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you're that man, here's something that will 
interest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick 
scheme—-but somethingmoresubstantial, more practical.

Of course, you need something more than just the 
desire to be an accountant. You’ve got to pay the price 
—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice some 
of your leisure in favor of interesting home study—over 
a comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro
vided that the rewards were good—a salary of 82,000 
to $10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of 
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren't for you? Well, 
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate 
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an 
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large 
accounting house under the persona! supervision of an 
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied 
accounting principles and solved problems day by day 
—easy ones at first—then the more difficult ones. If you 
could do this—and if you could turn to him for advice 
as the problems became complex—soon you’d master 
them' all.

You cover accountancy from the basic Elements 
right up to Accountancy Systems. Later, you choose 
from twelve post-graduate electives, including C. P. ft, 
coaching.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Organization, 
Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it— 
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time 
you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, as you know, 
is that success does come to the man who is really 
trained. I t’s possible your employers will notice your 
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed, 
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training— 
with increased earnings—before they have completed it! 
For accountants, who, are trained m organization and 
management, are the. executives of the future.

Write For This Free Boole
For your own good, don’t put off investigation of all 
the facts. W'rite for our free 48-page book, “Accoun
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” I t’ll prove that 
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t 
afraid of serious home "study. Send us the coupon now.

O ver 1650 Certified

That’s the training you follow in principle under the 
LaSalle Problem Method.

Public Accountants among 
LaSalle  alumni

L A S A L L E  E X T E N S IO N  U N IV E R S IT Y  D«pt. 072—  HR. CtliMIO, III.
I want to be an accountant. Send me, withoutcostorobligation, the 48-page book,"Accountancy, 
The Profession That Pays,” and fu ll information about your accountancy training program.

Address ...... ..................... .................................„— City......................................

Position........... ............................... ....... ................__............. _..... Age....................

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION

5



ACES
BACKED

by
GALEN C. COLIN

6



T HERE were those in Circle City who 
said later that they had always known 
Cal Jackson was not the meek, quiet 

saddle-maker he appeared to be. But Nels 
Sigurd, Buck Roman, Dave Hall and his 
few other close friends were not among 
them. And if a hint of Cal Jackson’s past 
had ever cropped out, they would certainly 
have known it.

Nels Sigurd, blond, stocky Swede bronc- 
twister, did not sense it, as he stood beside 
Cal Jackson in the door of the little saddle- 
shop. There was always that faraway look in 
Cal Jackson’s deep-set, steely eyes, that tight
ening of thin lips, on stage day. This day 
was no different than the others.

"Old Tonopah Saunders is carryin' pas
sengers today—right important ones.” The 
stage was still a half mile down the Salgudo 
trail, blanketed in a cloud of dust. But the 
slender, graying man spoke with certain 
assurance.

Nels Sigurd nodded. "Yeah. Showin’ 
off. Throwin' leather plenty across them 
cayuses. Someday he’ll lose a wheel on thet 
turn, an' pile up the stage against Tom 
Bennington's Bank.’’

Cal Jackson leaned his left shoulder 
against the door jamb, and eased his weight 
onto his left foot. He had worn that peg 
leg for ten years, but the stump, where it 
rested in the fork, had never lost its tender
ness—had never let him forget the right leg, 
buried in boot-hill two hundred miles north.

Nels Sigurd shot a glance down the lean 
length of the saddle-maker, but did not ap
pear to notice the twinge of pain on the 
finely chiseled, stern-lipped face. There had 
been a little curiosity in Circle City about

Cal Jackson’s peg leg, when he arrived five 
years before. But the look in his steel-blue 
eyes, the tightening of his lips, had nipped 
that curiosity for good.

Cal Jackson was an expert saddle-maker, 
minded his own business—made few friends, 
but firm ones. And after all, Circle City 
was more interested in a man’s present con
duct than his past history. It was none of 
Circle City’s business, if he wanted to stick 
closely to his little shop. Nothing to get 
excited about that he did not drink or gam
ble in the "Ace-in-the-Hole" Saloon, across 
the street.

CERTAINLY Nels Sigurd, slow-moving 
and slow-thinking, did not sense that 

the stage was carrying powder for an ex
plosion that would set Circle City on its 
ears, as the lumbering old Concord swept 
around the corner by Bennington’s Bank.

Old Tonopah Saunders hunched forward 
on his seat, the strings of the eight-horse 
team gathered in his gnarled old hands. 
His broad, dust-covered hat was swept back 
from his grizzled hair, and his square chin 
was thrust out. When the stage righted 
itself to four wheels, the old driver turned 
his head aside and sent a stream of tobacco 
juice to the dust. His right hand, holding 
half the lines, lifted, and the lash of his 
long whip sizzled out over the horses' backs.

“Hi’yup,’ yuh broomtails!” His shrill 
yelp carried clear to the two men in the 
door.

The rumble of wheels and the pound of 
hoofs wakened the little town. Doors swung 
open along the single street of rickety build
ings. Men hurried out onto the ramshackle

Cal Jackson, the saddle-maker, with the stamp of the gun-hawk in his eyes, was content 
to stay at peace . . . until that red moment of blinding hafe, when a cold-deck tinhorn 
with a killer's heart, sought to blacken the reputation of fh® squarest gambler ever

to notch a Colt!
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sidewalks and scurried toward the Ace-in* 
the-Hole Saloon. The saloon itself disgorged 
a dozen or more who had been drowsing 
the hot afternoon away in the only two-story 
building in Circle City.

The stage shrieked to a halt. Two men 
leaped to the leaders' heads, and grasped the 
bits. Tonopah Saunders leaned forward with 
a flourish, and wound the lines around the 
whip-socket. Then he clambered down by 
way of the front hub.

But Cal Jackson’s eyes were not upon the 
old driver, or the cluster of men in front of 
the saloon. His lids were narrowed, and 
behind them, smoldering eyes held intently 
upon the three huge, round-topped trunks 
roped to the top of the stage.

His thin lips moved wordlessly, as he 
stared at the painted inscription on the end 
of the trunk nearest him. And it was an 
unusual brand—one that would attract at
tention anywhere. A huge ace of spades that 
covered fully half the expanse of trunk end, 
and below it, in heavy black letters, the 
name "Barton.”

Nels Sigurd had caught the strange in
scription, too. He half turned to Cal Jack- 
son. He blinked, startled at the intent, grim 
look on the slender saddle-maker’s face, His 
own gaze swept back to the stage. Then he 
shook his head. Those brands meant nothing 
to him.

Two men clambered to the top of the old 
Concord, and loosed the ropes that bound 
the trunks. They grunted, as they lifted 
them down to waiting hands below. The 
stage door opened—then closed with a bang.

"All out!” Tonopah Saunders called.
He unwound the lines and shook them 

out over the horses. The men at the bits 
leaped aside. The cayuses burst into a dead 
run, headed for the postoffice a block up the 
street. But Cal Jackson's gaze did not fol
low the lumbering old vehicle. Instead, it 
held upon the man who stood at the edge 
of the sidewalk.

A slender, six-foot hombre, with straight 
back and widespread legs. Dressed in store 
clothes of black broadcloth, with highly 
polished boots, silk shirt, and soft, dove- 
gray Stetson. A gun-belt around his middle 
was weighted down by a pair of silver- 
mounted, pearl-handled six-guns.

A darkly handsome face, with high- 
bridged nose, flashing black eyes, and a lit
tle iron-gray mustache. A mouth that twisted 
a little too closely to a sneer, and eyes a 
trifle too close together. But in spite of 
that, a commanding figure.

"Looks kind o' ringy!” Nels Sigurd 
grunted. "Wonder who he is—-an’ why he's 
come to Circle City with all them trunks?” 

"Tve heard of Ace Barton,” Cal Jackson 
said softly, evenly.

"Ace Barton?” Nels Sigurd straightened. 
Then he nodded swiftly, "The brands on 
them trunks—they do read 'Ace Barton’!” 

Now he spoke slowly, almost as if he 
were talking to himself. "Ace Barton— 
the squarest gambler thet ever riffled a 
deck! The fastest cross-draw artist on any
body’s range! But a man to ride the river 
with!”

Abruptly he turned to Cal Jackson. "But 
I thought Ace Barton was pushin’ up the 
daisies. Seems like I heerd a tin-horn 
drilled him, up San Felice way. Eight-ten 
years ago, as I remember!”

"Sometimes a bullet don’t take. I recol
lect there was such a story goin’ around— 
but that’s Ace Barton’s brand,”

The two in the door of the saddle shop 
watched the crowd across the street. Under 
the stranger’s directions, eager men carried 
the trunks into the Ace-in-the-Hole Sa
loon. The black-garbed hombre followed, 
and the rest pushed in behind him.

Cal Jackson still stood in the door, but 
there was a slow change taking place that 
Nels Sigurd could not help but notice. The 
peg-legged man’s lips seemed to thin, and 
twist down slightly at the comers. His 
long, mobile fingers flexed, then clenched 
at his thighs.

Abruptly the bronc-twister m o v e d .  
"While yuh’re relinin’ thet saddle-skirt, I ’ll 
lope across to the Ace-in-the-Hole, an’ see 
what’s up!”

CAL JACKSON drew a long breath, 
and tore his eyes away with an effort. 

He turned and stumped back to his bench. 
As he picked up the needle and waxed 
thread, Nels Sigurd stepped down from the 
sidewalk, and shuffled across the ankle-deep 
dust of the street.

During the hour that the stocky puncher 
was gone, Cal Jackson worked methodi
cally—almost instinctively. But his mind 
was not upon the chased saddle-skirt, and 
there was a bitter twist to his lips. Things 
that he had thought were banished from 
his mind years ago returned to plague him. 
He hardly looked up, as Nels Sigurd’s 
booted feet thumped on the sidewalk. But 
the bronc-twister’s words brought him 
erect.

"It’s Ace Ba:ion, right enough! An’



ACES BACKED 9

blast me for a sheep-herder, if'n he ain't 
bought out Mick Monejrhan already! Aims 
to settle in Circle City for keeps!"

"Huh?" Cal Jackson’s voice was higher, 
sharper than Nels Sigurd had ever heard 
it before. "Why did he pick Circle City?”

" 'Lowed he liked the name of the Ace- 
in-the-Hole—but figures on changin’ it a 
little!’’

He shot a glance back over his shoulder, 
then turned and gazed out of the window. 
"Ain’t wastin’ no time, Jackson! Got Squint 
Beeson workin’ on thet sign a-ready!”

Cal Jackson laid down his needle care
fully—then stumped to Nels Sigurd’s side. 
Wordlessly they watched, as the Ace-in-the- 
Hole’s handy-man, Squint Beeson, scraped 
the sun and wind-peeled letters from the 
saloon-front. He left the word, "Ace,” 
and added in black paint the word "Bar
ton’s.”

"Ace Barton’s,” Nels Sigurd grunted.
But Cal Jackson only said; "Just like 

Squint. Didn’t bother to touch up the Ace. 
Looks sort o’ frayed out at the end."

Nels Sigurd lingered in Jackson’s saddle 
shop until the peg-legged saddle-maker fin
ished the job of refining the saddle-skirt. 
But continually his eyes strayed to the sa
loon across the street. And when Cal 
Jackson finally lifted the kak from the 
clamps, Sigurd clutched it and made for 
the door.

A thin smile played across Cal Jackson’s 
face, as he watched the stocky bronc-peeler 
heave the saddle onto his roan’s back and 
buckle the cinch tight. Nor was he sur
prised when Sigurd straightened, whirled 
on his heel, and hurried across the street.

The peg-legged saddle-maker turned awk
wardly on his left foot, and stumped back 
to the corner where a little desk held his 
thumbed account book, his few papers, and 
a half-dozen envelopes and sheets of paper. 
His shoulders hunched wearily, and the fines 
in his face were deeper than usual. But 
bis steely eyes held a strange glint in their 
depths.

For a half hour he wrote slowly and la
boriously. Then he addressed an envelope 
and placed the single folded sheet inside. 
He licked the flap and fumbled in the desk 
for a stamp. A few minutes later, he let 
himself out of the back door and plodded 
up the alley to the end of the block.

He entered the postoffice by the side door 
and stumped to the mailing slot. The post
master, garrulous old Syrne Polter, followed

him with questioning gaze. When Cal 
Jackson did not return the look, Syme hur
ried to the general delivery window.

"Heerd about Ace Barton, Jackson? 
Bought out Mick Moneyhan! Aimin’ to— ”

"Yeah! I heard!” the slender saddle- 
maker grunted.

Old Syme gulped at the steel-edged tone 
in Jackson’s voice. He watched, goggle- 
eyed, as the peg-legged man clumped to 
the door.

"Somethin’ shore rubbed his fur the 
wrong way!” he grunted, as he turned back 
to sort the mail for Tonopah Saunders’ 
back trip.

During the days that followed, Cal Jack- 
son pulled himself deeper and deeper into 
his shell. He watched the stage’s arrival 
from inside his little shop now. He had 
showed himself on the street, but now he 
was never out of the shop or the two tiny 
rooms in the back.

An orange light burned late at night in 
those back rooms, and a chance watcher, 
who had dared to peer through the closely 
shuttered window, would have been startled 
at what was going on. He would hardly 
have recognized the slender, grim figure that 
practiced endlessly with the six-guns that 
weighted down his hips. He would have 
shivered at the cold, implacable look on 
Cal Jackson's lean face.

Nels Sigurd, Buck Roman and Dave Hall 
took turns in bringing the peg-legged sad
dle-maker news of what was going on across 
the street. At first they had nothing but 
praise for Ace Barton.

"Square gambler—jest like his reputa
tion!” Nels Sigurd had said, three or four 
days after the saloon changed hands. 
"Mighty friendly, too—an’ generous with 
his liquor! A heap more likeable than ol’ 
Mick Moneyhan!”

A day or two later, Buck Roman was 
not quite so sure. There was a worried 
look in his clear eyes, and deep-etched 
fines on his broad, open face.

"He’s playin' ’em square, as far as I can 
see. Got no kick on thet. But he’s aimin’ 
on importin' dance-gals, Cal. Don’t know 
as we want anything like thet in Circle 
City. Drinkin’ an’ gamblin’ is plenty. Hard 
enough to keep the hands at work now.”

CAL JACKSON’S face hardened, and 
his voice held a steel edge. "That 

don’t sound like Ace Barton, Buck! But—
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I reckon—it’s his own business, Mebbe 
he's changed some with the years.”

"I don’t know, Cal,” Buck Roman said 
gloomily. "I don’t like it!” Then his eyes 
narrowed. "Been studyin’ thet hombre. The 
set of his eyes ain’t right.” He nodded 
slowly. "Yeah—an’ he's beginnin’ to show 
off. Always practicin’ that cross-draw of 
his. Faster than greased lightnin’, he is. 
Keeps a waddy jumpy.”

'T ve heard that a draw needs plenty 
practice, Buck,” Cal Jackson grunted. "An’ 
likely he’s proud of his gun-speed.”

But it was Dave Hall’s news that was 
the most disquieting of all—the news that 
set the fires gleaming in Cal Jackson’s 
eyes—and set his fingers to itching for the 
feel of gun-butts.

Dave slipped into the little saddle-shop 
at sundown. Cal Jackson knew there was 
something worrying him, the moment he 
glimpsed the frown on the blond waddy’s 
forehead, the deepened sun-wrinkles at the 
corners of Dave's eyes.

"Nels is ridin’ for a spill, Cal!” Dave 
blurted out, the moment the door closed 
behind him. "An' blast it, he won’t listen 
to me!”

"Yeah?” the peg-legged man said softly. 
"Settin’ across the table from Ace Barton 

every afternoon an’ night!” Dave rasped. 
"Losin’, slow but steady. Already dropped 
more than a thousand dollars—an' Nels 
can’t afford thet."

Cal Jackson looked long at the worried 
puncher. Then his voice was deceptively 
low and soft. "Square game, Dave?” 

Dave Hall looked quickly up at the 
saddle-maker, as if surprised at having his 
thoughts read. He shook his head uncer
tainly. "I—I don’t know, Cal! I fn  Ace 
Barton is dealin’ ’em crooked, he’s mighty 
slick at it. An’ yuh know his reputation.” 

"A feller may change, Dave!”
The blond puncher’s face tightened. 

" I fn  I ever catch him dealin’ a card off’n 
the bottom, I’ll call his hand, an’ smoke 
him up—plenty!”

Cal Jackson shook his head. "He could 
wait for you until your gun was out of 
the leather—an’ driil you between the eyes 
before you could squeeze your trigger, Dave. 
Just set tight—an’ watch. Let me know, 
if you get the dead-wood onto him!”

"An’ let him slick Nels out o’ his last— ” 
"Promise, Dave!” There was a tone in 

Cal Jackson’s voice that Dave Hall had 
never heard before—a steel-edged, intense

tone that seemed out of place in the mild- 
mannered, quiet saddle-maker.

The blond waddy blinked, gulped—then 
nodded his head. "All right, Cal! 1 
promise!”

But it was the day that Tonopah Saun
ders' stage brought Cal Jackson’s letter that 
the showdown came. Old Syme Polter had 
scuttled down from the postoffice with the 
envelope. He stood, goggle-eyed in the 
doorway, as Jackson took the letter and 
stumped back to his little desk.

He watched with greedy curiosity, while 
the saddle-maker slit the envelope with a 
leather-knife, and drew the single sheet. 
But there was no change in expression on 
that lean face—no sign as to whether he 
was pleased or disappointed at the news 
the letter brought.

He rose and clumped halfway to the 
door, before he appeared to notice old 
Syme Polter in the opening. His eyes 
narrowed, as he stared at the grizzled post
master. Poiter's slack lips opened.

"Must have been important—thet letter, 
Jackson? Mebbe an answer to the one 
yuh writ couple of weeks ago, huh?”

Cal Jackson did not speak—only looked 
at and through the doddering man. Polter 
seemed to shrivel beneath the blaze in those 
steel-blue eyes. He hunched his shoulders, 
and gazed down at his scuffed boots.

"Of course— it ain’t rightly—none of my 
business, Jackson. I was only askin’—”

Syme Poiter’s words trailed off. His 
mouth dropped open, and his watery eyes 
opened wide. Cal Jackson straightened with 
a jerk, teeth clicking and head bent for
ward, as if waiting for the sound to repeat.

For the sullen bellow of a six-gun had 
welled up from Ace Barton’s, across the 
street. It set the still, hot air to trembling— 
rattled the window in the little saddle-shop.

Then the look of greedy curiosity swept 
back into Syme Poiter’s eyes. He turned on 
his heel and scuttled like a lizard across 
the thick dust of the street. Cal Jackson 
moved jerkily toward the door, long, mo
bile fingers clenching and unclenching at 
his sides.

He stood wide-legged in the doorway, 
forgetting this time to take his weight from 
the peg leg. Slowly his lean face changed— 
became a dead-white mask—a deadly cold 
and ruthless mask. Motionless and un
blinking, he stood there, eyes upon the 
swinging door of Ace Barton’s.

He saw Sheriff Molton race up the street
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and duck into the saloon, but still he did 
not move. Minutes later, his gaze held 
upon four men, pushing from the swinging 
door—strained to see the face of the man 
they carried between them. He caught his 
breath, as the broad Stetson fell from the 
man's head, and revealed a shock of crisp 
blond hair.

Then the men, with their burden, were 
turning in to old Doc Sawyer’s office, four 
doors up the street. Stilt Cal Jackson did 
not move. Now the saloon door opened 
again, and Dave Hall and Sheriff Molton 
came out, side by side. They stood on the 
sidewalk in front of Ace Barton's for a 
moment, and Cal Jackson could tell that 
they were arguing bitterly.

Abruptly the sheriff turned on his heel 
and strode back toward his office. Dave 
Hall hesitated uncertainly—then leaped 
from the sidewalk and sped across toward 
the saddle shop. Only now did Cal Jackson 
move.

When Dave Hall entered the shop, Jack- 
son was at the back, fumbling in a brass- 
bound box. Dave hesitated in the doorway 
a moment, his eyes upon the slender, peg
legged man. Cal Jackson straightened and 
turned slowly, fumbling at his waist.

W HEN Dave Hall stepped toward 
him, the slender man was buckling 

a worn gun-belt about his middle. A pair 
of six-guns, with worn, fist-smooth walnuf 
butts hung at Cal Jackson’s thighs. And 
strangely to Dave Hall’s eyes, they were 
not out of place. They gave added dignity 
and impressiveness to the quiet-mannered 
man—seemed to straighten his shoulders, 
to change his whole personality.

"Cal! Yuh’re not—not----- ” Dave Hall
burst out, as he took a long stride toward 
the saddle-maker.

"It was Nels, Dave? And he’s dead?” 
Cal Jackson’s voice was flat and toneless. 
His mouth, with the down-turned corners, 
barely opened to let the words slide out.

Dave Hall stared, wide-eyed. Then he 
nodded. "Yeah! Ace Barton drilled him! 
Nels called his hand, for dealin’ from the 
bottom! Drawed first—but he didn't have 
a chance against Ace Barton! The sheriff 
says it was self-defense—thet Barton is in 
the clear! If’n I hadn’t promised—”

Cal Jackson took a stiff-legged step to
ward the door, his peg leg clicking. Dave 
Hall backed away before the deadly glare 
in the slender man’s eyes. Then Jackson 
stopped, and his eyes narrowed. For a full

minute he stood motionless. At last he 
nodded, and turned back.

Dave Hall drew a deep breath of relief. 
"For a minute I thought yuh was goin’ to 
swap lead with Ace Barton, Cal! An’ I’ve 
seen thet hombre’s draw! He’d plumb 
salivate—”

"I’m setting in the game tonight, Dave,” 
Cal Jackson said evenly. "Countin’ on you 
arranging to have Buck Roman and Ace 
Barton at the same table. And if Sheriff 
Molton was in the bar, it would be a help.”

"Yuli’re—goin’ to — Ace Barton’s?
Yuh’re aimin’ to set in a poker game with 

that crooked killer?”
Cal Jackson nodded. "Got a hankerin’ to 

flip the pasteboards again, Dave. Been a 
good many years. You’ll do what I ask?”

"Shore, Cal! Yuh know thet! But 
yuh’re hornin’ into something thet yuh 
don’t know anything about! He’ll gun yuh 
down!”

A cold, mirthless smile, the first that 
Dave Hall had ever seen, flicked across Cal 
Jackson’s face. "You might be surprised at 
how much I know about it, Dave!”

Dave Hall made the arrangements quiet
ly, but there must have been something in 
his face or manner that communicated his 
tenseness to the denizens of Ace Barton’s. 
For an air of hushed expectancy hung over 
the saloon that night.

Dave and Buck Roman were there, thin
lipped and silent. Sheriff Molton stood at 
the bar, frankly puzzled at why Dave had 
urged him to be present. A dozen other 
punchers and town-loafers drank Ace Bar
ton’s fiery tequila, or played half-heartedly 
at the rickety tables.

