ’s eyes as she w a s h e d  and 
lis te ned  to  M a rt in , and m ost o f  the 
crew , gathered about, seemed to  fee l 
about as she d id . O n ly  A lam o  rode 
o f f  w ith o u t  a change in  a face g ro w n  
ha rsher since the  day before. H is  
vo ice  sounded u n n a tu ra lly  so as he 
waved an arm .

“ G et the herd  to  m o v in g !”

J'SjpHEY WERE across the Red, 
w h ic h  m eant th a t a n y th in g  c o u ld  

happen now, a t any tim e . N o t th a t  he 
expected m uch  tro u b le  fo r  a few

m ore days. B u t tro u b le , as on  the p re 
v ious day, had a h a b it o f p o u n c in g  
w hen you  least expected it .  A la m o  
c irc le d  h is  ow n horse ahead o f the  
herd, up  to  w h e re  the  wagons \yere 
m ov ing .

“ S t ic k  c loser to  the  herd  fro m  now  
on, D iam ond ,”  he in s tru c te d . “ E ven  
w here  you  can see a lo n g  w a y .”

D iam ond, jo g g lin g  c o m fo rta b ly  on 
his ow n seat, nodded. H e too, knew  
th a t a p p a re n tly  em p ty  g round  cou ld  
sp ro u t pa in t-bedaubed w a rr io rs  lik e  a 
sudden crop o f d ragon ’s teeth .

A la m o  h im s e lf, ha v in g  issued the  
w a rn in g , rode on ahead, eyes sweep
in g  the  ho rizon . T h is  was a land w here  
men cou ld  h ide  eas ily , cou ld  lu r k  
close a t hand. H e  looked  s lo w ly  in  a 
c irc le , and saw n o th in g  suspicious. 
A n d  was tu rn in g  h is  horse back w hen 
a fa in t  gleam  caugh t h is  eye w here  
none shou ld  havp been.

H e sat m otion less , w a tch in g . I t  d id  
no t come aga in . B u t  i t  cou ld  have 
been s u n lig h t g l in t in g  on a gun -ba r
re l in c a u tio u s ly  m oved. T he re  was 
som eth ing  the re— som eth ing  w h ic h  
b lended w e ll w i th  its  su rro und ings , 
b u t was no t o f them . A n  In d ia n .

N o  renegade th is  tim e , he guessed. 
A n d  i f  there  was one In d ia n , w i th  a 
r i f le ,  there  m ig h t  be a hund red  o f  
them  close enough to  eye h is  e ve ry  
m ovem ent. T h e  fa c t th a t there  was an 
In d ia n  w ith  a r i f le ,  keep ing  so 
sc ru p u lo u s ly  o u t o f s ig h t, was sure 
p ro o f th a t th e y  w ere  u p  to  no  good.

A la m o  c irc le d  back, passing th e  
w o rd  to  E ly ,  to  R ock and to  M a rt in .  
T h e  u n p re d ic ta b le  th in g  about I n d i
ans was th a t th e y  m ig h t w a tch  yo u  
fo r  days o r weeks be fo re  a tta c k in g . 
O r th e y ’d pounce fas t. The  fa c t th a t 
m any tribes  ranged the  N a tions , m os t
ly  d is tru s t fu l o f one another, argued 
fo r  speed. D e la y  cou l^ l mean th a t 
o the rs  w o u ld  be eager fo r  a p rize .

H e re  too, the  hordes o f the  b u ffa lo  
had ranged a fe w  years back, a b row n  
f lo o d  w h ic h  i t  had seemed cou ld  have 
no end. N o w  th e y  w ere  sudden ly  l i t 
t le  m ore than  a m em ory . In d ia n s , w ith  
th a t  m em ory, w o u ld  eagerly  accept 
bee f as a su b s titu te . P a rt ic u la r ly ,  
w hen  vengeance cou ld  be had a t the  
same tim e.
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Nothing happened that day, not 
even to Sadie. She seemed to be 
asleep, but she did not waken. Cherry 
was plainly anxious. There were new 
lines gathering between Alamo’s eyes 
as he ate his supper, then posted a 
double watch for the first part of the 
night. Men on both watches saw him 
riding. Whether he slept a bit 
between times, they had no way of 
being sure.

The tension was beginning to mount 
again, following that costly crossing 
of the Red. Compared to some drives, 
this had been easy, up to now. No 
picnic, but no real test of what men 
were made of. Now those who had 
forgotten were remembering the oth
er herds, the hopeful men who had 
set out with them. And the scattered, 
broken remnants who had returned.

The sky flamed across the east. By 
noon, there was a familiar feel in the 
air. By mid-afternoon cattle and men 
alike were tense, as storm clouds rol
led up. The herd was ripe for 
stampede, and every man wa3 trail- 
wise enough by now to know it.

Alamo circled back, close to the 
wagons. Cherry shook her head at 
him. He swung away, and it was Tom 
Dunning, riding again, who called his 
attention to it. The boy’s voice was 
even, but thin with strain.

“I’ve been watchin’ something, off 
there,” he said, and pointed to the 
east. “Thought at first it might be a 
wolf—but I don’t reckon that’s like
ly.”

Following his arm, Alamo present
ly made it out—it took a good pair of 
eyes to spot it, close as it was. Indians 
knew how to hide themselves, even 
where there semed to be no cover.

“Pass the word along,” he instruct
ed. “The storm ’ll be here inside of 
half an hour. When I give the word, 
everybody be ready to stampede the 
herd—straight east!”

IAMOND WAS dropping back, 
to be behind the herd. The men 

; were quietly shifting to new stations,
, to be ready for the move. The storm

was rolling up fast, thunder begin
ning to mutter.

It wouldn’t do to wait too long—■ 
not until some wily savage sensed 
the maneuver. Alamo waved his hat 
above his head, his lungs screeched 
the rebel yell. Other throats took it 
up. Blankets were shaken out, flap
ping monstrously in the wind.

Alamo had given orders against any 
shooting to aid in starting the cattle. 
Shots would help, but he wanted 
every gun full loaded and ready. And 
the herd was ready for a chance to 
run, eager for it.

The storm, for once, was playing 
along with them. Rain commenced to 
spill, thunder era,shed overhead at 
almost the same moment. The big' 
bunch wavered for a few breaths, 
while hoarse bawls issued from 
throats and some of them were on 
the run. The others hesitated, unsure 
of the push crowding at them. Then 
they broke, and lined out—east.

Now the herd was in full stampede. 
Nothing to do but to let them run, to 
see what happened next—to go gague 
how well he had guessed.

Alamo’s eyes, roving fast, saw the 
surprised Indians break out from 
their covert, ponies materialize 
where men who were uninstructed 
would have sworn no horse could be 
hidden. Full three score of them, 
riding for their lives now as the 
stampede swooped at them. That time, 
thanks to the sharp eyesight of Dun
ning, white man’s strategy -had been 
best .

One swift, devastating attack would 
have been enough to give the Indians 
all the advantage. Now they were the 
ones caught. Some of them, riding 
hard, doing their best to turn the 
vanguard of the moving herd, were 
going to make it to the edge, and 
safety. By now, Alamo was satisfied 
that there were no others around.

“After them” he ordered, and set 
the example. These, he guessed, would 
be Choctaws. With a better look he 
was certain of it.

N o w  their one thought was of
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escape. F o r  m ost o f th e ir  num ber, 
j t  was o u t o f the  question. F le e t 
th o u g h  an In d ia n  cayuse m ig h t be, 
tire less  fo r  stam ina, n o th in g  cou ld  
re s is t the ons laugh t o f s ix  thousand 
g rea t horned beasts d ru n k  w i th  th e ir  
ow n  fears. T he y  ran s t if f- le g g e d , the 
th u n d e r o f hooves sha k ing  the  earth  
lik e  a m ig h ty  d rum . A  red  glaze 
he ld  th e ir  eyes. Some fe l l  and baw led 
and choked to  silence, w h ile  the  mass 
con tin ued  to  pou r across them . Horses 
caugh t in  the crush  s tum b led  and 
w e n t dow n help less n o w  among 
those long , ra p ie r- lik e  ho rns w h ic h  
tossed and tore , w h ic h  n o th in g  less 
than  o the r great ho rned beasts cou ld  
endure in  such a press. M en  screamed 
and fe l l  and were s ile n t too, w h ile  
th e  vast hoofed ju g g e rn a u t ro lle d  
lik e  a r iv e r.

Less than  a dozen o f the  o r ig in a l 
w a r p a r ty  had w on  free o f  the loop 
f lu n g  by  the  g rea t herd. A l l  those 
w ho  w o rked  th e ir  w a y  o u t a t a ll, d id  
so on the  n o rth . A n d  the re  was no 
sa fe ty  there . A la m o  and h a lf  o f h is  
c re w  w ere com ing, g r im ly  de te rm ined  
to  h u n t them  dow n. T h is  was no m a t
te r  o f choice, b u t o f  su rv iv a l.

A la m o  had fo u g h t fo r  a lo s t cause 
h im s e lf ;  he had tasted the  b itte rness  
o f defeat. In  h im  there  was a sym 
p a th y  fo r  the  underdog, w hoever he 
was w herever he m ig h t be. T h e  I n 
dian, in  the chan g ing  scheme o f  
th in g s , was the underdog. .He was 
f ig h t in g  a cause a lready lo s t, c lin g 
in g  to  h is  fe w  re m a in in g  outposts  
w ith  a v a lo r bo rn  o f desperation.

A la m o  knew  th a t, and respected 
h im  fo r  it .  B u t w a r is  w a r. These 
m en had in tended  to  s tr ik e  them  w i th 
o u t -warning, to  w ip e  th e m  ou t to  
the last m an— and woman. H is  w i th  
lu ck , had been the  b e tte r genera l
sh ip , here where num bers and n a tu ra l 
co n d itio n s  favored  the In d ia n .

T h e  ra in  fe l l s tea d ily . I t  had set 
ou t as a shower, b u t a fte r  the  th u n d e r 
had m u tte re d  away, the ra in  kep t on 
fa ll in g .  I t  was s t i l l  com in g  down as 
darkness ove rtook them , and th e y  
tu rn e d  back. B u t  b y  then, the las t o f  
the  s tragg le rs  had been overtaken  as

w e ll. A n d  b y  th a t s im p le  d iffe re n c e  
m ig h t h inge  success o r fa ilu re  in  
th is  d rive .

No l ig h t  even o f a co o k -fire , 
bu rned w hen th e y  f in a l ly  reached the  
camp. T he re  was no massed herd  o u t 
here to n ig h t, bedded dow n, be ing  
w a tc h fu l ly  sw ung  to . I t  w o u ld  mean 
a day or tw o  so spen t in  ro u n d in g  
them  up again, ano the r day in  g e tt in g  
them  back on the  t ra i l.  B u t i t  had 
been w o rk  w e ll ba rte red  fo r  to d a y ; 
n o t a man had been lo s t o f the d ro v 
ers.

T he re  was s t i l l  h o t co ffe e  in  the  
pot. T h e  ra in  had s low ed to  a d rizz le . 
A lm o  he lped h im s e lf  to  a t in  cup o f 
the b lack , b it te r  brew , w ith o u t sugar. 
He d ra n k  it ,  lo o k in g  to w a rd  the  da rk  
o u tlin e s  o f the wagons. B u t no sound 
came fro m  the re  and he to o k  h is  
b lanke t, fo u n d  a spot und e r the  w ag
on, and ro lle d  in  it ,  d o g -tire d  enough 
to  sleep desp ite  the  dank d isco m fo rt,

s  14  y
A S H O T  I N  blackness b ro u g h t 

h im  awake. I t  was fo llo w e d  
b y  a y e ll,  and A la m o  

ro lle d  out, tu g g in g  on  h is  w e t boots. 
He ran , a l i t t le  confused, fo r  w h ile  
there  was a sm e ll o f  daw n the  fa in t  
c rim son  fo re ru n n e r o f  i t  s p i l l in g  
across the  east, i t  was s t i l l  d a rk  here, 
and he was bemused b y  sleep.

I t  was R ock w ho  je rk e d  o u t the 
news. H a v in g  been a fo rem an over 
the years, sense o f re s p o n s ib ility  was 
s tro n g  in  h im . H e had wakened and 
gone o u t to  have a lo o k  a t the  re - 
m uda, m ore fro m  o ld  in s tin c t  than  
in  th e  expe c ta tion  o f  f in d in g  any
th in g  w rong .

B u t  som eth ing  had been w rong . H e  
exp la ined  s h o rt ly .

“ I  saw som ebody s k u lk in ’. T h e n  I  
tnade ou t w h a t i t  was. C ouple o f  I n 
juns, s te a lin ’ hosses fo r  th e irs e ’ves. 
One was l im p in ’ bad, the  o the r w a n 't 
too good. I  to o k  a sho t bu t th e y  go t 
aw ay.”

A la m o  lo s t no tim e , b u t i t  took  a 
w h ile  to  sadd le and r id e  in  p u rs u it, 
R ock and n o w  M a r t in  w i th  h im .
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Rock’s alertness had frustrated an at- 
temp to get away with the whole re- 
muda, as would have happened in 
another few minutes.

But a couple of men had somehow 
managed to survive the stampede. In
jured they had chosen the boldest 
course, working back to the camp, 
hoping to steal every horse, which 
would not only insure their escape 
but would leave the big drive hope
lessly stranded here in hostile ter
ritory.

Now they were fleeing for their 
lives. And, as with those of the night 
before, the train’s safety demanded 
that the Indians be hunted down.

It would be a long chance Alamo 
saw, as the sun came slanting across 
the sodden earth. Both men had suf
fered. Both were without weapons. 
But they had been lucky enough to 
get good horses, and they were born 
riders. For the next hour, the dis
tance between, beyond rifle-shot, 
held about even.

Then the gap began to narrow a 
little—very slowly. Pursued and 
pursurers alike had to slow now with 
sobbing horses nearly spent. Plod
ding where a bit of running could 
have settled it, either way.

It was nearly mid-day before the 
three white men were able finally to 
turn back. Their horses had been 
run ragged, and only the reaching 
power of rifles had decided the chase 
in their fayor.

Rock looked around, a little uneasi
ly. They were alone in a vast and 
empty world. Or it looked empty.

“Hope it is,” he sighed. “If any
body was to jump us now, we’d be 
plumb out of luck.”

There was no exaggeration there, 
Alamo knew. Not with their horses 
so nearly spent. The rest of the crew 
of course, had not followed them. 
They would be busy with gathering 
the herd.

It was late afternoon when they 
sighted the wagons again, still where 
they had ben in the dawn. Alamo 
was a little surprised. He had expect
ed them to be miles beyond. The edge 
of the herd could be seen now on the

horizon, but far away.

THERE WAS an air of emptiness 
about the wagons as they ap

proached. Only Diamond was there, 
busy with his usual stolidity above 
his cook fire. Whatever went on, 
men had to eat. He looked up as they 
neared, went back to his work. Rock 
voiced the question.

“Where is everybody?”
Diamond gestured to the east. 
“Gathrin’ the dogies,” he grunted. 
Alamo felt a new sense of alarm, 

which he could not place. He rode 
to the wagon, lifted the rear flap and 
looked in. His throat felt tight as 
he saw the emptiness. He looked at 
Diamond, who had turned to meet 
his gaze.

“Where are they?” he asked. 
Diamond gestured.
“Cherry, she—she rode off with the 

boys, a spell ago,” he muttered. 
“Cherry! But—but Sadie?”
The cook’s face was blank to 

match his own. Silently he pointed 
and seeing it, the last of the color 
drained out of Alamo’s. The blood 
around his heart seemed to be drain
ing away as well.

It was a new, long but narrow 
mound, sod-topped, very fresh, 
toward which Diamond pointed.

Weariness gripped him, there was 
a bitter taste in his mouth. The 
dregs of it seemed to have settled 
again, an icy, unchanging lump, in 
his stomach.

No need to ask questions. The grave 
itself was answer enough. And what 
was there to say—what was there 
that he could say, or that anyone 
else could say? This was his trail— 
Disaster Trail; it was living up to 
its name.

He went across, and stood beside 
the mound for a minute, and Dia
mond, watching him, could only guess 
at what thoughts might be passing 
through his mind. Outwardly, save 
for the weariness, there was no 
change in that now bleak face. A 
handful of prairie flowers had been 
plucked and placed here, and they
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were still fresh and unwilted.
Alamo looked down at them. She 

was deep in Texas, he thought, and 
then he turned and gestured. This 
was alien land, not even friendly 
Texas soil. Missouri still lay ahead. 
The wagons had to move.

It was amazing how quickly the 
moisture could be sucked out of the 
earth by a hungry sun, swept away 
by the winds which harped in un
ending minor key. That day there 
had been mud. The next day the 
ground was dry in the morning. By 
mid-afternoon dust was riding again.

And now the days grew as dry as 
they had been wet not long before. 
That one last storm had set its seal 
on the turn of the weather. The sun 
seemed to have acquired a new in
tensity, and there was an added worry 
to beset the crew—water. Water to 
drink, for them, and, more than all, 
for the great herd which moved in an 
unending stream across the face of 
nature.

If it had been difficult before to 
go quietly with such a drive, now it 
was out of the question with the ris
ing dust-cloud above. A signal which 
was certain to bring more enemies 
down upon them.

But for a few days they traveled 
unmolested. It was a beautiful land, 
despite its harsh bitterness.

W HEN trouble did come, it was 
in typical Indian , fashion—an 

attack just before the dawn. It was 
well planned; the two men riding 
night watch never knew what struck 
them. The big herd was scarcely dis
turbed at all.

No sound came back to the wagons 
by way of warning. But Diamond was 
astir, gathering a little of extra wood, 
and he an old pupil in this sort of 
school. Instinct as much as anything 
else warned him. He moved casually 
and roused Alamo with a whisper, 
and every man was awake when the 
shadows converged on them.

The rifles of the defenders moved 
a red swath in that first wild rush, 
checking it. It was reformed again, 
rolled at them in a chorus more ter
rible even than the wild rebel yell,

But six-guns were deadly at close 
quarters, and the wave faltered, broke, 
receded again. Gray dawn dispelled 
the shadows to a sterner reality.

Alamo had taken such precautions 
as were possible each night, and this 
had been a good camp ground in one 
respect. Here was an arroyo, gashed 
in the now flinty-seeming earth, 
deep, steep-sided, with a scattering 
cover of brush through it. Sheer 
banks rose on either side and at the 
upper end, and the horses had been 
driven in here the evening before, 
the wagons halted at the mouth.

So long as they kept the remuda, 
they could move. If the horses were 
lost, theirs would be a hopeless posi
tion.

Now the horses were safe. But the 
great weakness to this position was 
that there was no water near the ar
royo. Next to that, they were alone 
in an unfriendly land. With no one 
to look for help. The latter was heav
iest in Alamo’s mind as daylight gave 
him a better picture.

They had been lucky enough to be 
ready, had beaten off the first at
tacks. But there were a hundred 
painted warriors surrounding them 
now, withdrawn a little, holding a 
palaver. Comanches, as Diamond 
grumbled beneath his breath. Able 
fighters, and more than eager for the 
fray.

“Their biggest trouble is a way of 
thinkin’, same as their grandpaws 
thunk,” Daimond sighed. “Which is 
lucky for us. If they’d hit doorin’ 
the day, when we was all stretched 
out, they’d have had us in a plumb 
bad fix. But they like to surprise 
you just when you should be sleepin* 
heaviest. This way, we can last long 
enough to make them pay for our 
hair.”

THAT WAS the key, Alamo knew 
—the only key which might un
lock a door for them. Courage, with 

Indians is not predicated, on reck
lessness nor foolishness. If the cost 
became too great, it was better sense 
to withdraw and leave the other side 
alone, than to pay too much for vie-
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to r y  in  th e  end. W h ite  men had ob
served th is  t r a i t  and ca lled  i t  cow ard 
ic e ;  A la m o  knew  th a t i t  was n o th in g  
o f  the  so rt.

N o w  i t  m ig h t w o rk  again. T h e y  had 
made a good beg in n ing . I f  th ey  co u ld  
h o ld  ou t, lo n g  enough to  make the  
p r ic e  too  h igh , th e y  m ig h t cause the  
o the rs  • to  w ith d ra w . T h a t w o u ld  
m o s tly  h inge  on th e ir  e ffec tiveness 
in  the  n e x t h ou r o r so.

W ith  the  r im  o f the  g u lc h  fo r  cov
er, th e y  co u ld  f ig h t  back in  good 
shape. N o w  the  a ttack  came again, 
sw eep ing  a t them , lik e  a tu rn in g  
w h ee l— an endless tu rn in g  w hee l 
a round  them , w h ic h  con trac ted  a l i t 
t le  as i t  m oved, spew ing  arrow s, w i th  
a fe w  b la s tin g  guns and the  accom 
pan im e n t o f  endless shouts. O f f  in  
th e  d istance, the  herd, now  h u n g r i ly  
a s tir ,  ra ised  th e ir  heads in  m ild  in 
te re s t, w e n t back to  g raz ing .

R if le s  thunde red , the  penncd-up 
cayuses tre m b le d  in  te rro r .  M ore  o f  
th e  In d ia n  pon ies ran  r ide rle ss . T h e  
a tta c k  to o k  on  a new  tem po, sw ep t 
in  c loser, in d iv id u a ls  le a v in g  the  
r in g  to  swoop a t them . A  fe w  reached 
th e  r im , tw o  o r th ree  leaped dow n 
am ong them . B u t the  s ix -gu n s  
w ro u g h t dead ly  havoc a t close q u a r
te rs , the  w h ee l w obbled, s p lit ,  and 
d re w  back aga in.

So fa r ,  the  ca ttlem en ’s loss had 
been th re e  m en w ounded, none 
s e rio u s ly . B u t  aga in  the  a tta ck  was 
re fo rm in g , and th e ir  ow n dead and 
w ounded , a t th is  stage, o n ly  goaded 
th e  In d ia n s  to  greater fu ry .

C h e rry  crouched beside A lam o, 
lo a d in g  guns. R o lla  E ly  was on h e r 
o th e r sidfc. H e r face had lo s t its  
s tra in e d  lo o k  o f the  f i r s t  m om ents.

“ P rom ise  me th a t— th a t i f  the y  ge t 
th e  u pp e r hand, one o f yo u  w i l l  save 
a sho t fo r  m e,”  she said.

E ly  g lanced a t her, h is .own face 
tro u b le d .

“ Yeah,”  he agreed b r ie f ly .  “ I  hope 
to  ta rn a tio n  i t  w o n ’t  come to  th a t.”  
B o th  o f them  looked in q u ir in g ly  
to w a rd  A la m o , b u t he had no  reas
surance to  g ive  them . S o m eth ing  lik e  
s ilence  had fa lle n , b u t the  In d ia n s  
w e re  g a th e r in g  now, a t some d istance

in  a l l d ire c tio n s , in  fo u r  groups. 
A la m o ’s vo ice ca rried  c le a rly .

“ T h is ’l l  be the  bad one,”  he 
w arned. “ W e ’ve go t to  s top  them , 
boys.”

I t  w o u ld  be so m uch b e tte r i f  th e y  
co u ld  reso rt to  a ruse— some u n e x 
pected m anouver to  th ro w  the enemy 
in to  conste rna tion . B u t  th e re  was l i t 
t le  enough chance fo r  th a t  here, and 
he co u ld  th in k  o f n o th in g — c e r ta in ly  
n o t in  tim e, fo r  now  th e y  w ere com 
in g  a t them  again.

T h is  tim e  i t  v/as a fo u r-p ro n g e d  
a ttack , each g roup  ch a rg in g  s tra ig h t 
fo r  them , m a k in g  m ore d i f f ic u l t  ta r 
gets, de te rm ined  to  b reak  th ro u g h . 
Fea thers f la u n t in g  in  the  w in d , the  
tw a n g  o f bows sm othered in  the  
sharper f ir e  o f guns. M e n  w ere r id 
in g  m a g n ific e n t ly ,  to p p lin g  fro m  
th e ir  horses in  the  face o f  th a t re 
le n tless  g u n -f ire . B u t  th e  a tta ck  
came on.

T w o  o f the  fo u r  lin e s  wavered, 
b roke . T he  o the r tw o  w ere  d o in g  be t- 
er. One reached the  b r in k  o f the  a r- 
ro yo , pa in ted  w a rr io rs  came s p i l l in g  
over and in . N o w  i t  was close q u a rt
ers, hand to  hand. Such f ig h t in g  as 
A la m o  had seen a fe w  tim es  be fore .

EX H IL E R A T IO N  g r ip p e d  h im , a 
l i f t in g  o f  th e  m ood w h ic h  had 

been upon h im  a lm ost since th e  
cross ing  o f  th e  Red. H e re  was re 
lease fro m  the  in ta n g ib le s  w h ic h  yo u  
co u ld  n o t f ig h t  aga inst. H e re  v/as 
so m e th in g  to  come to  g r ip s  w ith ,  
n o t c o u n tin g  the  cost, s ince s u rv iv a l 
i t s e l f  was the p rize , and the re  was no 
cho ice  in  the  m a tte r.

H is  r i f le  was long  s ince  em pty, 
and n o w  bo th  s ix -guns w ere  em p ty  as 
w e ll.  A  b ig  In d ia n  was le ap in g  a t 
R o lla  E ly ,  w h o  was dow n  on h is  
back. A  w a r axe ra ised fo r  the  k i l l ,  
g l i t te r in g  in  its  arc. A la m o  leaped, 
and h is  re vo lv e r ba rre l smashed a 
b lo o d y  fu r ro w  dow n  on th e  w a rr io r ’s 
scalp. T h e  axe-m an co llapsed a lm ost 
.on to p  o f E ly .

A la m o  snatched up th e  d ropped 
w a r axe, charged in to  a g ro u p  o f I n 
d ians w ho  had m a te ria lize d  o u t o f no 
where. H e  was a fearsome spectacle,
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a gory figure .of glory, a fighting 
machine. It seemed to Cherry, watch
ing spellbound for a moment, that 
here at long last she saw him in his 
natural element, doing the thing he 
gloried in.

There was terror in him—for oth
ers. The group felt it, fell back in 
panic as he came raging on. One 
tried to scramble back up the steep 
bank, and A l a m o  c a u g h t  him, 
dragged him back. The war axe swung 
again. Two more were up to the top 
and running. Alamo leaped up it as 
though it had been a mound, was 
after them.

Now the Indians who had gotten 
as far as the arroyo were all in head
long retreat. Those farther did not 
wait for them. This was too costly, 
and here was a fighter that bul
lets or arrows alike seemed useless 
against. Alamo caught one of the run
ners, He ran a few steps more and 
flung his axe and dropped the other. 
The battle ground was strewn with 
them.

Diamond wiped his sweating face 
and surveyed the carnage philosph- 
ically.

“Word of this’ll spread,” he 
opioned. “I doubt if ary other red
skin’ll get in our way across the 
Nations.”

J T 1 %

CHERRY DID not ..hear the 
cook’s remark. No such thought 
came to her. Here was some

thing close to a miracle, a still supe
rior force in full retreat. But she 
thought that she understood why. All 
of them had put up a good fight. But 
it was Alamo who had turned the 
tide, inspiring terror, in that mad 
final burst of fury.

His face had lost its flush now, set
tled back to its habitual stoniness— 
a look which had grown on it since 
the start of the drive, particulalry 
after they had entered the Nations. 
He was covered with blood from a 
dozen small wounds, yet none of 
them amounted to much. Disregard
ing them, he was busy taking stock

of their own losses—small enough by 
comparison, yet costly when checked 
against their already inadequate 
force.

Three men dead. One other serious
ly wounded. Most of them with at 
least a momento or two to show for 
the fray. Only just above two dozen 
men remaining now, to move the big 
herd—only two dozen, for the worse 
fights which would inevitably awaits 
at trail’s end.

Little was said as wounds were 
patched, their dead buried. They ate, 
and moved to set the herd in motion 
again. It was near noon now, but no 
one wanted to pass another night or 
the reamiander of the day near that 
spot.

Alamo looked up, to find Cherry 
riding beside him. One of the wound-; 
ed men was driving her wagon, he 
saw, recuperating for a day or so. He 
forced a smile, which seemed strange! 
to his face. It was like opening a 
long unused door, which creaked at; 
the effort.

“We're still alive,” he said, '
Cherry nodded, looking at hinj 

directly,
“Yes—thanks to you,” she said, 

“I ’m beginning to see, Alamo, why 
you’re such a tradition all across the 
southwest—why you’re almost legend
ary.”

Alamo colored like a schoolboy.
“Aw-w, now, Cherry,” he protested. 

“I didn’t do no more’n anybody 
else—”

“It was what you did when every
thing hung in the balance that 
turned the trick,” Cherry said calmly, 
“They had us where they could have 
finished us off, just like that—but 
the way you stormed among them 
they lost all stomach for any more 
of it.” Her eyes were calmly apprais- 
praising as she looked at him.

“That was fine, Alamo—I know 
that it’s all that saved us. But, in 
case there’s more trouble—.you must 
not be too reckless, even if you do 
want to die.”

Alamo had been looking down at 
his saddle-horn as though it was 
something new and strange. He

45 i
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raised his gaze now, startled,
“We still have need of you,” she 

added,

SILENCE fell between them for a 
while. He could not refute her 

argument, though her discerning 
seemed a little uncanny. Cherry 
spoke again.

“Wouldn’t it be better if you’d just 
tell me all about it, Alamo?”

“What do you mean?” he asked, a 
little hoarsely.

“You know what I mean. About 
Sadie. I t’s eating on you, Alamo— 
wouldn’t it be better to talk about 
it?”

He was silent a while again, but 
she knew that he was considering it. 
She prodded a little.

“You introduced her as your wife, 
Alamo—before all of us. I don’t be
lieve that she’d have claimed to be— 
not if you hadn’t said so. She never 
told me anything about it—though 
we got to be good friends. But you 
can’t keep too much bitterness corked 
up inside of you, Alamo. I t’s corrod
ing you. How did you ever happen to 
marry her in the first place?”

Flies buzzed about their horses. 
Little, tormenting black flies, which 
were aggravating the cattle, causing 
small incipient stampedes which 
might easily run into one big one. 
Alamo did not seem to notice them.

“I suppose you’ve a right to know,” 
he agreed finally. “Though I’ve nev
er talked to anyone else about it— 
ever.”

Cherry was silent, and he went on. 
“It was about three years ago. I 

was a captain then, and we were on 
the border— Country that didn’t real
ly belong to either side, is what I 
mean. It was risky business for every
body.”

“I can understand that,” Cherry 
agreed quietly,

“I didn’t mind that part of it,” 
Alamo v/ent on. “In fact, I guess, I 
rather liked it. I was still young 
enough to dream, in those days—and 
sure that the south would win, in 
the end. And then—one day—I met

Sadie.”
He slapped with sudden vieious- 

ness at a fly, went on.
“You know how pretty she is. Well 

—she was a Yankee, as I knew well 
enough, and I hated Yankees. But she 
was prettier than ever—and in trou
ble. I was sorry for her.”

“How in trouble?” Cherry asked. 
Alamo spoke between his teeth. 
“She told me that she had a baby— 

and that she was sick, dying. Her 
folks were off in another state, and 
they were pretty stern. But when 
she was dead, she wanted to be able 
to send the baby back to them, so 
that it wouldn’t die. And she said 
that she couldn’t do that if it didn’t 
have a name. They’d let it die be
fore they’d take it, that way.”

Cherry shivered. Somehow she 
could picture what his words con
jured up. Here was trouble present
ing another face—but always, it 
seemed, a grim one.

“That’s what she told me,” Alamo 
said. “She asked me to marry her, so 
that the poor little brat could have 
an honest name and her folks would 
remember her kindly. She showed it 
to me—a little girl, mighty pretty, 
but awful thin. She made me believe 
that she’d be dead in a few days, and 
so I—I was soft-headed, then. I 
helped her out. I married her.” 

Cherry’s eyes were shining. 
“Soft-hearted is the word, Alamo.” 
He shook his head violently. His 

voice was harsh again,
“Soft-headed,” he growled. “All 

she did was to make a fool of me. I 
found out, soon enough, that she was 
not dying—nor likely to. And that 
the baby didn’t belong to her; she’d 
just used it to trick me into makin’ 
a fool of myself.”

Cherry’s eyes widened. This was a 
turn which she somehow had not ex
pected.

“But—but she must have had a 
good reason, Alamo. For wanting to 
marry you. Did you stop to think of 
that?”

"Did I?” His laugh was bitter.
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“Sure, she had a good reason—and I 
■wasn’t long in findin’ out what it 
was. Her brother was a captain, too— 
a Yankee captain. More than that, he 
was one o£ the damndest slippery 
fellows we ever had to deal with. The 
Confederacy wanted him—mighty 
bad. And it seems that we had him, 
right then—he’d been caught under 
another name, and not in uniform. 
Which meant, of course, that if we 
found out who he was, he’d face a 
firing squad.”

Cherry scarcely breathed. The re
cital continued.

“She’d known that he’d soon be 
found out. Which he was, just about 
then. And then I found out why she’d 
been so anxious to marry me. She 
admitted it all—that she’d done it 
■ just to save her Yankee brother. I 
was in charge, then. She said that 
she didn’t believe I was the sort 
who’d let my own brother-in-law be 
killed.”

Again there was silence between 
them. A breeze blew the flies away, 
but the lines of tormnt between his 
eyes were deep and sharp.

“What did you do?” Chrry asked 
finally.

"Do? What could I do? Like I 
say, I was a soft-headed fool, in those 
days—and I suppose he was my 
brother-in-law. If I ’d taken action, 
the way I was supposed to do, as an 
officer, he’d have been shot that 
same day. I waited, not quite decided, 
but not takin’ the action I should 
have, and that night he escaped.

“You shouldn’t blame yourself too 
much for that,” Cherry said.

“Shouldn’t I? Even if my best 
friend was killed, while he did it?”

Now some of the implacable bitter
ness in him was understandable. And 
it was also easier to understand why 
Sadie had kept so scrupulously silent 
concerning their past.

“What about her?” Cherry asked 
finally.

“I rode away—hopin’ never to see 
her again,” Alamo said shortly. “I 
never did—until here on the trail.”

"Did it ever occur to you, Alamo,” 
she asked. “That she might have had. 
another, deeper reason than she ever 
told you—for marrying you in the 
first place?”

Alamo looked at her, his eyes a 
little startled. Then, seeing the mis
ery in them, Cherry was almost sor
ry. But now, silent once more, Alamo 
had swung his horse short about, was 
riding toward the herd.

16
THEY HAD crossed the Canad

ian and the Arkansas. Most 
of the Nations lay behind them, 

Missouri itself was close up ahead; 
they had come to the real gate of 
trouble.

Daimond had been an apt prophet. 
That bloody battle which the Coman- 
ches had fought and given up as too 
costly a job had been the last sign 
of Indian trouble. Apparently the 
word had spread. Certainly it was 
that, day after day, there had been 
nothing worse than the dust, the 
heat, the endless myriads of insects, 
the lack of water, or good water when 
any was found—the steadily declin
ing stock of provisions, small stam
pede, and all the rest which was 
every-day routine on the trail.

Most of that lay behind them now. 
Their wounded had all recovered, and 
those of the original force who were 
left were in good fighting trim. Ready 
for showdown, This was the land 
where disaster really hit the men of 
Texas who dared venture so far 
from home.

They were beginning, now, to see 
increasing signs of it. Two days back, 
they had come upon the remnants of 
an outfit—fire irons, the iron run
ning gear of two wagons, roasted in 
the flames of their own burning, cold 
now and twisted under the sun. There 
had been other signs there too, even 
less plasant to look upon.

Today they had met a man who 
crawled in the grass, with a look of 
terror deep-seated in. his blood-shot
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eyes. H e craw led  because he was 
a fo o t and because he was a fra id , b u t 
m ost o f  a l l because he dared n o t 
stand u p r ig h t  and show  h im s e lf in  
any  case, n o r cou ld  he i f  he dared, 
T h e  soles o f  bo th  fe e t had been 
burned  and le f t  to  fester.

H e  was in  C h e rry ’s w agon now , 
cleaned, h is  w ounded fee t trea ted , fed, 
b u t s t i l l  w i th  th a t lo o k  o f a hun ted  
an im a l,

T h e re  had been tw o  score o f them , 
he said, w ith  a b ig  herd. T h e y  too, 
had had the lu c k — ca ll i t  good o r 
bad as you  lik e d — to  ge t th is  fa r. 
T h e y  had been f ig h t in g  men.

H e  o f the fo r ty  was le f t  a live . H e  
had been to rtu re d , fo r  no good reas
on. T h e  t r a i l  boss, ow ner o f the herd , 
had been suspected o f hav ing  a cache 
o f g o ld  a long as w e ll, th o u g h  w h y  any  
m an o u t o f Texas w o u ld  be suspect
ed o f hav ing  go ld  was a th in g  be
y o n d  sane com prehension.

T h a t had been the cause— or the  
excuse. N o w  one m an was le ft .  S leep
in g  uneas ily , m uscles tw itc h in g , je r k 
in g . W h im p e r in g  in  h is  th ro a t.

A la m o  rode, eyes on the  herd, o r on 
th e  wagons, h is  eyes bleak. H e ’d been 
a fo o l to  b r in g  them  up here, k n o w 
in g  h o w  i t  was. A  weak foo l, once 
aga in , to  y ie ld  to  the en trea ties  o f  a 
wom an. H e re  was d isaster w a it in g  
fo r  them , and death. A n d  w o rs t o f  
a ll,  C h e rry  was w ith  them .

I t  was too  la te  to  tu rn  back.

E R E  W A S  a rounded k n o ll,  a 
h i l l  w h ic h  topped the m o n o to n y  

spread ro u n d  about it .  D iam ond  had 
d r iv e n  near its  base. C h e rry , r id in g  
a lone n o w  in  he r wagon, had chosen 
ins tead  to  d r iv e  to  the crest o f i t ,  had 
h a lte d  th e re  to  lo o k  about. The  sun 
show ed the  s ta ined and to rn  canvas 
in  a ll its  bleakness.

I t .w a s  h a rd ly  a sensible th in g  to  
do. T h e  h i l l to p  was v is ib le  across the  
m iles , the  w agon ,on i t  c lear to  be 
seen. A lam o , lo o k in g  to w a rd  i t  f ro m  
n e a rly  a m ile  away, saw how  i t  was 
o u t lin e d  there . H e caught a g leam , 

th o u g h  C h e rry  had paused to  lo o k  
I f f  h e rs e lf in  her l i t t le  m ir ro r ,  and i t

in  tu rn  had caugh t the  sun.
N o t sensible, in  a h o s tile  land. S t i l l ,  

w h a t d iffe re n c e  d id  i t  m ake, w ith  the  
dust o f the  herd  lik e  a p i l la r  o f c loud, 
o f f  a l i t t le  a t the  side? B u t  no p ro 
te c tio n  in  th a t c loud. I t  was no w o n 
der th a t she lik e d  to  ge t o f f  there , 
up w here  there  was a b i t  o f breeze 
and the a ir was clear fo r  a w h ile . 
N o w  the  wagon was m o v in g  on again, 
fo llo w in g  where D iam ond  and the 
chuck  wagon led.

T h e  cook had a ha rd  tim e, these 
days. I t  was a tes t .of gen ius to  serve 
up a n y th in g  eatable, and to  m ake i t  
pa la tab le  to tongues w h ic h  had know n  
scant v a r ie ty  fo r  w eeks was even 
harder. D iam ond occas iona lly  m an
aged it .

H e had va ried  h is stew s fro m  beef, 
w ith  ja c k ra b b it, p ra ir ie  ch icken , sage 
hens and antelope. T he  cowboys had 
a ided in  securing  the p rov is ions . H e 
had fo u n d  roo ts  w h ic h  to o k  the place 
o f vegetables. H e  had done h is  best, 
b u t he was sc rap ing  the  bo ttom  o f 
the  barre l.

N o w  R o lla  E ly  had sw u ng  over 
and was r id in g  a longs ide  C h e rry  s 
w agon again, the  tw o  o f  them  la u g h 
in g  and ta lk in g . A la m o  w a tched  w ith  
res igned  eyes. Once, lo n g  ago, he’d 
had dreams— w hen he was y o u n g  
enough and fo o l enough to  dream. 
N o w  he knew  be tte r. M aybe, seeing 
how  she sm iled  a t E ly  and laughed 
w i th  h im , seeing the d e vo tio n  w h ic h  
had been so d o g -lik e  in  R o lla  since 
the  f i r s t  day o f  the  d r iv e , i t  was b e t
te r  so.

R em em bering th a t m ound , lo n e ly  in  
the  lim it le s s  land , he kn e w  th a t i t  
w o u ld  be b e tte r fo r  h im  once the  end 
had come. T h a t w o u ld  se ttle  th in g s . 
B u t  he owed i t  to  C h e rry , to  R o lla  
E ly ,  to  the o the rs  w ho  had fo llo w e d  
h im  to  th is  la nd  to  do th e  best ha 
cou ld . T o  p u t u p  a good f ig h t .

T o m  D u n n in g  was as w e ll as ever- 
H e  bore a criss-cross p a tte rn  o f scars 
on h is  leg, b u t the  leg d id  n o t t ro u 
b le  h im , and h is  eyes w ere  a lig h t  w i th  
a n tic ip a tio n  o f w h a t was s t i l l  to  come. 
Lo ve  o f l i fe  and the hope o f i t  w e re  
som eth ing  w h ic h  d id  n o t eas ily  d o w n ; 
com m on sense m ig h t t e l l  you  one
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th ing ,, b u t hope took  no such answer,

TfT W A S  tim e to  stop. D iam ond  had 
u .  a lready  found  a place and was 

s ta r t in g  h is  f ire . T he re  w o u ld  be an
o the r h ou r o f d a y lig h t, fo r  the  clays 
had grown long. B u t w hen n ig h t came 
down, there  w o u ld  be no m oon. A n  
em p ty  la n d —-b u t how  long  w o u ld  i t  
con tin ue  em pty  in  the  dark?  T h is  
n ig h t?  A n o th e r  one? T h e  odds were 
a l l aga inst it.

D iam ond  had outdone h im s e lf to 
n ig h t, as though  th is  was a s o rt o f 
fe s tiv e  occasion, th is  n e a rin g  the 
end o f the  t r a i l— or as th o u g h  he had 
a fe e lin g  th a t th e y  had b e tte r eat and 
d r in k  v rh ile  they  cou ld , fo r  to m o rro w  
m ig h t be too late. A lam o  w ondered  i f  
the  la tte r  had been in  h is  m ind . T he re  
was a so rt o f w in t r y  hum or in  the 
cook’s eyes as he w a tched them  eat, 
b u t he o ffe re d  no exp lana tion .

I t  was R o lla  E ly ’s tu rn  to  r id e  
n ig h t  gua rd  fo r  the  f i r s t  h a lf  o f the 
n ig h t— E ly  and th re e  o thers, fo r  now  
the  w a tch  was doubled again. T h e y  
saddled up  and faded in to  the c lo s ing  
dusk, and the sparks fro m  the  cook 
f ir e  began to  fade. A la m o ’s patience 
waxed th in .

“ W e ’re close to  M is s o u ri,”  he said. 
“ A n d  b y  th a t same token , close to  
show -dow n— o f one so rt o r ano the r.”

“ I  kn o w ,”  C h e rry  agreed. She had 
come to  s it  on the w agon tongue  be
side h im , and the re fle c te d  gleam  o f 
the  d y in g  f ir e  made an e l f in  fan tasy  
o f her ha ir, b ro u g h t ou t the s o ft  v iv 
id  co lo r o f lip s  and cheeks. H e r  eyes 
seemed to  look  in to  the flam es and 
beyond, as i f  there  she m ig h t read the 
answer to- a r id d le .

“ A n d , w ha tever happens, A la m o —  
y o u ’ve done a g rand  jo b ,”  she added. 
“ I  w a n t yo u  to know  th a t I  app rec ia te  
i t . ”

“ E ve ryb o d y  has w o rke d  ha rd ,”  he 
said. “ T he re  hasn’t  been a q u it te r  
am ong them . I ’d hate fo r  them  to  get 
th is  fa r— and a ll fo r  n o th in g , o r worse 
than  th a t.”

“ I  know ,”  C h e rry  agreed. She d id  
n o t l i f t  he r eyes fro m  the f ire . “ W h a t 
you  w a n t to  know  is  w h a t w e ’re go
in g  to  do, now . Y o u ’ve been v e ry  pa
tie n t, A la m o .”

He w a ited , and p re s e n tly  she spoke 
again.

“ In  the  m o rn in g ,”  she said. “ I ’l l  
t e l l  you. A l l  o f you. I — I  th in k  m y 
p lan  w i l l  w o rk .”

/ 1 7 /

M  L A M O  L A Y  on h is  b lanke t,
/ M i  b u t sleep d id  n o t come. He 

A . S L  tossed the  b la n ke t aside and 
stood up. O ld  h a b it d ic ta te d  th a t he 
catch  up a horse and c irc le  the herd, 
b u t instead he tu rn e d  and set o u t on 
fo o t ;  he fe l t  l ik e  w a lk in g . O f f  a quar
te r  o f a m ile  was a d a rk  b lo t, w here  
a fe w  trees c lu s te red  about a b ig  rock. 
I t  was p a r t ly  in s t in c t  w h ic h  le d  h im  
th a t w ay. I f  there  w ere  any p ro w le rs  
s p y in g  on the  camp, th e y  w o u ld  f in d  
th a t a l ik e ly  course.

H e  neared the  sm a ll g rove, and 
n o th in g  s t ir re d , no fa lse  sound was 
on the n ig h t.  L o n g  s ilence  was a he r
itage  o f the land . S ilence, lon liness, 
and em ptiness. T h e  th in g s  w h ic h  had 
f i l le d  h is  li fe .

H e  paused, and then  he heard i t — 
a s o ft vo ice  fro m  the  fa r  side o f  the 
grove. H is  scalp p r ic k le d , fo r  he 
knew  th a t vo ice. I t  was C h e rry ’s.

W h a t was she d o ing , ta lk in g  to  
some one o u t here, a t th is  hour? R o lla  
E ly ?  T h a t cou ld  be, o f course. B u t 
w h y  go to  a l l th is  tro u b le  fo r  a secret 
m ee ting , w hen th e y  c o u ld  ta lk  u n d is 
tu rb ed  at a lm ost any tim e  th e y  chose, 
and w ith o u t  e x c it in g  susp ic ion?

I t  was a m an’s vo ice  w h ic h  an
swered, fa in t ly  fa m ilia r ,  y e t no t 
q u ite  so. N o t E ly ’s; n o r d id  i t  be long 
to  anyone o f the crew . A la m o  was 
closer, now, m o v in g  a round  the edge 
o f the trees, c a re fu l to  m ake no noise. 
H e had no qualm s about evesd ropp ing  
in  such a s itu a tio n , T h o u g h  he wa3 
b a d ly  puzz led  th a t C h e rry  shou ld  be 
in vo lve d  in  any such m eeting.

H e cou ld  hear w o rds , now — but 
o n ly  enough to  d is tin g u is h  abou t h a lf 
o f th e m ; n o t enough to  make sense. 
H e  s ta rted  to  move nearer, and the 
vo ices stopped, and he froze .

B u t  th e y  had n o t heard  h im , n o r 
been alarm ed. T h e y  w ere  separating, 
C h e rry  tu rn in g  to  r id e  back to  the 
wagons, the  o th e r m an  fa d in g  in to  
the  n ig h t in  the  oppos ite  d ire c tio n . 
H e  had come ju s t  to o  la te  to  re a lly  
le a rn  a n y th in g .
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She w o u ld  e xp la in  e v e ry th in g  in  
the m o rn in g , o f course. B u t  he co u ld  
n o t p u t dow n  the new unease w h ic h  
was in  h im , the  new  susp ic ions fe s 
te r in g  in  h is  m in d .

M O R N IN G  a llaye d  h is  susp ic ions 
som ewhat. T he  d a rk  a lw ays 

had a w a y  o f m a k in g  b la ck  im a g in in g s  
w orse , o f d is to r t in g  a sane m ind . B y  
d a y l ig h t  he was able to  cast i t  aside. 
C h e rry  was m ore c h e e rfu l lo o k in g  
th a n  he had seen her since th e y  had 
le f t  th e  Red, T h e re  was added c o lo r 
in  he r cheeks, a spark le  o f exc ite m en t 
in  h e r eyes.

She ca lled  h im s e lf and E ly , once 
th e y  had th e ir  breakfasts  stacked on 
t in  p la tes, and th ey  w e n t a l i t t le  
aside w i th  her. N o w  she was g o in g  to  
t e l l  th e m  a t lo n g  last. A la m o  w o n 
dered i f  she w o u ld  te ll also about th a t 
m e e tin g  la s t n ig h t. I f  she d id , he ’d 
k n o w  d e f in ite ly  th a t the re  was no rea 
son to  d is tru s t her.

“ A la m o , yo u  rem inded  me la s t 
n ig h t  th a t w e ’re g e tt in g  close to  M is 
s o u r i,”  she said a b ru p tly , “ A n d  I  
p rom ised  b o th  o f you, be fo re  we ever 
s ta rte d  on th is  t r ip ,  th a t I  had a p la n  
in  m in d  w h ic h  I  th o u g h t w o u ld  in 
sure  us g e tt in g  sa fe ly  th ro u g h  to  m a r
ke t. I  k n o w  y o u ’be been w o n d e rin g , 
a l l  a long , w h y  I  never to ld  e ith e r o f 
you , w h o  are m ost concerned. I t ’s been 
good o f  you  to  take me on fa ith . ”  

R o lla  E ly ’s face lig h te d  a l i t t le .  
“ Shucks, C h e rry ,”  he p ro tes ted . 

“ W e ’ve kn o w n  yo u  had a good reason, 
and th a t was enough fo r  us.”

Speak fo r y o u rs e l f ,  E ly ,  A la m o  
th o u g h t,  b u t he said n o th in g  a loud . 
C h e rry  w e n t on.

“ Y o u ’re g o in g  to  have to  t ru s t  me 
ju s t  a l i t t le  lo n g e r— i f  yo u  w i l l .  I ’m  
m ore  c e rta in  th a n  ever th a t  we’re go 
in g  to  ge t th ro u g h  a ll r ig h t .  B u t  I  
t h in k  th a t  ou r chances w i l l  be b e tte r 
i f  y o u ’re w i l l in g  to do as I  say, on 
fa ith ,  and w ith o u t  k n o w in g  too m uch  
abou t i t .  M aybe th a t sounds fu n n y , 
b u t th a t ’s the w a y  i t  seems best to  me. 
I  th in k  y o u ’l l  understand , and ap
p rove , be fore  the  week is  out.”

She looked  a t bo th  o f them  now , a 
l i t t le  c h a lle n g in g ly , red  lip s  c u rv in g  
in  a p rovoca tive  sm ile. A la m o ’s face 
was unch ang ing . H is  susp ic ions o f  the  

.n ig h t  w ere  back w ith  added fo rce , b u t

the re  cou ld  be no p r o f i t  in  te l l in g  he r 
w h a t he knew , n o t w hen  she d id  n o t 
choose to  te ll.  I f  she w a n te d  to  de
ceive them , she cou ld  s t i l l  f in d  the  
w a y  to  do it .

E ly  had sw a llow ed  the  b a it w ith o u t 
a doub t. “ Sure, C h e rry ,”  he said. 
“ A n y th in g  you  say’s a ll r ig h t .  W h a t 
do yo u  w a n t us to  do?”

“ I t ’s f a ir ly  s im p le ,”  she exp la ined . 
“ A n d  I  c e r ta in ly  app rec ia te  the w ay 
you  boys are w i l l in g  to  t ru s t  me. 
W h a t I  w ant, R o lla , is fo r  us to  d iv 
ide the  herd up  today— since we each 
ow n a h a lf  o f i t ,  i t  w o n ’t  be necessary 
to  t r y  and d iv id e  i t  b y  b rand , o r any
th in g . M e re ly  s p l it  i t  in  tv /o . Y o u  
take y o u r boys and y o u r  bunch and 
go on ahead. W e ’l l  w a it  here u n t i l  
a long  in  the a fte rno on , th e n  fo llo w .”

P uzz lem ent was on E ly ’s face now . 
In  some circum stances, the re  co u ld  be 
m e r it  in  tw o  herds, and he co u ld  see 
th a t. B u t here, w here  th e ir  every 
m ovem ent was c e rta in  to  be know n, 
w here  tro u b le  was sure to  lie  a th w a rt 
th e ir  t ra i l,  i t  looked d a n ge rous ly  l ik e  
f o l ly  to  s p lit  th e ir  fo rces in  tw o . T h a t 
w o u ld  o n ly  m ake i t  easier fo r  th e ir  
enemies.

T h e re  was puzz lem ent, b u t s t i l l  no 
doubt. E ly  hes ita ted  a m om ent, nod
ded.

“ W h y , sure, C h e rry , i f  th a t’s a p a rt 
o f  the  idea,”  he agreed. “ W e ’l l  do 
i t . "

C h e rry ’s vo ice, fo r  th e  f i r s t  tim e, 
sounded a l i t t le  s tra ined , her vo ice  a 
l i t t le  trem u lous . She la id  he r hand on 
E ly ’s arm  fo r  a m om ent.

“ T h a t ’s a p a r t o f i t , ”  she said. “ I  
— I  hope th a t e v e ry th in g  w o rks  ou t 
a ll r ig h t .  I  th in k  i t  w i l l . ”

She looked a t h im  new , fo r  the 
f i r s t  tim e. “ W h a t do y o u  th in k  o f  it ,  
A la m o ? ”

“ I t ’s yo u r scheme,”  he said s h o rt ly . 
“ I  hope i t  w o rks . A n y w a y , i t ’s our 
o n ly  chance.”

H e r  sm ile b rig h te n e d  a l i t t le .
“ I t ’s a w fu l ly  good o f  you— b o th  o f 

y o u ,”  she said. “ Y o u ’re  le t t in g  y o u r 
b reak fas t get cold, A la m o .”

I T  W A S  E ly  w ho exp la ined  the 
new  p lan  to  the crew , as they  

w ere  f in is h in g  th e ir  b reakfas t. A lam o  
saw the  b lank  looks on th e ir  faces as 
th e y  w a ited  fo r  m ore, fo r  the  reason
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for all this. When it was not forth
coming, he saw the mounting suspi
cion take the place of blankness. 
There was something funny here, 
something sinister—to divide their 
forces, just when a united front was 
most of all necessary.

They looked at Alamo, and when he 
merely gave the order to split the 
herd in half, he could see the 
thoughts passing through their minds. 
But they were all caught in the same 
tran, and they knew it as well as he 
did. It would take a miracle to get 
them through in safety, and if there 
was to be no miracle they were lost 
already.

The scanty stock of supplies was 
divided, part being loaded into Cher
ry’s wagon. Ely would take the chuck 
wagon, and his men would miss Dia
mond’s cooking, particularly since 
Biscuits was no longer with them. 
But in any case it would not be for 
long. There was added grimness in 
that thought.

Diamond would ride a horse, be
tween stops. Since the herd was al
ready strung out of its own accord, 
it was easy enough to split it roughly, 
leaving the half to graze unmolested. 
Alamo and his own men, now down 
to a dozen, sat and watched the others 
draw slowly away, moving toward the 
horizon—going on to Missouri.

Cherry sat in the wagon and 
watched them too, then went inside 
as though she could not bear the 
sight. One of the men swore, and 
turned to eye the horizon in other 
directions with suspicion. He looked 
back at Alamo, and the bleakness in 
his face was not encouraging. The 
hope that had been with them only 
the evening before was gone out like 
a candle in the wind,

S \&S

TWICE, while they loitered 
there, Cherry came out of the 
wagon and started toward Ala

mo. Twice she halted indecisively and 
turned back, and now there was some
thing in her face which had not 
shown there before. As if, now that 
the thing was done, she felt qualms, 
but could not decide on a change.

Alamo watched her, his face wood
en. He did not ride across to talk to 
her. A little after the sun had reached 
its zenith, he waved his arm, and the 
half-herd remaining—still a vast 
bunch—was urged into motion. A new 
leader had to be found, since the steer 
which had taken that place after the 
death of the other leader, was up 
ahead now, with Ely’s T bunch.

Dust was still visible where the 
others moved, but they were out of 
sight. Riding hard, men could over
take them in an hour or so. But it was 
their job to move with these cattle, 
and, like them, probably to the 
slaughter, Alamo reflected—all alike 
as dumb beasts.

So far, there had been no sign of 
trouble, neither here nor up ahead. 
But now the weather was changing 
again. There was the threat of rain, 
and the oppressive, muggy heat of the 
afternoon was a good indication of 
storm.

It held off, however, until they 
made camp again and supper was out 
of the way. It was a silent meal, in 
contrast to the jollity which had pre
vailed the evening before. Men ate, 
eyeing the sky, the darkening hori
zon and one another, with anxious 
eyes. Alamo more than once caught 
Cherry looking off where the other 
herd had gone, with that same look in 
her eyes.

But she said nothing. No one did. 
But friends were somewhere up 
ahead—Texan men, neighbors of the 
long trail. The two outfits had gotten 
along remarkably well together.

Now the storm was building up, 
There was an itch of curiousity in 
Alamo as to how Ely might be fare- 
ing. He would have liked to prowl 
again tonight, even though his sleep 
had been brief and troubled the night 
before. To ride and see for himself. 
But the cattle, knowing now that they 
were divided, and with the storm at 
hand, were doubly restless. Every 
man would have his hands full here 
tonight.

The sudden dark was upon them 
as the black clouds rolled overhead 
and broke in a splashing welter of 
lightning and rain. For half an hour 
there was a continual crash as of 
heavy artillery, and only the fact that
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the herd was bewildered kept it from 
breaking into a run. They huddled to
gether, as if anxious to stampede but 
almost afraid to do so.

Rain lasted another hour. There 
would be no dust tomorrow. The air 
rolled fresh and sweet with its wash
ing, the muggy heat had gone out of 
it. That was a relief, and Alamo was 
dog-tired now. He slept, and the men 
on watch reported no disturbance for 
the night.

There was encouragement in that. 
New hope again with the new day. 
They got under way, glad to be free 
of the choking dust. Two or three men 
were whistling—Dixie. Others took 
it up.

Midday, and the sun shone hot 
again. Now it looked down on what 
had been the bed-ground for the 
other herd the evening before. That 
was easy to tell, for a herd left its 
mark, which even rain could not read
ily wash away. But here were other 
signs of where the herd had bedded 
—ominous signs.

A LAMO, scouting ahead, sighted 
them and rode faster. Rock, 

coming along on point, saw and 
joined him. The wagon was behind the 
herd today.

For a long moment the two men sat 
their horses in silence, looking down. 
Here it was. All the suspicions, the 
fears of yesterday come true. Here 
was the end of the trail for half the 
men who had ridden up out of Texas, 
for those who had gone on ahead with 
Rolla Ely only the day before.

The washed-out ashes of the cook 
fire could still be seen. Sprawled 
partly in them was Lynch, who had 
been named as cook in the place of 
Biscuits. There were three bullet 
holes in his back.

Off a little way was Pitt, who had 
been a cheerful man and fast with 
a gun. A charge of buckshot had 
struck him, nearly blowing his head 
off from his shoulders.

The others were there—scattered 
about as they had died. And the herd 
was gone.

It had happened, of course, when 
the thunder storm had struck. That 
had afforded perfect cover for the 
attack, and the steady rumble of it

had drowned all sound of the gun
fire, so that, back at the other camp, 
they had heard no distant echoes of 
the slaughter.

For that was what it had been. A 
slaughter, men jumped suddenly and 
slain without a chance. Their pos
tures showed that they had tried to 
put up a fight, but had had no chance. 
Alamo saw the look on Rock's face, 
and the old bitterness was stronger 
in him.

Others of their own crew were 
starting to come up now, taking a 
look. One or two swore, in strangely 
husky voices. Mostly they merely 
looked in a dreadful silence.

This was the sort of thing which 
had overtaken others on the trail. Al
most everyone who had been brave 
enough, or foolish enough, to come up 
from Texas. Disaster.

Alamo dismounted, leaving his 
horse to stand. He started moving 
from dead man to dead man, looking 
more closely. There was no sign of 
Rolla Ely, so far. Off at some dis
tance, however, were two or three 
dark blotches in the grass. Some men 
had been riding night-herd when 
death had overtaken them.

Rock had swung off that way, on 
horseback. He came back, reporting 
the names of the dead. Ely was not 
among them.

Hope had almost died in Alamo, 
that he might find even one man alive. 
Now he knelt down suddenly. Here 
was Ira Knapp, and he moaned fee
bly, calling for water. One man who 
had been left for dead—as was easily 
understandable.

He had not less than three bullet 
holes in him. Most of the life had 
run out of him. It would all be 
drained before the day was done. But 
they brought water and did what they 
could, and presently he drank a lit
tle, choking, and managed to raise his 
head at sight of friends.

“They jumped us—just at dark,” 
he whispered. “Didn’t give us a 
chance. Must have been fifty of ’em 
—at least. One was Pinto. Another 
feller had black hair—with a streak 
of white runnin’ down the middle.”

The same old story. Only here was 
a new and ironic twist. A new varia
tion of the double-cross. Alamo could
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not doubt it any longer. These men 
had been murdered, their half of the 
jjerd taken. But though the force was 
stnple to swoop down upon them and 
repeat, though they had been amply 
close, and though the outlaws could 
not have failed to know of them, noth
ing had happened to the southern 
half of the herd.

Rolla Ely, who loved Cherry, had 
heen sent ahead with his men to die— 
sent as a sacrificial offering. The 
mockery of it made a laugh rasp 
deep in Alamo’s throat. Fie choked on 
it, and clamped his lips tightly. Here 
was nothing to laugh about!

“We didn’t—have a chance,” Knapp 
repeated. Fie sighed, and closed his 
eyes.

Rock was looking about, nodding 
his head, his lips moving a little. He 
turned a puzzled face toward Alamo.

“Twelve,” he said. “But Ely ain’t 
among ’em.”

IT WAS true. Alamo hadn’t 
thought of that before, shocked as 

he had been by it all. Twelve dead 
men. Eleven had ridden with Rolla 
Ely, twelve in all. But Rolla Ely was 
not here.

Fie started again, looking more 
carefully. It had been a hasty inspec
tion before. The fifth man that he 
found now was the stranger. He was 
dressed like any of the others, and he 
lay partly on his face in the grass, so 
that Alamo had not noticed the dif
ference at the first. Moreover, he had 
died most unpleasantly—more so than 
had appeared at the first casual look.

At least half a dozen bullets had 
made a sieve of him, from both front 
and back. And there was something 
else which no bullet had caused. A 
knife wound, as though a Bowie had 
been flung by an expert, into his 
back. Then casually retrieved by the 
owner.

They turned him over. A youthful 
enough face, which looked as if it 
had known how to laugh—in the long 
ago. A short, fine beard covered it, 
and blood was matted in this now.

One of the outlaws, apparently. But 
killed like the others, and from all 
appearances, by those of his own 
bunch. That was a little queer.

There was something else about

him, but Alamo couldn’t place it. A 
faintly familiar look, as though once, 
somewhere, long ago, he had seen this 
man before. Which might have been. 
Plenty of men had come up from 
Texas. Some of them had joined with 
this legion of lost men.

The sound of wagon wheels reached 
them and they turned, a little guilt
ily, as though all this was something 
of which they should be ashamed, to 
let a woman see it. It was a picture 
of such awful carnage—and these men 
had been their comrades and all the 
way up from Texas. All the way to 
yesterday, and last night they had 
died, alone.

The certainty that they too, would 
have died in the same way if they 
had been here, did not alter it. These 
men were dead, while they still lived.

CHERRY was urging her horses 
faster, a dreadful anxiety on her 

face. It had gone white and bloodless, 
but she came on, steadily. Then she 
stopped, and got down, climbing over 
the big wheel. Tom Dunning hurried 
to help her.