Only Ace Barton, himself seemed to act 
naturally. He swaggered among his cus
tomers, joking with some and slapping oth
ers on the back. But he avoided Buck Ro
man and Dave Hall, for it did not take a 
keen eye or discerning brain to read the hos
tility and hatred in the two punchers.

Every few minutes, Dave Hall pulled his 
heavy gold watch from his pocket and con
sulted it. When the hands stood at five 
minutes to eight, he and Buck moved to
ward a table near the front door. They 
caught Ace Barton’s eye and gestured him 
toward them.

"Honin’ to deal a few hands, Barton!" 
Hall grunted. "An’ aimin’ to be a little 
luckier than Nels Sigurd!”

If the saloon-keeper caught the implica
tion in the puncher’s words, he did not be
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tray it. An oily smile played across his face 
as he pulled out a chair and sat down.

"Yuh can be shore of a square deal when 
Ace Barton is settin’ in,” he said evenly. 
"Squarest gambler—an’ quickest on the 
draw—on the whole range. Thet's my repu
tation, an’ I’m backin' it up!”

He reached for the deck. Then his eyes 
swept the room. "W e’ll need another man 
or two to make the game interestin'! Hi, 
Stoney! Come an’—’’

Dave Hall, who was facing the door, 
lifted his hand. "One more player is all we 
want—an’ he’s cornin’ in now!”

For a moment there was dead silence in 
the bar room, for every man was watching 
the front table—every man knew that the 
powder was laid, only waiting for a spark 
to ignite it. Then, above the silence came 
the thump—click—thump—click from the 
sidewalk outside. A sigh seemed to sweep 
the room.

The door swung open. For a moment Cal 
Jackson stood in the opening, the orange 
light from the swinging lamp bringing his 
slender form into bold relief. A long, quav
ering breath came from Dave Hall’s lips. 
It was Cal Jackson—but he would never 
have known it, except for the lean, thin
lipped face and the smoldering blue eyes.

Gone were the well-worn Levis and flan
nel shirt, to make way for rich black broad
cloth store clothes. Polished, inlaid black 
boots— one of them covering the peg leg. 
A dove-gray Stetson of a quality far beyond 
the reach of a puncher—or a saddle-maker. 
A white silk shirt and a somber black bow 
tie.

And hanging low at Jackson’s thighs, a 
pair of worn-handled six-guns, butts turned 
forward. The breath hissed from Buck Ro
man’s lips, as he looked back over his 
shoulder at the man in the door. A hissing 
breath—and wide, disbelieving eyes.

Then Cal Jackson strode into the saloon. 
Except for the clicking sound when the 
peg-filled boot hit the floor, no one would 
have known that the black-garbed man did 
not have two good legs. A wintry smile 
quirked the corners of his mouth—and was 
gone.

The black-garbed man stopped beside the 
empty chair at the poker table, his eyes 
straying for a second to Dave Hall. The 
puncher gulped—then nodded.

"Jest gettin’ ready to deal, Jackson. Set!”
Cal Jackson slid into the chair, twitching 

his six-guns further forward on his thighs.

His steely gaze held upon Ace Barton, 
squarely across the table, but he did not 
speak. After a tense moment, Dave Hall 
drew a long breath.

"Dang nigh forgot, Cal! Yuh ain’t never 
met Ace Barton!”

JACKSON nodded, but did not offer to 
shake hands. A flush mounted to Ace 

Barton’s cheeks, and smoldering fires burned 
brighter in his flashing black eyes.

"H i’yuh, Jackson!” he grunted. .
Cal Jackson laid a handful of coins and 

a roll of bills on the table. "Honin’ for a 
few hands,” he said evenly. "Know Ace 
Barton’s reputation for square dealin’. Don’t 
mind losin’ to a good player—but any slick 
fingered work riles me considerable.”

Ace Barton grunted an unintelligible 
word, and picked up the deck. His long
fingered hands riffled the cards swiftly. He 
dealt them with a flourish that held more 
than a little of bravado. Cal Jackson 
slumped down in his chair, deep-set eyes 
upon Barton's fingers.

He picked up his five cards. And as he 
looked at them he began speaking in a low, 
even voice. He did not glance at the ring 
of men who had edged close to the table.

"Heard a lot about Ace Barton. There 
was a story that he was gunned down by a 
tin-horn, up San Felice way. Some even 
said he died from the bullets.”

Barton laughed shortly. ”1 played dead, 
until I had a chance to draw down on thet 

ilgrim! He's boldin’ up six feet of dirt in 
oot-hill right now!”

Again the mirthless smile flicked across 
Cal Jackson’s face. "I knew Ace Barton 
wasn’t dead. Ace Barton would never die 
before he got the stranger who gunned him 
down.”

Dave Hall and Buck Roman laid their 
cards down softly. Their nerves were as 
tense as tightly-strung wires. They could 
sense the duel of words between the two 
men, but could not figure out what it was 
all about. One thing they did know—the 
game was due to end before it started.

Across the table, Ace Barton straight
ened his shoulders. A twisted smile split 
his face. "The fastest cross-draw artist on 
the range—thet’s me! The stranger who 
bushwhacked me found thet out!”

Cal Jackson nodded. "That kind of puts 
a crimp in the story old Brick Hirshell, 
Sheriff of San Felice County tells.”

Dave Hall and Buck Roman caught the
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startled twitch on Ace Barton’s face, and 
wondered at it. But Cal Jackson did not 
change expression.

"Reckon Brick Hirshell is gettin’ a little 
old an’ dodderin’,” he said softly.

"Brick Hirshell?” Ace Barton's tone was 
a little too high pitched. "What does thet 
ol’ pelican say?”

"A ramblin’ story—but here it is,” Jack- 
son said slowly. "Hirshell ’lows that every
body thought Ace Barton was killed by the 
stranger that Brig Belden hired to gun him. 
Yuh see, Ace Barton chased Brig Belden 
out of San Felice for robbin’ the Miners’ 
Rest till.”

"Yeah! I remember doin’ thet!” Barton 
grunted.

"But accordin’ to Hirshell, he lugged Ace 
Barton to his cabin an’ nursed him back to 
life. Took six-eight months.”

"He lied!” Barton rasped. "What else 
did he say ?”

"Thet Brig Belden an’ the stranger held 
up the stage shortly after—thet Belden was 
killed an’ the stranger caught. Sentenced to 
ten years.”

"Wasn’t the same hombre!” Barton grat
ed. "I killed thet bushwhacker less than a 
year after he gunned me!”

’‘I’m just repeatin' what Hirshell said,” 
Jackson answered softly. "Accordin’ to his 
story, Ace Barton did a lot of thinkin’ while 
he was on his back. After he was up, he 
drifted out of the country. Seemed to be a 
little ashamed to be seen in San Felice.”

"Ashamed?” Ace Barton’s voice was 
high-pitched. ”1 drifted, so I could line 
thet dry-gulcher across my sights!"

"It ain’t my story,” Jackson said dryly. 
"Reckon it must be wrong—for Hirshell 
says Ace Barton never caught sight of that 
stranger—wouldn’t have known him, if he 
had met him on the trail. But I do recollect 
Hirshell sayin’ that he wouldn’t give two 
cents for the tin-horn’s chances, if ever Bar
ton got a line on him.”

The last sentence slid between Cal Jack
son's teeth in such a flat, toneless whisper 
that it crinkled the hair on Dave Hall’s 
neck, set Buck Roman’s nerves to jumping 
—and brought a look that was strangely 
like fear to Ace Barton’s black eyes,

"Yuh—yuh mean—”
Cal Jackson pushed his chair back slow

ly, and heaved himself to his feet. He 
placed his hands flat on tire table and looked 
squarely into Ace Barton’s eyes.

’’I mean just this! Ace Barton is ten 
years older now than when a cowardly tin
horn gunned him down! Likely he’s soft
ened an’ mellowed a little. Pretty bitter for 
some time, I reckon, but I suppose that bit
terness kind of died out. But the one thing 
Ace Barton was proud of was his reputation 
for square dealin’ ! That meant more to him 
than anything else in the world!”

"Yeah?” the words slid between Ace 
Barton’s teeth. He pushed his chair back, 
and rose lithely. His hands rested on the 
table less than two feet from Cal Jackson's.

"Yeah?” he repeated. "What yuh drivin’ 
at?”

"Reckon Ace Barton would have set 
quietly, an’ watched most anything happen 
but blackenin’ that reputation!” Then the 
words dragged out with painful slowness. 
"He might—even have—overlooked losin’ 
—his right leg from the tin-horn’s bullet!” 

For a breathless second there was dead 
silence in the saloon. Dave Hall’s mouth 
dropped slackly open. Buck Roman's eyes 
went wide and saucer-like. The color 
drained from the gambler's face, and the 
fear of a cornered rat came into his eyes.

THEN something like a sigh swept over 
the crowd. At first only one man 

moved—a little quicker-witted than the 
rest. He leaped backward from where he 
stood just behind the startled owner of Ace 
Barton’s. He bumped into another, and 
rapped out a curse.

Then the crowd parted as if a hand had 
shoved them, leaving the space behind the 
gambler clear. Dave Hall and Buck Roman 
still remained seated, but their hands had 
dropped to their gun-butts.

Cal Jackson was the only one with steady 
nerves in the whole room. A wintry smile 
quirked his lips, but his eyes did not stray 
from the man who faced him. Then the 
hombre’s lips parted, and the words came 
hoarsely.

"Yuh’re—yuh're-----
"Yeah! I'm Ace Barton! An’ yuh’re the 

tin-horn who gunned me, ten years ago! I 
got your description from Brick Hirshell 
today!”

"I gunned yuh then—an’ I’ll-----
The gambler moved with lightning 

speed. He hurled his body aside, and his 
hands darted down. And now the wide- 
eyed crowd were treated to such a dazzling 
display of gun-speed that it furnished them
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talk for many months. Cross-draw against 
cross-draw—lightning against lightning!

The gambler had the edge. He started 
the smallest fraction ahead. And even then 
the peg-legged man seemed to hesitate. The 
gambler’s hand was upon his gun-butt, and 
beginning to lift before the other's hand 
went down. Dave Hall caught his breath, 
for that was giving too much odds.

The gambler’s gun was swinging up as 
the saddle-maker’s came from the leather. 
But both guns barked so closely that they 
sounded as one. Even Dave Hall’s trained 
ear could not detect the double report. 
There was a splintering crash— and the peg
legged saddle-maker collapsed to the floor.

The gambler still stood on his feet—but 
there was a fixed grin on his face—a grin 
that was almost a grimace. Then he teetered 
slowly back and forth—back and forth. 
Now he began to turn, like a top running 
down. The six-gun dropped from his 
nerveless hand. His knees finally gave way, 
and he pitched forward on his face.

For a breathless second no one moved, 
Then, a bitter curse bubbling from his lips,

Dave Hall leaped toward the man on the 
floor. He bent down.

"He—got yuh— Ace Barton!”
A soft laugh came from the prone 

hombre. "Got me, Dave—twice in the same 
place. Reckon I’ll have to carve a new peg. 
His bullet.smashed this one.”

Dave Hall laughed shakily, as he lifted 
Ace Barton to his feet. The man hobbled on 
one leg to a chair and slumped into it. 
Then Buck Roman was at his side.

"Yuh’re—yuh're shore enough Ace Bar
ton? Yuh ain’t------”

The sheriff was at his side now, looking 
down with added respect. "It was plain 
self-defense, Barton!” he rasped. "He 
drawed first! Yuh gave him more rope 
than he was entitled to!”

B ARTON nodded slowly. "I aimed to.
An’ now I’m just Cal Jackson, the 

saddle-maker again. As far as I’m con
cerned, Ace Barton, gambler an’ cross-draw 
artist, died ten years ago. W e’ll let him stay 
dead—with the reputation of square an’ 
honest dealin'—always!”
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WHEN A 
DIES

TRIGGER-SLICK
by DICK RODSON

ID LUNDSTROM, the big Swede 
sheriff o f Broken Bow, didn’t rein 
up his horse until he was inside the 

circle of firelight, and he kept his hands

well away from his carbine and six-shooter 
when he dismounted. He stood by the horse 
a moment looking at the three men around 
the fire while they returned his scrutiny.
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They were three bad ones all right, each 
dangerous in his own separate way. Sid 
Lundstrom left his horse ground-hitched 
and moved toward the fire, the frozen grass 
crunching beneath his boots. He probably 
couldn’t have slipped up on that little crowd 
unseen if he had wanted to.

Jess Overhold leaned back against a 
boulder. He was a big, gray-faced man with 
a cynical droop to the corners of his mouth 
and pale blue eyes that never missed a 
movement near him. Overhold was a killer, 
cold-blooded, killing when there was profit 
in it.

A breed the Broken Bow country knew as 
Banner squatted on his haunches next to 
Overhold. He had been holding a skillet 
of bacon over the fire until Sid rode up. 
He set the skillet down carefully and let 
his hands drop back to his sides without 
moving the rest of his body.

Cal Severn was across the fire from Over
hold and Banner. He was the youngest of 
the crowd, not much more than a kid, with 
yellowish hair sticking through his hat and 
a thin, wolfish look on his face. Sid Lund
strom knew the Severn breed. They were 
bad, all right. It was bred into them, but 
they were loyal to their friends, too.

The sheriff nodded to the three men and 
held his big, freckled hands out to the heat 
of the fire. A November wind whistled 
through the foothills around them.

"Evenin', gents," Sid said. "Don’t see 
any bank loot layin’ around.”

"Didn't expect to, did you?” Overhold 
laughed brittly. "We didn’t crack that bank 
down in town. It was three other guys. 
W e’re just out chasin' 'em same as you are.”

SID LUNDSTROM took off his hat and 
ran a hand through his graying hair. 

Then he reached for the makings and built 
a smoke, all very deliberately. "You was 
identified," he admitted. "Several people 
recognized you.”

"And ain’t that tough?" Overhold 
laughed again. Banner, the breed, shifted 
his body a little with the quick, cat-like 
way he had of moving so that the butt of 
the gun on his right hip was within reach.

Sid waited until he had lighted his smoke 
from a twig out of the fire, adjusted the 
coffee pot so that it wouldn't boil over, and 
leaned back comfortably.

"There’s them that’d loot a bank because 
they wanted the money,” he said slowly, 
“and there's them that'd do it for hellish
ness, and there’s another kind of fellow

that’d maybe hold up a bank and commit 
murder, too, in order to settle a grudge.”

"W ell?” Overhold demanded.
Sid blew smoke out of his wide nostrils. 

He knew what he meant, all right, that all 
three kinds were there around the fire. Over
hold was money crazy, like Sam Hailey who 
owned the bank, and like Alec Polger who 
had been killed in the robbery. The breed 
had just gone along because hellishness was 
part of his nature. Cal Severn had a grudge 
against Hailey and Polger.

That was the way it was, even though 
the Swede couldn’t figure out how to go 
about saying it or wrhat good saying it 
would do.

He looked down at his cigarette, then 
up at Cal Severn. "You shot Polger, didn't 
you, Cal?” he asked.

"You’re damn right I did,” Cal snapped. 
"And I’ll get Hailey. Sid, you figure on 
takin' us all in and hangin’ us. Well, I’ll 
get Hailey if I have to come back from hell 
to do it.

"Sam Hailey killed my brother. Hell, I 
know he said Tom was rustlin’ and maybe 
he was, but Hailey drove him to it. He 
killed Pa and he killed my mother, too, even 
if they did both die natural after they lost 
the place over on Divide. I ’m gain’ to get 
Hailey, Sid.”

"Shut up.” Overhold’s voice cracked like 
a whip.

Sid Lundstrom wiped his red face on his 
red bandanna. "Cal, the law says I got to 
stop you from gettin’ Hailey.”

He pulled back the coffee pot and set it 
on a rock. Trouble was going to come and 
come fast, and there was no need of spilling 
the coffee when it came. Whatever men were 
left might need that coffee pretty badly. He 
took another long drag of his cigarette and 
flipped it into the fire.

"I guess I got to take all three of you in,” 
he said as casually as though he were talking 
to the circuit rider at the town prayer 
meeting.

Sid stood up. So did the other three. 
He had been careful to stay on the same 
side of the fire as Cal Severn, and he noticed 
Cal stepped a little behind him.

Maybe Cal would shoot him from behind, 
maybe not. The Severns were bad. They 
were cattle thieves and horse thieves, ana 
Cal was a killer, but they didn't turn against 
their friends.

Funny thing, Sid reflected in that instant 
while they all stood there around the fire 
with the coffee pot looking on from the rock

* *

«

V
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where he had set it, the Severns didn't seem 
made like most men in some respects. They 
weren’t afraid of dying. Cal meant what he 
said when he said he'd come back from hell 
if necessary to get Sam Hailey. They were 
a hard breed, hard as they ever came, and 
if they started a job they finished it.

"Sheriff, you're either a damn poor bluffer 
or a damn fool,’’ Overhold’s lips twitched 
in a sneer. "Shuck off that gun.”

Sid stared straight into Overhold’s pale 
eyes and Overhold returned the stare. Be
hind him, Sid could hear Cal Severn breath
ing heavily. Banner began to ease back, 
an inch at a time, and let his hand move 
toward his gun grip.

"I’m takin’ you in, Jess, either ridin’ in 
your saddle or tied across it," Sid spoke 
carefully.

Overhold yawned and stretched his long, 
bony arms. His arms were chest-high before 
they slapped down again and his hands hit 
the butts of his guns, spinning them out of 
the holsters and jabbing them up all in the 
same perfectly timed gesture.

"You asked for it,” he snapped.
Sid saw the breed’s gun coming out, too, 

a trifle slower than Overhold’s. He grabbed 
at his own gun and lunged to one side, 
ducking and crouching in toward the fire.

Orange flame lanced out of the gun muz
zle in Overhold’s right hand, and the bullet 
took a neat little slice out of the Swede’s 
hat. Overhold’s next shot went into the 
fire, and Jess Overhold was reeling back.

T HE Swede's gun was talking, but talk
ing at the half breed who seemed to 

get his body all tangled up and go plunging 
down. Behind him, Sia could hear Cal 
firing methodically, not wasting any powder 
and planting each bullet where it would 
count. Necessity and living in the rimrock 
had taught the Severns saving ways.

Overhold's voice came in a gasp. "I fig
ured the play different, sheriff.”

Sid turned on Cal and let the gun drop 
into his holster. "Put up that iron,” he 
ordered. “I’m takin’ you in.”

Cal Severn's face looked thinner and more 
wolfish than ever while he crouched there 
just inside the firelight, his gun leveled on 
the big sheriff’s chest.

"Don't try it, Sid,” he said almost plead
ingly. "For God sake don’t try it.”

"I’m takin’ you in,” Sid repeated.
He moved toward Cal slowly, his hands 

empty, staring straight into the muzzle of 
the gun. It was a gamble then. With a

gun he wouldn’t stand a chance with Cal 
Severn, but without a gun—well, that was 
a gamble.

It wouldn't be fear of dying that would 
make Cal shoot. The Severns weren’t like 
most men in that respect. It would simply 
be so that he could stay alive to settle his 
score with Sam Hailey.

"Sid,” Cal pleaded. "You don’t sabe. I 
got to get Hailey. Us Severns was just 
made so we can’t turn back. I’ll take what’s 
cornin’ to me. I ain’t scared of that, but 
dammit, Sid—”

Sid didn’t answer. He stepped close to 
Cal, reached out one big hand and seized 
the gun. He tilted it up, then jerked it out 
of Cal’s hand. Cal’s face was white and 
his lips twitching a little.

"Why in hell did I let you do that, Sid?” 
he whispered.

” ’Spect it’s ’cause you’re a Severn,” Sid 
told him. " ’Spect it’s because I saw that 
your mother got her grocery bill paid after 
your Pa died even when she didn’t have any 
money. Yeh, there ain’t a thing you Severns 
wouldn’t do for a man you liked and there 
ain’t a thing you wouldn't do to one you 
hated.”

Cal laughed thinly, reached for the coffee 
pot and a tin cup and gulped down a cupful 
of scalding coffee. "If I go in with you— ?” 
He ran one finger around his throat. "That 
right?”

"Afraid so,” Sid Lundstrom admitted. 
"I’ll see you get a square trial, Cal, but a 
jury’ll say it’s murder. We better get started, 
The coroner can pick up them other two in 
the morning."

Sid Lundstrom untied his sheepskin coat 
from behind his saddle and pulled it on 
before he swung onto his horse. He rubbed 
his big hands together to get some circula
tion into them again and watched Cal 
mount.

He didn’t handcuff or tie his prisoner, 
and he didn’t even bother to keep a gun on 
Cal. He knew the Severns pretty well. 
There was a lot of twisted pride in that out
law family, and there was no use making 
things harder on Cal by insulting him with 
handcuffs.

"Sid," Cal seemed to be talking as much 
to himself as to the sheriff as they jogged 
across the brown Montana hills. "Sid, if I 
don’t get Hailey he’ll go on just like he’s 
doin’. There’ll be other folks he’ll put on 
the back trail. Can’t you see that, Sid?

"Us Severns wasn’t no worse than most 
folks. Maybe Pa had run a crooked brand
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or two, but most folks has. When me and 
Tom was born, Pa figured us both for

Ereachers. It was Hailey made him turn 
ad when he crowded Pa off Divide Creek. 

Seein’ what me and Tom would turn into 
killed the old folks. And there’ll be others 
go just the same way.”

"Can’t do it, Cal.” Sid looked up from 
making himself a smoke, sheltering his 
hands beneath his sheepskin to keep the 
wind from blowing the tobacco out of the 
paper. "I got a job to do, too, one I prom
ised other folks to see got done.”

Cal turned in his saddle. His mouth had 
stopped twitching, and there was a cold, 
brilliant light in his gray eyes, like fire flick
ering behind ice.

' I'll kill Sam Hailey if I have to come 
back from hell to do it.”

Sid had to strike three matches to get his 
smoke going. If any other man had said 
that, it would have been simply an empty 
threat or a boast, but the Severn men didn’t 
boast. If they made a threat, it was a prom
ise, and they kept their word.

Off across the flats, the lights of Broken 
Bow twinkled yellowly through the dark
ness. Cal reined up his horse when they 
came in sight of the first lights. He gulped 
a couple of times but that was the only sign 
he gave that he knew what returning to 
town meant for him.

He turned in his saddle and looked off 
toward the west where a long bare spine 
marked Divide Creek.

"See that hump up on Divide.” He 
pointed for Sid to look. "That’s where the 
old folks is buried, and Tom’s pretty close 
to there. Hailey put ’em all there. Reckon 
this is about the last time I’ll ever see that 
there old hump. Just wanted to be sure 
and remember it.”