Her lips were strangely stiff as she 
thanked him. The men looked at one 
another, helplessly. She stood for a 
moment, looking about, and then cov
ered her face with her hands. Din
ning spoke, a little unsteadily.

“We—we ain’t found no sign of 
Rolla Ely. He ain’t here.”

Cherry lowered her hands, and 
looked at him, and then she turned 
and looked at Alamo. The look in his 
face seemed to chill her.

“Oh, it—it’s dreadful—horrible,” 
she gasped. “I—I didn’t th-think— 
that anything like this w-would hap
pen!”

She’d have to say that, of course. 
But it didn’t sound convincing in 
Alamo’s ears. She came a little closer, 
and looked down at Ira Knapp, who 
had just died. She moved a little, and 
saw the stranger, and stared at him 
with the same strange and dreadful 
intensity, Alamo thought for a mo
ment that she was going to faint, 
but she did not. She turned instead 
and stumbled back toward her wag
on, and Tom Dunning went to help 
her.

“Unhook the horses,” Alamo in
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s tru c te d  h im . H e  gestured to  the  
o thers. “ W e ’l l  s top long  enough to  
b u ry  them .”

R o ck  looked  a t h im  then, c u r io u s ly  
in te n t,  and the o the rs  w ho  had come 
u p  seemed to  ape it .

“ A n d  th e n ? ”  R ock  asked.
“ T h e n  we keep go ing ,”  A la m o  said 

g r im ly .
T he re  was a s lo w  nod d ing  o f heads. 

A n d  som e th in g  m ore. S usp ic ion  had 
b£sn d r iv e n  out, fo r  a l i t t le  w h ile , in  
th e  g re a te r shock o f the  th in g . N o w  
m en w e re  th in k in g  aga in— p u tt in g  
tw o  and tw o  toge the r, inescapably. 
H o w  the  herd, the crew , had been 
d iv id e d , the  day before , and these m en 
sent on ahead— to  th e ir  death. T h e  
fa c t th a t n o th in g  had happened to the  
re s t o f them — ye t.

H e  had seen susp ic ion  b e g in n in g  
to  m o u n t the  day before , w hen the  
s trange o rd e r had been issued. N o w  
i t  was back w i th  c ru sh in g  force . A  
b lack  and u g ly  doub t in  m en’s m inds, 
w h ic h  th e y  hated, and fo r  w h ic h  th e y  
th e y  ha ted  themselves. Y e t a doub t 
w h ic h  pers is ted  and grew , fed by the  
th in g  w h ic h  had happened here.

D o u b t o f th e ir  em ployer. O f a w om 
an w ho  issued strange orders, b u t 
d id  n o t e x p la in  them . W h o  had sent 
the m an w ho loved her ahead w i th  
these o thers. T o  w h a t so rt o f a fa te , 
God a lone knew . T he  fa c t th a t he was 
n o t am ong the dead was sm all rea
son fo r  encouragem ent.

T h e y  a l l knew  R o lla  E ly — knew  h is  
s im p le  honesty  and in te g r ity ,  and 
th a t he w o u ld  n o t desert h is  men to  
save h is  ow n sk in . N o r w o u ld  he be 
p a r ty  to  any scheme w h ic h  w o u ld  sac
r i f ic e  them . W ith  R o lla  E ly , you  
co u ld  be sure o f tha t.

A n d  i t  was k n o w n — too w e ll know n  
— th a t these b o rd e r w o lves som etim es 
to o k  p risoners , t r a i l  bosses, ow ners, 
m en o f im portance . Some men ju s t  
w ere n o t lu c k y  enough to d ie  in  s w if t  
b a tt le  o r ambush.

T h e y  made a com mon grave. T he re  
in  w h a t am ounted to an a lien  and a 
h o s tile  land. T he  m en hesita ted  w hen 
th e y  came to  the  s tranger, as to  
w h e th e r o r n o t he shou ld  be placed 
w i th  these m en fro m  Texas. I t  was 
A la m o  w h o  decided tha t.

“ W h y  no t? ’ he said. “ H e died w i th  
them — and l ik e ly  he feels ak in  to

them , co n s id e rin ’ .”
C h e rry  had come o u t aga in, h e r face 

v e ry  pale. H e ja w  he r lo o k  up  at h im , 
b u t now  lie  cou ld  te l l  n o th in g  fro m  
h e r face. She tu rn e d  about and w e n t 
back to  he r wagon, s tu m b lin g  a l i t t le .  
N o w  no one o ffe re d  to go w i th  her, 
n o t even D u n n in g .

T h e  th in g  was done, and the  c a ttle  
p rodded  on to the move aga in . O n to  
w h a te ve r la y  ahead. W ith  the  w agon 
w heels  c re a k in g  a m o u rn fu l d irge , f i t  
accom panim ent fo r  the g r im  th o u g h ts  
ru n n in g  th ro u g h  every head.

T H IS  W A S  the  s trangest p a rt o f  
the  t ra i l.  A  so rt o f a n ti-c lim a x , 
as though  the w a r gods m ocked. 

I t  was a b e a u tifu l land  in  its  o u tw a rd  
seem ing, w ith  e a r ly  sum m er lik e  a 
gossamer v e il across i t .  N o t fa r  be
yond , now  were tow ns  and c it ie s  and 
the se ttle d  c o u n try , and the  th in g  
ca lled  c iv iliz a t io n . H e re  was the tu r 
b u le n t land, b u t they  m oved u n 
tro u b le d  and unm olested, w h ile  the  
land  rem ained em p ty  and a fake  peace 
brodded  above it .

A n d  w i th  every passing m ile , te n 
sion m ounted, and susp ic io n  g re w  
b lacker. F o r E ly  and h is  c rew  had 
fo u n d  no such peacefu l passage.

I t  was la te a fte rn o o n  w hen  a coup le  
o f r id e rs  came ou t to m eet them , m en 
w ho  rode ca lm ly  and a p p a re n tly  w i th 
ou t fea r. B u t the re  was no b lu s te r in  
them , o n ly  a n a tu ra l in te re s t in  the  
herd. T h e y  dressed and looked  l ik e  
men o f the tow ns, and i t  w as soon ap
paren t th a t th a t was w h a t th e y  were.

“ Y o u  ro d d in ’ th is  o u t f i t? ”  one o f 
them  asked A lam o . H e nodded com 
prehens ive ly  to w a rd  the he rd , w a v in g  
a p u d g y  hand. H e w ore  s tee l-r im m e d  
spectacles w h ic h  gave h is  ro u n d  face 
a so lem n look.

“ I ’m  Carson,”  he added. “ B i l l  G ar- 
son, m y  fr ie n d s  ca ll me. T h is  is  Les 
Hill, m y pardner. W e ’re ca ttle  b u y -
CTb.

A la m o  shook hands, in tro d u c in g  
Rock, who was w ith  h im .

“ Y o u ’l l  w an t to  ta lk  w ith  the boss,”  
he said. “ She’s back th e re  in  the 
w agon.”

H e observed th a t n e ith e r  man
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seemed su rp rise d  a t th is  in fo rm a tio n . 
I t  was as th o u g h  i t  w ere the  m ost 
n a tu ra l th in g  in  the  w o r ld  th a t a he rd  
shou ld  be owned b y  a wom an, th a t she 
shou ld  accom pany the  d r iv e  in  p e r
son. O r  as i f  th e y  had heard  a ll about 
i t  a lready.

"B e  g lad  to ,”  Garson agreed. He 
g rim aced a l i t t le ,  re m o v in g  h is  
glasses and p o lis h in g  them  w ith  a 
blue bandana. “ N o t m any c a ttle  come 
up here any m ore, fo r  honest buyers 
to  ge t a chance at. W e  sure w a n t a 
chance a t these.”

“ T h e re  was ano the r h e rd  ahead o f 
us, yes te rday ,”  A la m o  o b s e r v e d ,  
w a tc h in g  the  e ffe c t o f h is  w o rds. 
“ D id  yo u  see i t ? ”

G arson shook h is  head.
“ N ope ,”  he denied. “ H e a rd  o f an

o the r bunch. Seemed i t  had been d is 
posed o f, ’ fo re  we go t w in d  o f i t .  
D o n ’t  re cko n  w e ’d have had a chance 
there, anyw ay.”

T h a t n o t too am biguous rem ark  
passed w ith o u t  com ment. T h e y  sw ung 
back to  the wagon, the  c a ttle  buye rs  
s h re w d ly  obse rv ing  the  he rd  as th e y  
w en t a long. H i l l  com m ented.

“ B e tte r  than  average, f o r  lo n g 
horns,”  he observed. “ Guess w e ’re in  
lu ck , f o r  once, B i l l . ”

“ A n y b o d y ’s lu c k  oug h t to  be good, 
once in  a b lue  m oon,”  Garson g run ted . 
“ M ebby o u r ’s is  chan g in ’ .”

A la m o  co u ld  no t q u ite  f ig u re  them . 
T h e y  had the  lo o k  o f honest men, 
w h ic h  was a ra r i ty  in  th is  co u n try , 
fro m  a l l th a t he had ever heard. Y e t 
i f  th e y  w ere  honest men, w h a t w ere 
th e y  d o in g  here? M ore  and m ore i t  
had the  lo o k  o f  a p re -arranged deal, 
in  w h ic h  th e y  had been a llow ed  to  go 
th ro u g h  because R o lla  E ly  and h is  
men, and h is  he rd , had been d e lib e r
a te ly  sa c rifice d . O f a ll the  end ings 
w h ic h  he had been prepared fo r ,  th is  
was the  m ost o u tla nd ish  and the least 
pleasant.

H E  C A T T L E  buyers d o ffe d  
th e ir  hats re s p e c tfu lly  to  C he rry , 

asked a fe w  p e r t in e n t questions. G ar
son rem oved h is  glasses to  p o lish  
them  again.

“ Y o u ’re lu c k y ,”  he said b lu n t ly .  
“ M ig h ty  lu c k y  to  ge t th ro u g h  a t a ll. 
A  lo t  o f ’em t r y  i t — m ig h ty  fe w  suc
ceed. B u t  som etim es the re 's  a com

b in a tio n  o f good m anagem ent and 
good lu c k  th a t w o rk  out. A l lo w  me to  
cong ra tu la te  y o u .”

S udden ly  he became b risk .
“ T h e y  lo o k  good. A n d  w e ’d lik e  to  

get them . W e ’ve g o t our c w £  f-rew, to  
take ’em o f f  y o u r  hands, i f  you  se ll 
to  us. A n d  w e ’l l  pay top  p r ice . T h i r t y  
apiece. T h a t about r ig h t ,  L es? ”

H i l l  nodded.
“ S u its  me,”  he agreed. “ Cash on 

the barre l-head .”
A la m o  f ig u re d  s w if t ly .  N in e ty  

thousand d o lla rs ! I t  was m ore  m oney 
th an  Texas had seen in  years. I t  
w o u ld  mean sa lva tion  fo r  the R io  
Ranch, new hope fo r  a l l o f Texas 
w hen the w o rd  spread th a t a he rd  
had g o tte n  th ro u g h . P ro v id in g , o f 
course, th a t th e y  ever m anaged to  
ge t back to  Texas w ith  the  m oney—  
and th e ir  lives.

T h a t was the catch. A n d  in  any 
case, the  sm ell o f th is  dea l seemed 
now  to  rise  to  h ig h  heaven. C h e rry  
was n o d d in g  acceptance.

“ I t ’s a deal,”  she said. “ W it h  tw o  
co n d itio n s . Y ou  take  them  over— n o w ; 
and h o ld  the  m oney fo r  us fo r  a fe w  
days, t i l l  we’re ready to  s ta rt  back.”

“Why, sure,”  G arson a g r e e d .  
“ T h e re ’s a tow n, up  ahead about th ree  
m iles. W e ’l l  have the bunch  there to 
n ig h t. A n d  you  can get such supp lies  
as you  need.”

T o w n ! The  w o rd  had a strange, a l
m ost m ag ica l sound. T h e re  had been 
no tow ns across th is  w aste o f land  
th ro u g h  w h ich  th e y  had come. E ve n  
the  fe w  rem ote tra d in g  posts w h ic h  
had been there be fo re  th e  w a r had 
van ished w ith  th e  lean years. I t  was 
in c re d ib le  th a t a to w n  shou ld  be so 
close.

A n d  E ly  and h is  c rew  had been 
w i th in  a few  hou rs  o f a l l th is  w hen 
d isaste r had s tru c k !

H i l l  sw ung  back, to  take w o rd  and 
re tu rn  w ith  th e ir  ow n crew , w ho  
w o u ld  take over the  herd . H e  rode, 
a p p a re n tly  w ith o u t  fear, and  th a t in  
its e lf  was s ig n if ic a n t.  G arson re 
m ained w ith  the  wagon, as ca ttle  and 
w agon again m oved ahead, and he 
added a w o rd  o f exp lana tion .

“ A s  I  reckon yo u  fo lk s  know , th is  
is  a m ig h ty  law less c o u n try ,”  he said. 
“ C o u ld n ’t  be m uch  worse, I  guess. 
B u t w e ’re t r y  in ’, hard , to  so rt o f
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clean things tip, so honest folks can 
go without bein’ in fear of their lives. 
Took: a lot of protestin’, hut we’re 
beginnin' to get some results. Soldiers 
arrived at the town, only this morn in’. 
You can see the diff’rence already. 
Reckon we’ve lost a couple dozen of 
our citizens in the last three-four 
days. They’ve pulled out for other 
parts.”

That could account for the confi
dence which they showed now in rid
ing abroad—or a part of it, at least. 
But the thing which had happened 
only last night was too close and too 
fresh to make this seem wholly true.

A ripple of excitment had run 
through the crew, at news that they 
would reach town tonight. Eagerness 
was in them, coupled with a vast dis
gust. There had been respect, even 
affection, up to the day before, when 
the big herd had been divided. All of 
that was as completely gone now as 
the men who had ridden with Ely.

IAMOND was driving, now. 
Cherry was back inside the 

wagon, busy about something. Prob
ably primping in anticipation of the 
town, Alamo reflected derisively. 
That was the way with a woman. In 
view of all the rest, it as the thing 
to be expected. He could see the same 
thought reflected in the faces of the 
othere. Even Tom Dunning’s face had 
lost some of its youthfulness in the 
last two days.

Now they could see the town, with 
barns and big corrals on the outskirts. 
A small town, with a number offalse- 
fronted buildings, many of them sa
loons. A town where their arrival was 
exciting more than passing interest. 
A Texas herd, coming in this way, 
was an event.

The cattle buyers crew were com
ing out to meet them now, to take over 
the herd. It still might be a trick, but 
Alamo didn’t think so. In any case, it 
was none of his business. He had done 
what he had. agreed to do. Here his 
responsibility ended. What happened 
from now on was no concern of his.

Garson swung back to the wagon. 
He polished his glasses once more and 
brought out a legal-looking document.

“Here's the contract, for everybody 
to sign, makin’ it legal all around, and

stipulatin’ that the money is waitin’ 
here in the bank in town,” he ex
plained. “And I expect you’ll be want
in’ a little hard cash for now, mebby. 
One of the boys brought out a thou
sand dollars,”

He opened a small, weighty sack, 
dipped his hand in it and held it up 
for all to see—silver and gold coins, 
gleaming in the sun. Eyes lighted 
avidly at sight of it. Not paper money, 
but real hard cash. It had really taken 
the sight of it to make them believe.

Cherry pushed aside the rear flap 
of the canvas, jumped lightly down 
to the ground. Eyes widened, nar
rowed a little again at sight of her. 
She had changed from the calico 
dress which she had been wearing for 
the last few days. But now she was 
dressed, not in any finery dug from 
chests and brought up from Texas, 
but in the same blue jeans and boots 
which she had been wearing that first 
day when Alamo had sighted her.

“That will be fine,” she agreed, and 
flashed a brief smile at Garson. 
"Where do I sign? Here?”

She wrote her name clearly, passed 
it across for Alamo and Rock to sign 
as witnesses. She handed the bag of 
coins to Alamo.

“I suppose the boys will be want
ing some money,” she said. “Pay them 
some, and take some for yourself. And 
some for Diamond to get a few sup
plies with, of course.”

“Don’t you want some of it?” Dia
mond asked. Amazement still gripped 
him.

“Not tonight," Cherry said briefly. 
She blinked rapidly for a moment, her 
face puckering like that of a small 
child, then it was cold and calm as his 
own again. “We’ve been lucky—more 
than we deserved. But I’ve still got a 
job to do.

^JIpHE HERD was s t i l l  moving— 
JSL away from them now, since the 

wagon had halted. The new crew was 
in charge, a score of men who quite 
plainly knew their business. The buy' 
ers, their part of the transaction com' 
pleted, were going back to town sS 
well, promising to be on hand wj 
anything was wanted in the next temt 
days.

The crew were gathered here «cs1?=
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eye ing the  m oney e xpe c ta n tly , eager
ly ,  th o u g h  some o f the su llenness 
v s s  s t i l l  in  th e ir  frees. A la m o  c o u n t
ed i t  o u t— in  g o ld  and s ilv e r  pieces.

"i'll g ive  tua  seven ty -five  d o lla rs  
apiece, to n ig h t,”  he said. “ M o re  w h en  
you ’re ready to  s ta rt back to  Texas.”  
l ie  hes ita ted , then, because he knew  
the eagerness in  them  and the  w eak
ness, and because he was t r a i l  boss, 
he added a w o rd  o f cau tion .

“ B e tte r  w a tch  it ,  boys. A  d o lla r  
w on ’t  buy  m uch here. D o w n  in  Texas 
i t ’ l l  lo o k  b ig  as a w ash-tub.”

C h e rry  had watched the  op e ra tio n  
in  s ilence . N ow , as they  s ta rted  to  
tu rn  away, she spoke.

“ I  suppose you  boys are p re t ty  
eager to  get in  to  to w n  and re lax  a 
l i t t le , ”  she said, “ and I  do n ’t  blame 
yon. I ’m n o t t r y in g  to  stop you. O n ly  
— w e ll,  I  was ta lk in g  to  M r. Garson. 
I t ’s w e ll kn o w n  around here th a t the  
ou tlaw s have a to w n  o f th e ir  ow n, 
o f f  about f if te e n  m iles  w est o f here. 
O f course, the re  are a lo t  o f  them  
there— and I ’ve no r ig h t  to  ask any 
o f you  to  r is k  y o u r lives again.

“ f tm  n o t d o in g  i t ,  e ith e r. O n ly —  
we’ve s t i l l  g o t some u n fin is h e d  bus i
ness there , don ’t  you  th in k ? ”

F o r a m om ent th e y  looked at her 
in  amazement. B u t  faces d id  n o t s o f t 
en S3 th e y  began to  get the  d r i f t  o f 
it .  T h e y  hardened instead. A n d  i t  
was M a r t in  w ho  answered, b lu n t ly  
enough.

“ W e  s igned on to  b r in g  th e  herd  
to  M is s o u r i— and th is  is i t , ”  he said. 
“ N ow  w e ’re th ro u g h . Come on, boys.”  

H e tu rn e d  to h is  horse, s ide
stepped a longside  i t  fo r  a m om ent as 
the cayuse moved s k it t is h ly ,  swung 
up in to  the saddle. T he  o the rs  were 
fo llo w in g  h is  exam ple. E ven  T o m  
D unn ing , th o u g h  he hesitated and 
looked back, once. T he n  th ey  were 
r id ing , fa s t, fo r  the tow n.

A lam o w atched  them  go. H e  sto le a 
look at C h e rry , and saw the h u r t  in  

tier face, the  s tee ly  g l in t  w h ic h  re 
placed i t  aga in  as she fo u g h t fo r  con
tro l, b it in g  he r lo w e r l ip  hard . T he re  
^’as a l i t t le  scorn in  her eyes as she 
glanced a t h im .

“ W e ll? ”  she dJasanded. “ A re n ’t  
y°u go ing  w ith  them ?”

Alam o hesita ted . T he b itte rn ess  
Vas deep in  h im , and, m ore th an  ever,

he knew  th a t he was a fo o l. A lw a y s  
?. man was a fo o l w hen he a llow ed  a 
w om an to  lead h im . B u t he shook h is  
head s tubbo rn ly .

“ W h e n  I  ge t ready,”  he said.
“ O f  course,”  she agreed. She 

lo oked  at h im  anew, he r eyes s o ft
ened l i t t le .  She opened h e r m outh , 
as i f  to  appeal, o r e x p la in — then  
closed i t  again. She tu rn e d  instead to  
her ow n saddled horse, sw ep t up th e  
re ins  and was in  the  sadd le and aw ay, 
a ll in  a m om ent. R id in g  west.

A la m o  ove rtook  her. She looked a t 
h im  w ith  scorn in  her eyes.

“ Well?"® she asked.
“ W h a t the d e v il are yo u  up to ? ”  

A lam o  rapped.
“ K o lia  E ly  is maybe s t i l l  a liv e ,”  she 

said. “ I — I ’d hoped th a t th e  o thers 
w o u ld  rem em ber th a t. A n d  th a t he’s 
one o f us. So lo n g  as he ’s a liv e — w e ll,  
I ’d ra th e r f ig h t— and d ie— than  touch  
a penny o f th a t m oney and go back 
to  Texas— rem em bering .”

She spurred  aga in, and fo r  a m o
m ent A lam o  sat and w a tched  her go. 
I t  was madness, and he was b e w il
dered and confused. She was go ing  to  
the  o u tla w ’s s tro n g h o ld , alone i f  
need be— and t h a t  was su ic id e — or 
worse, fo r  her. A n d  g o in g  w i th  h e r 
cou ld  o n ly  mean th a t i t  w o u ld  be 
su ic ide  fo r  h im . O f  a ll the  m ad ca
p r ic e  o f  the t ra i l,  th is  topped  i t  a ll.

E ven  w ith  the  c rew  b e h in d  them , 
th e y ’d have had l i t t le  enough chance. 
T he  c re w  had re fused to  fo l lo w  he r 
again. H e had made up h is  m in d  to  
the  same. B u t now , face set a l i t t le  
harder, he spurred  in  tu rn , o ve rta k 
in g  her. I t  was madness, b u t he m ig h t 
as w e ll be a fo o l to  the end.

CH E R R Y  looked s w i f t ly  up as 
he raced a longs ide  her, and as 
s w i f t ly  dow n again. A la m o  saw 

th t  h e r face was streaked w i th  tears. 
B u t she kep t r id in g ,  s te a d ily , in to  
the  sunset, n o t even lo o k in g  at h im  
again. R id in g  lik e  a rnan, w i th  a s ix - 
gun  b u ck led  about h e r w a is t.

B e h in d  them  was the to w n , o u t o f 
s ig h t now . W ith  so ld ie rs  the re , men 
w ho  had come to  b r in g  a b i t  o f  lav/ 
and o rd e r to  a la nd  he ld  in  renegade
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th ra lld o m . N o use to  appeal to  them , 
o f course. T h e y  w o u ld  have th e ir  o r 
ders, and i t  w o u ld n ’t  in c lu d e  su ic ide . 
T h a t was le f t  fo r  foo tloose  fo o ls  fro m
Texas.

H is  m in d  was confused, one p a r t  o f 
i t  b e lie v in g , the  o the r re fu s in g  to  ac
cept. T h e  evidence o f w h a t had hap 
pened, even to  them  g e tt in g  th ro u g h  
w ith o u t  a shadow o f  tro u b le , and the  
sale o f the he rd —th a t was th e  m ost 
dam aging  o f a ll. W h a t i t  added up  to  
was the  double-cross, and he had seen 
i t  w o rk e d  fro m  the s ta rt. So had the  
re s t o f the  crew .

Y e t w h a t C h e rry  was d o in g  now  
was co n trad itab le . M a k in g  fo o ls  o f 
m en— and som etim es even o f th e m 
selves. She v/as a g a lla n t l i t t le  f ig u re ,  
r id in g  west. H e knew  th a t he m us t be 
w ro n g , fo r  h is  m in d  ins is ted  th a t he 
was.

B u t  h is  h e a rt to ld  h im  th a t he was 
r ig h t ,  th a t C h e rry  was r ig h t .  S ince 
he was r id in g  w ith  her, i t  was easier 
to  be lieve. B u t even now  she d id  n o t 
o f fe r  h im  any exp lana tion .

T h e  even ings were long. B i r d s  
sang now  as the  l ig h t  so ftened  abou t 
them , the  p ra ir ie  was tra n s fo rm e d . 
H e re  was none o f the savage th u n d e r 
o f l ig h tn in g  and s to rm  o f  the  eve
n in g  before . Y e t men had d ied  and 
n o w  la y  b u rie d , o n ly  fe w  m iles  fro m  
here. A n d  th e y  tw o — w ild  m o cke ry  
as i t  a l l seemed—-were r id in g  to  
avenge them .

H e re  was m ore broken, ro u g h e r 
c o u n try , lo w  h i l ls  and a few  trees. 
A n d  a l l a t once, ro u n d in g  a shou lde r 
o f h i l l ,  they  m e t th ree  men r id in g ,  
jo g g in g  u n h u rie d ly . A lam o  co u ld  
see i t  in  th e ir  faces th a t th e y  w e re  as 
s ta rt le d  by th is  m eeting  as he was.

N E  O F  them  was P in to  P h ill ip s .  
P in to  w hom  he had fa ile d  to

hang w hen  he had the chance. T h a t 
had been a c o s tly  m istake. P in to  was 
s t i l l  th e  la u g h in g , dev il-m ay-ca re  ad
ve n tu re r, a l i t t le  be tte r fed, cons ide r
ab ly  b e tte r c lo th e d  than be fo re  o th e r
w ise n o t changed at a ll.  H is  p o c k 
m arked face showed su rp rise , th e n  a 
so rt o f  insolent, sureness as he s u r
veyed C herry .

P in to  was one o f the k il le rs  w ho  
had s tru c k  R o lla  E ly ’s c r e w  the  
n ig h t be fore , K napp , d y in g , had tes

t i f ie d  to  tha t.
H e had a l s o  m en tioned  another 

man, w ith  n ig h t b la ck  h a ir  and ^ 
s trea k  o f w h ite  in  it .  T h is  man rode 
in  the center o f the  t r io  now , and 
the  s ilv e r h a ir  gave h im  a strange 
and a rro gan t look . I t  was as though  
a b u lle t had scraped h is  scalp a t some 
tim e , and the  h a ir, re tu rn in g , had 
come in  w h ite .

T he  th ir d  m an was o rd in a ry  
enough. O n ly  the u pp e r h a lf  o f his 
r ig h t  ear was m iss ing .

I t  was P in to  w ho recovered h im se lf 
f i r s t .  He l i f te d  a hand in  easy sa
lu te , m ock in g  as a lw ays.

“ T h is  is a p leasure,”  he said. “ O ur 
lu c k  im proves, W h ite y .  T h is  is the 
g i r l  h e rse lf, C h e rry  Vegas. D id n ’t  I  
t e l l  you she was the  fa ire s t f lo w e r  o f 
Texas?”

“ Y o u  d id ,”  W h ite y  agreed. “ A n d  
fo r  once, you  d id n ’t  exaggerate . A n d  
th is  is  A lam o, I  suppose?”

“ W h o  else? H e ’s a lw ays at heel 
w here  she goes, lik e  a w e ll- tra in e d  
dog. B u t don ’t  unde res tim a te  h im , 
W h ite y .  H e ’s dangerous.”

W h ite y  shrugged.
“ I ’ve heard o f  A iam o , be fo re  ever 

I  d id  o f you, P in to ,”  he said.
T he re  was a m om ent o f  silence. 

E ven  the b irds , fu ll- th ro a te d  a fe w  
m om ents before, had sudd en ly  fa lle n  
q u ie t. I t  was C h e rry , une xpec ted ly , 
w ho  broke it .

“ Y o u ’ l l  be m o ck in g  w hen yo u  die, 
w o n ’t  you, P in to ? ”

F o r  ju s t an in s tan t, P in to  looked 
s ta rtle d . T he n  he sm iled  and bowed 
aga in.

“I hope so, fa ir  la d y ,”  agreed. “ T h a t 
is m y  am b ition . A n d  to  w h a t do we 
ow n the honor o f th is  v is it?  F o r  I  
assume, since you  w ere  r id in g  th is  
w ay, that, you  were com in g  to  see 
us?”

“ Y o u ’re r ig h t , ”  C h e rry  agreed. 
A n d  now  her face was as co ld , as 
washed o f em otion , as. A la m o ’s. “ I  
was h o p ing  to  m eet you— and W h ite y . 
I  w onder i f  yo u  cou ld  te l l  the  p la in  
t ru th ,  fo r  once.”

“ Is n ’t  she ch a rm in g ? ”  P in to  m u r
m ured. “ So d ire c t!  A n d  y e t so la d y 
lik e  ! W h a t is i t  you  w a n t to  know, 
sw eetheart?”

“ Is  R o lla  E ly  s t i l l  a liv e ? ”
“ E n t ire ly  so— fo r  the  present,
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Pinto agreed, “We’ve found it 
^oi'th-v/hile to keep him alive, for 

while. In fact, once we all get back 
f,0 town, I ’ll be happy to let you see 
for vorrself.’’

There was threat as well as promise 
jn- that. They had been a little 
gtartled at first, but their apprehen- 
§ion had vanished, now t h a t  they 
were satisfied that Cherry and Ala
mo were alone. It was plain to them 
than the crew had refused to come 
along. And the odds, as they saw it, 
were at least two to one.

Alamo they did not underestimate. 
He was watching them, silent, always 
dangerous. And Cherry had a gun. 
But they were three who lived by 
their guns, and they asked no better 
odds. They intended to take Cherry 
into camp with them, voluntarily or 
otherwise, but alive—and whether 
she rode of her own free will or un
der compulsion, it wou?id be all one 
in the end.

As for Alamo, the choice would be 
up to him, If he chose to give up his 
gun, he could probably come along, 
alive—for a while. That would suit 
their mood well enough. But they 
would just as soon kill him here.

“We intend to see,” Cherry told 
them. “But I doubt if we’ll go with 
you.”

“Oh?” Pinto’s brows arched. "And 
why not, charming lady?”

"I don’t like killers,” Cherry said 
flatly. “Nor double-crossers. And 
you, W h i t e  y—you double-crossed 
and murdered my brother, as well as 
killing the rest of Ely’s crew,”

She said it calmly, dispassionate
ly almost. Alamo flicked a startled 
glance at her. Her brother! Now he 
understood, and suddenly a new un
derstanding began to come to him.

H E HAD thought that the voice 
of the man with w h o m  she 

had conferred in the darkness, the 
other night, was somehow familiar. 
And he had been moved again to
day, looking on the face of the mur
dered outlaw who had been with 
Ely’s crew, with the feeling that 
somewhere, some time, he had seen 
this man. Now he knew. Dave Vagas.

Cherry had told him, back in Tex
as, that first day, that Dave was dead.

Nov/ he was beginning to understand 
that, too. Dave Vegas had been a hot
headed m a n. During th e  turbulent 
years of war, he had run wild, as so 
many others had done, Turning rene
gade,

Kis was a record, beyond doubt, 
which would keep him from ever re
turning to his home. C h e r r y  had 
classed him with the dead.

Yet Dave Vegas had been a Texan, 
and once a Texan, always a Texan. 
He might be forced to live here on 
this wild strip, but his loyalty would 
still be to his home and his people. 
Probably he had managed to send 
word back by some Texan whose life 
he had managed to save, word to 
Cherry, knowing how desperately 
hard-pressed she would be in these 
days of poverty.

It was all clear now, clear with the 
suddeness of sun coming up out of 
the night, Dave had promised her 
that, if she would bring a herd up 
here, he would meet her and arrange 
to get it safe through to market. Pro
bably he had been confident that his 
own lawless companions would do 
hat much for him and for his sister.

It was not a thing about which she 
could talk, of course. But Cherry 
had had no doubts. They had come 
up the long trail, and she had met 
Dave the other night, and the plan 
had been agreed upon.

Just why the herd was to be split, 
and Rolla Ely was to go on ahead. 
Alamo did not know. It had all the 
look of treachery, of deliberate dou
ble-cross. But now, though still not 
knowing why, he was as suddenly 
convinced that he, and all the crew, 
had been wrong there. Cherry had 
trusted her brother, and Dave had 
worked no double-cross. He had had 
some plan, probably some agree
ment with the outlaws, in mind. It 
was they who had double-crossed 
him.

The fact that Dave had been mur
dered last night was the final proof 
of that. Perhaps he had made some 
deal with these wolves which they 
had at first intended to keep. Even 
in the lowest men, there is always 
some remaining fibre of decency. 
Dave was an outlaw like themselves, 
and he had a sister.



60 BLUE RIBBON WESTERN

But Pinto had come among them, 
with some t a l e  of  treasure which 
they might as well have for them
selves—and lusting for vengeance on 
the whole outfit, Hs had persuaded 
Whitey and others to the double- 
cross, probably without too much ef
fort.

Apparently Dave had become sus
picious, particularly when a bunch of 
men had ridden out the evening be
fore. He must have gone along to 
try and stop them, or to hold them 
to their promise. The result had been 
that he died with the others. But at 
least he had died like a Texan, fight
ing to keep his pledge.

It was all clear enough to Alamo 
now-—now that it was too late to do 
any good.

THE ODDS appalled him, but not 
as they had done before. Whitey 

had colored a little at the charge 
which Cherry had flung at him. Now 
he shrugged.

“You’re right,’’ he said. “It’s the 
way we wolves live—by murder and 
the double-cross.”

His frankness seemed to amuse 
Pinto.

“Give the devil credit where it’s 
due,” he said. “It was my idea—and 
Whitey did insist on letting the rest 
of you go through unmolested. That 
wasn’t my idea.”

Whitey eyed him coldly, but after 
a moment he shrugged again.

“Next thing, we’ll be fighting, 
Pinto,” he warned. “That would be 
foolish all around.”

Somewhere, the man had been a 
gentleman, Alamo guessed. As well 
as a born leader of men. Like Dave 
Vegas, he had come clown the trail 
to this. But he was still a leader. Pin
to nodded.

“You’re right, Whitey,” he agreed 
“And I’m well enough satisfied, the 
way it’s working out.” Again he 
bowed mockingly to Cherry. “Did 
you say that you wantfd to visit our 
fair city?” he asked.

Cherry eyed him, saying nothing 
for the moment. It was the third man, 
silently watchful up to now, who 
spoke.

“We’ve palavered long enough,” he 
rasped. “Up with your hands, the

pair of you—and no foolin’.”
Here was the show-down. Alamo 

had been expecting- it. So far, none 
of them had made any false moves. 
All had been very careful to keep 
their hands safely back, for they 
knew what a sudden motion could 
precepitate. But Cherry and himself 
had to be disarmed, or killed, and 
the man with half an ear missing was 
of different temper from these oth
er two, and his patience had run out. 
Plainly, he had no doubt of the out
come.

Alamo would have preferred it oth
erwise, but Cherry was here, and 
there was no choice. And he knew 
her determination to be as great as 
his own. There was just one thing— 
and whether it was good or bad was 
not easy in such a moment to tell. 
The others would not readily shoot 
at Cherry.

The words were barely out of the 
other man’s mouth when Alamo went 
into action. He kicked his horse to 
make it buck-jump sidewise, allowing 
the reins to drop so that both his 
hands were free. And then, once 
again with that flow of motion which 
had bewildered others before now, he 
had not only the one visible gun in 
his hand, but both hands clutched 
guns—and both were bucking to the 
shock of exploding powder and rock
eting bullets as he brought them up.

S 2 i  y
HE ODDS were long, but he 
had lived by such odds of late. 
Some day, he supposed, he 

would die by them. But there was no 
feeling in him that this was the mo
ment.

He had first to concentrate on Pin
to, as a man of known danger. Next 
on the truculent owner of the half- 
ear. That would leave him wide open 
to the guns of Whitey, but war was 
that way. And this was war.

It was over with almost as quickly 
as it had begun. Such things usually 
were, in the very nature of things- 
Seldom was there a long, wild flurry 
of shooting, for the men on one side 
or the other were too good for that. 
Only tenderfeet and fools could a4'
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ford to waste powder.
There were still loaded shells in his 

guns, and bluish smoke sharp in the 
nostrils, made little waving tendrils 
from the hot muzzles of them. He 
was still in the saddle, and death had 
passed him by.

Alamo turned, and looked at Cher
ry, and he saw that there was a gun 
in her hand, too, and the smoke from 
it made a pattern with the rising 
plume from his own guns. And now 
he knew why Whitey’s one shot had 
gone wild, why Whitey had gasped 
and dropped his gun and clutched at 
his stomach, and then had folded like 
a jack-knife while his horse plunged 
wildly and tumbled him from the sad
dle. And all before either of Alamo’s 
guns had ever shifted toward him at 
all.

The cayuse of the half-eared man 
had run farther, with its burden drag
ging by one foot stil hooked in a 
stirrup, before the fallen reins had 
snagged in a tangle of brush and 
brought it to a trembling halt. Pinto 
alone still sat there, that mocking 
smile seeming graven about his 
mouth.

But his hands were empty, the 
guns having sliped from them as if 
a burden too great to be borne. And 
now Pinto opened hs mouth, but no 
words came. Instead, blood gushed 
suddenly from it, and he tried to 
raise a hand as if to check it, and 
again he failed. And so was de'ad.

Alamo looked at Cherry again, and 
now the red flush of battle had faded 
from her- face, replaced by a deadly 
whiteness. There was shock and hor
ror in her eyes as she looked on the 
trio who had so lately faced them, 
and Alamo spoke swiftly.

“Thanks for sidin’ me, Cherry. No
body could have done it better. And 
I reckon you’ve got an apology corn
in’. There were some things—I just 
didn’t understand.”

The words had a calming effect on 
her. After all, she was Texas-raised, 
not new to the border.

“You did rather well yourself, Ala
mo. And even if you didn’t under
stand—you came along with me.”

“I didn’t know about Dave, before,”

Alamo nodded, “Reckon this sort of 
evens for him.”

“Will you—get his foot out of that 
stirrup?” Cherry asked. “Before we 
go on ?”

So they were going on. He’d known 
it all along, of course. What they had 
learned here had only confirmed that. 
And nothing which had happened 
would shake Cherry’s resolution, 
where Rolla Ely was concerned. It 
had been a trap into which she had 
sent Ely, though she hadn’t guessed 
that. Nothing else mattered now but 
to make amends, if it could be done.

THEY RODE on, while the sunset 
faded and nght came down. It 

had been luck’s smiling face which 
was turned toward them in that last 
meeting, that only the trio had ridden 
together. But when a town with a 
hundred or more men in it was 
reached, they could hardly hope for 
such luck.

Possibly, by waiting for late night 
when the camp slept, they might ef
fect a rescue. There was a chance.

Here was a rolling country of easy 
gentle hills, a stream meandering 
through its tiny valley, soothed by 
its own hushed murmur. They were 
on a well-beaten road now, and 
around a bend the Ights of the out
law town shone from half a mile 
ahead. Outwardly, and in the half- 
light, it was like the other town had 
been, like any town on this turbulent 
border. Nor were its habitants at any 
pains to conceal it.

Now there came the moon, silver
ing the hills, golden here in the early 
summer night. And in the town itself, 
under this ample lght, there was more 
than the usual stir of activity. They 
could see it as they came closer—men 
moving about or lounging in the 
square at the center of the town. This 
square was flanked by a trio of sa
loons on one side, a big store opposite 
them, the ends of the street open. 
Hitching rails on either side accomo
dated only two or three saddled 
horses.

They left their owri horses, off the 
road and concelaed by brush and trees 
near the creek. With all the interest
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centering here in the square, it was 
easy to approach without attracting 
attention. And now they could see 
something of what was going on,

Rolia Ely was standing there, sur
rounded by a jibing ring of men. He 
looked spent, badly used. But he 
stood with head up and looked back 
on them like a Texas man. Off a lit
tle way stood the chuck wagon which 
had come up from Texas, the wagon 
which had gone on with the divided 
herd only the day before.

Alamo could tell that it was the 
same wagon, since he had seen it so 
often. Otherwise he would have been 
in doubt. The canvas top was off, the 
box had been lifted off the running 
gear. The wagon itself was in no shape 
to run, now or later. It looked as if 
it had been picked to pieces.

A man came out of one of the sa
loons, wiping at his mustache with 
the back of his hand. A little man, 
standing hardly shoulder-high to Ely, 
an incongrous figure here in this 
town. His huge, bristling mustache 
had the look of the frontier, but all 
the rest of him shrieked denial. He 
was beardless, and he walked with a 
mincing gait. His clothes were ele
gant, the garments of a man of Bos
ton or Baltimore, not of the land be 
yond the Mississippi. His boots were 
highly polished, free of dust.

The buzz of conversation died as 
he approached. Men watched him and 
looked expectantly to Rolia Ely, and 
they made way respectfully as the 
little man advanced. He wore no gun, 
outwardly at least. But there was no 
slightest question as to who was boss 
of this wild bunch.

He stopped in front of Ely, and his 
voice was velvet with politeness.

“You look tired, Mr. Ely,” he said. 
“Tired. Have che boys been a lttle 
rough?”

Ely did not answer. Ha straight
ened his drooping shoulders a little, 
and Alamo, with Cherry crouching 
beside him, felt her fingers close 
convulsively on his arm.

“Bring a chair for Mr. Ely,” the 
little man commanded. “Is this any 
way to treat guest? And no doubt 

: you’re hungry, You are hungry, are 
[you not?”

Still Ely made no answer. But 
chair was brought from one of fk* 
saloons, and he sank down on to j* 
And now, at the little man’s orders’ 
a meal was hastly brought him 
well—an excellent meal, served 0r, 
good dishes, all set on a tray. The 1 ,̂ 
tie man himself handed it to him.

“Eat,” he said. “Take your time. 
We’ll wait that long for the boys to 
get back. They would be disappoint- 
ed, otherwise.”

OLLA ELY hesitated, then he 
ate the meal. The crowd seemed 

to be enjoying it, as though this was 
understood to be preliminary to a 
better show. The little man returned 
to the saloon, and he did not reappear 
until Ely had finished the meal. Then 
he paused before him again.

“I hope you’re felling better now,” 
he said. “And in a more reasonable 
frame of mind.”

“It was good grub,” Ely acknow
ledged. “But I’ve, told you before, 
Jones, that you’re barkin’ up the 
wrong stump. And there’s nothin’ I 
can tell you.”

“Christopher Napoleon Jones,” the 
little, man corrected him sharply. 
“And think carefully, Mr. Ely. Pinto 
Phillips is very sure that your wagon 
contains that which is worth our 
while—but it is scarcely worth the 
price you put upon it. Perhaps the 
boys were a little playful—it should 
be a warning. Our patience is just 
about exhausted. There will be noth
ing playful in what is to come, I 
assure you, if you persist in refusal. 
Nor will we wait any longer for 
Pinto and Whitey. The boys, I need 
scarcely remind you, are getting im
patient.”

At this, a chorus of assent went up 
from the oddly patient crowd. There 
were nearly a hundred of them gath
ered here now, Alamo estimated—and 
it was plain that there would be no 
chance of helping Ely while they 
slept.

He had been trying to figure out 
a way to help Ely, but he could see 
no chance which offered any possibi
lity of success. They might, if it came 
to the worst, save him from torture 
with a mercy bullet. Which would be
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dubious sort of help, and would 
*fjng 'the pack down upon them in 
turn.

gly merely shrugged as Jones 
j0oked at him. Someone jerked the 
cliaii* suddenly our from under him, 
jje sat down heavily on the ground, 
started to get up, though better of 
jt, and remained sitting,

Jones stepped forward and kicked 
him sharply in the stomach, Ely 
grunted, his face twisting with pain, 
and Cherry, beside Aiarno, smothered 
a little cry. The little man’s face was 
suddenly contorted with fury.

“Get up !” he snarled. “Stand be
fore your betters!”

For answer, Ely spat, deliberately. 
On to one of the polished boots.

Alamo tensed. So did the crowd, 
while beside him, Cherry’s fingers 
bit deep into his arm. For an instant 
it seemed that Jones would leap upon 
his victim with both feet, or worse, 
Instead he drew hack a little, his 
twisted face grew calm again,

“We have tried to treat you as a 
gentleman, Mr. Ely,” he said. “To 
f$ep you every chance. You persist in 
a senseless refusal to tell us where 
that treasure is hidden. Even in the 
face of what Pinto Phillips has told 
us. But our patience grows thin. This 
is your last chance to speak. Short of 
compulsion. And if we use it:—”

He stopped, shrugged significantly. 
Ely looked at him, some flmg of 
amazement in his broad, good-natured 
face.

“I’ve told you before that we ain’t 
got no treasure,” ’ he said. “You’d 
ought to know that, same as you. 
should know that Pinto was just pure 
vindictive. Don’t you now that there’s 
nothin’ in Texas but beef? If there 
wifi, we’d never come to a country 
like this.”

'CHRISTOPHER Napoleon Jones 
J  drew a lacy white handkerchief 

'from his pocket and wiped his fee, 
■hist huge mustache, with it. Alamo 
decided that he probably believed 
Ely, but that, If anything, increased 
his resolution for what had been in 
his mind, and that of the crowd, all 
along. He pointed to the wagon, 

"Bring a wheel, boys,” he said.
A dozen of them sprang eagerly to

do his bidding, while a savage mur
mur of anticipation ran through the 
group. Here was the sadistic sort of 
cruelty of which too much had been 
heard, oven down in Texas.

The big wheel was brought, laid 
flat on the ground. At a gesture from 
Jones, half a dozen men grabbed Ely, 
picking him up, then laid him out on 
the wheel, face down, stomach un
pleasantly across the big hub, hands 
and feet wide apart on the rim.

“Get the hammer and spikes,” 
Jones ordered, “And take off his 
shoes.”

They were going to crucify him to 
tile wheel,

.X m  s
| I  I.AMO'S HAND.was on his 

/ l a  gun, but still with no very 
jA-sSlelcar plan of action in mind, 
The sensible thing would be to give 
Holla Ely a mercy bullet, to save two 
for Cherry and himself, and to kill 
as many of the others as possibles 
while insuring that they should not 
take them alive. It seemed the only 
way, in an impossible situation.

That this sort of thing was nothing- 
new among the wolves was shown by 
the swift preparations. Alamo had 
heard of men crucified in this land 
—some only tied to the big wheels, 
which were set rolling, then the men 
left to lie as the wheel might fall—• 
either upon the wheel, or with it 
resting upon them, there to linger 
until death brought a merciful re
lease. But not all were merely tied.

Spikes, a sledge-hammer, were be
ing brought. Ely tried to struggle, 
but was helplessly held. One of his 
boots was already being tugged off, 
flung aside.

And then Cherry was no longer be
side him. As Alamo realized that and 
looked about for her, he saw her 
walk boldly into sight, from down 
the street, start across the square. If 
he had ever doubted before that she 
was an actress born, he knew it now.

She Walked unhurriedly, head held 
high. And she was smiling—a bold, 
reckle# smile. She was not even 
glancing toward the wheel, nor the 
activity there. Instead she walked to
ward where Christopher Napoleon



64 BLUE RIBBON WESTERN

Jones stood w a tch in g , a l i t t le  to  the  
side.

She had said no w o rd . B u t  i t  was 
as th o u g h  a m agnetism  d re w  a l l eyes. 
M en  stopped w hatever th e y  w ere do 
in g , to  tu rn  and stare. Those grouped  
abou t E ly  stopped th e ir  task and 
s tra ig h te n e d  a l i t t le .  M o s t o f them  
deserted the w heel e n t ire ly  and 
tu rn e d  to  w a tch .

C h e rry  was s t i l l  w a lk in g  to w a rd  the  
l i t t le  man, her sm ile  a l l fo r  h im . A n d  
he v/as w a tc h in g  her w ith  bo ld , ad
m ir in g  eyes. T h e  business o f a m o
m en t be fore  v/as a ll bu t fo rg o tte n .

T h e y  knew  her, o r guessed th a t 
th e y  d id . A n d  th a t she had come to  
p a r le y  fo r  E ly ’s li fe .  T h is  v/as a l l 
the  s o rt o f show  w h ic h  th e y  en joyed .

A la m o  moved fast. H e c irc le d , d a r t
in g  across the  open end o f the  square, 
b u t the re  was no need fo r  cau tion . 
A l l  eyes now  were on C h e rry . T h e  
th o u g h t o f trou b le , here in  th e ir  ow n  
s tro n g h o ld , d id  no t come to  any o f  
them . T h e y  w ere lo s t in  amazed ad
m ira t io n  fo r  the  m om ent, and the  one 
m an w ho  had rem ained a t the  w hee l, 
to  gu a rd  E ly ,  was no lo n g e r in te re s t
ed in  h is job. He v/as ty in g  E ly ’s 
hands toge the r, w ra p p in g  the rope 
h a s t ily  about the r im  o f the  w h ee l 
its e lf ,  d o in g  even th a t m e chan ica lly , 
h is  eyes on the  o the r and m ore in 
te re s tin g  scene.

I t  c o u ld n ’t  last long. B u t  C h e rry  
was say ing  som eth ing, th o u g h  A la m o  
had no tim e  to  lis te n . F la t te ry  fro m  
a b e a u tifu l wom an cou ld  bedazzle any  
m an, a t least te m p o ra rily . Jones was 
bedazzled now , and the  o thers w ith  
h im .

A la m o  reached the w hee l, fo r  now  
the  re m a in in g  man had tu rn e d  away. 
M e n  stood n o t ten fee t away, th e ir  
backs to  h im , and A lam o  m oved b o ld 
ly .  A  slash o f  h is  k n ife  cu t the rope 
and as E ly  s tra igh tened  he th ru s t  a 
gun  in to  h is  hand, pushed h im  to w a rd  
one o f the  horses at the  near-by h itc h  
rack .

H e  knew  th a t C h e rry  w o u ld  k n o w  
how  th e y  were p rogress ing . T h is  le f t  
h im  n o w  w ith  o n ly  one gun, and A la 
mo lik e d  to  have bo th  hands f u l l  a t 
such a tim e . H e cou ld  s t i l l  see no  
w a y  o u t, b u t th e y  coud g ive  them  
a good f ig h t ,

O p e n ly  now , he moved up  to  th e

close-packed group , c ro w d in g  de libe 
a te ly . H is  hand reached dow n a,Tj 
em ptied a ho ls te r, and n o w  bo th  han(j 
were fu l l .  H e  stepped back a littl« * 
and h is  voice rasped l ik e  a d r i l l  Sar* 
geant’s.

“ T h e re ’s tw e lve  d if fe re n t  k inds  0f 
death here— fo r  w hoever v/ants n 
f i r s t ! ”  11

“ A n d  here’s six. m ore— you  li t t le  
to a d !”  C h e rry ’s gun  v/as in  her hand 
cove ring  the s ta rt le d  Jones, lik e  an 
echo to  A la m o ’s w ords. She darted 
fo rw a rd , was q u ic k ly  b e h ind  Jones 
her gun jam m ed hard  a t the  back of 
h is  neck, w h ile  the  o the rs  gaw ked in 
sheer amazement, and sw in g in g , saw 
them selves covered fro m  th ree  sides. 
F o r  E ly  had m oved fa s t too.

IT  W A S  the neatest t r ic k  th a t A la 
mo had ever seen, and there  had 

been p le n ty  in  th e  tu rb u le n t years. 
A u d a c ity  and e f f ro n te ry  had caught 
the w o lves f la t- fo o te d , b u t s t i l l  he had 
no rea l hope o f the  outcom e. T h e  odds 
w ere  too  great, and these men rode 
w ith  danger.

S t i l l ,  i t  gave them  a chance: The 
th in g  now  was to  keep m ov in g . You 
cou ld  do no less than  to  p la y  out 
y o u r s tr in g — p a r t ic u la r ly  w hen you 
had a wom an lik e  C h e rry  to  side you.

T h e  N apoleon in  Jones had w ilted  
lik e  a f lo w e r  in  the  fro s t. W it h  death 
a t h is  neck, the  man was an arrant 
cow ard.

R o lla  E ly  was in  poo r shape. The 
m is trea tm en t w h ic h  he had received 
fo r  hours on end, th a t v ic io u s  k ic k  in 
the stomach, had a ll taken  th e ir  to ll. 
B u t  the  meal he had eaten had helped, 
and now  he was buoyed up  by ex
c item en t and hope. H e  sw ung  his 
horse a longside A la m o  now , and he 
led  another horse as w e ll.

A lam o  needed no second in v ita tio n . 
H e sw ung to  the  saddle, c o n tro llin g  
the  uneasy cayuse w ith  one hand, 
keep ing  a gun c o n t in u a lly  on the 
crow d. T h e y  pushed c lose r to  Cher
ry , and she shoed the  q u a k in g  Jones 
to w a rd  them . N o t a w o rd  had been 
spoken.

E ven the  o u tla w s  s tood, hushed 
now , uneasy, b u t fe a r fu l fo r  th e if 
boss. W hat, happened th e n  wa£, n0* 
w h a t A lm o  had expected. E 1T
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e-gched ou t. H is  gun b a rre l cracked 
L jc iously aga ins t the  s k u ll o f Jones, 
y,en, be fo re  the l i t t le  m an’s legs 
{ ould g ive  w ay, he had grabbed h im , 
Jifted and f lu n g  h im  lik e  a sack o f 
Ujeal cross the  f ro n t  o f h is  saddle.

C herry  was a lrea dy  up, beh ind  A la - 
jno. I t  m eant a double load fo r  each 
jiorse, b u t w i th  th e ir  ow n horses w a it 
ing th a t w o u ld  n o t m a tte r so m uch, i f  
they cou ld  ge t th a t fa r. Tem pers were 
m oun ting  dangerous ly  now, some gun
man w o u ld  soon be r is k in g  a t r y  fo r  
his iro n . T h a t was in e v itb le , fo r  i t  
was th e ir  na tu re , and the f i r s t  shock 
o f su rp rise  v/s giving- w ay to  a co ld  
fu ry .

‘‘T h is  w a y ,”  E ly  said, s u rp r is in g ly , 
fo r he had never been the man to  take 
the lead in  a n y th in g . H e p lunged  his 
horse head, n o t dow n the s tree t fro m  
the w ay th e y  had come, b u t in  the  op
posite d ire c tio n . T h e re  was n o th in g  
but to go v / ith  h im . A  gun cleared 
leather, and A lam o , seeing the m o tion , 
f ire d , saw the  man stagger as he tr ie d  
to l i f t  i t  up, stum b le , rega in  h is  s tr id e  
and keep u p r ig h t,  b u t the gun was a 
fa in t d u ll sheen aga inst the dust.

T h a t had checked the  o the rs  fo r  a 
moment. N o w  th e y  had a b u ild in g  be
tween them , and re s tra in t w o u ld  be 
gone. B u t E ly  was p itc h in g  Jones o f f  
to the  g round , was s w in g in g  h is  horse 
shajp about and up to  the  door o f  the 
saloon. T h e n  he was c lim b in g  down.

‘ ‘I  w o n ’t  be lo n g ,”  he prom ised , and 
was in  th ro u g h  a doo r and gone. A la 
mo shook h is  head in  amazement. B y  
m oving fas t, th e y  had had a f ig h t in g  
chance to  ge t a head s ta rt. Now- i t  
was gone. L u c k  was a fe y  crea ture . 
You had to  tre a t i t  w e ll,  o r i t  w o u ld  
desert you, go over to  the o th e r side 
w ith o u t a qua lm . I t  looked to  h im  a3 
though th e ir 's  had ru n  out.

ME N  W E R E  c o m i n g ,  now, 
sw a rm in g  a round the  corner 

of the saloon, s ta rt le d  a t f in d in g  
them s t i l l  here. A la m o  f lu n g  a coup le 
of q u ic k  shots at them , and C h e rry  
did the same, fo rc in g  them  back. T he  
shadow o f  the  b u ild in g  fa vo red  them  
here, b u t i t  w o u ld n ’t  fo r  lo n g . W h a t 
Was E ly  up  to?

A n d  th e n  he was back, c a r ry in g  a 
Junny-sack, c lim b in g  la b o rio u s ly  on 
to h is horse again. H e  je rk e d  o u t a

q u ic k  exp lana tion .
“ P a y  fo r  m y  herd I”  he said.
G o ld — w h ic h  w o u ld  a lm os t s u re ly  

be th e  p r ic e  o f th e ir  lives . A  poo r 
ba rga in , v iew ed  in  th a t l ig h t .  B u t  A la 
m o c o u ld n ’t  blame h im . T he re  was 
g r in d in g  p o v e rty  in  Texas, and E ly  
had r is k e d  the  t r a i l  to  M is s o u r i fo r  
go ld . H e  had seen h is  m en m u rd e re d  
a round  h im , had su ffe re d  in d ig n it ie s  
and been on the  verge o f  doom  h im 
se lf. A l l  fo r  the  p r ice  o f  h is  herd . 
N o w  he in tended  to  have it .

H e ld  a p riso n e r here, he had e v i
d e n tly  used eyes and ears to  good 
advantage. T h e  th in g , in  its  w ay, was 
s im p le  enough. T h e  herd  o f  the T had 
been s to len  b o ld ly , so ld  aga in  w i th  
equal boldness and prom ptness. M o s t 
o f  the  buye rs  o f  th is  b o rde r w o u ld  
ask fe w  questions w hen a he rd  was 
o ffe re d  to  them . Business had been 
b u i l t  th a t w ay, v / ith  a tv /o -w a y  s p lit .  
P ro f i ts  had been enermous, the  b u s i
ness f lo u r is h in g .

E v id e n t ly  th is  g o ld  w h ic h  had been 
rece ived  fo r  the he rd  had been f la u n t 
ed be fo re  E ly ’s eyes, b u t had n o t y e t 
been d iv id e d . A la m o ’s a d m ira tio n  fo r  
the  m an grew . A n d  a f te r  a ll,  w e re  i t  
n o t th a t C h e rry  was in  th is  w ith  them  
i t  w o u ld  be as good a w a y  to  d ie  as 
any.

T h e y  spurred  away, b u t now  b u l
le ts  w e re  b e g in n in g  to  pepper at 
them  fro m  the  van tage -po in ts , m ost 
o f  the  ou tlaw s keep ing  back o u t o f 
s ig h t as th e y  f ire d . O th e rs  w o u ld  be 
g e tt in g  th e ir  horses, o f  course. I t  
m ig h t be th a t some o f  them  w ere  
send ing  th e ir  shots w id e  on accoun t 
o f  C h e rry . T he re  was a s trange m ix 
tu re  o f  c h iv a lry  and less adm irab le  
reasons in  such men, b u t none o f  
them  had scored a h it ,  so fa r. N o w  
th e ir  horses were re a lly  ru n n in g .

H e re  w ere th e ir  ow n, w here  th e y  
had le f t  them . C h e rry  sprang  dow n  
and on  to  he r ow n horse as th e y  
paused. She gave A la m o ’s cayuse a 
c u t w i th  a q u ir t ,  send ing  i t  ru n n in g .: 
D o w n  ahead, the m o o n lig h t la y  in  a; 
b r ig h t  dangerous sw a th  w here  th e y ! 
m us t ride .

T h e  d ru m  o f hoo fs  was lo u d  on  the, 
ha rd-packed road beh ind . M o s t o f  the ' 
law less le g io n  w ere m oun ted  now ,! 
w ere ta k in g  up  the  p u rs u it.  L u c k  had] 
s tayed w ith  them , lo n g  enough to  ge ij
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a s ta rt, to  get away fro m  the  tow n . 
I t  had been a chance in  a hund red , b u t 
C h e rry  be ing  w ith  the  had p ro b a b ly  
accounted fo r  it .

N o w  i t  was a chance in  a hu n d re d  
th a t  th e y  cou ld  go m uch fa rth e r .  
Sheer nerve and e xc ite m e n t had 
buoyed R o lla  E ly  up fo r  the  f i r s t  
fe w  m inu tes. T h a t e f fe c t  was w e a r
in g  o f f ,  and the bea ting  he had taken  
was ha v in g  its  w ay. He sw ayed 
d ru n k e n ly  in  the saddle, fo rce d  now  
to  c lu tc h  the  sadd le -horn  w ith  one 
hand to  keep fro m  fa ll in g .  T h e  sack 
he had m anaged to  t ie  fas t, b u t  he 
was lik e  a spent sw im m er.

A n d  the o the rs  w ere ga in in g . N o t 
m any  o f  them , b u t a dozen horses o u t 
o f  the  mass. E nough  fa s te r cayuses 
to  s w i f t ly  overtake them . H e re  was 
the  creek, w e t ly  aspark le . B e yond  
was open c o u n try , w ith o u t she lte r.

A la m o  tu rn e d  in  the saddle. M aybe 
he cou ld  s lo w  them  a l i t t le .  B u t  be
fo re  he cou ld  f ire ,  he saw E ly  lose 
h is  g r ip , sway, and topp le . H is  fe e t 
d id  n o t catch, and he h i t  the road.

In s ta n t ly ,  C h e rry  was o f f  her ow n  
horse, k n e e lin g  beside h im , a s o ft  l i t 
t le  c ry  in  her th ro a t. A la m o  p u lle d  
up. T h is  then , was the end.

M E  H A D  wondered, m ore than  
once, i f  C h e rry  lo ved  R o lla  
E ly .  T he re  had been no doub t, 

a t any  tim e , as to  how  E ly  fe l t  abou t 
C h e rry . B u t  she had g ive n  no s ig n  
th a t A la m o  co u ld  see about h e rs e lf. 
R a th e r she had been a lo o f and w i th 
d ra w n  or, w hen  f r ie n d ly ,  m ore m o c k 
in g  th a n  a tta inab le . T h ro u g h  i t  a ll,  
E ly  had  been p a tie n t, l ik e  a g rea t 
lo s t dog, ta il-w a g g in g , h o p e fu l fo r  a 
k in d  w o rd , a pa t on the head.

N o w  the answer was p la in . C h e rry  
cared. A la m o  had guessed the  t r u th  
w hen she had s ta rted  o u t a lone to  
t r y  and save h im , in  a fo o lh a rd y  ven 
tu re . S om eth ing  m ore than  despera
t io n  w o u ld  be back o f tha t.

A la m o ’s arms l i f te d  now , bo th  guns 
s tu tte re d  o u t o f c rim son m ouths. A  
horse in  the  vanguard  p lu n g e d  side- 
w ise, in to  the pa th  o f the  o thers. 
T h e re  was co n fus ion  fo r  a m om ent, 
a l i t t le  m ore cau tion , b u t th e y  w ere  
c o in in g  on aga in— o n ly  now , w ith  the

m ain  body o f  r id e rs  cuag h t up 
th e y  were spread ing  o u t fo r  th v 

R o lla  E ly  co u ld  r id e  no m ore ' a1* 
i t  was too  la te  to  load h im  on ^  
r id e  w ith  h im . Such advantage as 
been w ith  them  w h ile  the  others *
died, was ru n n in g  aw ay lik e  t[. 
q u ic k -s ilv e r w a te rs  o f  the  creek. 6 

A n d  then i t  came aga in— th a t drum 
ru in g  pound o f hoo fs  on the  hard' 
packed rod. A la m o  sw ung  about, star' 
t ie d . N o t th a t i t  m a tte red  m uch, ifj 
any case. B u t he had n ’t  guessed that 
any cou ld  ge t beh ind  them  so soon 
O r i t  m ig h t be ano the r g roup  rid ing

I t  was. A  g ro u p  o f w i ld ly  3 'e lling i 
sh o o tin g  Texans— and h is  h e a r t  
c lim bed  to  h is  th ro a t and choked him 
be fo re  he cou ld  sw a llo w  i t  again, for 
these were men o f the R io , Ross M ar
t in  and T om  D u n n in g  and Joe Rock 
and the  o thers, w ho had rideen  side 
by side w ith  them  fro m  back beside 
the  Concho.

T he  su rp rise  o f it ,  the  savagery of 
th e ir  a ttack, was enough to  check the 
ons laugh t and send the renegades back 
on th e ir  heels. T he n , at s ig h t o f Cher
r y  and E ly  and h im s e lf, the Texans 
had closed in , s w i f t  hands had boost
ed E ly  up ahead o f C h e rry , the group 
had fo rm ed  abou t them , and once 
ga in  th e y  w ere r id in g ,  back fo r  a 
to w n  w here the  la w  had come.