SID nodded and brought a pair of hand
cuffs out of his pocket. "Reckon I’d 

better put ’em on here, Cal. It’d maybe 
cost me my job if we was to go down with 
you ridin’ open.” Cal held out his hands 
and grinned. They understood each other.

Sid Lundstrom noticed there was quite 
a little crowd, a dozen or so men, around 
the sheriff’s office and jail when he rode into 
town with his prisoner. He didn’t like that, 
but Ben Peck, his deputy, was there and 
seemed to have everything pretty well in 
hand.

There was a low murmur from the crowd 
when Sid crowded Cal Severn's horse in to 
the hitching rack and they both dismounted.

Sid let his eyes sweep over the men. Sam 
Hailey was there, standing a little apart 
from the others, and most of the others 
were men from Hailey's ranches. He didn’t 
like the looks of it, but there didn’t seem 
much he could do about it. In Montana, 
men had a perfect right to stand where they 
pleased.

The crowd split to let him and Cal 
through. Sid had reached the door of the 
office before Hailey's voice stopped him. 
"Where’s the other two that was in on 
this?”

Sid thought a minute. "They didn’t feel 
like cornin’ in.”

Hailey pushed toward him. He was a 
big man, about Sid’s age, with a habit of 
keeping his fists clenched most of the time, 
ana talking in a big, booming voice.

"You’ve been friendly with Cal Severn, 
there, Sheriff, and I want to tell you there’s 
going to be no favoritism showed to him 
on account of that.”

Sid looked Hailey over, couldn’t think of 
anything that was worth saying and pushed 
the door open. Hailey was talking for the 
benefit of the crowd, and so long as it 
didnt go any farther than talk, Sid was sat
isfied. Hailey followed him into the office. 
Sid didn't like that, either.

There was pure hatred in Hailey’s voice 
when he stepped close to Cal and snarled, 
"Severn, I put your brother where he won’t 
do any more harm, and I’m going to put 
you there, too.”

"Let him alone,” Sid ordered.
Hailey’s face started to turn dark, as it 

always did when he was crossed. "Are you 
trying to tell me what to do, Sheriff?” 

"Might be.” Sid pushed Cal toward a 
little room at the rear of the building where 
the windows were barred and there was a 
padlock on the door. It wasn’t much of a 
jail, having been the commissary when Bro
ken Bow was an army post, but it served.

Hailey was waiting, sitting on Sid’s desk 
when the sheriff returned. "There's another 
thing, too, Lundstrom,” Hailey snapped. "I 
want the money those three got away with. 
You understand that.”

Sid nodded. "Pull yourself up a chair, 
Sam, I want to do a little talkin' myself.” 

Sid pulled off his sheepskin, hung it on a 
nail, added his vest, and very carefully built 
a smoke. "Sam,” he said, "Cal and them 
other two killed Polger and cracked the 
bank, but you was the man that planned it.” 

"Do you mean—” Hailey roared. 
"Huh-uh, not that way, Sam. The law
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can’t touch you. You and Polger had quite 
a spread built up, and if one of you died, 
the other'n would get it. You knew Cal 
would kill either of you if he got a chance, 
so you sort of gave him the chance, to get 
Alec. Sam, there ain't a thing, not a damn 
thing, you wouldn’t do for money.”

Sid stared down at his cigarette. That 
was a long speech for him, and he was a 
little surprised at himself for talking that 
much. Usually he couldn’t have thought of 
that many words to string together at one 
time.

Hailey’s face was brick red with anger. 
"Lundstrom," he snapped, “I’m getting 
damn well fed up with you as sheriff. You 
forget that kind of talk and get that money 
back or Ben Pack is going to be wearing 
your star,”

Hailey slammed the office door when he 
went out. Sid looked after him a moment 
speculatively and shook his head. He got 
up heavily and went back to the padlocked 
cell. There wasn’t any way the law could 
touch Sam Hailey.

“Guess you heard what went on out 
there," he said awkwardly to Cal Severn. 
“Want to say where you cached that money. 
I dunno. Maybe if we got that back, I could 
see you just got sent up to Deer Lodge.”

CAL laughed harshly. “I ain't scared of 
hangin' if that’s what you mean, Sid. 

If I went to Deer Lodge, I wouldn’t never 
get back to finish things up here.”

Sid locked the door again, pocketed the 
key, and wandered down to the railroad 
house for a belated supper. He noticed quite 
a few people on the street didn’t speak to 
him and that Sam Hailey had more of his 
own men in town than usual.

When the waitress brought him his meal, 
he stopped her by spinning a silver dollar 
on the counter. "W hat’s the talk in town?” 
he asked.

She considered a moment before she 
picked up the dollar. "Hailey says you in
tend to turn Severn loose and let the money 
go. Folks that lost money in that holdup 
are pretty upset.”

"Don’t blame ’em,” Sid felt awkward 
gossiping with a pretty girl. "Sometime 
Hailey's goin’ to open that mouth of his’n 
so far he’ll fall plumb into it.”

Sid was worried when he left the eating 
house. He didn’t like the way men kept 
watching him and stopped talking when he 
approached. He liked it still less when he

saw Ben Pack drinking with Hailey in the 
Free Silver Bar.

He bought a pint of good whiskey and 
took it back to the jail to Cal. Cal knocked 
the neck off the bottle, gulped down half a 
pint of whiskey and strode to the window 
where he could look out onto the street. 
His eyes were pale and flickering when he 
turned back to Sid.

"You played square with me. I"ll play 
square with you. Remember that trail that 
goes up Shoshone Butte right alongside the 
old freight road, the one you can see the 
whole road from? Well, if you was to fol
low that till you hit a little cave back in 
the rock you might find the bank money 
there."

Sid looked out of the window. He could 
see men milling around on the sidewalks 
from there, and he knew that Cal must 
know what they meant. He wondered if 
Cal was deliberately trying to keep him out 
of trouble with Hailey. Sid Lundstrom had 
never been very good at figuring puzzles, 
and that one had him stumped.

He might send Pack out to look in the 
cave, but that would only make Bailey’s 
men more dangerous because it would look 
as though he were trying to get Pack out 
of town so he could have a free hand.

He decided the deputy had better stay. 
Ben Pack was a good enough man, maybe 
not quite as steady as he might be, but hon
est enough. If a mob tried to take over the 
jail, Pack would prevent it if any man 
could.

Sid pulled on his coat and went down to 
the livery stable after his horse. He wished 
that old trail up Shoshone Butte wasn’t so 
far from town.

He was beginning to feel old and dis
gusted with himself. Times like that, when 
the law said one thing and a man’s own na
ture said another, were hard to handle. Still, 
he had sworn to uphold the law, and as he 
looked at matters in his not very articulate 
way, there wasn’t anything else he could do 
but what he was doing.

Cal Severn paced his ceil like a trapped 
coyote walking only as far as the trap chain 
would let him. He looked out of the win
dow, took another gulp of whiskey and re
turned to his bunk.

He fished around in his pockets until he 
found a spare .45 cartridge and a piece of 
paper. Using the lead of the cartridge, he 
scribbled a note and wrapped it around the 
cartridge. Then he waited, holding the note
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and cartridge in one hand and the whiskey 
bottle in the other.

He laughed softly to himself and smashed 
his fist against the window. The wind blow
ing in through the shattered window was 
cold, but despite that there was sweat on 
Cal Severn’s thin, gray tinged face. "Damn 
you, Hailey,” he kept muttering to himself. 
"Damn you.”

The sheriff had been gone for an hour 
when Cal heard bootsteps in the office out
side the cell. He heard Ben Pack say uncer
tainly, "Listen Sam, the sheriff is goin’ to 
raise hell if he finds out 1 let you in here.”

"If Lundstrom can’t find out where that 
money is, I can,” Hailey shouted. "And by 
God, I’m going to.”

Cal glanced through the open window 
and shivered a little. He tossed the cart
ridge with the note wrapped around it in 
the center of the floor and sprawled out on 
the bunk, the whiskey bottle almost empty 
beside him on the floor. The key grated in 
the padlock.

Hailey strode into the room, walking very 
stiffly erect. "Where did that liquor come 
from?” he demanded and kicked the bottle 
over. He was reaching for Cal Severn’s 
shoulder when Pack stopped him.

"There’s something that looks maybe like 
a note on the floor there, Sam.”

HAILEY picked up the note and strode 
over to the window where there was 

light enough to read it. He swore angrily 
under his breath. Then a shrewd, cold light 
came into his eyes.

"The stuff’s cached under a heap of rocks 
out on the old freight road,” the note read. 
It was signed "Jesse Overhold.” Hailey’s 
blunt fingers trembled while he stared from 
the note to Ben Pack the deputy.

There was six thousand dollars out on 
the freight road for a man to pick up. Six 
thousand dollars was a lot of money, and 
if it never returned to the bank there was 
a legitimate excuse for its not returning. 

"W hat’s it say?” Pack demanded. 
Hailey's mouth tightened. "Lundstrom 

was lying when he said he got those other 
two. This is from Overhold. He says 
they’ll get Severn out of here tonight. 
Heaven only knows how many men they’ve 
got. Damn lucky Severn was too drunk to 
see this.”

Pack fidgeted uneasily. "If they’ve got 
men enough, it’s goin’t to be darned hard 
to hold this place.”

"W e won’t have to hold it.” Hailey 
crumpled the note in his hand and shoved 
it into his pocket. " I’m going to talk to 
some of my boys. Severn won’t be around 
then, and if Sid Lundstrom says anything, 
you just remember this note. I’m getting 
damn sick of Lundstrom, anyhow.”

As soon as the door closed, Cal Severn 
stood up. His hands were trembling when 
he built a smoke, but he was grinning in 
that tight-lipped, wolfish way he had. He 
gulped smoke into his lungs and listened 
to the angry shouts coming from outside.

He had finished with the smoke when he 
heard the door of the sheriff’s office flung 
open and men crowding inside. He flipped 
away the cigarette butt, took another long 
look out at the white sage flats with the 
moon sailing over them, and waited.

Dawn was breaking across the gray lava 
hummocks when Sid Lundstrom came in 
sight of Broken Bow sprawled out on the 
flats. He was tired and disgusted with him
self and puzzled.

There had been no bank loot cached up 
on the old cattle trail, nor had there been 
any sign a horse had been ridden up that 
trail for weeks. He couldn't quite figure 
why Cal Severn would want to send him on 
a wild goose chase.

The town was quiet when he rode in just 
as the sun was coming up through the pur
ple dust haze. Sid nodded agreeably and let 
his big body slump down in the saddle. 
There was no danger of a lynch mob as 
quiet as the town was. Mobs didn’t spring 
from nowhere. They had to be built up.

He reined up in front of his office and 
dismounted. Ben Pack stood in the doorway 
watching him. Sid nodded to the deputy 
and let a grin slide over his big, rugged 
face.

"You fed the prisoner yet, Ben?”
Pack shifted uncertainly in the doorway, 

reached for tobacco and changed his mind. 
He stood there staring down at his hands.

"Severn’s gone. Some of the boys—well, 
they lynched him last night.”

Sid didn’t say anything. He just stood 
there looking at his deputy and fumbling 
at the buttons on his coat. Pack’s voice was 
shaky when he went on to tell Sid about 
the note.

"Overhold’s dead.” Sid Lundstrom’s eyes 
got bleak and wintry looking. "I want to 
see that note. Hailey still got it?”

Pack nodded. "I dunno where he went, 
but he rode in just ahead of you. He’s still
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down at the livery barn. Want me to come 
along?”

Sid thought a minute. "No,” he decided. 
He shook his gun loose in his holster before 
he started down the street to the livery sta
ble. What was coming was strictly between 
him and Sam Hailey and Cal.

Hailey was coming out of the livery sta
ble carrying two saddlebags when Sid 
stopped him. Hailey set the saddle bags 
down and stepped in front of them. "What 
do you want?” he demanded.

Sid looked into Hailey's glittering eyes, 
and he noticed, too, how the banker kept 
wetting his lips with his tongue. "I want to 
see what’s in them paniers,”

"You can go to hell,” Lundstrom.”
Sid considered a moment. He had never 

been particularly good at talking, and the 
more angry he got the harder it was for 
him to talk. He was getting angrier and 
colder inside every minute.

"You picked up a note last night,” he 
fumbled at his words a little. "And you 
caused a man to be lynched. If that note 
said what you say it did, you had good 
enough reasons. Only I know it didn’t 
because Jess Overhold was dead then.” 

"W ell?”
"Hailey, causin’ a man to be lynched is 

murder, and if that note didn’t say there 
was goin’ to be a jail delivery, I’ll see you 
hang just as sure as heaven.”

SAM HAILEY’S voice was thin, with a 
dangerous knife edge on it. "I threw 

the note away. What's these saddle bags 
got to do with it?”

"I seen you out on the old freight road 
last night,” Sid kept moving toward Hailey 
and the bags. "I think maybe the loot 
from the bank is in them paniers. I fig
ured you were in on this, Sam, one way 
or another, and if you were in so deep you 
knew where that loot was—well, that’s bank 
robbery and murder. I’m goin' to look in 
them bags.”

Sid Lundstrom reached for one of the 
saddle bags. Talking was a pretty hard 
thing for him to do, and he was glad he 
had that end of it over with. Hailey either 
had the money or he hadn’t. If he hadn’t, 
well and good. If he had— That would 
suit Sid all right, too.

Sam Hailey was thinking fast while he 
watched Sid fumble at the straps on the 
saddle bag. The note he had picked up 
was in his pocket, and it would clear him 
of the bank robbery, but if he showed it,

he knew the big, slow-moving sheriff would 
use that note just as he said he would. But 
if he didn’t show it, the money in the two 
saddle bags would convict him of bringing 
about the robbery of his own bank and 
the murder of his partner.

He knew how Montana juries would 
look upon that.

The sheriff’s back was turned, and he 
was stooping down. Sid Lundstrom had 
always been too trusting for his own good, 
Hailey reflected coldly. There was no one 
in sight. If something were to happen 
to Lundstrom, people might suspect him, 
Sam Hailey. But with a man of his im
portance, suspicion wasn’t proof by a long 
way.

He slowly eased the gun out of his 
shoulder holster and brought it up level 
with the back of the sheriff’s head. His 
thumb began to ease back the hammer.

Sid Lundstrom straightened with an awk
ward jerk. There was the crack of a gun. 
Sid Lundstrom looked a little surprised at 
the smoke spiraling from his own gun muz
zle and at Sam Hailey tottering in front 
of him.

“Guess it’s a good thing I figured you 
that way, Sam,” he said thoughtfully, "and 
was waitin’ for the click of the gun 
hammer.”

Ben Pack cornered Sid in the sheriff's 
office and buttonholed him. "Now listen, 
Sid,” he demanded. "There was only three 
of 'em in the holdup, and if Hailey was 
in on it, then Cal Severn wasn't. Cal 
was innocent, is that it?”

“Maybe,” Sid admitted, "dependin’ on 
how broadminded you are and how well 
you know a man and his reasons.”

Pack shook his head. "I don’t sabe at 
all, but anyhow, the boys want to put up 
a monument to Cal, and they figure that 
since you knowed him better’n anybody else 
you’d maybe know what to put on it.”

SID built a smoke very deliberately. He 
knew what should go on the monu

ment all right. Something about how the 
Severns weren’t like most men because they 
weren’t afraid of dying if they could get a 
job done that way. And how there wasn’t 
a thing they wouldn’t do for a man they 
liked or to a man they hated. He wasn’t 
much of a hand at stringing words to
gether, though.

"Shucks, just say most anything nice,” he 
growled. "I reckon Cal would understand. 
I reckon he's satisfied,”
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FDR weeks the storm clouds of their 
quarrel had been brewing. It was 
coming rapidly to a head now, dark 

thunderheads of temper that were piling 
up behind strained, bitter words into some
thing that loomed ugly and inevitable.

Old Jeff Lasher shook himself stiffly from 
the porch rail he had been leaning on. Tall, 
gaunt, his broad shoulders slightly bent, he 
planted his feet wide and glared defiantly 
at the cowman in front of him. His griz- 
zled, leathery face was flushed darkly, and 
anger smoldered in his pale gray eyes. Fury 
he had fought to hold in leash shook the 
harsh words that burst from his taut lips.

"You’re nothing but a stubborn, can
tankerous old fool, Link," he snapped hotly. 
"We been pards for thirty years, but I’ve 
had about enough of your bull-headedness. 
You an' me put up all the money we had 
to buy this spread. Curt Flanner was just 
playin’ us for a couple shorthorns. He fig
ured we couldn’t make a go of it, with all 
the trouble he’s throwed in our laps. He 
wanted us to go broke so’s he could fore
close on the mortgage an’ be ahead the 
two thousand we gave him. We still got 
a chance of lickin' him, an’ I’m danged 
if I’ll set still an’ see you throw it to hell. 
I panned out that gold pocket I found in 
Squaw Creek, an’ I’m takin' it to the bank 
my way!’’

He rocked there on his wide-spread feet, 
staring grimly at the dark tide of anger 
that rose in Link Borden’s square-jawed 
face. Knotted muscles rode the blunt line 
of Link's jaw, leaving a faint trail of gray 
across his leathery skin. His deep blue eyes 
flashed sparks of anger, and his square
fingered hands clenched and unclenched at 
his side.

"If that’s what you're set on, then it's 
your own funeral,” Link flared harshly. 
"I'm takin’ that herd across Spur Mesa, an' 
you can’t argue me out of it. It’s the only 
way I can get them to town b’fore that 
note comes due tomorrow. Sellin’ that 
herd will make half of that note, an' . . .” 

"That herd'll go over the cliff,” Jeff 
Lasher cut in. "Planner’ll stampede ’em. 
You’d know that if you had hoss sense. He 
showed he was after us when he let a bunch 
of his steers get tangled up in our herd 
when they was bunched to drive.”

W HITE-LIPPED, old Link Borden 
stared up at his partner. "I cut his 

cattle out, an' you drove ’em back to Plan

ner’s range this evening,” he snapped. 
"Them fifty steers will pay my half of that 
note. If I lose ’em, it’s my share of the 
ranch I’m losin’. If you stick to your damn 
fool plan of takin’ that gold dust through 
Skull Canyon, it’s your bad luck. Snap 
Boyle and his gang will be layin’ there 
for you. If they get that gold you don’t 
need to come back here an’—” His voice 
choked off, as if trying to take back those 
hot, bitter words. But it was too late.

Harsh, strained silence rolled in, envel
oped the two old cowmen, the porch of 
the little ranch house. Jeff Lasher’s face 
grayed as if he had suddenly received a 
stinging blow. He seemed to flinch inside, 
then stiffened, a crooked little smile com
ing to his taut lips.

"After thirty years—” he muttered softly. 
"All right, Link. It’s your say.” His jaw 
ridged with the bunching of lean, hard 
muscles. "But I'm takin’ the gold through 
Skull Canyon.”

Woodenly, he turned away. He didn’t 
seem to see the hesitant hand Link put out, 
hear Link’s fumbling words:

"Jeff, I didn’t mean that—”
He stalked stiffly into the house, reached 

for his gun hanging from its peg in the 
wall, buckled it on. Strangely, he didn’t 
feel that hot, driving rage now that had 
prodded him a while ago. He was cold 
and calm inside, almost numb, he thought, 
and a little shaky. The little poke of gold 
dust he had panned from the pocket he 
had discovered in Squaw Creek lay on the 
table where Link had put it after taking 
it from the safe. He picked it up, hefted 
it moodily, and shoved it into his pocket. 
His share of the ranch, Link had said, and 
if he lost it that was all. And after thirty 
years—

He went outside, led his bay mare from 
the corral, saddled it. He climbed stiffly 
into the saddle, started to swing his horse 
out toward the canyon trail, changed his 
mind, and hipped around facing the house. 
Link was coming down the steps toward 
him, weaving slightly as if age had sud
denly made his legs unsteady, dimmed his 
eyes.

"Jeff—” he began hoarsely.
"About them cattle,” Jeff cut in gruffly. 

"You’ll find ’em down on Salt Flat. It’ll 
be dark when you start your drive, but you 
won’t have any trouble finding them. Them 
steers of Flanner’s— I drove Flanner’s cat
tle back to his own land.”
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Something lumped in his throat then, 
choked up his words. He turned away, 
conscious of Link’s bitter eyes following 
him, as he kicked his horse into a lope to
ward the canyon trail.

JEFF’S eyes were moody and hard as 
his mare jogged through the thicken

ing darkness toward the head of the can
yon. It was high country where he and 
old Link had started their Turkey Track 
spread a little more than a year ago, range 
that was dotted with sage and pinon and 
well mantled with grama grass. The last 
glow of twilight was fading from the sky 
above the Cebolletas; down in Skull Can 
yon the murk of night had already claimed 
the frowning gray walls, the rock-tortured 
trail that made the only short-cut to Clark 
City.

Jeff's drawn lips moved to utter grim, 
bitter words. "The hot-headed old coot! 
Link'll lose every head of stock we got 
tryin’ to get them to town by tomorrow. 
If he’d stopped wranglin' about me bein’ 
robbed of this gold an’ listened to reason— 
He’ll see I was talkin’ hoss sense when 
he has them cattle stampeded over the 
cliff.”

A thought struck him, crinkled his 
forehead with a frown of worry. What if 
old Link went over the wall trying to head 
off the herd after Curt Planner’s night rid
ers stampeded them. And Flanner’s men 
would be there waiting for Link to bring 
the cattle through. He knew that with a 
cold gnawing in the pit of his stomach. 
Twice today he had seen a rider moving 
furtively through the pinon, watching while 
he and Link finished cutting out the Circle 
F cattle that had been mixed in with their 
herd. Flanner was waiting, and he wouldn’t 
let Link get to town with cattle that would 
pay half of the note Flanner held on the 
Turkey Track. But Link had argued that 
taking the herd over the Mesa trail was 
their only hope of meeting the note that 
fell due tomorrow.

"Flanner’ll have to wait a day for the 
rest of his money if I pay him half of 
what we owe him with the gold I got,” 
Jeff had insisted stubbornly. "Snap Boyle 
is workin’ with Flanner. I’d bet on that. 
An’ he shore won’t be expectin’ me to pack 
a thousand in gold right through his back 
yard. I’ll get through, an’ I’ll bring the 
sheriff back to be sure we get the cattle 
through if you’ll hold up the drive a day.” 

And so they had come to the impasse,

with Link obstinate in his decision to drive 
the cattle after dark over the Mesa trail, and 
Jeff equally inflexible in his plan of tak
ing the gold through Snap Boyle’s outlaw 
stronghold.

Jeff’s pale gray eyes clouded bitterly, as 
he thought of the explosion that had fol
lowed the locking of their tempers. Both 
he and Link had worked too hard during 
the past months, fighting, planning, schem
ing against Curt Flanner’s underhanded at
tempts to force them to go broke. Burned 
range, rustled cattle, poisoned water; it 
had all gone to strain their nerves to the 
snapping point, making them raw and 
jumpy and edgy inside.