I t  was a chase, across h a lf  a dozen 
m iles. B u t th is  was n o t a f ig h t  to  the 
l ik in g  o f the w o lves. N o t in  a ru n 
n in g  gun -ba ttle  w ith  m en fro m  T e x 
as, w ith  guns lik e  th a t o f  A la m o  Sage 
l in in g  back at them . T h e irs  had been 
an easy l iv in g  here on  the  border, a 
b loated liv in g .  W it h  the odds a lways 
c a re fu lly  stacked in  th e ir  favo r, and 
b u lle ts  c rash ing  o u t o f  am bush and 
n ig h t w hen a tta c k  was made. T h a t 
was the renegade way.

T h e y  slowed, and s topped , and 
tu rn e d  back, fo r  the re  was no p r o f i t  
in  it ,  and dead and w ounded  men 
were a long  th e ir  t ra i l.  A n d  the  tow n, 
w ith  so ld ie rs  in  i t ,  was n o t too fa r  
ahead. Besides, the re  was a be tte r 
w ay— the p roven  m ethod th e y  had 
used before. These w ho had w on up 
fro m  Texas had to  re tu rn  to  Texas, 
and i t  was a lo n g  t r a i l  back.

Some such th o u g h t was in  A lam o ’s 
m in d  as th e y  s ig h te d  the  lig h ts  o f
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the other town again, but he knew 
that now he would be glad to see men 
in blue again, a sight he had believed 
must always rouse hate in him. Yet 
this was a big land, bigger even than 
Texas—a vast country which be
longed to them all. And when law 
came again to it, it would be a good 
land—for such men as Rolla Ely, with 
a woman like Cherry by his side.

THE CREW was silent as they 
rode, glad of what they had done, 

yet ashamed of their earlier hesita
tion which had brought them so be
latedly into the fray. Yet chance and 
that hesitation had timed it well. Had 
they all gone together at the start, 
probably none of them would be com
ing back. Luck was a fickle jade, but 
sometimes there was warmth behind 
that inscrutable smile.

There was a doctor in town, who 
looked at Ely and pronounced him in 
a bad way. He had taken a bullet 
wound the night before, though it 
had not been too noticeable, and had 
only been crudely bandaged. That, 
together with the ill-treatment, had 
made a sick man of him now.

“A couple of weeks in bed, and he 
will be coming along all right, bar
ring complications,” the doctor said. 
Whereat Rolla Ely raised his head 
and swore.

“Two weeks 1” he said. “We’re 
startin’ back for Texas in two days. 
Stay here a week and we’ll never get 
out of Missouri alive.”

“You’ll never get back there alive 
if you try it sooner,” thei doctor 
warned, and left him. Ely lay with 
closed for a few minutes, fighting 
for breath. Then he beckoned Alamo 
closer.

“Spread the word,” he said. “That 
we’ll be here two-three weeks. But 
we’re pullin’ out in a couple of days! 
You know it’s our only chance.” 

Alamo knew it just as he knew that 
Ely knew. Argument here would avail 
nothing. There was as much money 
in that sack which Rolla Ely had re
covered, as Cherry had received from 
her herd. The outlaws had been frus
trated, humiliated. But they would 
not take a thing like that tamely. 
Their only chance, and that was slim

enough, was to start back for Texas 
before the trail wolves gathered 
through the Nations, while they 
thought them still here in town. To 
wait was to die.

It was Cherry who decided it,after 
a conference with Ely.

“Get the wagon ready,” she in
structed Alamo. “Diamond can drive 
it. Rolla can stay in bed, and I’ll look 
after him. We can slip out of town at 
night, travel by night for several 
days, and make good time. With the 
rest of you keeping a lookout. We’ll 
get back to Texas.”

Ely had insisted that he could 
straddle a horse, but that was out of 
the question. This other would be 
slower, more conspicious, the wagon 
wheels leaving a trail across the 
prairie which could not be hidden. 
But it would give Ely a fighting 
chance for life. And the men would 
fight hard to get that money, and 
themselves, back to the Concho,

Two days in town, after long 
months on the trail. Two days, spread
ing the word that they would be 
there at least another two weeks. 
Luck was with them again. A dark, 
moonless night, with the threat of 
rain in the air. They pulled out, a 
silent cavalcade. The rain commenced 
at dawn, as they camped back in a 
clump of trees and brush, hidden 
from chance observation. Rain would 
wash out sign of the night’s travel. 
It would also mean mud, making a 
trail the next night which could not 
be concealed.

Their ruse had worked, the first 
night. Nothing disturbed the day. But 
there would be men in town who 
would carry word of their departure. 
This one day of grace was the best for 
which they could hope.

The rain ended with the afternoon. 
There were rifts in the clouds when 
they moved on. Faster now, despite 
the continual jolting of the wagon. 
Ely tossed with fever, but he did not 
complain. Cherry sat beside him, wip
ing the damp from his face, giving 
him a drink, smiling at him. There 
was little comfort for her, perched 
on a stool, in that swaying, jolting 
Conestoga.

There was one advantage, Guards
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cou ld  see fo r  lo n g  distances d u r in g  
the  day, a th in g  im possib le  by nigh'c. 
A la m o  h im s e lf was on w a tch  the nex t 
a fte rn o o n  w hen th e y  saw them — r id 
ers in  the  d istance. F u l l  h a lf  a h u n 
dred o f them .

r g p H E Y  W E R E  back in  the N a tions  
JSl now . Law less land. W ith  the tra il 

p la in  and easy to  read, p o in t in g  to  
them , D iam ond  s tud ied  th e  d is ta n t 
r id e rs  fo r  a m in u te , cast a lo o k  a t 
the  sun, and spat.

‘W e ’d best be on our w ay,”  he 
opioned.

A la m o  agreed w ith  h im . T h e y ’d 
keep ahead u n t i l  the  stork came dow n. 
I t  was n e t l ik e ly  th a t they  cou ld  
loss th e ir  pu rsuers  under cover o f i t ,  
o f  course. T h e  canvas-topped w agon 
was easy to  see, the  m ark  of. the  
w hee ls  im poss ib le  to  disguise. B u t  
the  d a rk  co u ld  be fr ie n d ly ,  and there  
was no choice.

A s  the  w agon sw ung in to  s ig h t, 
the re  was m om e n ta ry  change in  the 
c lo s e -r id in g  p u rs u it.  T he n  they  se t
t le d  dow n again, u n h u rr ie d . I t  w o u ld  
be a lo n g  ciiase, b u t th e ir  speed was 
g rea te r than  the w agon cou ld  make. 
A n d  the re  was no h u rry , fro m  the  
ra id e rs ’ p o in t o f v iew .

B e lla  E ly  l i f t e d  a flu she d  face and 
com p la ined  que rlous ly .

“ G et me a horse,”  he said. “ I  can 
r id e .”

“ Leave us bo th ,”  said C h e rry . 
“ T h e re ’s no p o in t to  b u rd e n in g  a ll 
o f you , fo r  n o th in g .”

“ W e ’re he a d in ’ back fo r  Texas,”  A l 
amo said h a rsh ly . “ A l l  o f us. A f te r  
s e llin g  the  ca ttle , do you  th in k  w e ’d 
q u it  now ?”

N o  q u it t in g .  B u t as the  dark  came 
dow n, the  s teady advance o f the  r id 
ers had c u t the  d istance sepa ra ting  
them  to  a th ird .  T h e  heavy team  
je rk e d  the  w agon a long  at a p a in fu l 
t ro t ,  b u t th a t  was n o t enough. T e x 
ans d id n ’ t  q u it.  B u t  a cause cou ld  
s t i l l  be los t.

N o  tim e , now , to  stop and cook, to  
eat. O n ly  a sh o rt pause fo r  w a te r as 
th e y  crossed a t r ib u ta ry  o f the A rk a n 
sas. T h e re  was g o ld  in  the w agon—  
a fo rtu n e , back in  Texas. A  fo rtu n e  
up  here as w e ll,  a m agnet w h ic h  
d re w  m en on to  m u rd e r.

B u t here was lu ck , o f  a so rt, w h ic h  
A lim o ’s g u ile  made the  m ost of. A  
bunch o f  h a lf -w ild  ca ttle , several h u n 
dred o f them . T h e  rem nants o f  some 
t r a i l  he rd  w h ic h  had never reached 
t r a i l ’s end. T h e y  showed in  the  n ig h t,  
and came to  th e ir  fee t w i th  heads 
h e ld  h ig h , n o s tr ils  f la r in g ,  ready to  
spook. B u t  m em ory o f horses and the  
crea tu res  w ho  s trad d led  them  was 
s t i l l  w i th  them , and p re se n tly , w i th  
a l i t t le  u rg in g , they  w e n t ahead, and 
the  w agon m oved in  f ro n t  o f them .

A n  h o u r o f tha t, w ith  the  w hee l- 
m arks  beaten o u t by hoo f-m a rks , and 
here was ano the r stream , and d ry , 
ha rd  g round  beyond. T he  he rd  k e p t 
on, fo l lo w in g  a s tra ig h t course as th e y  
chose, the  w agon managed to  s tay in  
the creek fo r  a qua rte r o f  a m ile , 
dow nstream , sheering o f f  f ro m  its  
o ld  course. T h e n  to  c o n tin u e  at 
r ig h t-a n g le s , east and south .

T h a t,  as A la m o  had hoped, made a 
puzz le  fo r  the  others. O ne w h ic h  lo s t 
them  in  h ou r o r so. B u t  the re  had 
been l i t t le  hope in  h im  th a t i t  w o u ld  
ham per them  fo r  long. L ik e  th e ir  lobo  
namesake, th e y  cou ld  fo llo w  a t r a i l  
o f  b lood.

I t  w o u ld  postpone show dow n n o t 
avo id  it .  H e sw ung h is  ow n horse to  
the  to p  o f a r is in g  b i t  o f  g ro u n d  
as the  n ig h t g rew  o ld , and o n ly  the  
sta rs  were fa in t  in  the  h ig h  b lue  
above. A n d  there, a d im  and shadow y 
o b je c t moved, s t i l l  l ik e  a c rea tu re  nos
in g  its  w ay a long  the t ra i l.

-N ow  the sm ell o f daw n was fa in t  
in  the  a ir. B ird s  w e re  w a k in g , as 
th o u g h  th is  w o u ld  be lik e  any o th e r 
day, n o t a tim e  o f massacre. R ock 
and h is  horse m erged o u t o f  the  
g loom  and came up beside h im .

“ A n o th e r hou r,”  A lam o  said.
“ D aw n,”  R ock agreed. “ A n d  no 

good place to  make a stand. N o — ”
H is  voice fe l l  a note, rose aga in 

w i th  c o n tro lle d  e xc itm en t. H e  lev
e led  a lo n g  arm, p o in t in g .

A la m o  saw i t  then, as w e ll— another 
ea rth -bound  crea ture  w h ic h  seemed 
also to fo llo w  a t r a i l— horses w ith  
r id e rs , shadow y fig u re s , r id in g  fo r  
th e  daw n-tim e  o f a tta ck . O f  massacre. 
E ve n  as th e y  w atched, th e  east grew  
lig h te r ,  and then  th e  tw o ' fo rce *
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seemed to  converge, to  merge. A cross 
the  d istance came the  fa in t  sound 
o f g u n -f ire , the s t i l l  fa in te r  echo o f 
g o b b lin g  cries— the vo ice, perhaps, 
o f Cherokee o r Apache.

T h e y  looked at each o ther, and 
sw ung  th e ir  horses. L ik e ly  enough 
the  tribesm en had f i r s t  s ig h te d  the  
wagon. B u t the re  w ere  m ore scalps 
to  be had th is  o the r w ay. E n o u g h  
to  s a tis fy  ha te -frenzy . T h e y ’d cross 
the A rkansas before  th e y  camped, 
and the  t r a i l  la y  open to  Texas.

M OLL A ELY rode in the  sad
d le  again, a l i t t le  pale, th in n e d  
by  t h i r t y  pounds fro m  h is  

w e ig h t o f e a rly  sp ring , b u t w ith  C he r
ry  beside h im  and a lo o k  o f con te n t 
on h is  face. I t  wasn’t  fa r, now , to  the 
Red. A n d  beyond the  Red was Texas.

A la m o  rode, apa rt fro m  the rest, 
as he had come to  do in c re a s in g ly  o f '  
la te . A t  f ir s t  i t  had been h a b it b o rn  
o f necessity, to  keep a v ig ila n t  eye 
o u t fo r  enemies. N ow , as the  need 
fo r  th a t lessened, he con tin u ed  i t  o f 
choice.

I t  had been a lu c k y  t r ip — fo r  those 
w h o  w ere  re tu rn in g . R o lla  E ly  had 
declared h is in te n tio n  o f p a y in g  
doub le  wages to  every re la t iv e  o f  th e  
crew  w ho  had gone n o r th  w ith  h im , 
th o u g h  there  was no precedent fo r  
such an act. H e and C h e rry  had been 
m ore generous w ith  the o thers th an  
even th e ir  o r ig in a l barga in . A n d  fo r  
A lam o , as t r a i l  boss, the m an w ho  had 
taken  the  herd  n o rth , i t  had been 
beyond gene rous ity . O n ly  th a t m o rn 
in g , E ly  had approached h im  w ith  
an o f fe r  o f pa rtne rsh ip .

“ I ’l l  be m a rry in ’ C h e rry ,”  he ex
p la ine d . "T h a t ’ l l  g ive  us a m ig h ty  
b ig  o u t f i t ,  a passel o f ca ttle . A n d  
now  w e ’ve the m oney to  do th in g s  
r ig h t ,  to  make m oney w ith .  P ro v i
d in ’ we can s t i l l  get th e  herds to  
m arke t. A s  b ig  a deal as th a t, I  need 
a p a rd n e r th a t can do th in g s . Y o u . 
I t ’l l  be a to u g h  p ro p o s itio n . Same 
as th is  was. B u t yo u  can do i t . ”  

“ T h e re ’s p le n ty  o f t r a i l  bosses yo u  
can h ire ,”  A lam o  said ha rsh ly .

“ Sure. B u t 'p le n ty  a in ’ t  enough. O r 

d in a ry  men, good men, can’t  q u ite  cu t 
the m ustard . Besides, the  w a y  i t  
stacks up, we’d have no o u t f i t  now , 
i f  you  hadn’t  taken us th ro u g h  th is  
tim e . I 'm  o n ly  be in ’ fa ir . ”

T h a t was it ,  o f  course. H e was a 
p a in fu lly  honest man, R o lla  E ly ,  and 
th ough  he m eant i t  w e ll,  the  th in g  
was a raw  sore, rubbed w i th  sa lt, fo r  
A lam o. H e had sw ung  ap a rt by  h im 
se lf, n o t too g ra c io u s ly , and h is  
th o u g h ts  were b itte r .

T h e  m a tte r o f  ta k in g  m ore herds 
n o r th  w o u ld n ’ t  be too  bad. T h e  r a i l 
road was b u ild in g  west, as had been 
p lanned bapk be fo re  the  w ar. Soon 
the re  w o u ld  be a stee l r a i l  to  the  
m arke ts  o f the  east. A n d  tow ns fa r  
west, o f M is s o u ri, o u t in  the  Kansas 
c o u n try — aw ay fro m  the  renegades 
w ho  had fa tte n e d  on b lood  fo r  so 
long . R is k  th e re  w o u ld  s t i l l  be, b u t 
th in g s  w o u ld  im prove .

W ith  i t  a ll,  and such a p a rtn e rsh ip , 
the re  w o u ld  be a fo rtu n e . B u t  w h a t 
was m oney? I t  w o u ld  n o t b ribe  a b u l
le t to  tu rn  aside, even th o u g h  aimed 
fro m  the meanest gun b y  a nameless 
savage. N o r w o u ld  i t  buy  any  o f the  
th in g s  w h ic h  re a lly  counted.

H e ’d been w ro n g , back a w h ile —  
he cou ld  see th a t now . W ro n g  about 
C he rry . H e ’d classed a l l w om en as 
the  same, in  h is  u n fo rg iv in g  b i t te r 
ness. A n d  the  case o f C h e rry  had 
seemed the  m ost f la g ra n t o f a ll.  Y e t 
he’d been w ro n g — co m p le te ly , te r r i
b ly  w ro n g  about her.

So i t  m ig h t be th a t he had been 
w ro n g  about Sadie as w e ll.  C h e rry  
had suggested as m uch to  h im , once. 
H e  hadn ’t  be lieved it ,  then. N o w  he 
w ondered. B u t the  re a liz a tio n  th a t 
he m ig h t have been o n ly  added to  the 
b itte rness . F o r  the re  was a by-now  
grassy m ound, som ewhere here on 
the  edge o f the  N a tions . A n d  any 
hopes he had ever had w ere bu ried  
there.

H E  S T A R T E D , seeing C h e rry  
r id in g  a lonside. She po in te d  

w i th  ou ts tre tche d  arm .
“ T h e re ’s the Red, w a y  ahead, A la 

mo. A n d  Texas beyond.”
“ Yes,”  he agreed. “ Y o u ’ l l  soon be 

hom e.”
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“ W e ’l l  soon be hom e,”  she co rre c t
ed. "T e xa s  is  you rs  as m uch as m ine, 
O r  R o lla ’s, A lam o . So is  the  T  and 
R io . W e  w a n t yo u  to  rem em ber i t . ”

She saw the  resen tm e n t about his 
knew  was r is in g , sp e a k in g .q u ick ly .

“ I f  you  r id e  fas t, A lam o, yo u  can 
cross the  Red be fo re  sundow n. A n d  
m ou th , checked the  re to r t  w h ic h  she 
o f f  a l i t t le  w ay, dow n r iv e r  on the 
sou the rn  bank, th e re ’s a sm all ranch. 
Some fr ie n d s  o f m ine  liv e  there. W h y  
don ’t  yo u  r id e  do w n  there, A la m o — 
to n ig h t? ”

H e looked  a t her, m inde d  to  refuse, 
puzz led . B u t  too  o fte n  had he re
fused o thers o u t o f  sheer ung rac ious
ness, and the re  was a qu izz ica l l ig h t  
in  h e r eyes. H e  had no  idea w ha t 
she, m eant, b u t i t  w o u ld  do no  harm  
to  f in d  out.

“ J u s t as you  say,”  he agreed.
“ W e ’l l  a l l be the re — to m o rro w ,”  

C h e rry  added, and ca lle d  a fte r  h im . 
“ Good lu c k ! ’

H e had no n o t io n  o f  w h a t she m ig h t 
mean. B u t  one th in g  he had learned. 
I t  was hopeless fo r  a m an to  t r y  to 
unde rs tand  a wom an. B e tte r  ju s t  to  
accept them , and le t  i t  go at tha t. 
A n d  a nameless e x c itm e n t was m o u n t
in g  in  h im  as he reached the  Red,

I t  la y , a sheet o f  p la c id  s ilv e r, to 
day. A l l  its  tu rb u le n c e  and f ro th  fo r 
go tten . H is  horse splashed in  and on 
across, and th is  was Texas. A n d  as 
he tu rn e d  south , he saw a r id e r  in  the 
d istance, and fo r  some odd reason his 
hea rt th u d d e d  o d d ly  in  h is  breast.

N o t u n t i l  he came closer cou ld  he 
be lieve  i t .  F o r  th e re  was a m ound 
in  the  N a tio n s , lo n e ly  and deserted. 
B u t th a t was Sadie, the re  on a horse 
•— one o f  the  horses w h ic h  had been 
w i th  the  rem uda on the  w ay up t ra il.  
Sadie, lo o k in g  a  l i t t le  he s ita n t and 
con fused and fr ig h te n e d , and ve ry  
lo ve ly .

She sat the re , in  the  sp lash ing  
g lo rie s  o f  the  sunset, n o t re tre a tin g ,

n o t app roach ing . U n t i l  he rode  up, 
h is  face w o rk in g , s t i l l  n o t q u ite  be
lie v in g .

“Sadie |”  he w h ispered. “ I t — i t  is 
y o u ! I 'm  n o t d ream in ’ !”

“ I t ’s me— A la m o ,”  she agreed, in  a 
w h is p e r to  m atch h is  own. “ I f — i f  you  
w a n t me.’

“ W a n t yo u ? ”  he said hoarse ly. A n d  
then  he was ou t o f  the saddle and 
had her in  h is arms at las t, as she 
came dow n  fro m  h e rs  as w e ll.

“ I ’ve been a fo o l,”  he said f in a l ly .  
“ A lw a y s  a fo o l. A n d  worse than  I  
ever guessed, be fo re .”

H e r sm ile  was ra d ia n t—w ith  hea lth  
now , and w ith  prom ise.

“ E v e ry th in g ’s ahead o f us, A la m o ,”  
she said. “ T h a t ’s w h a t coun ts.”

G ra d u a lly  he understood. H o w , con
v in ced  at re lu c ta n t last th a t she cou ld  
never w in  h im , th a t i t  was C h e rry  he 
loved, Sadie had persuaded D iam ond , 
w h o  was h e r ab jec t slave, to  m ake th a t 
sod-topped  m ound. So th a t she cou ld  
r id e  aw ay— w here, she had n e ith e r 
kn o w n  n o r  cared. B u t th a t m ound 
w o u ld  be a s ign to  A lam o  th a t he 
was free .

I t  was C h e rry , le a rn in g  o f  it ,  w h o  
had to ld  her w here  to  go, to  th is  
ranch sou th  o f the  Red, had coun
seled h e r to  w a it  fo r  th e ir  re tu rn . 
I t  was a l l s im p le  enough, w hen  there  
was und e rs ta n d in g . A n d  love.

“ I ’ve loved  you  fro m  the f i r s t  day 
I  saw you , Sadie,”  he confessed a t 
las t. “ T h o u g h  I ’ve a lways been too 
p ro u d  and b lin d  a fo o l to  a d m it it .  
B u t  n o w  you  kn o w .”

“ N o w  I  know , as I ’ve k n o w n  a l l 
a long, th a t  you  w ere a m an w o rth  
w a it in g  fo r ,  A la m o ,”  Sadie said. “ I  
t r ic k e d  y o u  in to  m a rry in g  me— k n o w 
in g  th a t a p roud  rebe l lik e  yo u  w o u ld  
never m a rry  a Yankee— I  tr ic k e d  you  
because i t  was the  o n ly  w a y  to  get 
y o u — and I  d id n ’t  w a n t to  liv e  w i th 
o u t y o u ! So I  guess, since the  w a r 
was s t i l l  on then— th a t makes me k in d  
o f  a re b e l too, don ’ t  i t ,  A la m o ? ”



G a l l o w s  G o l d
by Rex Whitechure h

A True Story

W ILD JIM Banker had forty- 
eight hours l e f t  and that 
was all. Half a year ago 

the doc had said that he might go 
sooner, or even go the limit, but six 
months was all the time he had left. 
So the big cattle driver smiled, 
sighed, and looked hungrily at the 
beautiful world. He would have to 
leave, and wondered what was the 
best use he could make of the re
maining forty-eight hours of life. 
He wasn’t very strong and he’d put 
in some long hours resting in the 
sun.

Forty-eight hours. Wild Jim knew 
the doctor was a specialist, and men 
of his caliber weren’t wrong, as a 
rule. Riding his piebald up to the 
rail in front of a saloon. Jim slowly 
dismounted. Then he stomped down 
the broad walk toward the express 
office where there was a checking 
stand. He wanted to check his saddle 
carbine.

The Saint Joe-Emporia stage had 
arrived about an hour ago in a swirl
ing cloud of dust. A young woman 
was leaning against a rear wheel 
crying softly into a handkerchief; 
and startled, Wild Jim Banker 
stopped. Over his broad bony face 
moved a n expression of sympathy. 
The neatly tailored young woman was 
alone and nobody was paying any at
tention to her. Jim saw she had 
flame red hair and light gray eyes 
and a freckled face. He put his car
bine under his left arm, reached out 
his right hand and touched her 
gently upon the shoulder.

“S o m e t h i n g  bothering y o u  
ma’am??”

“Yes,” she said. She looked quick
ly at him. “But there isn’t anything 
you can do about it. It’s too late. The

sheriff said a mob entered the jail 
and took my brother out to hang him. 
There’s about fifty of them, and the 
sheriff says they’re mean.”

Jim Banker knocked dust out of 
his levis. He pushed his hat back 
on his head. In his dark blue eyes a 
strange light began to shine. He did 
not know what he was thinking about 
exactly. But he felt sorry for this 
kid.”

“Which way did they go?” he 
asked solemnly.

She pointed east, and Jim saw a 
flurry of dust rising behind a horde 
of mounted men.

“I loved him so,” she said. “Last 
week he sent for me, I came all the 
way from Saint Joe, Mo. We were 
going to homestead out here.” Tears 
welled up in her eyes again. Her slim 
pale h a n d s  fluttered to her throat,

“What was your brother supposed 
to have done?” Jim’s eyes surveyed 
her. Slender, deep-bosomed redheads 
were rare in any country around 
these p a r t s .  In this depleted cow 
country they just simply did not 
exist. Jim hadn’t seen her equal in all 
his thirty-seven years. But he wasn’t 
thinking of her as a matured young 
woman. He saw her as a kid, a kid 
with big sober eyes that were wet 
with tears, crying for her brother,

“That man—the sheriff I mean,” 
she faltered, "claimed Robert held up 
the stage. They didn’t find anything 
on him to prove it except for some 
brand new twenty dollars gold pieces 
which had just been minted in San 
Francisco.”

“Shucks, ma’am, that ain’t proof,” 
he said.

But he didn’t wait to talk to her 
any more. He ran toward his horse. 
A few seconds later, Wild Jim Bank
er was rushing east, spurring his
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nag. He headed straight fcr that 
cloud of dust. He rode through thick 
curtains of it. He knew the cordon of 
lynchers was not far ahead.

Jim Banker overtook the cavalcade 
as they were in the act of putting the 
rape around the young suspect’s neck. 
There was an ancient cottonwood 
spreading its naked gray branches 
over the road. Jim reined in, his horse 
lathered.

“Drop that rope!” Jim’s voice car
ried a sinister, dead weight. He sat 
his mount about twenty feet below 
the mob. The hot red sun gleamed on 
his weapon. “Take her down off that 
limb, and keep your hands away from 
your guns. You’ve got th’ wrong sow 
by the ear. That tenderfoot didn’t rob 
no stagecoach. It’s a rank miscar
riage of justice. Ask me how I know 
and I’ll tell you!”

“We ain’t askin’ you nothin’, mis
ter.” A man with a heavy beard 
thrust himself forward. But his hands 
were shoulder high. That menacing 
rifle barrel might start spurting 
death any minute a n d  they didn’t 
know in a close-packed group such as 
they were, who’d be the victims. 
“This feller done it. He’s got the new- 
minted gold in his pocket, or did have. 
Ten of them twenty dollar gold 
pieces. I reckon that’s proof enough.

Jim Banker laughed. He laughed 
loud and long and blood stained his 
chin. His protracted fit of coughing 
that always followed such mirth, last
ed too long and racked him from head 
to heels. But he kept the carbine 
steady.

“Untie that hoy’s hands,” Jim said. 
“You men do what I tell you. I ’m 
the man you want. I ain’t lettin’ no 
innocent boy die for me. You hear 
that? You hear what I said? I robbed 
th’ Emporia s t a g e ,  not this young 
tenderfoot. And here’s my evidence 
to orove I ain’t joshing you.”

Five brand new twenty dollar gold 
pieces on Jim’s palm, gleamed and 
sparkled ominously in the sunlight. 
“Reckon that’s as much proof as 
you’ve got again’ him. Now let him 
go. Then you can swing me, bein’ 
you’re dead set on holdin’ a necktie 
party"

There was a stunned interval of 
silence. Then one of the men released 
the boy. Jim saw the noose lying on 
the ground, forming a big O. It was 
a motionless serpent with a big head 
lying on the roadside. And he now 
knew that his neck was getting 
closer and closer to it,

“All right, men,” Wild Jim Banker 
said, “here’s my guns. Jist go on with 
the nuptials so that none of you be 
disappointed.”

Wild Jim could think of no quick
er way to die. He was cutting short 
his 48-hours, but—what good would 
the gold do him now. Huh? Why 
that robbery had taken place a week 
ago. He’d been saving the loot in the 
strong box to spend in this last 48- 
hours.

That was the way James A. Banker, 
real name Rodlove, died, near Law
rence, Kansas, that fall afternoon in 
1870. There was no question about his 
guilt. Before he died, he directed the 
men to the hiding place of the loot. 
Banker was a roving cattle driver and 
had served with Qauntrell and the 
James Boys. A doctor was found 
near Lawrence who admitted t h a t  
he’d diagnosed Jim’s case as com- 
sumption and had found one of the 
man’s lungs entirely disintegrated. 
He’d warned Jim that he had not 
more than six months left and ad
vised him to seek rest in the sun.
The big bandit hero of many a bal
lad followed his doctor’s advice. 
Only the night before he’d lost two 
hundred dollars of the swag in a pri
vate poker game at the hotel with 
young Robert Wright. The boy’s 
story of how he’d won the tell-tale 
gold was not credited as true and Jim 
Banker had spent the morning asleep 
under a tree quite a distance from 
town. Ironical as it was, it was not 
any more ironical than the mob’s act 
of hanging a man who v/as as good as 
dead when they slid the noose around 
his neck. Celebrated in ballad and 
story, Jim Banker soon became a le
gendary character and his story is to 
be found in more than one ancient 
Kansas newspaper.



I let my hands slide down the long, hairy body , . .
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There we v/as, with the choice of either bein' e tb y  lions, 
or rottin' our existences away in jail. . ,

» O G IE S  is me and Cactus’ lin e  
b u t be in ’ th e  la w  don ’t  onder- 
stand o u r m o tives  on h e p p in ’ 

these dog ies to  greener pastures w e ’re 
la y in ’ lo w  fe r  a w h ile , .S ich  b e in ’ the  
case we a in ’t  reverse to  s u b s tito o tin ’ 
o r b ra n c h in ’ o u t in  o th e r endeavors. 
T h is  w e ’ve done.

A n d  L a d y  L u c k ’s h e rd in ’ me and 
Cactus a long  a m ig h ty  p ro s ’pus t ra i l.  
B u t  I  g its  a c ra w lin ’ in  m y  c ra w  th a t 
th is  L a d y  L u c k  is  soon gonna g ive  us 
the  j i l t .  Y u h  ca in ’t  a liu s  be at the  to p
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o f  the wagon w hee l and I  f ig u re  
w e ’re ready fe r  the  re vo lu shun  g o in ’ 
down, w h a t w i th  Cactus s k in n in ’ ol* 
D oc K oo-P oo  ou ta  h is  m ed ic in e  w ag
on and o u t f it .

’ Course I  a in ’t  sa y in ’ i t  was lu c k  
co n ce rn in ’ them  cards C actus hau led  
ou ta  h is  sleeve to  beat o l’ Doc. B u t  
a l l th a t K oo -P oo  m ed ic ine  in  b ro w n  
bo ttles  was shore lu ck . I t  a in ’t  in  
Cactus’ m ake-up, though , to  k in d a  
c o u rt th is  M iss L a d y  L u c k  gen tle . 
N o  suh, he pushes her l ik e  i t ’s ma-
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trimony or bust. But all the time I 
ain't fergittin’ that me and Cactus 
is still wanted over Bisbee way fer 
a little job of separatin’ some dogies 
from their relashuns.

Cactus is wound up . like one of 
them eight day clocks, atickin’ away 
at a big crowd conjugated at the back 
of our medicine wagon.

“Ingrowin' toe-nails yuh got?” he 
spiels pointin’ in the general direc
tion of an ol’ billygoat lookin’ pros
pector. “This Koo-Poo’ll vamoose the 
pain and straighten ’em ut like a 
steer’s horn.”

I know a sale when I see it so I 
sashays over with a bottle of this 
bilge water and collects the buck.