And it had ended in one violent out
burst of words they would regret the rest 
of their lives. Thirty years of back-breaking 
work shattered in one inflamed instant. 
And still he rode on, heading into the out- 
law-infested depths of Skull Canyon try
ing to save the ranch he and Link had 
skimped and saved for half a lifetime to 
buy.

THE trail dipped abruptly into the for
bidding black maw of the canyon, 

twisting and turning its way down the 
wall. A chill breeze reached up from the 
inky depths as if trying to suck both horse 
and rider into the yawning pit of the 
canyon.

Jeff's jaw tightened, and he pulled the 
collar of his jumper closer around his 
neck. His horse fidgeted nervously, but he 
forced it grimly over the lip of the trail.

Down below he lost all sense of time or 
distance. Tense moments dragged by, grat
ing on thin-edged nerves. Only dimly he 
could make out the trail his horse minced 
down. He gave the mare its head, trust
ing it to escape the loose rocks that roiled 
underfoot, threatening at every instant to 
plunge them both to the bottom of the 
wall in a roaring, grinding landslide of 
boulders and stones. A rising current of 
misty, dank air brushed his leathery cheek, 
brought the rumble of Skull Creek churn
ing and heaving its way through the rocks 
and boulders that tortured the floor of the 
canyon.

Minutes later the pitch of the trail sloped 
off, threading through a tangled maze of 
boulders that loomed shadowy and indistinct 
in the darkness. A few stunted pines 
stretched claw-like fingers up toward the 
black of the sky. No more than a dozen 
or so yards away the creek chattered and

1



TWO AGAINST THE TRAIL-WOLVES 25

fussed as it plunged along its rock-tangled 
way through the canyon.

Suddenly Jeff Lasher felt cold; not from 
the quickening night breeze, or the cold, 
damp mist that rose from the cascading wa
ters of the creek. It was a cold that struck 
inside him, bringing the gnawing fear that 
maybe Link had been right. Jaw muscles 
bunched and rolled under his leathery' skin. 
He would get through to Clark City. He 
had to. It was more than pride; a deeper, 
more tangible reason that prodded him on. 
He hitched his Colt around to the front 
of his leg, making sure that its jutting 
handle was clear of his jumper. He rubbed 
his hands and arms to thaw out the damp 
chill that was cramping his muscles.

It was a half mile farther on that he 
came to Snap Boyle’s hideout, A faint 
glimmer of lamp light slanted from a crack 
in a burlap-covered window. A single low- 
built sprawling cabin showed dimly through 
the boulders, its rock-slabbed walls catch
ing the faint light of the moon rising over 
the rim of the canyon.

He eased his mare to a halt, bent for
ward in the saddle rubbing its neck gently. 
No sound came to his straining ears, yet 
a vague, impalpable fear gripped him. He 
tried to shake the feeling off, tell himself 
that Snap Boyle’s outlaws would be up 
on the Mesa waiting for Link to bring 
the herd through like he had told Link, 
but the intangible sense of danger persisted.

He locked his jaws, nudged his mount 
into a slow walk. He came abreast of 
the cabin, then he was past it. A fierce, 
burning exultation hammered through his 
veins.

"I’ll make it,” he growled under his 
breath. "Right through Boyle's back yard. 
Like I told Link, they won’t be expectin’ 
me to come this way, an’ . .

"Reach, feller!”
The harsh, grating words lashed out 

from behind a jumble of rocks up ahead. 
Unconsciously, Jeff pulled his horse to a 
halt. Dimly visible figures moved like 
shadows through the boulders on either 
side of the trail. One, two, three of them, 
he counted, with dull-blue light glinting 
from the muzzles of bared guns.

One of the men was coming forward 
cautiously. As if from a distance, Jeff heard 
the outlaw’s voice hollowly through the 
shattered hopes that tumbled down over his 
brain. Link had been right; they had been 
waiting for him, for the gold he was 
packing.

"That’s right,” the outlaw mocked harsh
ly. "Just set tight, an’ you'll stay in one 
piece. Thought you’d cut a rusty, didn't 
you? But we’d ’a’ got you no matter
which way you went. There’s men waitin' 
up on the Mesa, an’ others on the long 
trail around the Mesa. We’ll take your gold 
like we’ll stampede your cattle over the 
cliff, an’ , , .”

Suddenly, Jeff’s gun was in his hand, 
jumping and roaring. The outlaw’s words 
choked off as hot lead hammered into his 
body. A single shrill scream of mortal
agony sliced through the night air. A heavy 
body thudded dully on the ground. A 
riderless horse pitched wildly, then rattled 
off through the rocks.

J EFF heard his own voice cursing and 
yelling above the throbbing roar of 

his guns. Jabbing fingers of Colt-fire
stabbed through the darkness toward him. 
Lead whipped past his face, screamed from 
the rocks on either side of him. Time hung 
suspended in that bullet-shattered instant. 
All was flaming, rocketing, pulsating 
death.

Then an invisible blow hammered into 
his chest. The impact of the slug almost 
lifted him clear of the saddle. He clawed 
for the horn, knew a fleeting, sickening 
instant when he was off balance, flying 
through space. A hoarse yell of triumph 
rang out from the rocks ahead.

"Got him! He took my lead, damn 
him!”

Sharp-edged stones were knifing into his 
back. He tried stubbornly to push into a 
sitting position, lift his gun, but there was 
no more strength left in his battered old 
body. Someone was bending over him, a 
blurry, bearded face, thick, sneering lips, 
red-rimmed eyes. He felt the poke of gold 
snatched from under his belt, then saw the 
yawning muzzle of a gun tilt down almost 
in his face.

"You killed Jim, damn yuh!" a thin, 
grating voice snarled. "My paid! I’ll blow 
you to hell so fast you’ll . , .”

A hand reached out from the darkness, 
pulled the gun away.

"He’s cashin’ in, Cal,” another voice cut 
in. "Let him lay here an’ think it over 
wl le he dies. Let him burn an’ rot inside, 
wh le we’re up on the Mesa helpin’ drive 
his cattle over the cliff.”

Then he was alone. Hoof beats clattered 
over the rock-studded trail, faded into 
nothing as the silence rolled in. Minutes
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dragged by like hours. Jeff didn't lose un
consciousness. He lay there staring dully 
up at the stars that were beginning to 
speckle the night sky, chest burning and 
aching where the slug had plowed through 
flesh and bone. His skin felt warm and 
damp and sticky. A million needles of pain 
were stabbing through him where the stones 
gouged into his back.

Bitter, galling thoughts tumbled through 
his mind. It wasn’t the fear of dying. Hell, 
a gent has to die sometime, he told him
self, and he was old, weighted with long 
years of hard, back-breaking work. He had 
blotched his chances—his half of tire Tur
key Track, Link had called it—but there 
might still be a chance of helping Link. He 
had to do something. There was a reason.

Color drained from his leathery face, as 
he fought his way to a sitting position, and 
then shoved weakly to his feet. The move
ment turned loose throbbing trip-hammers 
of agony where the slug had bored into his 
chest. He fumbled his shirt open, and pad
ded his handkerchief over the wound. It 
was high up in his shoulder and bleeding 
freely. He couldn’t tell whether the bullet 
had gone completely through him or not.

He didn’t know how he got onto his 
horse, or made that torturous climb back 
up the canyon wall. But somehow he made 
it, swaying drunkenly in the saddle, en
during the molten fire that ran through his 
veins, seeped through the already soaked 
handkerchief. Sage and pinon, drenched by 
pale light flooding down from the moon 
climbing high in the sky, spun crazily be
fore his eyes. Every muscle in his gaunt old 
body ached and pulsed with pain. His 
throat flamed raw with every gasping 
breath he drew into his lungs.

Somewhere across the range he heard the 
blatant echoes of gun-fire, split by the faint, 
hollow drum of hoofs and the yells of men. 
He gauged his direction stubbornly, gath
ered the last of his fagging strength to hold 
himself in the saddle, and kicked his horse 
into a run.

The barrage of shots ended as abruptly 
as it had started. The rumble of horses’ 
hoofs and the yelling of the night riders 
receded into the distance as he pounded up 
to the rim of the cliff.

An ugly, stagnant silence rolled in, 
broken only by the faint sough of the wind 
through the trees, the bawling of a dying 
steer that floated up from the foot of the 
cliff. A numbing sense of hopelessness 
claimed him, as he stared at a hat—Link’s 
battered felt hat—at the edge of the cliff. 

"Link,” he choked brokenly. "Link—” 
He seemed to collapse inside, sway in 

the saddle, then slide off into space. Then 
someone was there beside him. Strong 
hands reached out, caught him, eased him 
to the ground. He stared upward at the 
man’s square, bloody face, dully realizing 
that he was looking at Link. And he heard 
Link’s voice.

"It’s me, Jeff! They hit me like you said 
they would. I was a damned fool. One of 
’em said you was dead, an’ I went crazy. 
They killed my hoss, nicked me—but, hell, 
Jeff, I didn't mean what I said back there. 
We're still pards. But I lost our cattle . . .” 

"Planner’s cattle,” Jeff heard himself say
ing hoarsely. "I knowed you was set on 
that drive, Link. I lied to you. I run our 
herd back in Pine Gulch. I figured you 
wouldn’t check brands after dark. Flanner 
drove his own cattle over the cliff. But that 
gold I was carryin’—Snap Boyle's gang got 
it, an’ . .

H IS voice trailed off, puzzled. Link 
was smiling. And Link was saying 

something.
"You cantankerous old coot!” came 

Link’s words. "All they got was half a 
lead pipe I filed up to fill your poke with. 
Switched the gold on you. Didn’t see no 
sense of losin’ it b’cause you was so danged 
ball-headed . . .” He broke off as if the 
word svas suddenly galling to his lips.

But Jeff Lasher was smiling. He thought 
it was funny as hell.



He whirled and drilled young 
Burt square through the heart.

WITH!”  by VERNON JAM ES

The bullet that had creased Sheriff Buck Burton's head had stolen his sight— and had 
turned his bailiwick into Rap Gruber's own Colt-rodded range!

HERIFF BUCK BURTON'S thick 
fingers groped blindly toward the 
chair beside the bunk. Fie was con

scious of a droning voice— seemed to have 
been hearing it for hours. But he was too 
tired to open his eyes. It was too much 
of an effort to tell the owner of the voice 
to shut up, even though the monotonous 
sound did prod the throbbing agony in his 
head. If only he could reach the papers 
and bag of tobacco on the chair—if only 
he could build himself a quirly, and fill 
his lungs with the soothing smoke—

The voice continued without a break, but 
Buck Burton felt the tobacco and book of

papers pushed beneath his fingers. Fie 
grasped them eagerly, and tried to sit up. 
A hand pushed him back, gently but firmly. 
And now that voice paused for a moment— 
then took on the stern tone a father uses 
with an unruly child.

"You just stay put, Buck Burton! I’ll 
build you that quirly!"

Buck Burton was too weak to resist, 
when fingers took the makings from his 
clutching hand—too weak yet to open his 
eyes. But his mind was clearing. He knew 
that, because he recognized the voice as 
old Doc Winters’. Doc Winters, Cuchillo’s 
only sawbones! His lips moved to ask the
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questions which his dazed brain could not 
form, but Doc Winters spoke again, 
brusquely,

“You keep shet, Buck Burton. All the 
talkin’ thet needs to be done for a spell, 
I’ll do.”

Buck Burton’s bloodless lips writhed in 
an effort to speak, but no words came. He 
was conscious of a mixture of anger at 
his weakness, and wonder at the cause of 
it. The last he remembered, he was— . A 
sharp breath burst from his lips. The last 
he remembered, he was facing “Rap” Gru
ber, on the sidewalk in front of the bank! 
Gruber was coming out sideways, a six-gun 
in one hand and a bag of the bank’s cur
rency in the other.

"Doc—did Rap Gruber—get----- ”
"Steady, Buck! Steady!” the old saw

bones soothed. "You lay right quiet!”
“But Doc—I’ve got to—know! Did

Gruber—"

GRIZZLED Doc Winters looked down 
at Buck Burton’s hand that still held 

the unlighted quirly, and a glint ot admira
tion flickered in his eyes for a moment. As 
steady as the peaks of the San Juans that 
towered over Cuchillo—that was Sheriff 
Buck Burton. Not a tremor in that stubby
fingered hand, in spite ot the tumult that 
must be swirling in Buck’s brain. The old 
sawbones nodded to himself.

"Reckon you can take it, Buck. If you’ll 
promise to lay still, I’ll tell you!”

"Go ahead, Doc!”
The doctor’s brow furrowed for a mo

ment, as if he was searching for the best 
way to begin. Then he drew a long breath. 
A straight-out story—that’s what Buck Bur
ton would be wanting.

“Rap Gruber was too fast for you, Buck. 
He shot from his hip— creased you before 
you could drag yore gun.” Doc Winters 
leaned a little forward, his eyes upon the 
prone man. “An’ when you was down, he 
whirled—an’ drilled young Burt square 
through the heart. Didn't a soul on the 
street dare to lift a hand—not even when 
he forked his hoss, and took the trail. I 
ain't thin-skinned, Buck—but when thet 
coyote stood over Tommy Burt, an’ laughed 
in thet sneerin’ way of his, I—”

Buck Burton’s thin, wide mouth and 
square chin, visible beneath the bandage 
that covered the upper part of his face, 
seemed to be chiseled from brown rock— 
tight, hard, expressionless. But now those 
stubby fingers told that Doc Winters’ words

had come close to cracking his iron nerve. 
For the fingers contracted slowly, remorse
lessly, crushing the cigarette—twisting it, 
spilling the tobacco in brown flecks on the 
faded blue flannel shirt. For only a fleet
ing instant that square chin quivered—then 
the fingers slowly relaxed. The thin lips 
opened only a crack.

"He drilled Tommy Burt, huh? Go 
on, Doc!’

“He stood there laughin’, Buck, until 
Tommy was plumb still. You was draped 
over the edge of the sidewalk, yore head 
on the slabs an’ yore heels in the dust. 
He lifted his six-gun, like as if he aimed 
to plug you again. But I reckon he fig
ured you was plenty dead. He took his 
time climbin’ into his saddle, while his 
men kept the crowd covered.”

Doc Winters paused, and Buck Burton’s 
fingets drummed on the chair-seat beside 
the bunk. “He—plugged Tommy Burt— 
an’ nobody lifted—a hand!” The words 
slid stiffly from Buck Barton’s thin lips.

“Didn’t dare to, Buck—not with you an’ 
Tommy stretched out on the ground. Likely 
they figured you an’ Tommy—Sheriff an' 
Deputy—was paid to take chances, but it 
wasn’t none of their business.”

Buck Burton’s voice held an edge that 
brought a startled gasp to the old sawbones’ 
lips. “None of their business, huh? None 
of their business thet Tommy Burt died— 
with Rap Gruber’s bullet in his heart ? Thet 
Gruber an’ his long-riders raided the Cu
chillo Bank in broad day? Thet they run 
their bluff on the town—an’ made it stick? 
Don’t yuh see what thet means, Doc?”

“Yeah— I—see!” Doc Winters said slow
ly. "It means thet Gruber wasn’t foolin’ 
none, when he ’lowed he’d be back, as 
soon as the stage brought the roundup pay
roll money down from the road!”

For a full minute Buck Burton lay stiff 
and silent, as the old sawbones' words 
sunk deep into his brain. Sudden death 
was nothing new to him. For twenty years, 
as Sheriff of Pinion County, he had been 
dealing it—and seeing it in turn snatch 
friends and acquaintances. But when death 
struck Tommy Burt so cruelly and need
lessly, that was something else. Tommy 
Burt, who had been like a son as well 
as a deputy—laughing, curly-haired Tommy. 
Slowly the smoldering fire in his brain 
grew into a blaze.

He heaved himself to a sitting position, 
and his fingers fumbled the bandage that 
covered his eyes. Doc Winters leaned to
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his feet, and grasped Buck Burton’s fin
gers, pulling them forcibly from the 
bandage.

"Buck, you blasted idiot! Do you want 
to go blind for keeps?”

Buck Burton’s hand dropped to his side. 
"Blind!?” His voice was suddenly thin 
and reedy. "Blind? Yuh—yuh mean—
there’s somethin’ the—matter with my 
eyes?”

"What d ’you reckon we've got thet ban
dage over 'em for? Goin’ to be plenty 
hard to save yore sight, with the best of 
care—but if you get proddy—”

"Go— away—Doc! Leave me alone— 
for a spell!”

Buck Burton slumped back to the bunk. 
He hardly heard the old doctor’s grumbling, 
or the sound of his dragging footsteps as 
he left the room. Blind! He might even 
now be blind! That was something he had 
never thought of before—never imagined 
striking him. There flashed into his mind 
the memory of the blind man he had seen 
up at the road. He remembered him walk
ing up and down the platform of the rail
road station on the arm of a woman, laugh
ing and talking. But plainer still was the 
picture of the man sitting alone on a bench, 
while the woman was gone for a few min
utes attending to the baggage. Alone, the 
blind man’s face held a stricken, almost ter
rified expression.

H E COULD understand the man’s feel
ings now—the terrible feeling of be

ing alone—of the world sweeping past on 
each side without so much as touching him. 
He knew now what it would be like never 
to see again—never to catch the color of 
the cactus blossoms after the first spring 
rain—never to feel the shiver of awe, as 
his gaze swept up to the towering peaks— 
never to see the dancing mirages, or the 
whirling dust-devils in the dusty street. 
Never to—

His hands clenched at his sides, and 
his jaws tightened. Never to ride the high 
country again on the trail of a killer or 
rustler—never to feel the grim satisfaction 
of seeing an outlaw placed behind the bars, 
or on Deacon Underhill’s slab by his hand 
—the hand of the law. Blind! a hopeless, 
helpless man, groping his way through the 
world alone!

For an hour Buck Burton lay on the 
bunk, fighting that feeling of panic. 
Slowly, and with a bitter effort that left 
him white and weak again, he conquered

it, until it was only a throbbing hurt in 
his heart like the throbbing in his head. 
And as that feeling receded, grim and 
deadly wrath crept in to take its place— 
wrath that centered upon that swaggering 
killer, Rap Gruber.

More plainly because of the darkness that 
engulfed him, the picture of those grim 
minutes formed in his brain. The single 
shot from up at the bank—he and Tommy 
Burt racing toward the sound—men pop
ping like rabbits from the doors of the 
drab buildings along the street, and fol
lowing them.

The first glimpse of the four saddled 
horses at the hitchrail in front of the bank— 
the excitement on young Tommy Burt's 
face, as he caught the first sight of two 
armed men backing from the bank—his 
own grim tenseness, as he realized what 
had happened, and what was due to happen 
right sudden. Then Rap Gruber, sidling 
from the bank—his own hand darting for 
his six-gun butt—the sudden explosion— 
and darkness. Almost as plain was the 
part Doc Winters had supplied.

"He gunned—Tommy Burt!” Buck’s 
tight lips muttered. "Gunned Tommy— 
and made off with the bank's cash! Bragged 
he’d be back when the roundup payroll 
comes in! Bluffed Cuchillo, an’ made it 
stick!”

Then the thing that had been beating 
at the back of his brain forced itself onto 
him. His hands clenched convulsively, and 
his breath came in a gasp.

"An'—me—blind!” The words were
hardly more than a thin whisper. "Blind! 
Can’t swap lead with him! Can’t see him—”

He forced himself to a sitting position 
again. His head reeled, and fire-balls 
seemed to burst in front of his aching 
eyes. He shook his head as if to dear 
it of the dizzy agony. He swung his feet 
around and touched the floor. With every 
move a wave of pain, he*stood erect, sway
ing on his weak legs.

His hands started haltingly toward the 
bandage over his eyes, but dropped before 
they reached it. He didn’t dare test it— 
yet. Fingers groping before him, he made 
his way to the south wall of the little room. 
He felt along the slabs, until he touched 
the peg. A long, quavering breath es
caped his lips, as he grasped the filled gun- 
belt that hung on the peg. He lifted it 
down, and buckled it around his middle.

Now he weaved back to the bunk, and 
slumped onto it again. Then he gritted
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his teeth in a grim effort to conquer the 
panic that swept over him at what he 
was about to do. His hand lifted slowly, 
almost reluctantly toward the bandage. In 
another dozen seconds he would see whether 
his eyes were gone or not. He fumbled for 
the fastening at the back of his head, his 
fingers clumsy from the fear that gripped 
him.

The fiat knots loosened slowly beneath 
his touch. One bandage dropped to the 
bunk, and he caught his breath sharply. 
Everything was still dark. Shakily he fum
bled again. There was still another layer 
of soft cloth, and he felt a surge of relief 
sweep over him as if he had been granted 
another few minutes of life. Then that 
last bandage was off!

Buck Burton's fingers touched his closed 
lids—but for a long moment he did not 
dare open them—did not dare put his 
eyes to the test. But now his seething 
brain forced the message to his lids. Slowly 
they blinked open. A gasp that was half 
a groan of despair came from Buck Burton’s 
lips— for only velvety darkness greeted his 
wide eyes. Although he had been prepared 
for just that, the realization was like a physi
cal blow.

Slowly he picked up the bandages and 
replaced them as best he could. Weakness 
was sweeping over him again—the weak
ness of reaction from his mental turmoil 
as well as from his wound. He scarcely 
remembered knotting the last bandage, for 
he was swaying dizzily, and his senses were 
ieraving him. His hands fell nervelessly, 
and he slumped back on the bunk.

How long he was unconscious he did 
not know. And it was old Doc Winters’ 
flat voice that awakened him this time, 
too. For an instant he did not remember— 
but as he felt the bandages against his lids, 
he knew. But now, when he forced him
self to a sitting position, he realized that 
his strength had returned in almost full 
measure,

"You’re lookin’ stronger, Buck,'' the old 
sawbones said in his best bedside manner. 
" 'Pears like thet bullet didn’t do much harm 
to you—except yore eyes. Mebbe they ain’t 
even hurt as bad as I figured. Just wear 
thet bandage another day or two, an’ we'II 
see if—’’

Buck Burton’s lips opened only a trifle, 
and the voice that came from them was 
raspy with bitterness. "I’m blind, Doc— 
stone blind! Ain’t nothin’ yub can do 
for me!”

"Now Buck, you're goin’ off half-cocked! 
You don’t know—an’ I don’t know whether 
yore eyes’ll be any worse off than before 
you got creased!”

"I—know—Doc! An’ we won’t talk
about it no more! What I’m honin’ to 
know concerns Rap Gruber an' his outfit! 
Is there a posse out on his trail? Is any
body doin’ anything about him? Have yuh 
had any news—”

"Steady, Buck!” the old doctor grunted. 
"There ain’t no posse out. You’d ought 
to know thet. Nobody to round up a 
posse—nobody to head it. Tommy Burt 
is—is dead. An' you’re— ”

"Yeah, I’m blind! No good—worthless! 
But thet ain’t no reason why Cuchillo 
should set on its hunkers, an’ let thet mur
derin’ skunk get clean away!”

"Now Buck, there ain’t no use of trailin’ 
Rap Gruber. He’s holed up somewhere in 
the high country. No danger of him show- 
in’ up here again—until the roundup pay
roll comes in. An' thet’s three weeks off. 
Most anything can happen before then.”

"Yeah—he did say—he'd be back then!” 
The words slid between Buck Burton's 
tight lips. "Said he’d be on hand to grab 
off the roundup payroll.”

"But maybe he was only foolin'—”

UCK BURTON'S upraised hand 
stilled the old sawbones’ words. He 

sat on the edge of the chair, and watched 
the play of grim emotions across Buck Bur
ton's face with pitying eyes. For a full 
minute Buck Burton did not speak again. 
Then he lifted his face as if he could see 
Doc Winters.

"Yuh ain’t told anybody I’m—I’m blind,
Doc?”

Doc Winters shook his head—then real
ized that Buck Burton could not catch the 
gesture. “I jest said you was creased, Buck. 
Why, I ain’t sure you are blinded. May
be—”

"I’m blind, right enough—blind for 
keeps. But I don't want anybody to know 
it before they have to—not before Rap 
Gruber shows up again, at least!”

”But-we’ll know for sure in a day or two, 
when I take off them bandages!"

"Yuh ain’t takin’ the bandages oft, Doc— 
not until I say the word. Yuh’re f -Uin' 
them thet asks thet I’m still knocked out 
from Rap Gruber’s bullet. I—I ain’t honin’ 
for no sympathy—don’t want to be led 
around by the arm—don’t want no pityin’ 
words an’ looks! Blast it, Doc, I’d a heap
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sooner Rap Gruber had plugged me center, 
than to’ve blinded me!”

The old doctor shook his head as he rose. 
"You'll be all right, Buck—long before 
Rap Gruber shows up in Cuchillo again. 
You’ll be as good as new, an’ ready to face 
that coyote, when the pay-roll is due. But 
I won't say nothin’ to nobody.”

Buck Burton knew different. He was as 
blind as a bat—and would be as long as 
he lived. He was certain of that. When 
Doc Winters clumped from the little room, 
he lay back on the bunk, clenching his hands 
into tight fists, stiffening his trembling chin, 
and fighting with all his strength against 
the feeling of panic. And gradually he 
knew a little calmness.

But for the first week he could think of 
nothing but the blindness that had struck 
him down. He spent hours fighting to keep 
his nerves from cracking—hours that left 
him weak and trembling. Between those 
spells, he shuffled around the room, accus
toming himself to caring for himself with
out sight. Doc Winters visited him twice 
a day, and those visits were tough for Buck 
Burton, for his pride forced him to keep 
from showing the bitterness that held him.

The nights were as bad as the days, for 
fearful dreams troubled his sleep—dreams 
in which he groped his way through a world 
peopled by unseen monsters— worse dreams 
in which men showered him with pity and 
maudlin sympathy. But on the sixth night 
his dream was strangely different—a dream 
in which he faced Rap Gruber, blinded as 
he was— faced him on even terms, and 
bested him. And he woke from that dream 
refreshed, soothed by a calmness that he 
had not known before.

There was a faint smile on his lips, a 
feeling of excitement as if something pleas
ant was about to happen. Several times he 
was conscious of footsteps on the gravel 
outside, but he paid no attention until he 
caught a familiar crunch. He nodded to 
himself. Doc Winters—hurrying a little, 
but Doc Winters, right enough. Then he 
jerked erect, and drew a sharp breath. He 
had-picked out those footsteps—recognized 
them among several he had heard in the 
last two or three hours.

Strange. He had never noticed footsteps 
before—wouldn’t have known Doc Winters’ 
from Deacon Underhill’s. They had all 
sounded alike—but now— A half memory 
came to him of something he had heard or 
read. A man who loses one sense is com
pensated by the quickening of others. Hear

ing becomes keener to one who cannot see. 
That was it! His ears were sharper now! 
He listened again—and picked out sounds 
that he would never have heard when his 
eyes were good.

He scarcely knew when the old doctor 
opened the door and clumped across the 
room to his accustomed chair. His mind 
was playing with this new knowledge. Bar
ring the fact that he could not see, he was 
a better man than he had ever been—prob
ably the best man on the range. Take away 
Rap Gruber’s sight, and the killer wouldn’t 
have a chance with him! Not a chance!

Doc Winters’ words dragged him back 
to realities. He leaned forward, reading the 
excitement in the old sawbones’ usually 
even, monotonous voice.

"The pay-roll’s cornin’ in early, Buck— 
day after tomorrer night! Sam Burdette fig
ured he’d slip up on Rap Gruber—bring 
the pay-roll in by buckboard in the dark— 
only the driver—no guards! Scatter the 
money among the different spreads before 
thet murderin' coyote got a chance at it!”

Buck Burton nodded. "Smart thinkin’, 
Doc!”

"Yeah—smart thinkin’!” Doc Winters 
said bitterly. "Except for one thing! He 
talked where Sonora Bates could hear him!”

"Sonora Bates? Thet tinhorn gambler, 
up at the Last Chance? But what’s thet 
got to do with it?”

"Sonora Bates hightailed it out of Cuchillo 
this mornin’—headin' for the high coun
try!”

Buck Burton was silent for a moment, 
but the full meaning of that statement struck 
him instantly. At last he spoke slowly. "So 
Sonora Bates is hooked up with Rap Gruber, 
huh? Carryin’ word to Gruber’s hideout!”

"An’ there’s nothin' we can do about it 
now!” Doc Winters said. "Burdette has 
already sent his driver up to the road. May
be we could head him off, but likely Rap 
Gruber would—”

"What does Burdette think of it?” Buck 
Burton broke in.

"Ain’t said nothin’ to him. Nobody but 
me knows Sonora Bates left Cuchillo. He 
rode before sunup—an’ I wouldn’t have 
seen him if I hadn’t been just gettin' in 
from a call. I aimed to get yore idea on it 
before I told anyone.”

FOR a full five minutes Buck Burton 
sat on the edge of his bunk, lips tight 

and jaws set. And when he spoke, the words 
slid between his teeth.
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"Rap Gruber could stick up the driver 
on the trail—but he won't. 1 know thet 
hombre! He promised to raid Cuchillo 
when the pay-roll came in, an’ he’ll do it! 
He wouldn’t miss gettin’ a good laugh on 
this town again.’’

"But I don’t see what difference it makes 
where or when he grabs the pay-roll money. 
It’ll be just as far gone, one way or the
other.”

"We could set a guard, ready to cut him 
down when he makes a pass at the bank,” 
Buck Burton said slowly.

"Not in Cuchillo! These yaller-bellied 
town hombres are scared to death. They 
wouldn't take a chance.”

"Reckon mebbe yuh’re right,” Buck Bur
ton said slowly. "But mebbe—” A smile 
flicked across his face, and he leaned closer 
to Doc Winters. "Listen, Doc! The pay
roll is cornin’ in tomorrer night—an’ Rap 
Gruber won’t be wastin’ no time. The driver 
won’t no more than have it unloaded an’ in 
the bank safe, before Rap Gruber pulls his 
raid! Ain’t thet right?"

"Right—if I know Rap Gruber!” Doc 
Winters grunted.

"An’ he’ll pull it alone—leavin' his outfit 
in the street, huh?”

"Yeah! He’ll want all the credit for it!” 
"All right! Then don’t say a word to 

anyone about Sonora Bates leavin’—or what 
yuh think is due to happen! Thet’ll be our 
secret—an’ I—think I—know what to do!” 

"You mean you—you ain’t—”
"I’d sooner be dead than blind for 

keeps!” Buck Burton said bitterly. "An’ if 
I can take thet murderin’ skunk—thet sneer
in’ killer thet cut Tommy Burt down—” 

"But you can’t, Buck! You can’t face 
Rap Gruber—not with thet bandage over 
yore eyes! He’s pizen with his six-guns! 
You know thet!”

"I’m still the sheriff, Doc—until the 
county finds out I’m blind! It’s my duty 
to see thet the laws are obeyed, an’ I’ll do 
it my own way. I’m countin’ on yuh helpin' 
me, Doc! I’m deputizin’ yuh!”

"You’re—you’re—” The old doctor shook 
his head. "It’s yore funeral, you hard- 
headed mule—an’ I’ll help you all I can.” 

"Good!” Buck Burton leaned still further 
forward, and spoke in a half-whisper, 
swiftly. Doc Winters nodded, but did not 
break in until the other had finished.

"I think it’s a damn-fool idea, Buck Bur
ton—but like some fool ideas, it might 
work! You can count on me!”

The next two days dragged on feet of

lead for Buck Burton. Doc Winters visited 
his little shack two or three times each day, 
and each time he reported that everything 
was going as usual—that no one had sus
pected the reason for Sonora Bates' absence. 
As he made the last visit on the afternoon 
of the second day, Buck Burton gave the old 
doctor his last instruction. There would be 
no time for talk, when Doc Winters came 
for him as soon as darkness settled.

His sharpened senses told Buck Burton 
when dusk began to change to velvet black
ness—a perceptible cooling of the air—a 
hint of moisture that freshened the scent of 
sagebrush—the first call of a night bird— 
things he would never have noticed before 
he was blinded.

Then he caught the sound of Doc Win
ters’ footsteps, even though the old saw
bones walked stealthily—almost silently. 
Buck Burton rose from his bunk, stepped 
to the wall and lifted down his filled gun- 
belt. A surge of satisfaction swept over him, 
as he realized that there was no hesitation, 
no fumbling and stumbling in that move
ment. And now a tenseness that was both 
grim and exciting gripped him.

Doc Winters opened the door softly, and 
slipped inside. Buck Burton could catch 
his uncertain footsteps as he made his way 
into the dark room. He laughed shortly, 
sharply. "Yore eyes ain’t doin’ yuh no good, 
are they, Doc? A blind man is as good as 
one who can see—in the dark, huh?”

"Blast it, Buck—are you still set on that 
fool idea?"

"More set than ever, Doc! I’ve been 
thinkin’ of nothin’ else for two days—an’ I 
still think it’ll work!”

"I hate to think of it, Buck—but in an
other couple of hours I’ll be sayin, ’He was 
a good man, while he was alive.’ ”

"Yeah—or else: ’The range wasn’t safe 
for life or property, as long as he lived.”

"I hope you’re right, Buck—but I ain't 
got a heap of— ”

Doc Winters stopped short, for the thud 
of hoofs and the creak of wheels came from 
out on the street. Buck Burton took a step 
across the dark room, and his hand touched 
Doc Winters' arm.

"The buckboard, Doc! Look out of the 
window! Watch an’ see if it stops at the 
bank!”

Doc Winters grunted a wordless reply, 
and turned to obey. After a breathless min
ute, he whispered over his shoulder: “It’s 
the pay-roll buckboard, Buck! Stopped at
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the bank! Sam Burdette is carryin’ the 
canvas bag inside!”

"Any sign of Rap Gruber?” Buck Bur
ton asked tensely,

"No sign, Buck!”
"Keep yore eyes peeled! There won’t be 

much time! Ten chances to one Rap Gruber 
has been watchin’ for the buckboard—likely 
ridin’ this way right now!”

Now the crunch of wheels came plainly 
again, and Doc Winters spoke softly. "Sam 
Burdette is in the rig, alongside the driver! 
Left a lamp, burnin’ low, in the bank!” 

"Left—a lamp—burnin’!” Buck Burton’s 
voice was halting—tense. "I was sort of 
countin’— ”

"If you’re still set on goin’ through with 
it, it’s time to be goin’!” Doc Winters 
grunted. "But I still think you’re signin' 
yore own death warrant!”

BUCK BURTON nodded slowly. He 
thought so too, now. Funny that a 

little thing like the tiny flame of a lamp 
should make so much difference—should 
spell the difference between life and death. 
But there was no thought of backing out 
now. His lips twisted bitterly. After all, he 
would rather be dead than blind for life. 
And if he could just take Rap Gruber with 
him—

"All set, Doc!” he said tersely.
Keeping to the shadows of the squat 

buildings, ducking into still deeper shadows 
when any sign of movement appeared on 
the almost deserted street, Doc Winters 
guided Buck Burton toward the bank. In 
a scant five minutes they halted at the back 
door of the bank. Doc Winters’ grip tight
ened on Burton’s arm.

"It ain’t too late to call it quits, Buck!” 
"Open the door, Doc!"
Doc Winters shook his head, as he fished 

in his pocket for the skeleton key Buck 
Burton had supplied him. The lock clicked, 
and the narrow back door creaked open.

"Lead me to a chair in front of the safe, 
Doc!”

"And the lamp?” Doc Winters asked, as 
he guided the sheriff through the dark hall
way and into the dim radiance of the flick
ering oil lamp.

"Leave it burnin’. If yuh should put it 
out, Sam Burdette would notice, an’ come 
to investigate. I aim to handle this alone!” 

Doc Winters grunted hopelessly, as he 
dragged a chair to a spot squarely in front 
of the big safe. Buck Burton felt it behind

his knees, and dropped into it. Then he 
lifted his hand,

"Now put the lamp alongside of me, 
Doc—where the light will shine square in 
my face!”

"Where the light—why blast it, Buck! 
You’re crazier than a locoed yearlin’! Rap 
Gruber’11— ”

"He’ll see me, Doc—an’ that’s what I aim 
to happen! It wouldn’t be right for Rap 
Gruber to die — without knowin’ thet I 
blasted the life out of him!”

"But he’ll get you first, Buck!”
"Yeah—he’ll get me! But there ain’t no 

bullet thet can kill me so quick thet I can’t 
down him- before I die!”

"Buck Burton, I’d ought to— ”
"Yuh’re takin’ orders from me, Doc! 

I’m still sheriff—an’ yuh’re my deputy! 
Now get out—while the gettin’s good! Re
member the signal!”

Doc Winters’ voice almost broke, as he 
stepped toward the dark corridor. "You’re 
a blasted fool, Buck Burton—but you've 
got sand in yore craw—you’re a hombre to 
ride the river with!”

"Get, Doc!” Buck Burton snapped. 
When the back door dosed so softly that 

only Buck Burton’s sharpened ears could 
hear the sound, he drew a long, quavering 
breath. With Doc Winters gone, he felt 
strangely alone. It wasn’t that he feared 
Rap Gruber—or the death that he was sure 
hovered over him. It was rather a panicky, 
helpless feeling—the same feeling that held 
him in its grip when first he knew he was 
blind.

He drew his six-gun from its holster and 
examined it with a more sensitive touch than 
he knew he possessed. Then he laid it in 
his lap. Now he sniffed softly, catching 
the faint, musty odor of papers and ink. 
He listened intently, and smiled mirthlessly 
at the sharpness of his ears. Why, he could 
even hear the rustling of a mouse that scam
pered over the floor off in the corner.

For a few minutes these things served to 
relax the grim tension in his brain—but only 
for minutes. Back again was that strange 
feeling that must come to every man when 
he faces death. The hand that clutched the 
butt of his six-gun tightened until his nails 
were bloodless. The lines in his face beneath 
the wide bandage deepened. He leaned for
ward in his chair, every nerve and muscle 
as tight as piano wire.

Then it came—that low, trilling whistle 
from the corner of the bank building. Buck
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Burton stiffened—waited. Now the sound 
again—and again. Three! Rap Gruber and 
three of his outfit! Only three! Buck Bur
ton smiled mirthlessly. Rap Gruber appar
ently feared Cuchillo hardly at all. A wave 
of killing wrath swept Buck Burton, for 
now he was remembering the last time he 
faced the killer—remembering Tommy Burt, 
cut down coldly and mercilessly.

But the sound of footsteps on the slab 
porch of the bank building changed that 
wrath to cold, deadly determination, much 
more dangerous. He separated, with his 
sharpened sense of hearing, the different 
sounds that marked Rap Gruber’s move
ments. The whistle had not sounded again, 
so Buck Burton knew Rap Gruber was com
ing into the bank alone. He smiled a little, 
as he pictured Doc Winters, hidden behind 
the water barrel just across the street from 
the bank. Doc would be biting his lips, 
clenching and unclenching his fists in an 
agony of excitement and dread.

Then the click of a lock and the soft 
creak of the door. Buck Burton stiffened, 
as Rap Gruber’s steps came forward—then 
stopped abruptly. He caught the sharply 
drawn breath that came from the killer’s 
lips. Now Buck Burton spoke, low but 
sharply.

"We meet again, yuh murderin’ lobo! 
Yuli see me—but this time I can’t see yuh! 
Yuh blinded me, Rap Gruber—but yuh 
didn't kill me!”

Rap Gruber laughed shortly, sharply but 
with a note of relief in the laugh. "My 
off friend, the sheriff, huh? Blind an’ help
less, but still the brave officer! Too bad I 
didn’t kill yuh before, Burton! But it ain’t 
too late yet!”

"Not too late, Gruber! Yuh’ll down me, 
but yuh’ll go along with me!”

Again Gruber laughed a little shakily. 
"Yuh talk big, Burton, but I can shade yuh 
when yore eyes are workin’. Blind, yuh 
ain’t got a chance!”

BUCK BURTON smiled, there in the 
circle of ruddy light from the oil 

lamp. "Yuh're on top now, Rap Gruber! 
Yuh’ve got yore two eyes, an’ I’m plumb 
blind! But if yuh should lose thet advan
tage, I’d have yuh beat a thousand ways. 
My ears are sharper—my nose is keener! 
Why, I could smell yore stinkin' carcass 
for a mile! Yeah, Gruber, if the light should 
go out all at once, jest like this—”

Buck Burton's left hand shot out, and 
crashed the lamp to the floor with a start

lingly sudden movement. In a fraction of 
an instant the room was plunged into pitch 
darkness. And at the same moment Buck 
Burton hurled himself from the chair and 
roiled to one side.

Rap Gruber cursed shrilly, and triggered 
his six-gun. The bullet spatted against the 
iron sate and shrilled off into the wall. 
Buck Burton laughed deep in his throat 
from the floor.

"Yuh see, Gruber! Now we’re even—as 
far as eyes go! But I’ve got yuh bested on 
every count! Yuh thought yuh was crackin’ - 
down on me, but yuh missed me by yards! 
Now I’m sendin’ a bullet over yore head!
So close that yuh can feel the wind of it! 
Like this!”

Buck Burton’s six-gun roared, and a gasp
ing sigh came from Rap Gruber’s lips as the 
bullet almost creased him. Again Buck Bur
ton laughed. He had placed Rap Gruber 
exactly by that sigh, and his six-gun turned 
slightly to cover the man. But there was 
one thing that he had overlooked—the flash 
of flame from his own gun. And it served 
as a guide for Rap Gruber’s next bullet. 
Buck Burton heard its roar—felt the blow 
like a club on his left shoulder. Too late 
he knew what had happened.

He tried to sit up on the floor, but weak
ness was sweeping over him. His head 
reeled, and already a deathly agony was 
tearing at his lungs. He tried to lift the 
six-gun, but his strength was not enough. 
Jerkily he brought his left hand across . his 
body, and both clutched the gun butt.

With a last effort he forced a momentary 
clearing of his senses. He caught the slight 
shuffle of Rap Gruber’s feet—heard the 
man’s swift, excited breathing. Slowly the 
gun came up. Buck Burton’s teeth clenched 
and his face twisted with the grim effort. 
But now it was high enough. He squeezed 
the trigger with his last ounce of strength. 
The report bellowed and the recoil jerked 
the gun from his hands.

He slumped backward on the floor, but 
before darkness swept over him, he heard 
the thud of Rap Gruber’s body—knew in
stinctively that his bullet had gone true.

"He—got me—but he’s takin’—the same 
trail!” Buck Burton breathed.

Hours later Buck Burton awoke—and 
for a moment his dazed brain told 
him that he was awakening once more from 
his first meeting with Rap Gruber. The 
same monotonous voice that had beat in his 
ears was droning now. But he was too tired
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to open his eyes—too weak to tell old Doc 
Winters to shut up.

Then it came to him with a bitter rush. 
No use to open his eyes. He was blind— 
stone blind. That was one thing that he 
could never erase from his mind. And Rap 
Gruber had not killed him, there in the 
bank. He felt almost resentful. He had 
been ready, willing to die. Death was bet
ter than perpetual blindness.

But he was weak, deathly weak. And 
grim agony tore at his chest. Perhaps he 
would die, after all. Never have to face 
life sightless and helpless. Better! Much 
better! Doc Winters had no business trying 
to save him—-bandaging him up—watching 
over him! If only he could tear those ban
dages from his chest, he might hurry it 
along. His hands started weakly up the 
blanket, feeling, groping—

The monotonous voice stopped abruptly, 
and feet pounded on the floor. Fingers 
grasped Buck Burton’s hands and held them 
from his wound. Doc Winters spoke 
sharply.

"Buck, you blasted fool! You’ve got a 
chance, if you’ll only make a fight for it!”

"Fight? Fight—to live—blind an’—
alone?” Buck Burton’s lips twisted wryly.

But now other feet pounded on the floor, 
and Buck Burton caught his breath sharply. 
At first he could not believe it! But it was 
true— that dim radiance that forced itself 
through his closed lids. Slowly, with fearful 
dread of disappointment, he opened his 
eyes. Now he could make out hazy move
ments, and the flickering of flame of a 
lamp above him. Slowly his eyes focused. 
He could see!

"Doc! Doc! I—I can see! I’m not blind, 
Doc! I can see!”

Doc Winters blinked and leaned closer, 
startled. Then a lump came up into his

throat at the expression of indescribable joy 
that lighted up Buck Burton’s face. Never, 
if he lived to be a hundred, would Doc 
Winters forget that look.

Then Buck Burton spoke again. "But— 
but I was blind, Doc! I took the bandage 
off! I couldn’t see! Not an hour after you 
left me the first time! What—what hap
pened, Doc?”

Doc Winters drew a long breath. "An 
hour after I left yuh, huh? Why, that was 
the middie of the night, Buck! Of course 
you couldn’t see in the dark! Not even 
an owl— ”

Then the look of happiness faded from 
Buck Burton’s face for a moment. "But Rap 
Gruber, Doc! Did he—did I— ”

"Rap Gruber’s dead, Buck! Yore bullet 
drilled him center! An’ his outfit are behind 
the bars. Cuchillo was afraid of Gruber— 
not his gun-slingers. We rounded ’em up 
the minute we knowed Rap Gruber had 
passed in his chips. An’ now if you’ll 
jest— ”

But a soft smile played across Buck Bur
ton’s lips. He closed his eyes again. " I’m 
a little tired now, Doc! But be sure to wake 
me up in time for breakfast. Yuh can tell 
me the rest then.”