“Ah!” Cactus bellows like a hon- 
gry calf chargin’ its mammy after it’s 
been lost in the bresli all day. “Here’s 
a gent right heah on hobble-sticks. 
Yes, sub. A bottle of this Koo-Poo 
will bloat yuh with health. Yu’ll 
throw them hobble-sticks higher’n a 
star, mister.”

When Cactus said ‘star’ I warn’t 
shore my peepers were focussed. So 
I blinks them three-four times and 
shore ’nuff there was the star awright 
perched shiny and deefiant on the ol’ 
geezer with the hobble-sticks. It 
Shore looked like bad luck to me and 
I tries to make Cactus ease off klnda 
and mebbe pick another sucker. But 
he shoves me askitter, actin’ high 
and mighty.

“Hobble right up heah, pardner. 
If a bottle of this Koo-Poo don’t 
make yuh throw them pine slats away 
. . .  .yes, suh, well do jist that. Naw- 
thin’ to lose; all to gain. That’s our 
guarantee.”

Me, I could see the sheriff’s face 
change from summer to winter, but 
he hobbles in closer and fishes fer a 
buck,

“A extree special bottle for sicha 
a distingust gent,” Cactus blabbers 
on fer show, and steps behind the 
canvas wagon top fer a bottle on a 
shelf. It was special awright. I could 
see that quick-like.

“Not that un,” I says to Cactus 
and makes a grab fer it. It warn’t 
hard fer me to recognize my coal oil 
bottle ’cause I ’m, the gent what builds

the fires and does the cookin’, when 
we eat.

But Cactus v/as already handin’ it 
down and graspin’ the buck. “Thank 
yuh, sheriff. Tell yore friends and 
pass the good word around. Yuh kin 
take a swig of it right now, Yes suh.” 
And there ain’t a quibble in Cactus’ 
frog-soundin’ voice.

I was glad the mules was hitched 
to the wagon, and I sneak ’round to 
the front, climbs up on the seat and 
unties the reins, ready fer the sprint 
which I know is cornin’. I kin see 
what’s gain’ on in the back and begin 
to ease off the brake when I hear 
—“Whoo-oo! Razzmataz a’mighty! 
I ’m pizened!” I see a pair of crutch
es shootin’ by comet-like and the sher
iff floppin’ on the ground like some- 
body’d fished him from a crick.

“Hold on, Cactus!” I yells and hi- 
yies to them sleepy mules. They come 
out of it like a rattlesnake done 
struck ’em and we’re haidin’ fer the 
open prairee. The only thing I ’m hop
in’ is that somebody’ll light a match 
around the sheriff and destroy the 
evidence.

Bullets is singin’ like yellow-jack
ets, and bottles crashin’ and dancin’ 
like they was afflicted with St. Vitus. 
I whales them mules across the rump 
and scorches ’em with some special 
words I save fer jist such occasion. 
Good thing it’s night to kinda hide 
us. I could see pistols winkin’ back 
yonder but it warn’t no winkin’ mat
ter when they spat against the wagon.

Directly I hears a groanin’ and 
loops the reins ’round the brake rod 
and crawls back to find Cactus, He’s 
down in the wagon bed, bottles danc
in’ around and hoppin’ him on the 
haid. I drags him to the front and 
he opens his eyes, pinnin’ them on 
me, scoldin’—like.

“Whatcha siltin’ there fer?” he 
askes, plumb serious. “Give the gent 
the bottle and git his buck.”

I smacks my lips tryin’ to hold back 
the disgust. He’s out of his haid, I 
can see, but that ain’t onusual. I 
says, “Mister, it’s yuh what needs the 
bottle.”

He blinks and says, “But I ain’t 
got a buck.”

That’s down right disgustin’ to me
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so I pulls a cork from one of them 
bobbin’ bottles and hands him the 
bottle. “I t’s on the house,” I says.

Well yuh kin say what yuh please 
’bout Koo-Poo but it shore got merits. 
Cactus takes a he-man swig and goes 
into a contorshun coilin’ hisself like 
a side-winder. Directly he settles 
down sober-like, and I ’m all fer rai
sin’ the price of Koo-Poo to two 
bucks.

“What happened? Cactus asks 
meek.

I expound it all to him and he 
blinks innocentlike, but I knowed 
that was one of his tricks.

“We gotta ditch this prairie sled,” 
Cactus says climbin up on the seat 
beside me. “We’ll have a posse on our 
tail now fer shore.”

“Well, we ain’t ’xactly standin’ 
still,” I tells him and smacks the 
mules again. The wagon’s a-bouncin’ 
and groanin’, and Cactus is sittin’ 
straddle it saddle fashion.

“Jist the same,” Cactus says, "we 
gotta make faster tracks. This wagon 
is holdin’ us back. We gotta leave 
it and fork these long ears.”

It sounds like wisdom to me and 
we pulls the Koo-Poo wagon into a 
mesquite thicket and leave it. The 
moon is up and we kin see better. But 
them mules ain’t saddle broke none 
and fer a few minutes me and Cactus 
puts on a jamboree. Bein’ as we got 
bizness elsewhere we ain’t tol’ratin’ 
no foolishness. Finally we straight
ens out on a horizontal co’se.

IT’S DAYLIGHT when we come to 
a town tagged Screwworm. It 

warn’t much to look at but it was a 
place to light. Ain’t no life stirrin’ 
’cept a mangy dawg what comes up 
and sniffs us then tucks his tail and 
gallops off. There’s deep wagon ruts 
in the main street and my eyes fol
low these ontil I see where a wagon 
circus is set up with a big canvas 
tent and some red painted wagons 
kinda drawn in a circle. I gives the 
town the once over. I t’s a cowtown 
awright jedging from the saloons 
which is crowdin’ each other. We ties 
the mules out back of one of these 
which is called Maude’s Stall. Then 
we moseys ’round front, flaps the

batwings and bellies up to the bar. 
There ain’t no hoomans in sight so 
Cactus, impatient when he’s con
fronted with refreshments, hammers 
on the bar with a silver buck what’s 
burnin’ his pocket. Directly a bald 
headed, cross-eyed hombre stumbles 
from a back door yawnin’.

“Aint cha got sense ’nuff to go 
home?” he greets onfriendly and calls 
us names what ain’t fit fer print. 
“This here’s a ’spectable town. Lease 
way this early in the mawnin’ it is.”

We ain’t dispootin’ his claim none, 
but Cactus points out, “We’s res
pectable citizens. All we need is a 
mawnin’ eye opener.”

Crosseyes waddles in behind the 
bar, “You with the circus?” he in
quires, but I cain’t tell who he’s talk
in’ to.

I was gonna say, “What circus?” 
cautious-like. But not Cactus. He’s 
always gotta open his big rnouth, anc! 
he did.

“Me?” he says jabbing his chest 
with his thumb. “Why, I ’m the lion 
tamer of the outfit!” That’s jist like 
Cactus, he’s gotta be the most influ
ential of anything, which is awright 
with me.

“You don’t say?” C r o s s e y e s  
squeaks, lookin' directly at me.

“Ain’t me,” I tells him right quick. 
“Aint catchin’ me in a cage full of 
tomcats,”

"Ain’t nawthin’ to be afeared of,” 
Cactus boasts. “I SLEEPS with ’em, 
Keeps me warm nights.”

“Where wuz yuh last night?” 
Crosseyes asks pointedly, and I looks 
to see if he ain’t sportin’ a depooty 
badge or somethin’.

But Cactus ain’t tongue tied none a- 
tall. He’s right eloquent on occasions 
and he comes back. “Why I was 
sleep in* with my cats, same as I alius 
does.”

“Funny,” Crosseyes says suspici
ously. “They was round last night 
lookin’ fer the jasper what does the 
lion act. Said he’d skipped outa the 
country with the trapeeze girl. Every
body was upset ’cause there was no 
show.”

Cactus looks at me blank-like 
knowin’ he’s done put his big foot 
in his mouth again. I ain’t doin’ much
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better when I says, “We jist come 
in to take his place.”

“Now that’s different,” Crosseyes 
says, an’ actin’ right friendly plops 
a bottle on the bar. “I like a circus. 
So you’re the lion tamer, eh?”

Cactus pours hisself two stiff ones 
’fore I kin get to the bottle. While 
me and Cactus is arguin’ over the 
bottle I hears Crosseyes say: 

“Mawnin’, Mr. Wailey,” and hears 
bootsteps behind us. “Yuh circus 
folks is early customers. Jist met 
yore new lion tamer here,”

I turns to get a fuller look at this 
Mr. Wailey and he’s shaped like a 
barrel with a pair of feet portroodin’ 
out the bottom and a brown derby 
restin’ on top. I looks at Cactus and 
he’s edgin’ fer the door.

This gent Wailey is scrutinizin’ us 
with a pair of shoe-button eyes that 
ain’t missin’ no tricks. “Lion tamer, 
eh?” he says, and starts lickin’ his 
chops.

“Gents,” C r o s s e y e s  introduces, 
“this is Mr. Wailey of Blarney and 
Wailey circus,”

We nods, but I can see that Cactus 
ain’t a-tall interested in lions no more, 
and we start fer the door.

“Jist a minute, friend,” Mr. Wai
ley calls, but I don’t like the reflec
tion he puts on ‘fiie».ds.’ “Yuh look
in’ fer jobs?”

‘We got one,” Cactus lies to him. 
“Ah,” he says, “but I kin give yuh 

two. One fer each of yuh.”
That was right sportin’ of him, 

but I kin see Cactus is thinkin’ of 
them lions and he says, “One’s all 
we kin handle fer the present.”

‘But yuh told me yuh was a lion 
tamer,” Crosseyes butts in.

“Did I say that?” Cactus asks in
nocent-like.

“H§ ain’t jist right today,” I pipes 
up. “He got hit on the haid with
a bottle last night....... ”

“I need a lion tamer,” Mr. Wailey 
says. “Ten dollars a performance. We 
got a show scheduled this afternoon. 
Whatcha say?”

CACTUS’ face is turnin’ white, 
jist like he’d washed it, which 

he ain’t done since I knowed him. 
He shakes his shaggy haid. “I gotta

ask my boss first. We’ll ride out and 
see ’im. Come on, Windfall,” he says 
to me.

We goes out and around the back 
where we left our mules, but they’re 
gone!

“Respectful town, is it?” Cactus 
mutters and smokes the mawnin’ air 
with his vocabulary, “Now ain’t we 
a sliced pickle.”

I says, “I feel like a sliced pickle 
after ridin’ that razor backed mule.” 
And I warn’t relentin’ none about 
the mules.

“But we gotta git out of here,” 
Cactus says, and I kin see he’s plump 
worried. He hauls off and kicks a 
empty bean can. “I ain’t waitin’ here 
fer that sheriff to show up. ’Sides, 
I ain’t figgin’ on doin’ no stunt like 
that gent Daniel I read about one 
time, goin’ in a lion’s den.”

“Well,” I says, “we ain’t on no fam
ine either. Let’s chunk some ham 
and aigs inside us and we kin ar- 
butrate better.”

That suggestion meets with his ap
proval and we prowl around ontil we 
find a beanery. When we’re through, 
the gal what waited on us is leanin’ 
on the counter with her tongue hang- 
in’ out and suckin’ in air. We’d had 
three heppins of ham and aigs and 
flapjacks with eight cups of coffee.

"Now we kin arbutrate,” Cactus 
says as we walk out to the street. I’m 
stuffed like a feather bed and fum
blin’ to get the two top buttons of 
my britches hooked ’cause there’s 
plenty of folks stirrin’ around now. 
Hosses is tied to hitchracks and the 
sun is warm makin’ me feel lazy. I ’m 
thinkin’ mebbe we oughta find a straw 
pile to flop in. I mentions this to 
Cactus and right now we’re searchin’. 
We locate the livery stable, and bein’ 
ain’t nobody ’round to molest us we 
scamper up to the hay loft and 
stretch out. Warn’t long even ’for® 
Cactus’ snortin’ was music to me.

But it warn’t music to the gent 
standin’ over us with a pitchfork.

“Git outa here, yuh bums,” this 
bowlegged little gent is sayin’, and 
meanin’ it 'cause he’s jabbin’ us with 
that fork. We don’t argue none with 
him, jist git. But we ain’t no more 
’n out the stable when I grabs Cac-
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(us by his shirt tall and hauls him 
back inside.

“That sheriff has ketched up with 
us,” I tell him, pointin’ to the three 
men on horseback. He peeps ’round 
the corner and ducks back bug-eyed, 
jis t then I feel the pitchfork through 
my britches and look clown to see if it 
ain’t cornin’ plumb through me. I 
let out a yell and am in the middle 
of the street as the sheriff and his 
two depooties ride by. Cactus is right 
behind me and it warn’t seconds ’fore 
I knowecl we was recognized, ’cause 
bullets is bammin’ and kickin’ up dust, 
’round us like raindrops. We ain’t 
lookin’ back as we make turns around 
buildin’s and come out in the open. 
I was wishin’ fer that razor-back mule 
when I spies the big canvas tent and 
hammers toward it. I’m thinkin’ I ’m 
really hoofin’ it but if 1 hadn’t of 
dodged jist then Cactus’d run right 
over me. I hunches rny haid. and takes 
after him like a bound dawg after a 
rabbit. We ain’t no mor’n inside the 
tfg!;t when I ventures a look up jist 
in time to see Cactus rollin’ on the 
ground graspin’ fer wind. He’s done 
run smack dab into Mr. Wailey, and 
Mr. Wailey ain’t budged a inch.

“You boys shore are in a rush fer 
them jobs I see,” Mr. Wailey says 
calm as a corpse.

Cactus is tryin’ to git up on his 
wobbly laig like a fresh born colt, 
but the bump ain’t slowed his tongue 
none.

“We’re lookin’ fer a place to 
hide,” he gasps to Wailey. “We’re 
playin’ sheriff and robber. Me an’ 
Windfall is the robbers today. Couple 
hombres playin’ sheriff lookin’ fer 
us.” Cactus had a silly grin on his 
face and I figgered he was out his 
haid again. “’Side that loses,” Cactus 
goes on, “buys the drinks. You got 
a good place fer us to hide, Mr. Wai
ley? Kind of a favor we’re askin’.”

I ’ll say this fer Mr. Wailey’s cred
it, he swallows that tale hook, line, 
and sinker. “Shore boys,” he agrees, 
“Right this way.” And he herds us 
to a wagon, one of them red and gold 
painted ones with carved jiggers on 
it, and opens the back door. “In here,” 
he says givin’ us a shove. The door 
clangs shut and it’s got the familiar

sound of a jail door, and I ’m wonder
in’ if we ain’t been tricked. It’s so 
dark in there I’m feelin’ like I been 
dropped in a tub of axle grease.

Cactus says, “Ain’t nopody gonna 
find us heah,” which is what’s worry- 
in’ me.

1 fumbles around with my hands 
outstretched and gits hold of some 
hair and says, “Whatcha got yore 
hat off fer, Cactus?”

“I ain’t got my sombrero off,” he 
says, and quick-like I realizes he’s 
behind me. I gits a funny feelin’ in 
my stummick like them aigs has 
hatched out, and I let my hand slide 
down a long hairy body. There’s a 
low growl and I ’m retreatin’ full 
force. But I’m limited in my terri
tory and trip over Cactus,

“Yuh gone loco?” he asks.
I feel somethin’ hot Mowin' on my 

face and I says to Cactus, “Stretch 
yore hand out.”

“Leinme outa heah!” he croaks. 
“There’s a lion in heah!”

We beat against the door but It 
ain’t givin’ none and directly there’d 
a scratchin’ on the door beside me 
and derned if that lion ain’t catchn’ 
on to what we want and is hepin’ us.

“He ain’t got no teeth!” Cactus en- 
lightns, which is good news. “I had 
my hand in his mouth.” I ’m, thinkin* 
that’s better ’n havin’ his haid there.

“Yuh kin have him fer a playmate 
if yuh done got that friendly with 
him,” I says.

It ain’t long ’fore I hears a noise 
outside the wagon and I see the whole 
side of the wagon droppin’ down. I 
looks out through the bars and there’s 
Mr. Wailey standin’ outside with a 
long black stogie in his teeth.

“Howdy boys,” he greets, jist like 
he ain’t done us a dirty trick. We’re 
noncommital.

"I sent yore sheriff away,” he says, 
"but he’s cornin’ back. I told him I’d 
be on the look out fer yuh. He says 
he’s a real sheriff and he ain’t play
in’. Said he’s gonna find yuh dead or 
alive. He was right hostile.” Mr. 
Wailey was puffin’ away on that 
cigar like one of them big smoke- 
stacked engines struttin’ up the side 
of a mountain. “But the sheriff won’t 
find yuh,” he went on. “If yuh take
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the job I ’ll make shore of that, Yuh 
kin see Nero there ain’t harmless. 
Ain’t got a tooth in his haid. I'll put 
yuh in a get-up that nobody’ll ever 
recognize yuh—not even that sheriff.” 

Cactus is takin’ a daylight squint 
at this Nero lion and he says, “It's 
awful considerate of yuh, Mr. Wai- 
ley," but I could see he was more 
scaird of the sheriff than of Nero. 
So he turns to me and says, “We’ll 
oblige ’im, won’t we, Windfall?”

I ’m thinkin’ of that ornery sheriff 
myself. “I ’m susceptible.”

MR. WAILEY warn’t lyin’ when 
he said nobody’d recognize me 

and Cactus. There’s Cactus in a red 
uniform with yallow trim and I ’m 
rigged out in a night gown affair 
with laigs in it and a putty nose that 
keeps crossin’ my peepers. We git 
our instructions from Mr. Wailey and 
when the crowd gits corralled I spies 
the sheriff and his two depooties sit- 
tin’ on the benches with other folks, 
but he ain’t payin’ me no never mind, 
which I ’m mighty happy fer. The 
lion cage is set up right smack in 
the middle of everything. Nero’s 
stretched out in the middle of the 
cage snorin’. I catch a glimpse of 
Cactus struttin’ out in that uniform 
and I stop to watch him. He opens 
the little gate of the cage like it ain’t 
nawthin’ onusual. There’s a runway 
goin’ into the cage which I reckon 
is for Nero to use.

The crowd cheers and a couple ga
loots fire off their six-shooters, and 
Cactus is bendin’ and bowin’ like one 
them opree singers we’d seen in 
Tombstone one time. You’d think he 
owned this spread the way he’s carry- 
in’ on. Then I see Mr, Wailey wadd
lin’ out and he starts bellowin’ like 
a mad bull,

“Ladees and gentlemun! Blarney 
and Wailey Circus presents fer yore 
innertainment the world’s greatest
lion t a m e r __ Professer Muzzle-
guts!”

Cactus has a long whip what he 
goes to crack at Nero who is now be- 
ginnin’ to show a little life. But Cac
tus ain’t never had nothin’ to do with 
a whip and It gets tangled round his 
feet and he trips hisself, Nero cocks

his haid at him and trots off to take 
a seat on a stool "and yawn. I’m look
in’ back up at the sheriff to see if he 
ain’t superstitious, but he’s sittin’ 
there crackin’ peanuts and he ain’t 
no wiser’n a frawg in a snake’s belly. 
I ’m smilin’ behind that putty nose 
about how clever me and Cactus is 
when I hear a commoshun over in 
the lion cage.

“Wow!” I hear Cactus, and spins 
around to see him goin’ up the bars 
like a squirrel up a tree. Then I sees 
the lions. Not one—but four!

“Windfall! Git me outa heah! We 
been tricked!”

I take three leaps and I’m beside 
the cage. Them three new lions is 
growlin’ and roarin’ like they’s hon- 
gry and they're gazin’ up at Cactus 
hangin’ on the bars. My adams-apple 
is gone on a indeependent spree and 
I ain’t got no control of it.

“Open the gate and let them lions 
out!” Cactus yells to me. But I ain’t 
hankerin' none to mix with ’em. They 
ain’t a-tall friendly like Nero, and 
one of them springs up high and 
comes back down with a mouthful of 
Cactus’ britches.

“He’s exposin’ me!” Cactus screams 
accusin’ly, and I ’m thinkin’ he oughta 
said, “He’s disposin’ me,” but gram- 
maw ain’t nawthin’ between me and 
Cactus and he’s the awnly pardner 
I got. I ’m gettin’ kinda mad now 
about this trick Mr. Wailey has 
played on Cactus, and I barge into 
the cage gate and fling it open.

Cactus turns loose his holt on the 
bars and lights tunnin’. Them lions is 
stunned with our act—but not fer 
long. Me and Cactus is hotfootin’ it 
fer parts unknown, and them lions 
think its a game of tag. But I know 
this is one game me and Cactus had 
not oughta lose. I look back as we 
race from the circus tent and them 
lions is right in our tracks kinda 
lopin’ along. But they ain’t deceivin’ 
me none ’cause I ’m travelin’ and 
cain’t see nothin’ but a blurr as me 
and Cactus race by the spectators, 
who is yowlin’ like tomcats in a alley. 
We hits the main street runnin’ neck 
and neck. Far as me and Cactus is 
concerned it’s a dead heat but I look 
back and see we ain’t winnin’ the
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race ’cause them lions is gainin’now, 
and behind them is three hombres 
horseback. Sweat’s in my eyes but I 
kin tell its the sheriff and his depoo- 
ties. It looks like coffins fer me and 
Cactus, and I ’m beginnin’ to see no 
sense to gettin’ all tired out fer my 
own funeral, and slows down.

"Whatcha waitin’ fer?” Cactus 
wheezes.

“I’m lookin’ fer my second wind,” 
I says. “My fust one’s all used up.” 
But I change my mind completely 
when I feel a hot wind at the seat 
of my britches and bear down on my 
laigs again. I whirls by Cactus and 
he looks up surprised.

“Whose that?’ he calls.
“It’s me.”
“Bidja get yore second wind?”
“Naw,” I fling over my shoulder, 

“but that lion’s breath is down right 
sickenin’.” Just then I hear a deep 
growl, followed by a rippin’. I glance 
over my shoulder and there’s Cactus 
runmrt' in his underware. I think 
that’s a good idee and start unbutton
in’ my britches. I let them slip down 
thinkin’ I kin jist step out of them. 
But I miscalculates. I’d worn them 
britches so long they has an attach
ment to me and they hangs at my 
boot tops. Then I’m down on the 
ground eatin’ dirt and gnawin’ mes- 
quite.

“Cactus!” I yells. "Wait a minute! 
Let’s talk over some stradegy!” All 
the time I ’m buryin’ my haid like a 
gopher makin’ a new hole. But I ain’t 
got the knack fer diggin’. I hear shots 
behind and dares to raise my haid, 
hopin’ I don’t git it bit off. I ’m plumb 
surprised when I see the lions has 
given up the chase and is fightin’ 
over Cactus britches. But the sher
iff ain’t givin’ up so easy. He and 
his two depooties is thunderin’ down 
on us just as I kicks outa my britches

and takes out after Cactus. But it 
ain’t no use now. Cactus is barely 
trottin’, and my laigs is plumb ornery.

“Dad blame yore sidewinder hides,” 
the sheriff bellows as he ketches up 
and throws his gun on its. I look the 
situation over and resigns myself 
pronto to a seige of cell life. But not 
Cactus.

“Howdy sheriff,” Cactus greets 
him jist as though he’d met him on 
his way into a saloon. “I see yu’re 
shore lookin’ fine.”

“Dad blame right,” he says, “and if 
yuh resist the law anymore I ’ll see 
that you get ninety-nine years of hard 
work.”

I ain’t likin’ this hard work part 
and I says, “We’re shore willin’ to 
oblige.”

He holsters his gun and acts right 
friendly fer a change. “Where yuh 
hidin that Koo-poo medicine?” he 
wants to know. Me and Cactus ain’t 
answerin’ because its evidence against 
us. The sheriff snaps like a turtle 
and lifts his gun like he means busi
ness. I figgers now that it ain’t no 
use antagonizin’ him, so I starts 
pointin’ back across the prairee.

“Back yonder,” I says.
“I want a bottle of that bilge water 

fer a friend of mine,” the sheriff says. 
“He’s flat on his back and I reckon 
Koo-poo ’ll git him up. It shore fixed 
me jist like yuh boys said.”

“Then yuh ain’t wantin’ to take us 
to jail ?” Cactus asks faintly.

“Gawd no,” the sheriff says. “I jist 
want another bottle of Koo-poo.”

‘Takes off warts, straightens toe 
nails, removes or grows hair, mends 
bones,” Cactus sing-songs, and I kin 
see he’s right back corrallin’ some 
more trouble fer us. I ’m walkin’ back 
lookin’ fer a gent to go ’-round half 
nakid ’fore a bunch of folks he’s sell- 
in’ Koo-poo to.



★  J u d g m e n t  ★
fey Arthur Leo Zagat

John R a n d  fig u re d  h e  co u ld  m a k e  th e  m u rd e r o f his p a rt* 
n e r  lo o k  lik e  a n  ac c id e n t, b u t . . .

I T WAS the ingrained habit of a 
a woodsman, John Rand sup
posed, that brought him up the 

steep bank so silently. The under
brush did rustle a little; but that 
slight sound was covered for Pete 
Colt by the sound of his axe for it 
chunked cn steadily, not stopping 
even when Rand was close enough 
to peer at him through a screen of 
leaves.

Rand did not quite know why he 
didn’t push through that screen, why 
he crouched there, rigid, watching 
his partner.

Long years of prospecting had 
weathered Colt’s complexion to the 
essentials of skin and bone; but 
though Pete’s hair fell in a white 
mane to his shoulders he could still 
swing an axe with the best. There 
was something almost of joy in the 
way he went at it, and Rand knew 
why that was. He knew it was because 
the birch Pete was cutting down was 
for the cabin they’d live in while they 
worked the rich gold strike they’d 
made at last.

Chunk. The axe bit its wedge 
deeper into the wood. Chunk. It 
thudded against the close, dark green
ery of the forest and to Pete Colt it 
must have been a lonely sound, for 
as far as he knew there was no ther 
human within half a day’s journey. 
Chunk. Pete could not know that 
John Rand was not far down the 
stream whose banks here were rotten 
w'ith yellow gold, that John was not 
paddling hard toward Barkerton to 
file their claims.

Chunk. The gleaming bit sank 
helve deep. A chip flew and the

birch shuddered with almost human 
agony through all of its white height.

John Rand’s eyes slitted. Abruptly, 
he knew why he’d chosen to return 
for the bag of provisions that unac
countably had been left out of his 
canoe’s lading, although he easily 
could have shot enough game with 
the revolver at his belt. He knew 
now why he’d slipped so stealthily 
behind Pete, why he crouched here 
now, his thigh muscles quivering.

Pete slashed a final blow into the 
cut. The tree leaned majestically, and 
slowly, and now faster as the old 
man gauged the fall and stepped back 
just far enough to avoid the farthest 
spread of its boughs.

Rand’s fists pounded hard between 
his shoulders, hurled him forward 
again under the down-rushing trunk.

The birch’s crash was thunderous. 
Then there was no sound except 
John Rand’s triumphant laugh. That, 
too, thinned—ended. Rand stared at 
the face that was all he could see of 
Pete Colt. Sunlight striking through 
the tree’s still threshing leaves 
flickered on closing eyes, on gaunt, 
hollow cheeks. The face was so ut
terly without life, yet somehow so 
accusing..

Pete Colt was dead.
Panic whirled Rand from that face, 

sent him down the bonk, stopped 
him! He stared at a footprint in the 
soft earth, his footprint.

He fought the panic down. He must 
use his head; he must take care of 
that. He must brush out the tracks 
he’d made climbing the bank and those 
he’d make climbing down again to
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the canoe. He imposed calm on him
self, imposed crafty shrewdness; then 
he was obliterating the spoor, obliter
ating all signs that might bring his 
crime home to him.

IT WAS done. John Rand knelt in 
the bottom of his canoe and

plunged his paddle into the stream. 
He blanked his mind to the recollec
tion of the gaunt, accusing face un
der the birch leaves’ green shudder, 
permitted himself avvareness only of 
the swift rush of water.

His canoe was swift, fairly leap
ing downstream between the high
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banks and between the pathless 
woods into which only a chance hunt
er ever penetrated. The gloom of the 
forest closed in on the stream, and 
its brooding silence. Wet-black 
boulders fanged out of the rushing 
water; sudden whirlpools sucked at 
the canoe’s nose. Rand fought the 
stream’s tricks with consummate skill, 
and fighting them found himself able 
to think clearly again.

What he had done was done and 
there was no use regretting it. Re
gret it? Why? It was all Pete’s fault. 
It was Pete who’d suggested that they 
stake partnership claims rather than 
individual ones, arguing that in this 
way there would be no ill-feeling if 
one stretch of bank proved out rich
er 'than another. It was Pete who’d 
suggested that John Rand file the 
claims because he was the younger 
and would make better time to Bar- 
kerton,

And it was Pete who’d forgotten 
to put the provisions sack in the 
canoe.

Funny the way it had worked out. 
Pete was dead now, and John Rand 
was a rich man, twice as rich as if 
he had made the strike alone. The 
law said that a dead man’s share in 
partnership claims reverted to the oth
er partner if there were no heirs, and 
Colt was htterly without kith or kin. 
There was nobody to care what had 
happened to him except the Law, and 
Rand had made himself safe from the 
law.

When he returned, the Inevitable 
stampede of gold-hungry men at his 
heels, he would find his partner un
der the birch, dead for five days. 
John would be appalled by the old 
man’s fatal carelessness, but the oth
ers’ envy of him would be doubled 
by the doubling of his fortune.

All right. The thing to do was to 
forget all about what he had done. 
Not forgej it—cast it utterly out of 
his mind. He had left Pete Colt this 
morning, hale and hearty. That was 
all he knew, that was all he would 
j>yer know*

THE DUSK began to seep out of 
the forest, and out of the gray 
sky. Shadows appeared on the water 

to simulate rocks, and the rocks were 
like shadows; John Rand knew he 
could go no further till dawn.

He scowled, driving the canoe for 
a bit of shelving bank, where the 
trees retreated to leave a small, grass- 
floored clearing. He had recognized a 
lightning-blasted oak and he knew 
he would not dare light a fire to show 
where he had camped. That would 
place his night camp only a half days 
paddle from the claim and he didn’t 
want to have to explain why he had 
started so late; explanations would 
be dangerous.

Rand reached the little craft, drew 
it safely up, stretched his big-boned 
frame.

“ You made slow time, John.” 
Rand’s hand flashed to the gun in 

his belt as he whirled to the voice. 
There was no one there to have spok
en, no one at all was in the misted 
clearing. But the voice had been so 
clear, so distinct; high-pitched and 
cracked and a little querelous as 
Pete Colt’s voice always was.

Bah! Rand himself had spoken 
aloud, as one gets in a habit of do
ing, alone in the woods. That was it, 
of course that was it.

He was tired; dog-tired. No won
der! He had left the claim at dawn. 
Had eaten nothing—

“Murder will out.”
John Rand’s flesh, his bones, 

gathered into themselves, so that his 
mackinaw and corduroy breeches 
hung loosely on him. His shaggy 
brows beetled over eyes that stared 
into the woods, pupil-dilated eyes 
darkly clouded with terror.

Something moved among the black 
tree bulks! Orange-red flame jetted 
at it from Rand’s gun, into a swirl of 
wraith-like ground haze. Rand could 
see only a little way into the woods, 
but it was far enough for him to 
know there was nothing there. To 
know that Pete Colt was not there.

How could Pete be there? Pete lay 
dead under tons of wood, miles up
stream.

(Continued On Page 8 i )



C0YKE
Your Choice of TWO GREAT FIELDS

Learn Quickly!
Prepare for the future with ALL-AROUND TR A IN IN G .
Com e to  th e  SH O P S  O F  C O Y N E  in  Chicago, th e  school 
w ith  49 years of tra in in g  experience. T w o b ig  o p p o rtu n ity  
fields. T housands of g rad u a tes  in  In d u s try .

ELECTRICITY
INCLUDING INDUSTRIAL ELECTRONICS
Big fu tu re  In  Power P lan t Work,
M otors, A rmature Winding, Home 
and Factory Wiring, Appliances, Re
frigeration, Maintenance, Illumina
tion, etc. Electricians are in  demand 
everywhere — lifetime job  service.
M any eam  while learning. Send for 
B IG  F R E E  BOOK on  C O Y N E  
Training.

Hi-Television
A g re a t  fie ld  now , ev e n  g re a te r  
g row th  ahead . H ere  a t  C O Y N E  
y o u 're  tra in ed  fo r  C o nstruc tion ,
Testing, Trouble-Shooting on Radio,
Public Address, Sound Picture Units,
Training includes F M , Photo-cells,
Television, etc. M any C oyne Trained
men own well-paying radio busi nesses 
of the ir own.

M et a ^ H o m e -S tu d y ”  Course!
You get actual shop work on full-size equipm ent plus neces
sary theory. W hether you had previous experience or not 
makes no difference a t  C oyne.
N O N -V E T E R A N S  W H O  ARE SH O RT  OF M O N E Y
can finance most of the ir tuition and pay  i t  in easy monthly 
paym ents after graduation.

Electric R e frig e ra tio n
This training means additional opportunities. 
Training in  this field now added to our Elec- ' 
trical or Radio course. -

M AIL COUPON ?O R  FACTS! f
See how we make i t  EASY for you to get ready 
NOW. Check course you prefer and rush to  ua 
for full details, FR EE. N o obligation—-no sales
man will call. Do i t  TODAY.

A pproved  for G. I. Training

B. W. COOKE, P re s id e n t
COYNE E7.ECTRICAL and RADIO SCHOOL
B cpt.A 8-2SM
5311 S. Paulina S t., Chicago 12, III.

Send me your BIG F R E E  BOOK — for the course checked 
be5ow. Also f uri details of your S tudent Finance Plan.
□  EL EC TR IC IT Y  □  RADIO

NAME
AD.DRUT-\
C IT Y ...................................................... STATE

BLUE RIBBON WhS'i LiKN 
(Continued From Pago 83)

Was he sure? Dead sure? Rand re
called that he hadn’t looked once at 
the body under the tree, all the time 
he had worked to obliterate the 
marks of his presence. But what of 
that? If Colt hadn’t instantly been 
killed he was inescapably pinned 
down. He would be dead before any
one saw him again.

Even if, by some miracle, Colt were 
unhurt and had gotten free, he could 
by no imagining have reached here 
through the woods and he had no 
canoe. This was the only one they 
owned between them.

John Rand laughed, and shivered 
at the sound of that laugh. The shiv
ers ran through him, and a damp 
chill penetrated to his very marrow. 
He was cold—a fire would warm him, 
fire would give him light. No mat
ter what it might mean later on he 
must have a fire!

Streamers of dry bark hung rag
gedly from the lightning-killed oak. 
There were dead twigs low enough 
down for him to reach, and the 
spring freshets had thrown up three 
arm-thick branches. Kindling and 
firewood were ready to his hand, he 
would not have to go into the woods 
for them.

Why should he be afraid to go into 
the woods?

RAND DIDN’T answer that ques
tion, he didn’t dare answer it. 

He built his fire hastily, too hastily. 
His fumbling, nervous fingers were 
clumsy, and by the time he’s rasped 
into flame the match from the metal 
box he fished out of his pocket, by 
the time the first layer of twigs had 
caught, it was full dark.

But it was cheerful. It was warm 
John Rand laid his revolver on the 
ground, close to him, and squatted 
over the fire. It warmed him and he 
was no longer afraid. He looked deep 
into the flame, and the bright heart 
of it was a bright nugget of molten 
gold. Gold would buy swell clothes 
for him; a house on ’Frisco’s Nob 

(Continued On Page 86)84
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BLUE RIBBON WESTERN
(C ontinued F rom  Page  84)

Hill where only the wealthy lived,! 
It \yould buy a woman for himj a 
white-skinned, red-|ipped, deep, 
breasted woman like the one who had 
pulled her silk skirts daintily from 
him that time on the ferry from Oak- 
land . . .

He would work the claim for a 
year, and then he would sell it. He 
would travel. He would . . . There 
were so many things he could do with 
the gold.

“You lived only to search for It, 
Pete,” he muttered. “You wouldn’t 
have known what to do with it.”

"I  might have died in bed, John. I  
might have died between white, clean 
linen sheets,”

I£and snatched up the gun as he 
twisted to the voice. The blue barrel 
snouted pointblank at a weazened 
small figure squatting across the fire 
from him, as Pete Colt had so often 
squatted.

"You can’t kill me twice”  Pete 
sighed. “Not twice.”

The firelight flickered on Pete 
Colt’s face and his leathery cheeks 
were gaunt, hollow.

Rand had never before noticed how 
deep-sunk Pete’s eyes were. He had 
never noticed how much like a skull 
Pete?s head was, a skull gruesomely 
crowned by a mane of hair that was 
pure white even in the wavering 
yellow-red of the fire.

“ You are frightened.”  Colt’s flesh
less lips parted in a grisly smile. “You 
needn’t be frightened of me. I bear 
you no ill-will for what you have 
done. Where you have sent me there 
is no such thing as ill-will. There is 
only justice.”

JOHN RAND heard the rustle of 
wind in the leaves. He heard an

other faint sound. Chunk. It was very 
distant. Chunk, It seemed to come 
from far up the stream. Chunk. It was 
like the sound Pete Colt’s axe had 
made, biting into the birch that was 
to kill Pete Colt...

“You don’t believe me, John. But 
you will believe me when you hear



the message I have for you. The warn
ing. You planned well, but something 
happened you couldn’t know about, 
and couldn’t guard against. A couple 
of men who have been cruising tim
ber came down the stream about two 
hours after you left. They saw me, 
and my body was still warm when 
they got to me. So you see, John, you 
have got to get to Barker ton so quick
ly that no one can figure out the pos
sibility of your having left after I 
died instead of before,

"Listen.”  The apparition stabbed a 
gnarled finger into the blackness, 
pointing upstream. "They're coming 
now!”

Rand’s head twisted to look. Twist
ed back. Pete was gone! Rand was 
alone with the fire. He was alone with 
terror.

He jumped up. “Gawd!” The mon
osyllable spewed from between his 
cold lips. His hands fisted, so tightly 
their nails cut his palm.

Chunk! The axe-sound was nearer/ 
Chunk! It wasn’t the sound of an 
axe, it was the sound of paddles 
chunking into the stream. The tim
ber cruisers hadn’t stopped long at 
the camp. They had done what they 
could for Pete Colt and now they 
were paddling fast to make up for 
lost time. They would get to Barker- 
ton before Rand...

No! If they could chance the rocks 
in the dark so could he. No two men 
could paddle as fast as he. He would 
drive through the night. He would 
make up the hours he had lost. That 
would place this fire as having been 
made at noon today. It would place 
him here at noon and instead of be
traying him it would make his alibi 
all the more certain.

Rand scooped up handfuls of dirt, 
slammed them down on the blaze. It 
was quenched. He threw himself to 
the water’s edge, frantic with the 
need for haste. His hands closed on 
the canoe’s gunwale, shoved it free of 
the bank’s clutch, He leaped in, 
snatched up his paddle.

The current took the craft, swung 
it, Rand dipped his blade, dipped 
again.

Something had hold of the canoe,
(Continued On Pnge 88), :■/
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IOSI WEIGHT
where i t  shows w est

■ UU C i
most any p a rt of the body with

S P O T  R E D U C E R
I lk *  o mogle wand, the "Spot Reducer" obey* 
your every w ith . In mot! parti o f your body  
Where ft It  loots and flabby, wherever you 
hav* extra weight and Inchet, the “ Spat Re> 
ducer" can a id  you in acquiring a youthful, 
•lender and graceful figure. The beauty of 
this ■ scientifically detigned Reducer It  that th *  

method it to  tim ple end eoty, 
the rotultt quick, lure and  
horm lett. No exercises or ttrlcl 
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Thoutondt have lost weight 
(h it way— in hips, obdomen, 
legs, arms, neck, bullocks etc. 
The tam e method used by  
stage, tcreen and rad io  per» 
tonalities end leading reduc
ing salons. The "Spot Re
ducer" tqn be used in your 
spare tim e, in the privacy o f  
your own room. It  break* 
down fatty  tissues, tones the  
muscles and flesh, and, the l/l- 

|  creased, awakened blood |lr»  
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MONET BACK GUARANTEB 
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PILES Successfully corrected  
o r  no cost!

New painless, low cost home treatment p e r *  
fected by RECTAL SPECIALIST helps many. 
Send for FREE trial offer. No obligation.

DR» M O LX A H H ’S C L IN IC , Dept. D-25
B o s  13S M cCook, N ebraska,

BOOKLETS,
The kind grownups like. Each one of these folce book
lets Is POCKET SIZE, also contains 8 ILLUSTRATIONS, 
and is full of fun and entertainment. 12 of these |oke 
booklets, ALL DIFFERENT, will be shipped prepaid 
upon receipt of $1.00, cash or money order. No orders 
sent C.O.D. Print name and address and mail to :

TREASURE NOVELTY CO. Dept, 27-F
Box 28, Cooper Station, New York 3, N.Y.

(Used Clothing)
i A ssorted fna te rla ls  and color*. 

M any styles. Sixes 10 to 20, L arger 
sizes 5 fo r $4,45, Send 50c o r xnora 

for deposit, balance C.O.t>. b lus postage. We hope 
you w in bo fully satisfied. I f  dissatisfied money re 
funded. Rush o rder now.

ARMY CLOTHES WORK CLOTHES
Clothing for men. women, children. F ree  illustra ted  
C atalog SUPER SALES CO.. 141-A W atkins 8 t„  
D ep t, K N , Brooklyn i£ ,  N.Y*

F O R  m m  O N L Y ?
The Gals Love I f  Too!

Tou’ll be a riot at your nest
stag party—with this rare col
lection of sophisticated witl

t  COMPLETE BOOKS 
— each different 

SCO Exciting Pages 
CARTO O NS  

Bed Hot Lafi's — Situations — Girl Photos 
Kite Club Stuff — Art Studies — Etc.

JOKES
It’s tho year’s snappiest art collection!

PHOTOS
Don’t wait! Supply limited. Send only 
88e today — nothing else to pay — tor this 
Art Humor Bonansa, We pay postage.

98c BUYS ALL 4 BOOKS
Sent In plain  sealed w rapper 

Order yours nowj 
Money back If not satisfied

LARCH BOOK C O .. DEPT. 130-H
118 East 28 St., New York 16. N.Y.

BLUE RIBBON WEST CRN 
(C ontinued From  Pago 87)

something that would not let it go. 
A scream burst from Rand's lips as 
a pallid spot in the darkness took 
form as Pete Colt’s face.,.

A rock sliced open the shell. 
Rand screamed again, and then he 
was swamped by a swirling, insen
sate turmoil of brawling water. It 
pounded him against stone, battered 
him ...

A BEAM of white light scythed 
the forest darkness.

“Hey!” Hen Corbin exclaimed. 
“What’s that?—Gees! It’s a man, 
caught on a rock. He’s—hell, I guess 
he was a man once. He’s nothin’ but 
pulp now.”

“There’s what’s left uv his canoe,” 
Tim Sanders jerked his paddle to
ward a mass of splinters.“What in the 
name uh Satan d’yuh think the damn 
fool thought he was doin’, tryin’ to 
run the rapids at night without an 
acetylene lamp like ours?”

“I dunno. M aybe...”
“Hello there!” A thin, querelous 

voice threaded the darkness. “In here. 
Here’s the clearing where I told you 
I’d meet you.”

The white beam swung, picked out 
of the night a wiry, white-haired fig
ure astraddle on the bank, a light
ning-riven oak behind it.

“Wuz that yuhr partner yuh wanted 
to locate?” Sanders queried as the 
bow of the timber cruisers’ craft 
grated on the shelving shore.

“I got here just in time to see the 
crazy galoot shoving off.” Colt’s 
leathery face grimaced, as if in grief. 
“Before I could yell he was smashed 
up. Guess my little surprise didn’t 
work out like I meant it to.”

“If yuh hadn’t made us set you on 
shore back there an’ wait a while so’s 
yuh could sneak up on him, we’d of 
got here in time to save him. He did 
not have the luck yuh had, us com
ing along in time to chop yuh loose 
from that tree yuh got caught under. 
Nor what we had, gettin’ to file 
claims next tuh yuhr discovery 
stakes ^

“No,” Pete Colt sighed. “John Rand 
didn’t have no luck. None at all. No 
more than he had judgment.”88



Bum 's Luck
by E. L. Kibba

A  B U M  sto le a p ie  one day, d u r
in g  the  g o ld  rush  era o f V i r g in 

ia  C ity ,  M on tana , w i th  a s to n ish in g  re 
su lts .

“ B u m m er D an,”  th e y  ca lled  the 
g o o d -fo r-n o th in g , and the  w a y  he 
m anaged to  ge t b y  w ith o u t  labor, in  
a m in in g  cam p w here  n e a rly  everyone 
was a ha rd  w o rk e r , a t f i r s t  amused, 
th e n  irk e d  the  m ine rs .

O ne day B u m m er D an was caught 
red -handed  in  the  ac t o f  s tu f f in g  h im 
s e lf on a p ie  he had s to len  fro m  a 
cook shack. T h is , the  m ine rs  decided, 
was too m u c h ; B um m er Dan w o u ld  
pay.

T h e y  escorted the  p ro te s tin g  gent 
to  a sec tio n  o f the  gu lch  w here  no
bod y  had ever dug, because the  fo rm a 
t io n  d id n 't  appear favo rab le . T h e y  
th ru s t  a p ic k a x  in to  h is  u n w il l in g  
hands, and o rdered  h im  to  ge t busy.

B u m m er D a n ’s re luc tance  was over
come b y  curses and threats, and the 
p a r ty  le f t  h im  d ig g in g , h a lf-h e a rte d 
ly*

“ Keep d ig g in ’ !”  was th e ir  p a r t in g  
com m and, “ W e ’ l l  be back r ig h t  p ro n 
t o ! ”

R e tu rn  th e y  d id , to  f in d  B um m er 
D a n  s it t in g  n o n c h a la n tly  on the  edge 
o f  a good-sized ho le , p o u r in g  grave l 
back and fo r th  fro m  one hand to  the 
o the r, g ra ve l th a t was th readed and 
crossed w i th  ye llo w -n u g g e ts  and 
dust.

B u m m er D an ’s B a r ca rrie d  the 
h ig h e s t percentage o f go ld  ever d is 
covered  in  A ld e r  G u lch . I t  was as 
close as possib le to  the  M o th e r Lode.

T H E  E N D

Free for ASTHMA
I f  you su ffe r w ith  a tta c k s  o f A sthm a a n d  choke a n d  

gasp  for b re a th , if .restful sleep Is d ifficu lt because of 
th e  s trugg le  to breathe, don't, fa ll to send a t  once to th e  
F ro n tie r  A sth m a  Com pany fo r a  F R E E  tria l of th a  
F R O N T IE R  ASTHM A M ED ICIN E, a  p rep a ra tio n  fo r 
tem porary  sy m p to m atic  re lief of paroxysm s of B ron
ch ia l A sthm a. No m a tte r  w here  you live or w he ther you 
h ave  fa ith  in. any  m edicine under th a  sun, send to d ay  
fo r th is  free  tr ia l. I t  will c o st you nothing. Caution! 
U se only a s  d irected . A ddress
F r o n t ie r  A s th m a  Co. 787-2J F r o n t ie r  B it!# .
4 62  N ia g a r a  S t . B u f f a lo  1, N . Y .

BEAT A N Y  DICE G A M E
Have gold in your pocket, when there's silver 
in  your hair. Send me a stamped self-addressed 
envelope and I will tell you things about DICE 
you never knew. NO POSTAL CARDS AN
SWERED.

Print Name and Address Plainly 
J. F. STEWART BOX 524. HOUSTON, TEXAS

FRtt! sic e  • c sh d s
Period Dice, Magic Dice, 
Magic Cards— f?EAD TUB  
BACKS — Inks, Daubs,: 
Poker Chips, Gaming 

.Layouts, D ice Boxes,', 
Counter Games, Punch- 
(boards. WRITS FOR

—-----------  -•.« /c a t a l o g  t o d a y .
K. C. CARD CO., 852 So. Wabash Avo., Chi., 111.

Illu s tra te d  C om ic  B o o k le ts
Sell our IL L U ST R A T E D  COMIC BOOKLETS and  o th e r 
N O V ELT IE S. E a c h  booklet size 4 ^ x 2 % . W e w ill send 
26 asso rted  booklets  p rep a id  upon receip t of $1,00 or 
75 asso rted  book le ts  s en t p rep a id  upon rece ip t of $2.00. 
W holesale  no v e lty  p rice  lis t  sen t w ith  o rd e r only. No 
o rd e rs  sen t O.O.D. Send C ash  o r M oney-order.

R E P S A C  S A L E S  C O .
45 Fifth Av... Dept, S0-F, New York 3, N. Y.

Used Clothing BARGAINS 
CHESSES 6 (or $3.40
Lovely sweaters, 3 fer $0.25; Ladles/ 
Coats, $1.50: other bargains. Army olofht* 
— work clothes. Free catalog. $1.00 de. 
posit with order. Merchandise guaranteed 
or purchase orice refunded

FAMOUS SALES CO.. Dept. MB 
2876 West 27 st., Brooklyn 24, N. Y.

to attract tha things you want I For 
MONEY, for LOVE, for all GOOD 
THINGS of Ufa, I  consider "Mag
netic Power" tho KEY TO SUC
CESS, Successful men and women 
know how to use their natural 
force to MAKE MONEY, OVER
COME OBSTACLES, BECOME IM
PORTANT! Now YOU too can 
loam how to release the mighty na
tural force I  call "Magnetic Power’* 
io make it work for you! As you 
begin to use your "Magnetic Pow
er" you will start to gain new con
fidence, become move forceful, learn

____ ___ _  ̂ the KEY TO SUCCESS. And hero’s
my ABSOLUTE GUARANTEE: Test tho principles of “Magnetic 
Power" for a full two weeks. You must be completely delighted, 
you must have a stronger and more confident outlook, or your 
money will be refunded immediately! Just send me your name 
ancl address, and pay tho postman $2.25 on arrival- Or send 
only $2.00 now ond I'll pay the. postage. "Magnetic Power" Is 
ready to serve you NOW l

RELDEEN — Unit R
10 P»«k Slip Naw YorJc 7, N. Y.
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ALCOHOL HABIT?
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T H E  R E A L  
W E S T

M A N  O F  M Y S T E R Y
by Lee Thomas

B UCKSKIN Frank Leslie waa 
truly a man of mystery. No
body seems to know much 

about his early life, and history picks 
up his story as he rode into Tomb
stone, Arizona, around 1880, when 
that roaring mining-camp was in its 
wild heyday. Now, sixty-five years 
later, legend and rumor have become 
mixed in the passage of time but one 
thing seems to stand out clearly— 
Buckskin Frank Leslie was a killer.

Slender, good-looking, he was proud 
of himself, and his destiny. He started 
tending bar in the Oriental Saloon, 
and now and then he dropped a word 
or two about the Plains, where he had 
presumably hunted buffalo. H e 
earned his nickname through his fan
cy vest. Most bartenders wore the 
proverbial black-serge vest; Frank 
Leslie wore a skin-tight, yellow buck 
skin vest. He spent ten years in roar
ing, lusty Tombstone. Then he spent 
seven years more in Arizona; only 
instead of working at the Oriental 
he worked for the great territory of, 
Arizona—with a pick and shovel at 
the Territorial Penitentiary at Yuma.
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MAN OF MYSTERY

First he killed a man named Kill
een. The fight centered around Kill
een’s pretty wife, who decided Buck
skin Frank’s company was more suit
ing then her husband’s. Killeen de
cided otherwise and was foolish 
enough to express his opinions to 
Buckskin Frank. Tombstone, the 
town that boasted it “had a man each 
morning for breakfast,” dined double 
that day, for it had Killeen for “sup- 
p ir,”

Buckskin Frank married the widow 
and moved ahead through Tomb
stone’s lower stratum of society, that 
which consisted of gamblers and 
saloonmen and hanger-ons around the 
many bars. After that, nobody cared 
about his past—where he was boin 
and raised, where he had been before, 
coming to Tombstone. They just 
wanted to keep out of the range of 
his six-shooter.

John Ringo, the cowthief and bad- 
man, was still unimpressed. He chal
lenged Buckskin Frank and they had 
words; this did not, though lead to 
gunplay. John Ringo left and a few 
hours later was found dead out in a 
gulch. Some citizens claimed they 
also saw Buckskin Frank ride his 
horse into the stable behind the Ori
ental, the bronc flecked with lather 
and blowing from a hard ride. A few 
minutes later, a cowboy brought in 
word of John Ringo’s death.

Buckskin Frank was questioned 
about his part, if any, in killing Jonn 
Ringo, “I was just out exercisin’ my 
hoss,” he said. “He stands aroun’ the 
stable too much an’ I was runnin’ 
some of the ginger outa him.” He 
moved down the bar, “What’ll yours 
be, miner?”

John Ringo’s death was listed in 
official records as a suicide and the 
mystery around Buckskin Frank con
tinued to grow. In the spring of 1882 
he had some words with a man—a 
miner—and killed him. The mines 
were still pouring out their millions 
in silver and Buckskin Frank and 
the others were too busy trying to 
get more than their share of the 
bullion. What was the death of an-

(C ontinued On Pfttfe 02)

Stop Worrying About Pimples, 
Blockheads and Other Externally 

Caused Skin Troubles

TRY SKIN DOCTOR'S AMAZINGLY 
SIMPLE D I R E C T I O N S  AND BE 
THRILLED WITH THE DIFFERENCE—

OFTEN SO MUCH

CLEARER IN JUST 
O N E  S H O R T W E E K

|)o n '«  sq u eeze  pimples and  b la ckh ea d s io g e l  
rid of them ! You may only aggravate  your 

condition and make it worse. Beside* leaving un
sightly, em barassing blemishes,

TRY DOCTOR'S SUGGESTON 
FOR JUST ONE WEEK

Handsome m ale screen stars don't risk m arred skin, 
blotches and blemishes. They realize that a  healthy, 
attractive complexion depends on proper pore-deep 
cleansing. That incomplete and iaulty methods of 
cleaning can ca»3S more unhappiness than  so-called 
"bad skin."
And screen stars weren'f born with different skin 
than  yours/

EASY AS WASHING YOUR FACE 
It's true. All you do is use VIDERM SKIN CLEANS
ER when you w ash your face. Rub the rich lather 
on your face, then w ash off. Apply a  little VIDERM 
MEDICATED SKIN CREAM, and that's all there is 
to it!
Specks of imbedded dirt and irritating grime are  
quickly w ashed aw ay. They dissolve and disappear, 
leaving your skin d ean , clear, smooth and a t
tractive. you'll notice the  difference on your first 
date.

PERFECT FOR AFTER SHAVING
This effective treatment, used after shaving, helps 
heal tiny nicks and  cuts, relieves razor-burn and 
smarting. Besides conditioning the skin and toning 
the surface appearance.

Just mail your name and address to Betty Mem
phis, care of the New York Skin Laboratory, 20S 
Division Street, Dept. 447, New York N. Y, By 
return mail you will receive the doctor's directions, 
and  both jars, packed in a  safety-sealed carton. 
On delivery, pay  two dollars plus postage. If you 
wish, you can save the postage fee by  mailing the 
two dollars wiih your letter. If you are  in any w a y  
dissatisfied, your money will be cheerfully refunded. 
To give you an  idea of how fully tested and  proven 
the Viderm double treatment is, it m ay interest you 
to know that, up to this month, over two hundred 
and twelve thousand women have ordered it on 
my recommendation. If you could only see the 
thousands of happy, grateful letters that have corns 
to me a s  a  result, you would know the joy this 
simple treatm ent can  bring. And, think of it! — the 
treatment must work tor yo u , or it doesn't cost 
you a  cent.

BAD SKIN?
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F is tu la  M a y  O ften
Result From Files

FREE BOOK —  Gives Facts On 
Associated Ailments

A  n e w  i l l u s t r a t e d  4 0 -p a g e  b o o k  
o n  f i s tu l a ,  R e c t a l  A b sc e ss ,  P i l e s  
a n d  o t h e r  r e c t a l  a n d  c o lo n  d i s 
o r d e r s  i s  n o w  F R E E  t o  a l l  s u f f e r 
e rs .  W r i te  to d a y — a  c a r d  w i l l  do. 

Thornton  & M inor Clinic Suite C-611 
B20 M cGee St., K ansas  C ity, Mo.

High School Course
at H om e_____ Many finish fa 2 Yarni

I
 Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to resident school work—prepares for college entrance 
exams, Standard H. 8. texts supplied. Diploma. Credit for H. 
S subjects already completed. Single subjects If desired. Hlgn 
school education is very important for advancement In businesi 
and industry and socially. Don’t be handicapped all your lire. 
Be a High School graduate. Start your training now. Free 
Bulletin on request, No obligation.

American School, Dept., HA6, Droxel at 58th, Chicago 37, l i t

^DETECTIVES
Home Study in Detective Training Professionally Mod- 
ernfzed —  Recognized Instructors —  Easy Payments —
W rite
JSIf5N,/\T,ONAL DETECTIVE t r a in in g  s c h o o l
1731-E, Monroa St., N, E, Washington, 18, D, C»

G am e &  C lu b  Supplies
Transparent Beveled and Weights; Transparent Bats; 
Tops and Bottoms; Door Pops; Hit and Miss Combina
tions; Luminous Glasses and R eaders; Shiners; Daub; 
Bicycle and Bee Readers. Rush FREE Catalog requests,

[C a ta lo g  j

" T h e  O ld  R e l ia b le "

D. S M Y T H  E C O .
Bex IS, Newer!:, Mo.

S0IG WRITERS ATTENTION
The amazing demand for phonograph records, accel
erated by more than 300,000 Song-Hit creating Juke* 
Boxes warrants your immediate investigation. We are 
offering song poem writers the rare opportunity of hav
ing qualified composers furnish music on percentage basis 
for any likely recording material received th'*
Recola Recording Co., Box 9874. Hollywood 2G Calif

1 0  USED * R «
D R E S S E S

Sizes 12 to  20. Assorted colors, prints, end sizes. 
B etter used dresses.
Sizes 12 to  14. 4  fo r $3»T5
M ai! $1.00 deposit with order, balance C .O .D , 
plus postage. Send to r Free C a ta lo g  of w ear
ing appare l fo r entire  fam ily  and money-beck 
guarantee terms,

KINGS MAIL ORDER CO.
1*1 Canal St. Dept. 205-K, New York 13

B L U E  RIBBON WESTERN
(Continued From Pago 01)

o the r man? B o o th il l ,  so the  b e tte r 
e lem ent said, was g ro w in g  as fas t 
as the tow n .

B u c k s k in  F ra n k  moved th ro u g h  the  
saloons, a q u ie t young  man w ith  a 
babyish face adorned by long , d ro o p 
in g  mustaches. M rs . K ille e n  had been 
fo rg o tte n  and shoved in to  the d is 
card  and by  now  he had some o th e r 
la d y  love. M os t o f the tim e  he tended 
bar in  the  O rie n ta l o r the B ird  Cage. 
Sometim es he gam bled ; he was a 
good m an w ith  the  pasteboards. A  
le w  tim es, so the  o ld tim e rs  say, he 
had r id d e n  w ith  John  R in g o  and h is  
ou tlaw s, w ho  had th e ir  headquarters 
close by . M aybe he had r id d e n  w ith  
the  lo n g r id e rs  and maybe, d u r in g  a 
ra id , he had qua rre led  w i th  Ringo-— 
a q u a rre l w h ic h  le d  to  R in g o ’s death. 
B u t th is  la tte r  sta tem ent was, so the  
o ld tim e rs  said, m o s tly  con jec tu re . 
R id in g  a horse was w o rk  and B u c k 
sk in  F ra n k ’s recored shows he was 
v e ry  a lle rg ic  to  any  phys ica l exercise 
m ore s trenuous than n a v ig a tin g  a 
schooner o f beer across a bar or l i f t 
in g  an ace o u t o f a pack o f cards.

A T  T H A T  tim e  Tom bstone was 
th e  toughes t tow n  in  the  w o rld . 

Roughnecks fro m  a l l over the  w o r ld  
came to  bask in  its  w arm  sun and to  
ga in  a l iv in g  by  n o t w o rk in g , and 
B u c k s k in  F ra n k  was one o f the  s h in 
in g  lig h ts  o f the  lo w e r elements. H e 
was the  typ e  o f m an th a t m any T om b
stone m atrons p o in te d  ou t to  th e ir  
l i t t le  sons w ith , “ W hen  you  g row  up, 
don ’t  be lik e  h im .”  B u t th a t d id n ’t  
bo the r h im . He was va in  and ego is tic  
and he d id  m uch to  make the  aura 
o f m y s te ry  th a t surrounded  h im  g ro w  
b ig g e r and th ic k e r.

T he n  he had a ru n - in  w ith  B i l ly  
C la ibourne .

B i l l y  was ju s t  a w i ld  k id — n o t m ore 
than  tw e n ty — and to  h im  John  R ingo  
was a god, a m ode l to  fo llo w . W h e n  
th e y  fo u n d  John  R in g o  dead, a b u l
le t  th ro u g h  h is  head, y o u n g  B i l l y  
w e n t h o g -w ild . T h e  w ound  had no 
pow der-m arks  a round  it ,  a th in g  th a t 
m ost s e lf - in f l ic te d  b u lle t w ounds
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boast, and th is  convinced B i l ly  C la l- 
bourne th a t B u c k s k in  F ra n k  had m u r
dered h is  hero, desp ite  the  ba rtende r’s 
p ro tes ts  to  the c o n tra ry . So B i l l y  de
c ided to  c a ll B u c k s k in  F ra n k  Les lie .

H e  rode in to  Tom bstone one sun
n y  a fte rno on . B u c k s k in  F ra n k  was 
te n d in g  bar in  the  O rie n ta l, and B i l l y  
headed to w a rd  th a t e m p o riu m ’s w e ll-  
o ile d  sw ing ing -doo rs . B i l l y  took  tw o  
qu ick , fa s t d r in k s  o f  w h is k e y  and i t  
bu rned c o n fid e n t ly  deep in  h is 
b e lly , s to k in g  h is  desire fo r  gun p lay . 
H e  and B u c k s k in  F ra n k  had w o rds  
and th e  ba rtende r g o t the  bouncer 
to  th ro w  the cow punche r ou ts ide  on 
the  p la n k  s idew a lk . T h is  accom p
lished , the  bouncer w a lked  back, ru b 
b in g  h is  hands to g e th e r and g r in n in g , 
and B u c k s k in  F ra n k  tre a te d  h im  to  
a free  d r in k ,  on the  house.

“ T h a t youn g  fe lle r  means tro u b le ,”  
an o ld  m an to ld  B u c k s k in  F rank .

B u c k s k in  F ra n k  nodded and k e p t 
p o u r in g  ou t d r in k s . O u ts ide , B i l l y  
C ia ibourne  go t to  h is  fee t, c u rs in g  
the ba rtende r v io le n tly .  T h is  accom p
lished , he w obb led  dow n the  s tree t, 
and proceeded to  ge t h im s e lf in to  the  
same c o n d it io n  as the sw ing -doo rs  
o f  the O r ie n ta l— he g o t w e ll-o ile d .

H is to ry  records th a t th is  was the  
w o rs t th in g  the  cow punche r cou ld  
do. A  m an needed p e rfe c t coo rd ina 
t io n  o f  b ra in  and s h o o tin g - fin g e r  
w hen he w e n t aga inst B u c k s k in  
F ra n k — and w h is k e y  has a w ay o f 
w re c k in g  a man’s gunspeed. B u c k 
s k in  F ra n k  had a h o ls te r th a t ran  
on a s w iv e l;  a ll he had to  db was 
l i f t  the  nose o f h is  gun  up, even 
though  i t  w ere s t i l l  in  lea ther, and 
shoot fro m  the h ip , the  b u lle t  com ing  
th ro u g h  the  t ip  o f  h is  h o ls te r, A n d  
he was sober.