B OC WINTERS looked down at Buck 
Burton for a moment— noted the 

even breathing—the color that was coming 
back to his face, and nodded in satisfaction. 
He turned to the man who held the lamp.

"He’ll be well on the road by mornin’, 
Deacon. You’ll have to wait a good long 
time before he’ll be needin’ yore services.” 

Deacon Underhill’s face still held the sol
emn expression that was the trade mark of 
his profession. But his voice was sincere. 
"Never was a time I was so glad to  be beat 
out of a good funeral, Doc!”



Cowboy: Say four Prayers!
by MOJAVE LLOYD

The gun-sltck hellions of big Red Fulton blazed a raw, red trail across the Klamath 
range, until Dode Steele took up their challenge to slash-brand them for Satan's own

corral!

E AGERNESS shone in the gray eyes 
of Dode Steele as he urged his tired 
pack train down the treacherous 

trail into Snake-Eye Canyon near the head
waters of the Klamath. Dusk was beginning 
to shroud the timbered hills and rocky 
gorges in a mantle of purple, but that wasn’t 
why Dode was impatient.

He was headed for the little placer camp 
of the Bentons. After supper they would sit 
around a fragrant manzanita fire—he and 
Judith Benton and the tough old dad the 
girl worshipped. Maybe Judith would strum 
on her guitar, with firelight dancing in her 
red-gold hair. Maybe she would sing some 
haunting old Mexican cancioncs.

36
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Steele struck a bend from where he could 
look down on the tiny camp. The sight 
that met his eyes stopped him as though 
his boot soles had taken root.

On the little willow-bordered flat, tucked 
in a bend of the river, he made out Judy 
and her father. The pint-sized old man was 
on the ground, shaking his fist at a towering 
man whose shaggy hair shone a fiery red. 
Dode Steele crowded past his pack horses 
and hurled his big roan gelding recklessly 
down the trail.

Fears churned in his mind. He had been 
afraid for months of something like this— 
ever since that night when he and big Red 
Fulton had run into one another at Dead- 
wood Bar. Almost eighteen months had 
passed since he and Red had labored at ad
joining machines in the jute mill in grim 
San Quentin Penitentiary, but mutual recog
nition had been instantaneous.

Since then, big Red had come into the 
money. Now he had a gold dredge two 
miles down the river. But Dode Steele had 
gone straight— slaved away with his pack 
train carrying supplies to mines and lumber 
camps. One consuming hope cheered his 
lonely trails—to earn enough money to stock 
a little cattle ranch high in the Siskiyous. 
Another two or three months and he would 
have the precious money saved.

One other hope glowed in Dode Steele’s 
heart—centering in Judy Benton. But Dode 
daren't voice that one, even to himself. Not 
yet!

He struck the sandy flat in a shower of 
pebbles and lit on his heels while the geld
ing was still on the dead run. Settling the 
waist band of his faded levis firmly on his 
slim hips, he faced the towering red-head 
and jerked a thumb toward where old Alf 
Benton lay.

"You do that?" he inquired.

B IG Red Fulton licked his thin lips and 
stared at him stonily with cold slaty 

eyes. The two men were a study in con
trasts. Dode Steele was tall and slender, his 
rugged wind-tanned face set with candid 
gray eyes, the whole of him as clean as the 
wind-tossed pine and fir of the high coun
try he so loved. Red Fulton was huge and 
brawny, with the massive power of an ani
mal, handsome in his wild, hard way. His 
great hands were twitching.

"Not by a jugful, he didn’t!” chirped 
little old Alf Benton. "He ain’t man

enough! I just told him off our claim. 
That's why his collar seems too tight.”

Out of the comer of his eye, Dode Steele 
noticed for the first time that Benton was 
lying on a blanket. But he kept his gaze on 
Red Fulton's twitching hands.

"Nobody knocked me down,” Benton 
sputtered. "I fell down—fell clean down a 
danged talus slide. What I done to my 
back, Doc Seely figgers it will take a trip 
to a San Francisco hospital to fix. But all 
pill-rollers is born liars. I’ll be well in a 
week.

The cocky little oldster squirmed pain
fully up on one scrawny elbow and blinked 
up at Steele with near-sighted blue eyes. "I 
feel pert already, Dode, now you’re here,” 
he chirped. His cracked voice took on a 
wistful tone. "Maybe you could fix it to lay 
over for a few days and give me and Judy 
a hand with the gold pannin’, eh son?”

The cords in Steele’s bronzed neck 
seemed to tighten. He shot a side glance at 
Judith. Her sunbonnet had fallen back from 
her head, framing her small oval face and 
unruly red-gold hair in flowered calico. She 
was nervously tossing what looked like a 
shining yellowish pebble from one tiny 
brown hand to the other. Her soft hazel 
eyes were fixed on Dode’s face with a 
hopeful expression.

How could he tell her that if he failed 
to make his monthly report to the parole 
officer at Yreka the next day he would be 
thrown back into San Quentin!

His calm eyes locked with the venomous 
eyes of the tense red-head. "Fulton,” he 
said quietly, "you’d best pull your freight.” 
Then his gaze snapped back to those twitch
ing hands.

He decided those great hands had 
twitched about as long as they were likely 
to. The viselike fingers were curling now. 
The big man was so mad his judgment of 
distance might be a trifle off. Dode delib
erately switched his gaze to the girl's pale 
face. It came!

Big Red Fulton’s right fist bunched and 
swept upward like a viper's head, looping 
viciously straight for Steele's chin. Dode 
let it come, till the last bare instant. Then 
his hand snapped sidewise. Fulton’s list 
whistled past his ear. Judy screamed thinly.

The force of the blow swept the brawny 
red head clear off balance. Dode’s right 
shot out, clamped on a fistful of shirt col
lar and yanked. As the huge body lunged 
past, Steele pivoted at the knees. Putting
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every ounce of his hundred and seventy 
pounds into the blow, he chopped his left 
low down into Fulton’s ribs.

Big Red pitched face foremost into the 
ashes of the dead fire. His shaggy head 
collided with the butt of a log with a solid 
thud. He doubled up, choked, then went 
limp. Steele jerked him out by the heels 
and rolled him over.

“Fetch me a bucket of water, Judy,” he 
ordered.

W ith cold water splashing down on his 
face, Red Fulton soon gasped and sat up. 
He peered around dazedly. Dode slopped 
the rest of the water on top of his head. 
He heaved groggily to his feet and stood 
there spraddle-legged, digging ashes out 
of his eyes with his knuckles and shaking 
his fiery head. Suddenly his slaty eyes fo
cused on Steele’s expressionless face. Mur
der flamed in them.

Then, to everyone’s astonishment, he 
picked up his hat and staggered off down
river. At the edge of a patch of willow 
scrub, he stopped and looked back. His 
voice was like the filing of a saw.

“Con,” he rasped, "take it on the lam!” 
Then he faded from sight in the scrub.

For a space of minutes it was deathly 
still there on the willow-fringed flat, with 
the three little tents of the Bentons crouch
ing under the sycamore trees. Dode could 
hear Judith’s quick breathing. The old 
man’s cracked voice sounded like gravel 
rattling in a can.

“Son,” he croaked, "I know a killin' 
when I smell one!”

Judy touched Dode’s elbow with a timid 
hand. He looked down into her taut face. 
Her eyes were wide with wonder.

"He called you ’Con’,” she said huskily. 
"And what did he mean when he said 
'lam' ?”

Steele swallowed hard. “Men say any
thing when they’re groggy,” he explained 
lamely.

e E PICKED up an axe, crossed the flat 
to a manzanita thicket and chopped 

an armful of wood. While he built a fire, 
the girl helped her father sit up and 

topped him with blankets. The pungent 
lue smoke curling up into Dode’s face 

seemed to clear his head. He straightened 
and wiped his hands on his jeans.

"W hat caused the trouble?” he asked. 
Judith handed him the pebble he had no

ticed her tossing back and forth. "This!” 
she said.

"And that ain't the half of it,” sput
tered old Alf angrily, squinting signifi
cantly at his daughter.

Steele’s probing gray eyes snapped back 
to Judith. The girl plucked at a button on 
her flannel blouse. A slow flush crept up
ward from her slim neck till it stained her 
smooth cheeks. Then her chin lifted and a 
hint of fire glowed in her eyes.

"Red Fulton’s been mighty good to us,” 
she exclaimed defensively. "Ever since dad 
got hurt, a week ago, he’s been coming up 
every evening, cutting our wood and tot
ing our water. He helped pan gravel too. 
He knows we’re only washing out five or 
six dollars a day, so he offered to lend us 
the thousand to send dad to San Francisco. 
And then, just because he offered to take 
that stone he says is a topaz and maybe get 
fifty dollars for it, when the buyers along 
the river are only paying twenty-five, dad 
up and orders him off.”

"Get down to bed-rock, child!” croaked 
old Alf irritably.

Dode thought for a minute Judy was 
about to burst into tears. Then she turned 
and walked slowly away toward the tents, 
her red-gold head held high.

"That big brick-topped mucker offered 
the thousand all right, Dode,” old Alf re
sumed in a lowered tone. "But with it he 
aims to buy Judy. He aims to marry her. 
And you know, son, how that fool gal is 
about me—she thinks my old bones assay 
like platinum. I’m scairt she’ll fly off half- 
cocked and take him up!”

Dode Steele could feel his senses swim
ming. Dimly he heard the river chuckling 
over its gravel beds, and pans rattling in the 
cook tent. The world of his dreams was 
crashing down around his ears. He glanced 
down idly at the pebble in his hand, then 
straightened as if a hot poker had been 
rammed down his back.

"I’d best round up my string,” he said 
thoughtfully, and strode off toward where 
his roan was browsing in a patch of buck
brush.

When he located his pack horses he de
layed heading for camp and carefully exam
ined the stone Judy had handed to him. 
The longer he looked at it, the more his 
suspicions grew.

It was about the size of a small walnut, 
clear and sparkling, with a faint yellowish 
tinge, and covered with tiny triangular faces.
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Tales of diamonds being panned out right 
here in California ran through his thoughts. 
One diamond, he had heard, weighed over 
twenty carats and sold for several thousand 
dollars. He poised the crystal on the tips 
of his fingers and estimated its weight at 
maybe a couple of ounces. But he didn’t 
know what an ounce would be in carats.

Fishing a bottle out of a pack, he 
scratched it several times with a point of 
the crystal, then held it up to the last light 
of the fading day. Sharp grooves showed 
in the glass. It might be a topaz though. 
He had seen plenty of them along the river, 
and understood that the two gems in the 
rough resembled one another. But, some
how, this stone looked different than any 
topaz he had ever seen. Most of them were 
sort of egg-shaped, whereas this stone was 
more like a cube. A chance remark of an 
old prospector clicked in his memory.

He loosened the diamond hitch on the old 
white lead mare and dug into his tool kit. 
The prospector had said that a steel file 
would scratch any gem except a diamond.

W ith a sharp corner of a little rat-tailed 
file, he made several strokes over the crystal, 
then held it up close to his eyes in the 
gathering darkness. Something like an elec
tric shock went tingling through him. The 
file didn't appear to have made the slightest 
mark!

On the way back to camp, ideas clashed 
in his mind. If the stone was a diamond, 
it might be worth almost anything—cer
tainly far more than Judith Benton and her 
dad could wash out of the stubborn gravel 
of the Klamath in their whole lifetime.

That must be what Red Fulton was after 
when he tried to get hold of the stone. He 
wanted to keep Judy from getting the 
money she so desperately needed for her 
father's operation, unless she got it from 
him. Furthermore, as Dode well knew, Ful
ton’s term in the Big House had been for 
high-jacking placer flumes. And a thug who 
would do that wouldn't hesitate to rob a 
defenseless girl.

Grim white lines formed around Dode 
Steele’s kindly mouth. No matter what the 
cost to himself—no matter whether it caused 
Judy to view him with contempt the rest 
of his life—he would go back to camp and 
make a clean breast of everything.

Fie wculd tell of his suspicion that Judy’s 
crystal Was a diamond—that Red Fulton was 
a low-down crook, a ruffian branded with 
convict stripes. He would tell that he him

self was also branded with the same searing 
stripes—that he was worse even that Fulton. 
Fulton had at least done his time and was 
free. He himself was only on parole and 
must report at Yreka tomorrow or go back 
to prison.

BUT that evening after supper, while 
the three of them sat around the fire, 

with the flames throwing leaping figures 
high among the tufted branches of the 
sugar-pines, and the night wind sobbing 
softly over the river, Dode Steele couldn’t 
find the strength to go through with it. 

He glanced once more at the brooding 
fire-lit face of the girl who was more to him 
than life itself, and decided it would have to 
be done some other way. He would have 
to tell Judy of his past, as he had always 
intended to do, when the proper time came. 
He got to his feet and clamped his hat 
on his head.

"Son,” barked old Alf, "what you aimin’ 
to do?”

"You ain’t changed your mind?” queried 
Dode. "You won’t take that loan of a 
thousand?”

"Not any!” insisted old Alf stubbornly. 
"How often I got to tell you I will be fit 
as a fiddle in a week!”

"No such a thing,” contradicted Judy. 
"Doc Seely told me if that operation isn’t 
performed inside of a month, you’ll prob
ably be— ” Her voice trembled. "You’ll 
be—dead!”

Steele turned the stone idly in his long 
fingers. The reflected firelight looked like 
darting snakes' tongues.

"W ell then,” he said, "if there ain’t no 
objections, I’ll take a little pasear into Dead- 
wood Bar and find out just what this rock 
is worth.”

"You mean,” croaked old Alf, "you mean 
it might be a diamond?"

"I would know a diamond from a dump
ling, that’s about all,” Dode told him. "The 
pack hosses won’t stray. 1 should be back 
late tomorrow.” He whistled the roan geld
ing to him and plucked his saddle from 
the ground.

"Dode,” gritted the injured old man 
tightly, "mind you keep an eye peeled.” 

"Hasta iuego!” muttered Dode, and 
swung into the saddle.

"W e’ll be looking for you, Dode,” called 
Judith huskily.

But Dode saw that she never took her 
eyes from the fire.
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Until he was well up out of the inky 
Slackness of Snake-Eye Canyon, and several 
miles below the bend where he could hear 
Red Fulton’s gold dredge rumbling away 
far down in the river bed, Steele rode with 
every sense keenly alert. But gradually the 
turmoil of his bitter thoughts dulled his 
vigilance. The chill of night was creeping 
over the mountains. He pulled the collar 
of his buckskin shirt up around his ears.

The big gelding was racking steadily 
along through a dense tangle of redshank 
scrub in a draw leading down toward the 
Bar. Just ahead loomed a gnarled old syca
more tree, one of its sweeping branches 
hanging low over the trail. It was when 
Dode ducked to pass under the limb that he 
saw a lump on that limb move. But it was 
too late.

A rope shot under his jaws, snugged tight 
around his neck and snapped him from the 
saddle like a whiplash. He struck the 
ground on his shoulder blades. The earth 
came up and met the back of his head with 
the force of a locomotive.

He woke up in a little clearing. The 
faint saffron light of the rising moon was 
etching the ragged tops of the eastern ridges. 
That told Dode it was about eleven o’clock, 
and that he must have lain there for more 
than two hours. He struggled to a sitting 
position. His hat was lying right beside 
him. From force of habit he put it on.

His aching head began to clear. Realiza
tion of what had happened struck him like 
another blow. His hand rose shakily to the 
pocket of his shirt. Judy’s crystal was gone!

Floundering unsteadily down through the 
timber till he struck the trail, he wondered 
aimlessly why he hadn’t been killed.

Just as he stepped out under the sycamore 
tree a twig snapped somewhere in the dark
ness. He stood there poised, vibrating like 
a bowstring. Then he heard the rhythmic 
crunching of a horse’s grinders on leaves. 
Several low whistles brought the roan geld
ing nickering through the brush. Steele 
stroked the big beast's velvety muzzle and 
pulled himself weakly into the familiar old 
Visalia saddle.

He hesitated. If he failed to report in 
Yreka the next day, it meant trading his 
little ranch high in the timbered hills for 
San Quentin’s gloomy walls. But the thought 
of Judy Benton in danger banished every 
other consideration from his mind.

With a deadly light now in his calm gray 
eyes," Dode Steele rode back up the river.

When he emerged from the willows on

Benton’s Flat two hours later, the manzanita 
fire was deserted. But at the sound of the 
roan’s hoofs on the gravel, Judith came 
slowly from her tent. Dode wondered why 
she wasn’t asleep. The sight of her forlorn 
little figure brought a film to his eyes.

"I— I— ” he began hesitantly.
"You lost my stone!” interrupted the girl, 

She held out her hand. In her palm, spar
kling coldly in the white moonlight, nestled 
the stone.

"Red Fulton returned it to me,” she ex
plained listlessly. "One of his men coming 
back from town saw you hide it under a 
boulder. Red said you most likely had a 
worthless one to give back to me with the 
assay report. But what brought you back 
so soon? Red said you must be in Yreka 
tomorrow.”

IT WAS Dode Steele’s sinewy hands that 
were twitching now. He felt cold all 

over. When he spoke, his voice had a hol
low sound, "That crystal was took from me, 
Judy,” he said, "after I’d been knocked 
cold.”

The girl looked up into his haggard face 
with a hopeless expression in her moist 
eyes. "You don’t look beat up very bad,” 
she said.

Dode started to tell her of the lump on 
the back of his head, how he had almost 
had his head snapped off, that if he hadn’t 
happened to turn his collar up because of 
the cold he would have a rope burn on his 
neck an inch deep. But he damped his 
teeth on the words. That Judy Benton should 
doubt him turned him sick away inside 
where it hurt. Without another word, he 
leaped back into the saddle.

"Dode!” cried Judy fearfully. "Where are 
you going?”

"I’m riding down to Fulton’s dredge,’’ 
gritted Steele. "I aim to fetch that red wolf 
back here and make him tell you the truth— 
or kill him!”

"Dode!” choked Judy imploringly. She 
made two or three faltering steps toward 
him.

But Dode Steele rode his spurs with blood 
in his eyes.

When he wormed his way over the gang
plank connecting Red Fulton’s dredge with 
the bank, the throbbing of the blood in his 
head almost drowned out the hoarse rum
ble of the ponderous bucket line dumping 
tons of gravel into the well. Back aft, al
most under the boom that towered away
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into the darkness, he spied a light and made 
for it.

Creeping along the wall, he raised up 
warily and peered through the cracks in a 
torn blind that covered a small glassless 
window. At a rickety table in the squalid 
little cabin, with a black bottle and a greasy 
deck of cards between them, lolled a flat
nosed thug and big Red Fulton. Both were 
nodding drowsily in a reeking cloud of 
whiskey fumes and tobacco smoke.

That’s where Dode Steele, blind with 
pent up fury, lost his head. Without paus
ing to realize that part of the interior was 
hidden from his view, he burst through 
that window, feet-first!

He got the flat-nosed thug nearest him— 
got him flush on the side of his bristly jaw 
with a fist like a jack-hammer. But the crash 
threw Red Fulton to his feet with a sullen 
roar.

Dode upset him by hurling the table, 
then leaped for his throat. But right there 
he realized he should have scouted around 
a bit. Something that felt like the entire 
bucket line crashed against the side of his 
head. Then Fulton mashed a chair down on 
op of him. Steele barely felt the deck 

planks slap him in the face.
The first thing he saw afterward was 

five black crows flapping sleepily through' 
the dawn above the tops of the glistening

Eines. The first thing he touched was his 
attered old sombrero, lying close beside 

his hand. He put it on. Forcing himself to 
his feet by digging his fingernails into the 
crevices of a slippery boulder, he peered out 
of swollen eyes. He was in the tailings pile 
astern of Fulton's dredge. The hulk was 
idle.

Crawling aboard, he found the squalid 
cabin deserted. A gash in his forehead was 
oozing sticky blood. He bound it up as 
best he could with his bandanna and tied it 
with a piece of twine he broke off of a ball 
on a shelf.

Sometimes staggering along, sometimes 
crawling, he got back to where he’d cached 
the roan. After several attempts he re
gained the saddle. Chilled by the fear that 
Fulton and his crew had gone to the Ben- 
(on camp, he headed upstream. Between fits 
of nausea, he tried to puzzle things out.

Nothing made sense. Twice now, Fulton 
could have killed him, but instead had 
tossed him aside like an old rag. He could 
have been mistaken for dead once, but not 
twice. It must be that the red-headed ruf

fian figured he could swing the deal with
out a killing, and wanted to if he could. But 
that didn’t make sense either. Red Fulton 
wasn’t that breed of bird. Dode gave it up.

It was broad day when he reached the 
camp. But except for his pack horses feed
ing peacefully, there wasn't a sign of life. 
The flaps of all three little tents were 
closed. He stood uncertainly beside the 
dead ashes of the fire where he had so often 
sat and listened to Judy sing canciones. 
High overhead a hungry red-tailed hawk 
screamed shrilly.

"That you, Dode?” called old Alf’s 
cracked voice.

Dode found the old man on a cot in his 
tent, flushed with fury,

"Time you showed up!” he sputtered, 
“That big fire-topped ox of a Fulton has 
went and carried Judy off to Deadwood 
Bar. Said he was takin’ her to get that 
damn pebble assayed, but I know better. 
That child thinks I’m dyin’. To save me 
she’d sell her soul. She knows I won’t take 
the lend of money from no man. But I 
suspicion she’s got her a notion if she was 
married to Fulton I'd have to take it. Son, 
why the hell ain’t you married the child?”

"A lf,” Dode told him quietly, " I’m a 
convict on parole!”

The oldster looked as if he was going to 
suffer a stroke of apoplexy. "Damnation!” 
lie squawked, "what’s that got to do with 
it—you’re a man! You fan the breeze to 
Deadwood Bar and collar that little spal
peen of mine before she does me and you 
a meanness!”

DODE was hitting the saddle with a 
thigh grip when he heard the last of 

the tirade.
"And if she don’t keep you too busy,” 

squealed the oldster after him, "you take 
time out to gut-shoot that big red-whis
kered pup!”

Dode was tossing his reins over the hitch 
rail in front of Hornbrook’s Assay Office in 
Deadwood Bar when he heard a footfall 
behind him. He whirled. Freckled little 
"Tuffy” Graham polished the deputy’s star 
on his calfskin vest, then stuck his hand 
out to Steele and grinned wryly.

"Hyah, you gem-thievin’ son?” he in
quired. "Old Rocky craves to make habla 
with you.”

Dode shook hands heartily. Together the 
two cronies angled across the dusty street 
to the sheriff’s log cabin office. Dode could
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see that he was being rated by the curious 
eyes of cowhands and miners draped on 
tilted chairs under the wooden verandah 
awnings.