C ia ibourne  w a lked  beh ind  a bar and 
go t a W in c h e s te r r i f le .  H e w e n t dow n 
the s tree t, w a lk in g  ra th e r u n s te a d ily  
on h is  h igh -hee led  boots, ja c k in g  a 
c a rtr id g e  in to  the  ba rre l. H e  s ta tioned 
h im s e lf on the co rne r o f A lle n  and 
F i f t h  S treets and h o lle re d  fo r  B u c k 
s k in  F ra n k  to  come ou t o f  the O r i
enta l, ju s t  across the  s tree t.

“ H e 's  o u t there , B u c k s k in ,”  the o ld  
(Continued On Page 94)

MAN OF MYSTERY F R E E
AMBITIOUS 
MEN and 
WOMEN—
T H I S  f
b o o k !
Send today for this FREE book, "Accountancy, the
Profession That Pays,"

A full explanation of what you must know to be 
an accountant, opportunities ill this well-paying, 
fascinating field, and how you can, in your spare 
time, prepare yourself for a better job and more 
money. A preliminary knowledge of bookkeeping 
is unnecessary. We train you from the ground up, 
or start with what you already know, according 
to your individual needs.

Under the LaSalle Problem Method you can ac
quire at home, a thorough understanding of Higher 
Accountancy, master its fundamental principles, 
become expert in the practical application of these 
principles. Your training will be under the direct 
supervision of a staff of Certified Public Account
ants, and members o f the American Institute o f 
Accountants.

Get all the facts NOW. Our book, "Accountancy, 
the Profession that Pays” is FREE. Write for 
it today.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution

417 S. Dearborn St. Peat &72-H Chjcago BJIL

O Z A R K  L A N D S  '
FO B ALL PUKPOSES

f o r  Y o u r  P le a s u r e  a n d  P r o f i t

from $5.00 PER M il Upwards 
Also Actual River Frontages 

SEND FOR FREE LIST AND LITERATURE
H U B B A R D

424C MINNESOTA KANSAS CITY, KANSAS

TRAINING HORSES BY CIRCUS METHODS
Trick, saddle end cow horses, mules, colis, ca ttle  

W rite  to r free  book.
Far Y o u r  P le a s u r e  end P r o f i t  

SEND FOR FREE LIST AND LITERATURE 
American Norte Training Institute 

Box AU-110, Columbus, Kansas

D-R-U-N-K ?
A re you o r  som e m em ber of your fa m ily  jeo p a rd 

izing  H A P P IN E S S , H E A L T H  and  IN CO M E be
cause of a lcoho lic  excesses? T re a t D R U N K E N N E SS 
q u ic k ly  an d  e a s ily  r ig h t  in  your ow n hom e in  a  
few  d ay s . Does n o t in te rfe re  w ith  w o rk  o r social 
life. N ew  im proved  m ethod  ALSO H E L P S  TONE 
UP N ERV O U S AND D IG E ST IV E  SYSTEM .

P ro v en  and, te s te d  fo rm u la  used  b y  Sending I n 
s titu tio n s  now  av a ilab le  to  you. F o rm u la  is p re 
p a re d  by  p h a rm a c is t connected  w ith  one of 
co u n try ’s  lead in g  alcoholic  s an ita r iu m s  fo r  your 
easy  a n d  econom ical hom e use. P r ic e  on ly  $5.00 
fo r  co m p le te  re a d y  to  use  fo rm u la  an d  easy  to fo l
low  in s tru c tio n s , sen t t*o yo u  in  p la in  w rap p e r. You 
m u s t b e  com ple te ly  satisfied  o r m oney refunded . 
ONLY C O M PL ET E TR E A T M E N T AT T H IS  PR IC E  

ACT TODAY ! SEN D  NO M ONEY 1 
NO BOOKS

Send your name and address. Pay postman $5.00 
on delivery plus small C.O.D. charge.

MERIT MEDICAL ASSOCIATES 
Dept. C*7 P. O. Box 1172, Chicago 90, HI.
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PLAY PIANO
IN ONE 
HOUR!

A M A Z IN G  DISCOVERY!!!
"C H O RD — SLIDE— DEVICE”  Sm m HoimI N«w  Invesll&n

. Sensational New Invention starts you playing complete songs 

.'With.,both Hands—S minutes after you receive. THOUSANDS 
J 'i .aV w h o  n e v e r  d r e a m e d  t h e y  c o u l d , ir  you
.can hum, sing, or whistle a tunc! I f  you can read English, 
Be y%2r own teacher. This Complete Course is not $100,00— 
not even $50.00—-Just $2 for everything nnd NEWLY IN 
VENTED "GJIORD-SLIDE" is with 25-lesson, self-teaching 

f ..ABC PICTUBE COURSE Which includes many, many HILL- 
BIDDY, Western, senu-classical, hymns, waltzes, fastiot, etc., 
e tc ,  all written so thafj you can play with 
Just first four chords—taught in first les
son of fchla course.
No Exerciso3,. .No Drills. Just Bit down and start playing 
gongs—PLAY 33 COMPLETE SONGS WITH 4 CHORDS 
I  SEND NO MONEY) (JUST 1c CARD) 25 lessons ABC 
METHOD including many POPULAR SONGS and "CHORD- 
SLIDE" DEVICE ALL FOR $2 and C.O.D. Sand $2 
ca$h, check, money order. You'll »ave C.O.D, and we’ll pay 

^postage, MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. No C.O.D.'! to 
Canada.

DALE SHEAR'S SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
STUDIO 70S, STRUTHERS 3. OHIO

FREE PROTECTION INFORMATION
S o m e  ace such  good sco u ts  th e y  en joy  a  c a rd  o r dice 
gtCme, w in op lose. I f  you en joy  losing  d o n 't  w rite  us, 

ilf  y o u  w a n t com plete  inside exposes , w rite  for 
1 " P R E E "  C atalogue , I t  desc ribes  m an y  w a y s  to  pro- 
itect yodreelf.

E & B SPECIALTIES
10X 2482 B Kansas City 13, Mo.

O R IG IN A L  VALUES UP TO $14.00
tUed siresse*. oofecUd nnd prttMd, As* 
sorted Styled. Sizes 19 to 20, 8 ffll*
8 3 .SS, Sixes 38  to 4 2 - S  for S4 .9 0 . As
sorted colors. State sixes doslrsd. Send 
9 1 .0 0  w ith order, bsUanCtf C. O. D. ptu* 
postdso. MtHCHANDlSK OUARAHTtKO Or 
pureflate price refunded. Hundreds o f other 
unusual bargains. WRITS FOR FREE ILLVSTRAT
* IDEAL M A IL  ORDER CO ., Dept. F
2632 Afkutfic Averiue Brooklyn 7, N. Y,

L’ORMONE
Th® Estrogenic H o rm o n *

8UST CREAM
The Only Cteam 
Containing F e m o g e n *

Each Jar contains 30,000 hit. ,
UNITS OF Femogen* (Estrogenic |
Hormopgs) that special precious 
amazing ingredient that may be 
absort^d by the skin of the breasts.
■We make no claims promises or 
representations of any kind what
ever for this cream. Wo want YOU 
(o be the sole judge of what 
'L ’ORMONE, may do FOR YOU.
We GUARANTEE UNCONDI
TIONALLY that if you are not delighted after using your first 
JAR OF L ’ORMONE, we will cheerfully refund purchase price. 30- 

•day supply with full directions in  plain wrapper complete includ
in g  Federal tax and postage, only $3.00 with order, of $3.50

I ’O RM O N E C O ., DEPT. 247-D
220 ftreorfway N*W York 7. H< Y.
’ Trade Mark

BLUE RIBBON WESTERN 
(C ontinued From  P aso  88)

man stated. “I tol’ you he’d com«: 
back. He’s out t ’kill ye.”

The bartender had his gun in a 
drawer. He untied his apron, hung it 
on a hook, pulled the gun out of tHei 
drawer and walked out the side door: 
He came in from Claibourne’s side 
and was within a few feet of the 
man when he called to him.

Here historians and the tongues of 
old timers vary. Some claim that 
Billy Claibourne got in one shot, hi3 
rifleball hitting the planks at Buck
skin Frank’s boots; others stated, in 
all sincerity, that Buckskin Frank 
did not give him a chance, shooting 
him down from behind. They all seerft 
to agree on one thing, though: five 
bullets tore into Claibourne and when 
they had quit coming, the cowpunch- 
er was plenty dead. Probably Buck
skin Frank only had five cartridges 
in his six-shooter. Careful gunmen 
usually kept the hammer resting on 
an empty chamber in the cylinder of 
their guns.

Buckskin Frank came back, put his 
six-shooter away, and tied his apron 
around his slim waist. “What will it 
be, miner? Whiskey or beer?”

A hanger-on came in, panting. 
“Claibourne’s dead, Buckskin. They’re 
totin’ him into the undertaker’s.” 

Buckskin Frank nodded and kept 
on tending bar.

THE LOCAL law was watching 
him close, hoping to get some 
evidence on him, He was arrested. 

Buckskin surrendered peacefully. His 
testimony at the coroner’s inquest 
cleared him: he had shot, he claimed, 
in self defense. He ran a slow gaze 
across the six man jury letting his 
eyes linger momentarily on each man. 
Maybe that hard gaze helped the 
jury-men make up their collective 
mind. Yes he had acted in defense 
of his life; yes, he was free again. 
He walked out and went back to 
tending bar.

The veil of mystery deepened. Who 
was this man who was so deadly 
with his weapons? Rumor had it that 

(Continued On P ag e  86)
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pawenrut— acourate— pun— indoors— outdoors— .iumihka— w inter— TAnoeT shooting— hunting

3 for 
$9,50

SHOOTS REGULAR B B 7s  
Hard Hitting Pellets i  Steel Darts

Shoots 
B B *  i 

Darts 
P e l le ts

f e B 't .  B egulas' P ackage. 3  packages 
.1*7 P E LLK T8 . 800 for..............

A T L A S T — AN A I R  P I S T O L  A T  A L O W  P R 1 0 E .
Sensational offer for those who want the thrill of shoot

ing a real AIR PISTOL either IN D O O R S  or O U T D O O R S .  A  
creat gun that will jrire you hours and hours of fun.

S P O R T S M A N  JR. A ll PISTOL
IT S H 0 0 T 8  A L L  T H R E E — regular  B B ’s, meta l  P E L L E T S  or  S T E E L  

DARTS. It has a event variety of uses from ordinary target work to hitting 
objects. The darts cun be used over and over again. Summer or winter, spring or fall tma gua win d 
Y O U R  E V E R  F A I T H F U L  C O M P A N I O N .

Ruggedly Built, Full Size Gun, Modeled After Famous Target Piste!
A  beauty in looks and a wonder in performance. Has fast, single action compre^ion cb ^ b e r . SlnrfQ 

ahot. Easy loading and cocking— a  pull of the plunger and it’s ready to  shoot. No j u s t  oh©
act ion. Plenty of compression from the large air chamber anrt strong apniig. .^ d e le d  aftei i i^ o u a ta rg ^  

pistol. Has non-slip moulded grip. Sturdy die-cast metal cmistmctmu with m aehm ^ steel opera^g  parts o* 
maximum accuracy. F U L L  S I Z E  G U N — O V E R  8  I N C H E S  L O N G  BY 4 '/a INCHES DEEP. W E I G H S  TO 
O U N C E S . Silent shoot ing— Economical to Operate.  Order plenty of aimimmtfou to  keep you well supplied. 
Wo ship anywhere. Sorry, No C.O.D. Ordera a t these cash, prices,.

SPORTSMAN JR . 3-ln-1 A IR  P IS TO L O N LY  53.49 S A O H i 3 (or $8,50

Of........................ ..............................25o S T E E L  D A R TS. Per .. ...........................................
...................................................... 51 60 P APER  T A R G E T S ......................... ..........................25 (of 1 Cc, 100 for 2*8

H O LS TE R . Each. . . . . . ................................... ..80s A D D  S A L E S  T A X
W HERE APPLICABLEJOHNSON SMITH & COMPANY, Dept. B-259 Detroit 7 , Michigan

DRUNKENNESS
ruins health, happiness and pros
perity. Treat it in your home 
with ALCQNOX — helps bring 
r e l i e f  quickly, easily, inex
pensively — in a  few days 
with or without drinker's knowl
edge! Treatment does not interfere 
with the social or working life of the drinker. 
NO BOOKS TO READ. ALCONOX is a  BEADY TO  
USE, PREPARED FORMULA, and is the only low- 
priced method sold under a  MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE. Doctors indorse the treatment and 
find it very efficient. One happy user writes: 
"PLEASE SEND ME ANOTHER WONDER- 
FUL TREATMENT AT ONCE FOR A FRIEND 
WHO IS A VERY HEAVY DRINKER, 5 BOUGHT 
FROM YOU BEFORE AND HAD WONDERFUL 
RESULTS ON ALL WHOM I BOUGHT FOR." 
SEND NO MONEY — JUST YOUR NAME AND 
ADDRESS - -  then pay postman $5.00 plus a few 
cents C.O.D. charges. (If you want to save C.O.D. 
charges, send $5.00 with your order.) Treatment 
and instructions sent in plain wrapper.

HEALTH-AIDS RESEARCH
p.o. Box 724 Depf. P'2 Chicago 90, III.

You W ill Bless the D ay You Answ ered  
This A dvertisem en t

W u i  u s  n u i i u u i  v v
50 b asis . W e send  you records, copies and  copy
r ig h t y ou r song fo r you in  W ash ing ton , D. O.

GUARANTEED PUBLICATION
W o g u a ra n te e  th e  pub lication  o f a t  le a s t  tw o 
songs each  m onth by a  leg itim ate  B .M .I. m usic 
p u b lish e r. T h e  w rite rs  rece iv e  a d v an c e  ro y a lty  
an d  a  s tan d a rd  ro y a lty  co n trac t. T he pub lisher 
p ay s  a ll publication  expenses.

WHAT ARE YOUR CHANCES?
I f  you h ave  ab ility , your chances  iare good. New 
so n g -w rite rs  becom e fam ous every  y ear. M aybe 
th is  is YOU It v ea r . P u b lish e rs  a re  co n stan tly  on 
th e  lo o k o u t fo r  good  songs. T u rn  y o u r m a te r ia l  
over to a  firm  w hose business is SONG-WRITING.

WRITE TODAY

SEND YOUR PO E M  o r ly ric  today  fo r fre e  ex
am ination  a n d  com plete  In form ation  on our ex
cep tional offer,

HOLLYWOOD TUNESM ITHS
D ep t. K -9 , 1537 N . V ine S t., H ollyw ood  38, C alif,

95



"YOU M UST  HAVE SPENT 
YEARS ON SHORTHAND"

“No, I learned In 6 WEEKS!”

HE R  employer laughed. ‘'Surely you don’t  expect me 
to believe th a t  you gained your p resen t speed and 
accuracy  In only six weeks. Why—a  g rea t m any 

o f ou r s tenographers have studied shorthand  fo r ten 
m onths o r a  y ear or more and  s till they d o n 't do any 
be tte r th an  you.”

“ Shorthand w ritten  w ith symbols takes m any  months 
to learn, Mr. W alters. Speedwriting uses the ABC a, 
w hich m akes learning so simple . . . ”

“ Speedwriting? W h at’s  th a t? ”
F o r answ er the g irl handed the big business man tier

“Why this is remarkable, Miss Baker. 
It is in simple ABO's i“

“ Yes, surely. That's how I learned it 
so quickly. Anyone can learn Speedwriting. 
Thera are only a few easy rules. Thera are 
no hooks or curves, every ‘character’ you 
use is a letter you alroatiy know—one that 
your hand needs no special training to 
make.

“Well, that’s the most remarkablo thing- 
I ever heard of. I  could use that myself 
at board meetings and a dozen other 
places. You can write i t  rapidly, toot 

“Ona boy I  know who studied Speodivslt* 
ing in his own home took dictation at the 
rate of 106 words a minute after only 15 
hours of study/’ * 
for a Job In WEEKS 

Months— Learn at HOMEI

Essy Shorthand 
for Adults

for Otflfifr Dictation 
Lecture Motes 
Fffeld Notes 

Reading Notes 
• Telephone Notes 
Minutes of Meetings 

Personal Memos 
Draft9 of totters 

Outlines of Speeches 
Private Reminders 

am! a thousand other 
time-saving uses.

Be Ready 
Instead o<

Used In Civil Service and Leading 
Corporations, From Coast to Coast

SURPRISINGLY LOW COST
H undreds of leading Colleges, H igh Schools and B usi

ness Schools teach Speedwriting in one-fourth the tim e 
i t  usually  takes to learn  conventional shorthand.

Thousands of shorthand w rite rs  have saved time and 
effort by studying this m arvelous new system  which 
m av be w ritten  w ith  a  pencil on a  typew riter, can be 
learned a t homo in a  short tim e a t  very low cost; is  
accurate , and can be w ritten  w ith  am azing  rapidity . 
Mail the coupon for illustrated bock and special low price offer.

SCHOOL of SPEEDWRITING, Inc. 
55 W . 42n d  St., Dept. 7406-8 , N . Y. City 1 8 , N.Y.

SCHOOL OF SPEEDWRITING, I tic.
59 W . « m l  St., D ep t. 740(1-8, N . Y. 18, N . Y .

You may sand me the free book describing th« home 
course in Speedwriting without obligation on my part.

NAME

ADDRESS ....................................................... ............

CITY ........................................ Zone................5iafe,

b l  j i ; r ib b o n  w e s t e r n
(Continued From Page 04)

he came from a rich family—that 
he was an outcast from his circle 
because of choice and wildness. Ru
mor had other stories, too; some were 
realistic and could possibly be true, 
others were too wild, too fantastic 
to have any concrete foundation. And 
Buckskin Frank made no move, stated 
no words, that would clear up the 
mystery surrounding him.

He moved through his circle—the 
gamblers and lower form of Tomb
stone life—a big man in a small, hard 
environment. Now men were very 
considerate in calling him, for a man 
who would shoot from behind was 
more than dangerous—he was, by in
stinct and choice, a wanton killer. 
But still, some adventurous souls, 
fired by ambition and whiskey, would 
call him.

He said once, in his dry way, that 
he was not superstitious—he had, he 
stated, killed thirteen men to date. 
He decided that thirteen was not an 
unlucky number for him. Later he 
was to find out that fourteen was, 
for the fourteenth person he killed 
was not a man, it was a woman.

Her name was Diamond Annie. 
Perhaps she had other names, among 
them her real one, but upon arriving 
in Tombstone, she had taken the han
dle of Diamond Annie. She had taken 
a shine to Buckskin Frank, too.

She had a ‘“husband” already; 
Buckskin Frank disposed of him,act
ing in his usual efficient manner. The 
“husband” went up the road to Boot- 
hill Cemetery. Whether he was car
ried feet first or head first is not 
recorded but records do show he was 
planted deep in Arizona and weighted 
down by Buckskin Frank’s lead which 
was, of course, fired in “self de
fense.”

Buckskin Frank’s life with Dia
mond Annie was a hectic affair. Dia
mond Annie left her "profession” and 
she and the gambler bought a ranch. 
Here they argued and drank while 
a cowboy ran the outfit as best he 
could. One day the cowboy came 
home and Diamond Annie lay dead, 
killed by the gun in Buckskin
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F ra n k ’s hand. T h e  gam bler then  
pum ped b u lle ts  in to  the cowboy, 
d ro p p in g  h im  on the  f lo o r .

H is  p lan  was s im p le . A lth o u g h  
D iam ond A n n ie  d id  n o t have a f i r s t  
class re p u ta tio n  a round Tom bstone, 
she was s t i l l  a wom an— and some o f 
the Tom bstone denizens, even some 
o f the toughest, had scrup les  aga inst 
k i l l in g  a wom an. H e  decided he 
w o u ld  la y  the blame fo r  he r passing 
on the  shou lders o f the  cow boy and 
he w o u ld  c la im  th a t he k il le d  the 
cow boy to  avenge the death o f  h is  
beloved.

A  depu ty , B i l l  K in g , was sent o u t 
to  take B u c k s k in  F ra n k  in to  ja il.  
T h e  lo ca l la w  now' had a ll the e v i
dence i t  needed; B u c k s k in  F ra n k  
was a lready on h is  w ay to  Yum a, in  
the  eyes o f the law. B i l l  K in g  had 
some m is g iv in g s  b u t th e y  w ere a ll 
k i l le d  w hen he and h is  tw o  men m et 
B u c k s k in  F ra n k  r id in g  in to  tow n.

“ I  k i l le d  th a t cow boy w ho  w o rke d  
fo r  me,”  the  gam bler said. “ I  come in 
to  the house ju s t as he go t done k i l l i n ’ 
D iam ond  A n n ie . 1 come in  to  g ive 
m y s e lf up ,”

H e  handed over h is  s ix-shoote r. 
K in g , amazed a t h is  good lu c k , jagged 
in to  Tom bstone w ith  the  gam bler, h is 
tw o  men fo llo w in g . T h e y  came in  
the  o ff ic e  and there  B u c k s in  F ra n k  
saw the man he th o u g h t he had k il le d . 
H e  tr ie d  to  ge t away b u t th e y  dragged 
h im  back in to  a ce ll. H e  d rew  l i fe  
in  Yum a pen.

f W E R E  A G A IN  m y s te ry  enters 
M  the  li fe -s to ry  o f  B u c k s k in  
F ra n k  L es lie , fo r  he o n ly  served seven 

years o f h is  sentence and then  he was 
released. R um or he ld  i t  th a t, d u r in g  
h is  te rm , the p u b lic ity  g iven  h is  case 
was read b y  a w e a lth y  wom an in  
C a lifo rn ia , w h o  contacted  h i  m 
th ro u g h  the m ails. One le tte r  led to  
ano the r and each le tte r  led closer 
to  love. She came o u t to  v is i t  h im , 
le a v in g  he r husband.

A n o th e r ru m o r— and th is  seems the 
m ore lo g ic a l— is th a t a g ro u p  o f 
Tom bstone people, th ro u g h  a p e t i
t io n , g o t h im  released. M aybe th e y  
w a n te d  h im  to  re tu rn  to  Tom bstone

and k i l l  some m ore undesirab le  c i t i 
zens, the reby  sav ing  the  law  the  cost 
and danger o f  th a t task. A n y w a y , 
B u c k s k in  F ra n k  lim p e d  back to  
Tom bstone.

H e  carne in to  B i l l  K in g ’s bar. T he  
fo rm e r dep u ty , e xpe c ting  trou b le , was 
ready fo r  a n y th in g . B u t B u c k s k in  
F ra n k , m ost o f  h is  dapperness gone, 
pale fro m  h is  lo n g  te rm  beh ind  bars, 
o n ly  o rdered  a d r in k .

“ I ’m  g a in ’ in to  M e x ic o ,”  he stated. 
“ T h is  to w n  sure has gone to  the 
dogs, huh ? ”

K in g  sta ted th a t i t  had. W a te r  had 
flo o d e d  the m ines, w r i t in g  in  s w ir l in g  
eddies the death  o f the  .silver m in in g . 
W ith  the m ines flood ed , people le f t  
Tom bstone,

“ A n ’ th e y  ca in ’t  pum p the w a te r 
o u t? ”

K in g  to ld  h im  th e y  had tr ie d , b u t 
i t  came in  ju s t  as fa s t as i t  was 
pum ped ou t, a lth o u g h  m any pum ps 
w ere  used.

“ N o t m uch o f  a b u rg  now ,”  he said 
s lo V ly .

Tom bstone never saw h im  again. 
N o w  and then, w o rd  tre k k e d  in  
th ro u g h  va rious  channels. B u c k s k in  
F ra n k  was in  San F ranc isco— he had 
m a rr ie d  the  w om an w ho  had w r it te n  
to  h im  in  Yum a-—he was in  A laska , 
cash ing  in  on the  g o ld  rush.

R u m o r said he had changed h is  
w i ld  w ays and gone back to  h is  sup
posed ly  r ic h  parents. Changed h is 
ways? Tom bstone c itizens— those 
w ho  w ere  le f t— sn ickered  a t th a t. Can 
a p in to  hoss change h is  co lor?

N o body  seems to  k n o w  how , o r 
w here, B u c k s in  F ra n k  died. Some 
c la im ed he w e n t dow n in  a M ex ica n  
re v o lu tio n ;  o the rs  he d ied in  the 
K lo n d ik e . B u t  th e y  a l l seemed to  
agree on his m anner o f death.

H e  had, th e y  said, been k il le d  by 
a b u lle t. A n d  th a t sum m ation  seems 
the m ost lo g ic a l. F o r  he had used h is 
gun p le n ty , and reason co n firm e d  he 
w o u ld  use i t  aga in. A n d  w hen a m an ’s 
gunspeed s low ed down, somebody go t 
h im .

B u t  nobody has penetra ted the m ys
te ry  s u rro u n d in g  B u c k s k in  F ra n k  
L e s lie ’s death.



3c A  DAY PLAN
PAYS IIP TO

3
Statistics show tliat 
80,000 people at home 
today will be Id a hos
pital tomorrow, you’ll 
want the best for 
yourself and family 
if hospitalization Is 
needed.
Our 3c a day Plan of
fers the help you need 
if you act now.

$3 25.00
HOSPITAL AND SURGICAL 

FEES EACH YEAR
GET OUR FREE OFFER!

Learn how hospital and surgical care is provided 
for every member of your family in cast of sick
ness or accident. O ur Plan permits you to go to any 
hospital In the U. select your own surgeon.

NEARLY EVERYONE IS ELIGIBLE!
An attractive feature of the Plan we offer is that it is available to almost every
one, Any man or woman under 70 years of age may enroll as a member, and, 
if married, include wife or husband and all children under 18 years of age as 
dependents on the same certificate, and no medical examination is required. 
You may carry as many other policies as you like; we do not limit you.

HERE’S THE PROTECTION WE OFFER YOU!
$180.06 Hospital R.iid.nc* $120,00 Sanitarium h i ,  $20.60 X-Ray
$159.00 Surgical Flat $300.90 Accidental Death $20.09 Operating Ream
$100.08 Maternity $20,00 Labcratsry $20.00 Anesthesia

. . . Oxygen Tent, Ambulance and ethers

IF YOU ,IE SICK TOMORROW 
WILL YOU HAVE TO 

BORROW?

No Waiting... No Rod Tape
You’ll ag ree  ou r Plan In am azingly liberal, and offer* 
the protection  th a t  you and your family need.

F R E E  Rush Coupon for Details
We want every reader of this magazine to know how easy It Is to 
enjoy the protection wc offer . , . we urge you not to delay but 
to get the free details at once. Just sign your 
name to the coupon and mail it to us. You may 
paste it on the hack of a penny postcard if 
you like. We will send you everything by 
return mail absolutely free and without obliga
tion. Vou may act in confidence and no sales
man will call You will only hear from us by 
mail, so do not hesitate to act ut once 
no better time than now.

NOM'fOIG AL l  XAMIV ATJ ONI! t  Q U IfttU
RuthCccao.

u u u i  w  u e i a y  o u t  

( § )

INTERSTATE MUTUAL BENEFIT ASS'N.DEPT 2706. DOVER, DELAWARE
Please send me FREE full details concerning yoUP 

Hospitalisation Policy.

NAME

ADDRESS ..................................
CITY a ZONE ..................... STATE, • I

, > * l
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M a i.' DON'T STAY FAT
y o u  CAN

7 POUNDS
IN ONE W EEKUP TO

SAFELY! WITHOUT
RISKIN G

NO DRUGS LOSE UGLY FAT NOW . . . Notice the difference in
NO STARVATION POUNDS and INCHES the very first week, whether
NO EXERCISE Overweight 10 or 100 Pounds . , . e^en if burdened
NO MASSAGE with Fat for many years (illness excepted). The Protam
NOTHING TO WEAR Plan controls weight . . . once down to normal, it helps

retain your new "athlete's waistline" as long as you 
like . . . NOT A TEMPORARY LOSS. Protam is not a Drug, Laxative or Thyroid 
. . . absolutely Harmless . . .  Is Good For You.

OXIDIZES EXCESS FAT REDUCE
W ITH IN  10 DAYS OR 
M O N E Y  R E F U N D E D

Thousands of
Overweight people report sensational results, some Losing 
30 Pounds in 40 Days, others enthuse about "How Well They 
Feel" while Reducing. To achieve same results . . . Just take 
Protam as directed, Once or Twice a day, according to how fast you wish to Lose Weight. Protam is a 
FOOD, Scientifically Formulated, Laboratory Tested and Approved, Fortified with energy-giving PROTEINS, 
AMINO ACIDS, MINERALS and VITAMINS. The Protam Plan reacts quickly . . . Drastically Cuts Down Fat 
Producing Calories. USES UP ACCUMULATED EXCESS FAT. Lose Ugly Fat Economically, Simply, Pleasantly, 
without risking your health. Look and feel better, see bulges disappear within the first weeks.

10 DAY 
TRIAL OFFER

ORDER TODAY . .-. You risk NO MONEY, not even 
postage. You must Lose Pounds and Inches within 
Ten Days or your Money will be Refunded Immedi
ately, including postage. Your decision is final. Just 
Mail Coupon Today . .  . NOW. On delivery simply 
pay postman $2.50 . . . begin Losing Fat the first 
few days. Enjoy New Energy . . . Have confidence 
in your appearance.

SEND NO MONEY
A S S O C IA T E D  N U T R IT IO N  P R O D U C T S ,  IN C .
150 Nassau St., Dept. 2006, New York 7, N.Y.

Send me in p la in  p a cka ge  the 8 ox. P rotom  P la n  for a Ten D a y  
Free Trial. I w ill  p o y  p o s tm a n  $2.50 p lu s p o s ta g e . This m oney 
w ill be re fu n d e d  im m ed ia te ly , in c lu d in g  p o s ta g e , if I d o  not 
sa fe ly  R E D U C E  to m y sa t is fa c t io n  w ith in  10 D ay s. I R IS K  
N O T H IN G

Print  Plainly

-ZONE.. _ S T A T E _

(S orry , No C anatlian  O rd ers .)

We Pay Postage if (heck or Money Order Enclosed.
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Seems too good to be true until you see steaming hot wafer 
running continuously from any one of your cold water 
faucets! With the revolutionary new KEM INSTANT HOT 
WATER HEATER you get as much hot water as you want- 
right when you want it! All without waiting, fussing with fires 
Or the landlord!

Just Turn Faucet To Regulate Temperature
Not just hot water, but water at exact heat desired, is whd 

you get with this amazing new heater! A slight turn of yoyi 
faucet gives you water of ony desired temperature from 

warm to extra hot*

Easily and Quickly Attached
Takes only a few seconds to attach or remove KEM 
INSTANT HOT WATER HEATER. No special skill Qf 

knowledge required. Easier to operate than the Ovei> 
age electric ironf

Fits Any Standard Faucet
KEM INSTANT HOT WATER HEATER fills o tong and urgent1 
reed in basement, garage, cottage, tourist camp, office 
end factory— and when home ‘hot water supply fails in 
feitchen or bath.

Fully Guaranteed
Heater is precision made and guaranteed against any and 
all defects in material and workmanship. With ordinary 
core, it gives many years of satisfactory service.

YOUR MONEY REFUNDED WITHIN 5 DAYS 
IF KEM HEATER FAILS TO GIVE 

INSTANT HOT WATER!
D o n 't  be inco nven ienced  an o th e r d a y  b y  lack o f hot w afe r in 

hom e, cottage, o/fice or factory. O R D E R  Y O U R  K E M  HEATER 

T O D A Y !  S E N D  N O  M O N E Y .  Ju st fill in  a n d  m a il coupon  and  

then p a y  the po stm a n  $ 3 .9 8  p lu s  p o s ta ge  w h e n  your heater 

is de live red, or send  $ 3 .9 8  a n d  w e  w ill p a y  p ostage .

KEM SALES COMPANY
Dent. 29, I8E. 41st St.. New York 17. N. Y.

o  Rush KEM HOT water HEATER C.Q.O., I'll poy pgitmon
plus postage.

O  Enclose $3.98, send postpaid.

NAME.______________________ ______________ .

STREET..... ............................. ......................................................... ....................................

C IT Y ..™ _ _ ._ ....................... ZONE.....STATE............_