Old Rocky King was leaning back in his 
swivel chair behind his scarred desk, thumbs 
hooked in his armpits. Against the wall to 
his left sat big Red Fulton with a scowl on 
his face. Straight across the desk from the 
sheriff, Judith Benton perched nervously on 
the edge of a chair with a paper in her 
hand. W hen her eyes met Dode’s he saw 
the paper quiver. Old Rocky inclined his 
grizzled gray head toward a vacant chair on 
his right. Dode tossed his hat on the floor 
and sat down. Tuffy leaned against the door 
jamb.

Old Rocky cleared his throat noisily, 
"You are purt’ nigh under arrest, Steele,” 
he rumbled. "But Miss Judith, she is hesi
tatin’ a mite before affixin’ her 'John Hen
ry’ to the complaint.”

Red Fulton’s thin lips skinned back from 
his teeth. "Ain’t no doubt he’s guilty as 
sin,” he rasped. "The assayer says that stone 
he hid under the boulder— the one Judy’s 
got in her hand—is a topaz. Steele must 
have knowed my man was keeping an eye 
on him, so he hid a topaz under that boul
der to throw us off the scent and kept the 
diamond. Why don’t you search him?”

Old Rocky glanced at Dode and lifted his 
jutting eyebrow's inquiringly.

"Keno!" Steele said, getting to his feet.
Judith put a hand to her throat, Dode 

could see the outline of her firm breasts 
rising and falling.

"N o!” she pleaded. W ith an impulsive 
movement she crumpled the complaint into 
a tight ball. " I’m not going through with 
this!”

"Yes you are!” Dode said firmly. "From 
now on, young lady, you’re doing exactly 
like I say.” He turned to the sheriff and 
nodded.

“Graham,” rumbled Old Rocky. "You’re 
handy at friskin’.”

While Tuffy was solemnly doing the 
searching, Old Rocky appeared to recall 
something that had been on his mind. He 
reached into the drawer at his left, lifted 
out a silver-mounted six-shooter and turned 
it lovingly in his hands.

"Graham,” he grumbled, “did you, like I 
said, have Ben Brokaw give this old peace
maker a thorough renovatin'?”

"Uh huh,” mumbled Tuffy, pulling 
Steele’s boots off and exploring the toes.

Old Rocky broke the gun, rummaged

around till he found a box of shells and 
thumbed five loads into the cylinder, easing 
the hammer down on the empty chamber. 
Then he put the gun back, but apparently 
forgot to close the drawer.

"Clean as a hound’s tooth,” announced 
the freckled deputy, stepping back from 
Steele and shaping a smoke.

"You didn’t look in his hat,” rasped 
Fulton, just a shade too eagerly.

Dode saw Old Rocky’s bleak eyes retreat 
a trifle farther beneath his jutting brows.

Graham twisted a tip on his querly, took 
the tobacco sack from his teeth, dropped it 
in his pocket and picked Steele’s battered 
sombrero off the floor. He felt inside it, 
then paused, his cigarette dangling ludi
crously from one corner of his open mouth. 
Then he tossed the hat on the desk.

Dode knew now why his hat had been 
left beside him.

The sheriff picked the hat up and ripped 
the lining out, probed high up in the crown 
and gave several jerks. He extended his 
hand and opened it. On his broad palm lay 
a piece of string and a sparkling crystal 
about the size of a small walnut!

Judith’s indrawn breath was a keen whis
per. Outside, a cow pony trotting up the 
street sounded like a cavalry brigade.

Something—he couldn't quite tell what 
—was hammering in Dode Steele’s ban
daged head. His gaze kept shifting from 
the piece of string to the crystal, and back 
to the piece of string. He knew Judy’s 
haunted eyes were riveted on him. There 
was something— if he could only hit upon 
it. But he couldn't.

Red Fulton’s flushed face wore a leering 
smile. "Guess that settles it!" he rasped.

Old Rocky’s swivel chair grated harshly 
as he swung to face Steele. "W hat’s the 
story?” he grumbled.

Then Dode got it!

R IPPING the blood-stained bandage 
from his head, he flung it and the 

string that had been holding it on the desk. 
The sheriff picked up the twine and reached 
and got the piece that had been used to sew 
the crystal in the crown of Dode’s hat and 
held the two up side by side. Every eye in 
the room saw instantly that those two pieces 
of twisted twine were exactly alike!

"I broke that piece I tied my bandage 
with,” Dode explained distinctly, "off a 
ball on a shelf in the cabin of Fulton’s 
dredge.” He extended an accusing forefin
ger at Red Fulton’s face. "Frisk him!”
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But big Red Fulton was too quick. W ith 
a powerful lunge he hurled himself out of 

, his chair and grabbed for the gun in the 
open drawer. Old Rocky pivoted in his 
chair, but not fast enough.

Dode Steele unwound like a steel spring 
uncoiling. Fulton whipped the pistol up. 
Steele’s chest wasn’t three feet from the 
muzzle when the hammer fell. Gun thun
der merged with Judy Benton’s scream!

Dode’s knotted fist met Fulton’s heavy 
jaw with a bone-shattering smash. Fulton’s 
brawny body arched over the desk and 
struck against the log wall, then slid soggily 
to the floor. Steele staggered backward 
through the smoke swirl, beating the fire 
out of his shirt front with both hands.

Old Rocky swept the six-gun from the 
floor, while the trace of an enigmatic smile 
broke the harshness of his seamed lace.

"It ain’t often I load her with blanks," 
he mused. "You see, Miss Judith, when I 
left that drawer open I calc’lated which
ever one was guilty would be the one to go 
for the artillery.”

But Judy was crying brokenly, with the 
crumpled complaint crushed against her 
eyes. Dode stepped over and slipped an arm 
around her shoulders. Tuffy Graham waved 
curious faces away from the door.

"You reckon, Tuffy,” grumbled the sher
iff, with a jerk of his head toward Red Ful
ton, "we got to tote him?”

The little deputy flipped his cigarette out 
the door, spat on his pudgy hands, grabbed 
Fulton by the ankles and dragged him away 
through a rear door leading to the cells. 
When he came back he handed the sheriff 
a small buckskin bag. Old Rocky opened it 
and shook out another sparkling crystal, 
then dropped the stone back into the bag.

"Gripes!” he growled. "This case is 
makin' me plumb dizzy.” He handed the 
bag back to Tuff)’, together with the stone 
taken from Steele's hat. "Mosey over to Jad 
Hornbrook’s and see how these assay.”

While they waited, Old Rocky and Dode 
and Judith talked things over. Judy couldn't 
take her eyes from Dode’s face.

"It’s plain as a bird’s nest in a mare’s 
tail,” rumbled the sheriff finally,

"W hen you was roped, Steele, Fulton 
lifted the stone you was carryin’ and sewed 
a fake in your hat. Then he give Miss Ju
dith another fake, tellin’ her it was the one 
she had give to you. He kept the good 
one.”

"Then Fulton brung Miss Judith to town,

and when the assayer said her stone was 
nothin’ but a topaz, Red talked her into be
lievin’ you’d switched rocks on her. That’s 
how come he didn’t bash your head in when 
he had you—he figgered by makin’ you out 
a thief he’d have a free hand with Miss Ju
dith, besides havin’ her rock.”

Tuffy Graham hobbled in, his dangling 
cigarette almost lost in his freckled grin. 
He laid the stones carefully on the desk. 
"Jad Hornbrook,” he reported, “says both 
them rocks is topazes!”

"You mean,” cried Judy, starting to her 
feet, "even Red Fulton was fooled?” 

"Seems like,” agreed the little deputy. 
"But it ain’t no wonder, Hornbrook, he 
says the one in the sack is the hardest to
paz ever he handled—it took a case-hard
ened file to touch it.”

But Dode Steele’s thoughts had darted in 
another direction. "So Red Fulton goes 
free,” he commented grimly.

Old Rocky King shook his grizzled head 
mournfully. "Nope!” he grumbled. ” 'At
tempted murder with a deadly weapon.’ Red 
was already a two-time loser. This will 
catch him under the Habitual Criminal Act. 
He’ll get Folsom for life.”

"But that parole business,” quavered 
Judy. "Dode can’t get to Yreka today!”

Old Rocky shot a glance at the girl. 
"Dode ever tell you what he went up for?” 

"He killed a man that got his needin’s,” 
stated the sheriff bluntly. "A drunken half- 
breed was beatin’ a pony with a hickory 
neckyoke. Dode socked him. It was the 
’breed’s own funeral if his neck broke.” 

"Ease your mind, child,” concluded Old 
Rocky. "That parole officer in Yreka is old 
Buck Farley. Him and I used to ride the 
river together.”

DODE STEELE and Judy Benton too 
rode the river together—stirrup to 

stirrup up the gleaming Klamath through 
the golden haze of early afternoon. Occa
sionally Judy put her hand up to the pocket 
of her flannel blouse, where she had pinned 
two railway tickets and a book of traveler’s 
checks Dode had bought for her.

"And by the time you and your dad get 
back,” said Dode gently, "I’ll be a free 
man, and we can—” He pointed away into 
the smoky blue wilderness of the upper Sis 
kiyous. "W e can—” Reaching over he 
grasped one of the girl’s tiny brown hands 
in his calloused fist.

"Raise diamonds!” laughed Judy softly.



BULLETS MAKE A MAN
by l  L. T H O M PSO N

Too many boatings at the hands of the town’s badmen, were beginning to weaken 
Neal Sheridan's lust for peace . . . until a bullet-branded gun-hawk showed him the

way to powdersmoke redemption!

T HE slim, red-haired young editor of 
Sundown’s only newspaper faced the 
three killers tensely in the dimly 

lighted office of the Sundown Courier.
"And if I don’t run the Courier the way 

you tell me to—what then?” he said evenly, 
his blue eyes blazing.

"Then Sundown will find itself without 
an editor,” the tall, barrel-chested leader 
of the hard-bitten trio answered softly, his 
pale eyes looking Sheridan over from head 
to foot with studied insolence. "One of 
these days they’ll find yore corpse hangin’ 
from a cottonwood, or mebbe sprawled over
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yore stinkin’ press. Better think it over, 
tenderfoot. Yuh’ve been in town a week. 
If yuh expect to stay, make up yore mind 
right now to see tilings our way.”

Neal Sheridan’s eyes smoldered, but he 
didn't say anything. He knew that Turk 
Harbolt was waiting for him to make some 
move which would give the outlaw an ex
cuse to use the big black guns at his thighs. 
Somehow the tenderfoot knew, as he stared 
into Harbolt’s cruel face, that the fact he 
himself was unarmed would make no dif
ference to the outlaw and his shifty-eyed 
saddle mates.

Sheridan heard a quick, light footstep, 
knew that his wife, Mary, was standing in 
the doorway leading to the back room which 
served as their living quarters. He wished 
she hadn’t beard what Turk Harbolt had 
just said, wished she didn’t know that Turk 
Harbolt was the leader of a gang of rustlers 
and killers who ruled Apache Valley in 
open defiance of such forces of law and 
order as had so far been established on the 
untamed Frontier.

The outlaw, taking Sheridan’s silence for 
admission of defeat, turned away with a 
dry chuckle. "Croon boys. I-Ie’s whipped.” 

Then, as though something in Sheridan’s 
manner made him uncertain of the tender
foot's true attitude, Harbolt swung around, 
strode back to the editor and grasped his 
shirt front at the throat. "This’ll show yuh 
we mean business,” he said through his 
teeth.

SHERIDAN guessed what was coming, 
but a queer paralysis numbed him as 

the knuckles of Harbolt’s big fist smashed 
him on the side of the jaw. Staggering back, 
he crashed into the press, sprawled face 
downward on the floor. He got to his knees, 
shaking his head dazedly, hearing Mary’s 
voice, choked with anger and fright. When 
his sight cleared he was on his feet, looking 
for Harbolt. But the outlaw and his two 
cronies were gone.

Mary’s face was ghastly white. Mustering 
a smile, Sheridan patted her shoulders re
assuringly. Hate for Harbolt and his gun
men raged through the tenderfoot so he 
could hardly speak. But the look on his 
wife’s face frightened him, made him for
get his anger. She had grown terribly thin 
during the past few days, he was thinking, 
and her oval face, normally gay and piquant, 
was drawn with fatigue. There was a good 
reason for that, Neal Sheridan knew. She 
was having a hard tim? of it taking care

of little Davy Sheridan, who had taken sick 
on the day they’d arrived in Sundown by 
stage coach. And now, worse even than that 
worn, tired look, was the unmasked terror 
in her dark eyes.

"Neal. Oh, Neal, those men won’t stop 
at anything. Please do as they say. I couldn't 
stand it if anything were to happen— ”

Mary Sheridan choked, hid her face 
against her husband’s chest as he took her 
in his arms. "I—I wish we’d never come 
to this place. We don’t belong here in this 
awful country where there’s nothing but 
murder and violence. Let’s go away.”

The muscles along Neal Sheridan’s thin 
jaw tightened, relaxed. "Don’t, Mary,” he 
said gently. "Turk Harbolt isn’t going to 
hurt me. We’ll find some way to beat him. 
You wouldn’t want to run away, would 
you? We promised ourselves We’d pioneer 
the newspaper business in Sundown, make 
a success of it so that some day Davy would 
be proud of us. You’re still game, aren’t 
you, Mary?”

"Yes, but— ”
Young Neal Sheridan kissed her cheer

fully. "There’s nothing to worry about,” he 
said, trying hard to make his voice sound 
confident.

But the smile died from his lips as he 
stepped out into the star-lit night, walked 
aimlessly along the shadowed boardwalk. 
Bitterly he remembered the words of Buck 
Madsen, faro dealer at Kelley’s Silver Spur 
and the only man who had taken time to 
befriend him since he had come to Sun
down.

"Neal, if you got any ideas about cleaning 
up the town, forget about ’em. In the first 
place, remember that this ain’t yore home 
town back East. Out here, gambling is a 
legitimate business, and you can’t do any
thing about the honky-tonks. Of course, if 
you buck against Turk Harbolt and his 
gang, the decent citizens of Sundown will 
back you up. But remember, Sheriff Rucker 
is a damned jellyfish and won’t raise a hand 
against the Harbolt crowd. It’s all right to 
have ideals, to stand for law and order, 
kid, but you’ll find out you’ll have to back 
’em up with a six-gun here in Apache 
Valley.”

Buck Madsen was right. You had to back 
your ideas with a gun. And Sheridan didn’t 
want that. He had never held a gun on a 
man in his life. Besides, even if the thought 
of killing a human being hadn’t filled him 
with a sick horror, he would have no chance 
against these quick-trigger bad men. And
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Neal Sheridan didn’t want to die yet. He 
wanted to live, to take care of Mary and 
the boy.

Yes, and he wanted to build something 
proud and courageous out of the Sundown 
Courier. But how could he? Turk Harbolt 
had warned him. He was to soft-pedal the 
killings and other outrages perpetrated by 
the rustler gang, print only the versions 
approved by Harbolt.

Neal Sheridan’s jaw set stubbornly. He 
clenched his hands. Well, he wouldn’t do 
it, he told himself grimly. He wouldn’t 
junk his ideals for any man, nor would he 
let a bunch of thick-skulled, butchering 
morons run him out of the country. The 
rustlers would find they couldn’t bluff him 
out, tenderfoot though he was. He would 
buy a gun, then he would go straight to his 
friend, Buck Madsen, ask the gambler to 
teach him the secret of the lightning draw 
for which Buck was famous, teach him to 
shoot straight and true. A gun at his hip 
and a reputation for expert marksmanship. 
Maybe that would keep Harbolt’s outfit at 
a distance.

THINGS were pretty cjuiet in Sundown 
during the following month, with only 

the usual disturbances common to Frontier 
towns occurring in the honky-tonks and 
gambling houses along main street. Young 
Neal Sheridan received no more sinister 
calls from the outlaws. Nevertheless, he lost 
no time in learning to handle his new six- 
gun. He had a natural aptitude which sur
prised Buck Madsen. Under the gambler’s 
expert teaching, he became a dead shot, but 
somehow he couldn’t seem to develop a 
swift, smooth draw.

"It’s no use, Buck,” he said repeatedly. 
”1 can’t do it.”

"You’ll get it all right,” Buck Madsen 
reassured him. "Keep practicin’. Anyhow, 
you’ve learned the most important part of 
gun play, and that's to take yore time when 
you shoot. Most of these gunslicks, in
cludin' myself, get flustered when they put 
too much lightnin’ in their triggerin’. I’ve 
seen plumb famous gunhawks miss four out 
of five shots when they was facin’ a slow, 
sure gent like you.”

The peace which cloaked Sundown proved 
to be the calm before the storm. A mur
dered puncher sprawled in the mud at Cart
wheel Springs, cattle rustled wholesale from 
Ridell’s big Circle S outfit, threw Sundown 
into a turmoil. Indignant ranchers hinted 
that Turk Harbolt’s gang was on the ram

page again, talked of forming a vigilance
committee.

"But they won’t,” Buck Madsen pre
dicted. "Harbolt's got ’em buffaloed so 
they’re afraid to talk above a whisper. I’ll 
bet my bottom dollar most of them are the 
same gents who’ve been payin’ tribute money 
to Harbolt and harborin’ members ot his 
gang when they was on the dodge.”

Neal Sheridan printed scathing editorials 
directed at Sheriff Jay Rucker’s obviously 
half-hearted efforts to trail the killers of the 
Circle S cowboy and retrieve the stolen 
stock. When the Overton-Sundown Stage 
was robbed of a shipment of gold .ntended 
for Kelley of the Silver Spur, Sheridan 
printed the dying assertion of Sandy Rudd, 
shotgun messenger, that Hall, Turk Har
bolt’s right-hand man, was one of the four 
road agents who pulled the job. Sandy 
Rudd swore, almost with his last breath, 
that Hall was the one who had shot him 
when he refused to throw down the strong 
box.

Grimly, Neal Sheridan plunged into the 
election fight that was just beginning, took 
his stand with the law-and-order element 
ot Apache County, supporting Buck Madsen 
to replace Sheriff Rucker. The tenderfoot 
was making plenty of friends these days, 
and plenty' of enemies. t

Little Davy grew red-cheeked and husky. 
Mary Sheridan seemed happy as, more and 
more, Sundown’s feminine society took her 
to its bosom. If she was terrified by the 
trend of events on Apache Range, she gave 
no sign. Her husband had chosen his course 
of action. Neal Sheridan knew his wife’s 
loyalty, knew she would stand by him no 
matter what might come.

THE evening was clear and chill. Sun
down hummed with suppressed excite

ment as men talked guardedly of the latest 
election news, of the next move that the 
outlaws might be expected to make.

Neal Sheridan strode through the bat- 
wings of Kelley’s Silver Spur, nodded to 
acquaintances as he made his way to Buck 
Madsen’s table. The editor’s face lighted up 
as Buck Madsen glanced up, a fleeting smile 
lifting the corners of his wide mouth before 
he turned his attention back to the cards in 
his hand. Sheridan never took part in the 
games, but he liked to watch the tall, skilled 
gambler, liked to watch his supple fingers 
at work, his calm gray eyes studying the 
faces of the men at his table.

Sheridan was taken wholly by surprise
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when a heavy hand fell on his shoulder, 
twirled him around. His face paled as he 
stared into the milky eyes of Turk Harbolk

"Yuli ve been tryin’ tuh stir up trouble, 
Sheridan,” Harboit rumbled. "An’ yo’re 
gom’ to get yore share right now. Yuh 
should've got proof before yuh accused a 
friend of mine of stickin’ up the stage. 
Everybody knows that old fool Sandy Rudd 
was so drunk he couldn’t have told a road 
agent from a jack rabbit.’’

Quick anger burned through Neal Sheri
dan at Harbolt’s bluff. "That’s a he!” he 
flung out recklessly. "Harboit, you’ve got a 
nerve, coming here when everybody knows 
you’re a thief and murderer. If we had a 
sheriff with a backbone— ’’

Out of the corner of his eye Sheridan saw 
Buck Madsen scowl apprehensively, push 
his chair back.

"Shootin' off yore mouth again.” Turk 
Harboit’s voice turned cold, brittle with 
rage. He stepped back two or three paces, 
and his hands swung close to the thonged 
holsters at his thighs. "Yuh’ve g o t  a gun, 
you damned tenderfoot. Pull it an’ start 
shootin’.”

The challenge was like a dash of cold 
water in Sheridan’s face. Somehow he had 
completely forgotten that here on the Fron
tier, angry words almost inevitably led to 
gun play. Now, as he stared at Harbolt’s 
flat, merciless eyes, at the jutting butts of 
the outlaw's guns, his throat went horribly 
dry, and his arms felt numb. 'Harboit would 
kill him, he knew. He had no chance before 
this gun hawk, veteran of more than a score 
of six-gun duels.

A tiny muscle began to twitch under 
Sheridan's eye. There was a lot of difference 
between target shooting and facing a human 
killer with blood-lust in his eyes. Suddenly 
Sheridan thought of Mary, of little Davy. 
What would become of them if he were 
killed ? Even as the question flashed through 
his mind, he wondered if he were trying 
to explain the paralyzing fear which was 
coursing through him, trying to find an 
excuse for refusing to fight.

"You know I can’t match your gun speed, 
Harboit,” he managed to say at last. "You 
know I haven't a Chinaman’s chance, and 
that’s why you’re trying to force me into a 
showdown. I’m going to keep on fighting 
you in a different way, in the only way I 
know, with the Courier. I’ll bring law to 
this county with it, run you and your mur
dering gang off the range.”

There was a painful silence, then Harboit

threw back his head and laughed until his 
heavy jowls quivered.

"The nerve of the white-livered little rab
bit!” he said hoarsely, grinning triumphant
ly at the silent onlookers. "Says he’ll run 
me out after he’s run from a gun fight.” 

Abruptly, Harbolt’s face twisted into an 
ugly sneer. "Yo’re finished in Sundown, 
Sheridan. There ain’t a gent in Apache 
County will read yore damned paper after 
tonight. Yo’re yellow. That’s one story you 
won’t print, ain’t it?”

Neal Sheridan caught a glimpse of Buck 
Madsen then, and the look on the gambler's 
face stung him like a whip. Misery was 
there, and something else. Shame, that was 
it. Shame for Neal Sheridan.

Harboit strode forward deliberately, 
struck the tenderfoot editor across the mouth 
with his open hand. Sheridan, his face 
gray, lashed out at the outlaw with his fist. 
He had a supple, wiry strength which might 
have carried him far with another adver
sary, but which was wholly ineffectual 
against Harboit.

THE outlaw clipped him hard on the 
side of the head, then whirled him 

aloft with huge, pile-driver arms, hurled 
him bodily against a table. Sheridan cried 
out involuntarily as he struck, heard a snap
ping noise as a rib cracked against the edge 
of the table. Fiery pain darted through his 
side. Then he was on the floor, sick, dizzy, 
and Harboit was kicking him with his great 
booted feet.

He heard Buck Madsen’s roar of rage. 
"Leave that kid alone, Harboit, you damned 
bully!”

Then the outlaw. "Get outa the way, 
Madsen, I’m goin’ to teach this pilgrim a 
lesson he won’t forget.”

"I’ve got a couple of forty-five caliber 
arguments which says you won’t, Harboit,” 
the gambler said softly.

There was a brief silence, broken by Har
boit. "You win now, Madsen,” he sneered. 
"But next time it’ll be different. I’ll be 
lookin’ for yuh tomorrow, sundown, front 
of Kelley’s.”

"That suits me, Harboit," Buck Madsen 
answered unemotionally. " I’ll be there."

Sick despair held Sheridan as he got pain
fully to his feet, saw Turk Harboit stride 
away. Only one thing stood out clear and 
sharp against the whirl of thoughts which 
contused his brain. He couldn’t let Buck 
Madsen fight his battles for him.

He could hardly stand. He would have
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fallen but for the support of Madsen’s arm. 
The gambler drew Sheridan’s arm over his 
shoulder, helped the dazed pilgrim through 
the batwings, along the rough boardwalk. 
Neither man spoke. Sheridan’s shadowed 
race reflected an agony «which had little to 
do with his cracked rib or the purple bruise 
on his head. He was seeing again that si
lent, stricken crowd at Kelley’s. Men -who 
had given him the handclasp of friendship, 
alienated from him by one unforgivable 
breach of their code.

In front of the Courier office Sheridan 
thanked Buck Madsen haltingly. "But you 
can’t fight Harbolt tomorrow,” he said. "I— 
I'll meet him myself.”

"It’s out of yore hands now, Neal,” Buck 
Madsen said quietly. "Its my fight now. 
If I welshed, I wouldn’t be able to show 
my face— ”

ITe broke off, too late. “Don’t take it too 
serious, what happened tonight, Neal,” he 
said lamely. "After all, you can’t be ex
pected to— ”

"To act like a man, is that it?” Sheridan 
finished bitterly.

"No that ain’t it!” Madsen said sharply. 
"I was sayin’ that you can’t be expected to 
go against the bringin’ up you had back 
home. Killin’ ain’t in yore line. I under
stand how you feel.”

It hurt Sheridan to hear the tall gambler 
making excuses for him like that. He felt 
himself woefully unworthy of Buck Mad
sen's loyal friendship.

"I’m the one who will meet Harbolt to
morrow.” There was somber finality in 
Neal Sheridan’s voice, and a sinking feel
ing at the pit of his stomach.

Sleeplessness tortured him that night. He 
kept thinking of Buck Madsen’s kindness. 
Buck had done his best to show the tender
foot editor that the episode at Kelley’s made 
no difference in their friendship. But Sheri
dan, remembering the look on the gambler’s 
face during Harbolt’s tongue-lashing, knew 
that Buck had been hard hit.

Somehosv he would get to the outlaw 
first. Sheridan made no plans beyond that. 
There was no doubt in his mind regarding 
the outcome of the gunfight. He knew it 
would be sheer suicide, but that didn’t mat
ter now. He owed this to Buck Madsen, 
Yes, and owed it to Mary and the boy, too. 
A woman might excuse cowardice, but she 
hated it, nevertheless. And little Davy, 
someday his mother would tell him about 
his dad’s fight with Harbolt, and maybe 
then the boy would be just a little bit proud

of the way his father had tried to square 
accounts.

Neal Sheridan sighed tiredly. For the 
first time in many hours he was at peace 
with himself. He was glad now that he had 
had the foresight to make arrangements for 
the financial security of his family in case 
of his death. It was a great comfort to know 
that Mary and Davy would be taken care of. 
Presently, as stars began to fade, Sheridan 
sank into a dreamless sleep.

N  EARLY afternoon sun beat down 
on the sprawled cow-town, glared 

whitely on the weathered front of the Cour
ier office. Sheridan was helping Laynes, 
the wrinkled little oldster who assisted him 
with the Courier. The noise of the ancient 
press filled the room as the editor moved 
stiffly about his work, his face etched deep 
from the pain of his unbandaged side.

Davy Sheridan, bright-eyed and sturdy, 
trotted into the office, clambered to a table- 
top and sat among the copy papers his fa
ther had been editing. He leaned close, 
shouted in his dad’s ear. "Mother won’t let 
me go out and play, Dad. Why can’t I, 
huh?”

"Because Turk Harbolt—”
The heavy roar of a six-gun bellowed 

above the noise of the press, to the accom
paniment of breaking glass as a window- 
pane shattered, Neal Sheridan stared wildly, 
unbelievingly at the gush of blood at Davy’s 
hip, then, with a choking cry, he caught the 
sagging body of his son in his arms, ran 
into the back room.

They stopped the flow of blood, but 
Laynes shook his head grimly. "It’s bad, 
Mister Sheridan. You got to get the doctor, 
quick as you can.”

Sheridan, taking one look at the frozen 
horror on his wife’s face, lunged outside, 
raced up the street. Seconds later he was 
back. "The doctor’s gone,” he pronounced 
through stiff lips. "He left this morning 
and isn’t expected back before nightfall. 
His wife said I might find him at the Cir
cle S ranch.”

Snatching his hat from a wall peg, Sheri
dan bolted out the rear door, ran across the 
alley to Allen’s Livery Stable and Corral. 
He wasn’t a good rider, and the sight of the 
powerful sorrel that Lige Allen led out for 
him would have been disturbing under oth
er circumstances. But now—Only the skilled 
hands of Doc Crawford could save Davy’s 
life, and the only one who could bring back 
Doc Crawford was Neal Sheridan himself.
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There was no time to send anybody else. 
Alien couldn’t go. He was a cripple, inva
lided long ago by a bucking bronc. And 
Laynes would be of more use here than 
anywhere else. Sheridan could see that by 
the efficient way Laynes had bandaged 
Davy’s wound.

The sorrel had fire in its eye. On the 
third attempt, Sheridan managed to hit the 
saddle. The bronc had covered a quarter of 
a mile before his rider could get his right 
foot secure in the stirrup. Sheridan couldn't 
help but thrill to the great heart of the 
bronc as mile after mile slipped away be
hind. But as the minutes passed into an 
hour or more, his brain grew oblivious to 
ail but one thing—the memory of Davy ly
ing so white and still in his mother’s arms. 
Sheridan groaned. He must get the doctor 
in time. Nothing else was so important as 
that, not even the debt he would pay at 
sundown to the accompaniment of spurting 
six-guns. Sheridan wondered grimly who 
had fired that cowardly shot. One of the 
outlaws, of course. Harbolt would do any
thing to be rid of opposition.

Neal Sheridan’s fist tightened on the 
reins until the sorrel’s head began to toss 
impatiently. Harbolt would pay for this. 
Pay plenty.

Doc Crawford wasn’t at the Circle S, but 
Sheridan found him at a small ranch fur
ther down the valley. The old medico was 
just swinging into his saddle when Sheridan 
pounded up on the lathered sorrel.

I’ll slope back to town,” Crawford rum
bled after he heard Sheridan's story. "Fve 
got two more calls to make, but they’ll have 
to wait awhile.”

Doc Crawford’s long-limbed thorough
bred flashed down the dusty road like a red 
comet, soon outdistancing the tired sorrel.

For once, Sheridan took no joy in the 
smell of the clean, pungent prairie wind, 
nor in the rugged beauty of the hills which 
guarded the rich grazing lands of Apache 
Valley. He didn’t even look up as he 
passed the Circle S, didn’t see kindly Mrs. 
Ridell as she waved to him from the ranch 
house veranda. He just sat hunched in the 
saddle, the reins hanging loose in his fin
gers as his bronc slogged along.

He figured that he would be in town be
fore sundown, would have time to see Davy 
again before he met Harbolt. Presently he 
urged the sorrel into a thundering gallop. 
He must take no chances on being late—

Sheridan saw a flutter of white, knew it

meant trouble even before the breeze picked 
the scrap of paper off the ground and sent 
it sailing across the sorrel’s path. He 
grabbed for the saddle horn as the big 
bronc shied violently. There was a lurch 
and Sheridan suddenly felt suspended in 
midair, then the earth came up to meet him 
with a terrific jolt, and he was lying 
sprawled in the dust. The sorrel kept right 
on going.

SHERIDAN cursed, jumped up and ran 
after the bronc, but as the gap be

tween horse and man widened, he slowed 
to a shambling walk. There was no use to 
turn back to the ranch and borrow a bronc 
He was nearer town than to the Circle S, 
but that wasn’t saying much. Sheridan 
clenched his hands, cursed the chance which 
had set him afoot on this God-forsaken 
stretch of road. Would he ever see his son 
alive again, or would Davy be gone when 
he got back to town?

And Buck Madsen. As the sun dipped 
below the barren, crumpled hills, Buck 
would face Harbolt’s guns knowing that 
Neal Sheridan had failed him. He wouldn’t 
know that Sheridan had tried his best to 
fulfill his promise, that though fear of Har
bolt still gnawed at his vitals, he was ready 
to die rather then allow Buck Madsen to 
face killer-guns in his behalf.

The tenderfoot, his sunburned face 
streaming with sweat, broke into a run, kept 
it up until his legs buckled and he fell 
headlong. After that he went more slowly, 
his face grim, his eyes hopeless as he 
watched the sun arc down the sky toward 
the horizon.

W ith the dusk, Neal Sheridan came into 
the outskirts of Sundown. Main street was 
silent, empty except for a few racked pon
ies, a couple of merchants locking up for 
the night.

Mary ran out to meet him. "Neal,” she 
cried. "Thank God you’re safe! When that 
horse came back without you— ”

"Davy!” Sheridan gasped. "Is he— ?” 
"The doctor says he’s going to be ail 

right.”
It was Laynes who answered the rest of 

Sheridan’s questions "There wasn't no gun- 
fight,” the assistant said, frowning per
plexedly. "There’s somethin’ queer about 
the whole business. Harbolt was in town, 
swaggerin’ up and down in front of Kel
ley’s, cursin’ Buck Madsen for a coward. 
Buck didn’t show--ain’t been seen in town
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today. I can’t figger it, Mister Sheridan. 
Buck wouldn’t back down on a guniight. 
He ain’t that kind,”

Sheridan couldn’t figure it either. He 
didn’t try to, because his tired brain was 
playing tricks with his thinking.

Activity at Kelley’s began early. The 
town swarmed with Harbolt men, with oth
ers who were backing Sheriff Rucker against 
the law-and-order element in Apache Coun
ty. Sheridan, watching them ride in from, all 
directions, knew there would be plenty of 
gun-trouble before the night was over. 
There always was when Harbolt's hard- 
drinking, hard-fighting mob hit town.

Sheridan spent three hours looking for 
Turk Harbolt, without success. Everywhere 
he went, men watched him with hard, hos
tile eyes, but beyond that they didn’t molest 
him. He wondered at that. W hat were the 
outlaws waiting for? Turk Harbolt? Pres
ently Sheridan went home, went wearily to 
bed.

The uproar at Kelley's increased. There 
seemed to be some sort of celebration in 
progress. Long after the rest of the town 
had gone to sleep, it continued raucously, 
abating only when dawn crept over the 
prairie.

EAL SHERIDAN, still half-asleep, 
heard a commotion outside— the stac

cato roars of six-guns, scattered Apache war- 
whoops and the thunder of hoofs. Then, as 
he heard a swift knock, he jerked upright, 
groaned and got up stiffly, his face gray 
with the pain of his injured rib and the 
sore muscles all over his body.

Laynes, who occupied a cot in the office, 
was waiting for him at the door, his eyes 
bulged out with terror. "They’re here!” he 
gasped. "Harbolt’s gang, drunker than 
seven devils and loaded down with artil
lery. They’ll kill us all.”

Sheridan flung on his clothes, jerked his 
cartridge belt off a wall peg and snatched 
up a scattergun as he ran into the office. 
"Stay hack, Mary!” he shouted over his 
shoulder.

Laynes, the pallor of fear stamped on his 
weathered face, was already barricading the 
door. Through the window Sheridan saw a 
group of horsemen dismount in front of the 
deserted Bandbox Theater across the street, 
saw Turk Harbolt urge his flashy pinto 
btonc close to the Courier office in a swirl 
of dust, rein to a sliding halt, a triumphant 
leer on his beefy face.

"W e’re goin’ tub bust up yore damned

press, Sheridan,” the outlaw leader yelled. 
"C’mon out, or yuh might get hurt.” 

Sheridan poked the shotgun through a 
window pane. "You won’t wreck my press, 
Harbolt,” he said grimly. "Back up, or I’ll 
shoot you out of the saddle.”

Astonishment wiped the grin from Har
bolt’s face. He spurred the pinto across the 
street, dismounted and parleyed briefly with 
his men. Swiftly then, they scattered, three 
of them, with Harbolt, disappearing through 
the door of the Bandbox, the remaining 
five taking cover around the corners of the 
building. It wasn’t long before Sheridan 
and Laynes saw signs of stealthy movement 
behind the false front of the theater.

Laynes ducked as a slug crashed into the 
room. "W e ain’t got a chance,” he gasped. 
“Ain’t there a back door in the other room, 
where we can get out?”

"Yes.” Sheridan gripped Laynes’ arm. 
"Listen, you take Mary and Davy, get them 
out through the back way.”

Sheridan edged nearer the window, put 
down the shotgun and triggered carefully 
with his six-shooter. A rattle of gunfire 
sounded back of him and he heard a door 
slam violently. But just then a slug rocketed 
through the window, smashed along his 
skull. He saw blinding light, then a swift 
tide of black as dagger-points of pain struck 
at his head. A volley of bullets swarmed 
close, and Sheridan found himself crawling 
dazedly toward the back room, feeling 
deathly sick as he tried to peer through the 
sticky ooze which clouded his eyes.

He kept seeing the ugly, grinning face 
of Turk Harbolt behind a pair of smoking 
guns. He shivered as he remembered the 
animal cruelty in the gunman’s milky eyes, 
and fear went through him in waves that 
were like nausea, making him shake all 
over.

"Neal, you’re hurt!”
That voice shocked his brain back to 

clearness.
"Mary!” he said hoarsely. "Get out of 

here. You’ll be killed!”
Then he saw her. She was holding the 

derringer Laynes had carried in a shoulder 
holster. Her face was white, determined as 
she dropped to her knees beside him, ripped 
a piece from her dress and bandaged the 
wound on his head.

"And leave you here to face them alone?” 
she flashed. “I wouldn’t go with Laynes. 
Two of Harbolt’s men were posted back of 
the Crystal Dance hall. They—they killed 
Laynes as he ran outside.”
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Shame burned through Sheridan as he 
stared up at her. He could see that she was 
terribly afraid, but she was ready to face 
death with him. And he—Sheridan cursed 
himself silently. This was the second time 
he had turned tail, tried to crawl away from 
the thunder of Harbolt’s guns.

'T ve bolted the door,” the girl said 
breathlessly. "I’ll go back and keep them 
from rushing it.”

The gunmen across the street poured a 
fresh volley into the front wall of the build
ing. Sheridan set his jaw, scrambled over to 
the window, just in time to see a lone fig
ure emerge around a comer of the Band- 
box, run toward him. Sheridan wasn’t trem
bling now. A strange calm steadied his 
arm as he fired, and the man threw his 
hands up and dropped in the street.

THE tenderfoot's temples began to 
pound hotly, and a tingling exultation 

filled him. He fired again, as a sombrero 
showed above the false front of the the
ater, and the owner of the hat slid off the 
roof to sprawl inertly on the ground.

The outlaws were more cautious after 
that. Sheridan, in the lull which followed, 
crept along the floor out of range of the 
snipers and crawled into the back room to 
see if Mary and Davy were safe. Mary was 
peering through the curtains of the window.

"They haven’t fired a shot since they 
killed Laynes,” she whispered. "But they’re 
watching the door.”

Sheridan, pulling Mary aside, looked 
across the dusty alley that bounded the 
Courier building. Inside the dusky in
terior of the livery stable he saw a furtive 
movement, and as he watched, the gleaming 
muzzle of a shotgun slid out into sunlight, 
Sheridan pushed Maiy back into a darkened 
comer. "Don’t get near that window 
again,” he warned.

Mary’s dark eyes flew to where little 
Davy lay in his homemade crib. He was 
whimpering a little, awakened by the roar 
of gunfire. Sheridan’s face darkened as 
he stared at his small son, and a savage 
hate blossomed in him, hate for the human 
wolves who threatened his home, the lives 
of his loved ones.

The tinkle of shattering glass and the 
whine of a bullet sent him bounding head
long into the office. Recklessly he emptied 
his six-shooter at the windows of the Band- 
box. He heard a faint curse, then some
thing hit him, sent him crashing to the

floor. Like a man in a dream, he groped 
to his knees. Methodically, conscious of 
burning pain, he tore off his shirt, ripped 
it into strips and bandaged the hole in his 
shoulder. His head was throbbing like a 
drum as he reloaded his six-shooter. Better 
take this thing slow, be calm.

But it was hopeless, he knew that. The 
odds were too great. And there was no 
help forthcoming unless some of Sundown’s 
citizens formed a vigilance committee, as 
they had long threatened. Sheridan knew 
better than to expect aid from Sheriff 
Rucker. As a matter of fact, he now re
called, die sheriff and his deputies had 
thundered out of town at sunup yesterday 
on the pretense of trailing a road agent 
whose crime was three days old. Sheridan 
smiled contemptuously, and a longing 
gripped him, a wish that he could live 
to rid Apache County of its crooked sheriff.

Then, abruptly, determination replaced 
the longing. He would live to replace 
Rucker with an honest lawman. The Cour
ier would be his weapon. Men of Sun
down might hate him for the thing that 
had happened at Kelley’s but he would fin
ish the job he had started, clean up Apache 
County before he left it forever.

Two more of Harbolt's gunmen slid off 
the Bandbox roof to land in a heap be
side the dead men on the ground, as Sheri
dan’s six-shooter bellowed twice. Then the 
editor jerked convulsively, sagged against 
the wall as a slug ripped into his hip. In 
a fog, he managed to stanch the flow of 
blood. Wearily then, he tried desperately to 
steady his aim as an overpowering weakness 
flooded through him.

In that moment, he dared to feel a sud
den kinship with the men who had pio 
neered the West, fought to save their homes, 
their herds, first from savages, later from 
men like Harbolt and his outlaw pack. Now 
at last he began to understand the code 
such men lived by. No wonder they had 
repudiated him at Kelley’s that night. Men 
who lived as dangerously, courageously as 
these couldn’t be expected to understand, 
much less respect, the motives of a man 
who accepted passively the brand of cow
ard, tenderfoot though he was.

The sun was beating down fiercely on 
the Courier office now, and its heat added 
to Sheridan’s misery. Shaky and sick, 
streaming with sweat, he sent shot after 
shot crashing into the windows of the 
Bandbox. It was impossible to tell if his
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shots had effect. There seemed to be no 
lessening of the steady fire from across 
the street.

SHERIDAN, fumbling for a fifth car
tridge for his gun, dragged his swim

ming gaze down to the empty box. He 
knew the game was up now. There would 
be no more Courier, after all, and no more 
Neal Sheridan. Grimly he squared his jaw, 
and the light in his eyes gleamed bright. 
He would make these last shots count.

The chill voice of Turk Harbolt startled 
his reeling senses. An icy breath rippled 
along his spine as he realized that the out
law leader had somehow managed to sneak 
across the street, was hidden somewhere 
close to the Courier office.

"Come outa there, Sheridan,” the outlaw 
bellowed. "Or I’ll fire the building. Come 
out alone, and yore family will be safe. 
Stay in and you'll all burn. Yore pal Mad
sen can't help yuh now. He’s dead!” 

Anguish gleamed in Sheridan’s eyes. So 
that was it! They had killed Buck, bush
whacked him so Harbolt wouldn’t have to 
face the gambler’s gun-skill.

It wasn’t a bluff, that threat to fire the 
building. Sheridan knew that. Maybe—
maybe if he did as Harbolt ordered, Mary 
and Davy would be safe. Slowly, fighting 
the feverish dizziness which clutched him, 
the tenderfoot editor got to his feet, stag
gered to the door and pulled at the table 
Laynes had wedged against it. He was 
scarcely aware of his wife’s arms about him, 
her terrified voice calling. "Neal, you can’t 
go out there. I won't let you.”

He pushed her into the back room, 
slammed the door. Then he was lurching 
out into the hot shadows of the boardwalk. 
Bullets ripped at him from the Bandbox, 
but he paid no heed, for at the corner of 
the Courier office stood two men. One 
was a dark, hawk-faced gent, and the other 
was Turk Harbolt. Sheridan raised his 
gun. He had to get Harbolt. He was sure 
now that there would be no safety for Mary 
and Davy so long as this kill-crazy devil 
was alive.

Dimly, he was conscious of gunfire be
hind him, but the whine of slugs past his 
ears ceased abruptly. The hawk-faced man 
triggered twice as Sheridan took careful aim. 
The tenderfoot took a slug in the thigh, 
then his own gun bucked, and the outlaw 
beside Turk Harbolt crumpled.

Harbolt’s gun was roaring. A slug

smashed Sheridan in the chest, sent him 
reeling against the bullet-splintered wall. By 
sheer force of will he lifted his heavy gun, 
tried to line Harbolt in the wavering sights. 
The outlaw leader was stalking toward 
him, guns spurting. Sheridan, bracing him
self against the wall, triggered at that evil, 
grinning face. Then he slumped down, a 
bloody froth creeping through his lips. 
He couldn’t see Harbolt now. He couldn’t 
see anything. Thoughts flashed through 
his brain, thoughts of Mary, of little Davy 
and of Buck Madsen.

Vaguely he heard footsteps, hushed 
voices. His fingers dropped away from 
his bloody gun and he lay still.

W HEN he opened his eyes he found 
himself staring at a familiar ceiling. 

He saw Mary Sheridan’s head pressed - 
against his shoulder, heard her desolate 
sobbing. Ringed about him were men he 
knew, men who had been his friends be
fore that night at Kelley’s. Two of them 
were supporting the weight of Buck Mad
sen, who was staring down at Sheridan 
with eyes that were suspiciously moist. "The 
doc’s on his way,” Buck said huskily.

"By damn,” someone said hoarsely. "That 
was a fight.”

There was a question in Sheridan’s eyes. 
"Turk Harbolt?" he whispered faintly.

"You got him, partner,” a soft-voiced 
rancher said reassuringly. "You killed six of 
the worst hombres that ever deviled Apache 
County, hombres that had the rest of us 
plumb gentled an’ eatin’ out of their hands.” 

"Yeah,” a ruddy-faced cowhand offered 
sheepishly. "It took Buck Madsen tuh start 
this here vigilance committee a-rollin’. An’ 
him laid up with a load o’ buckshot that 
was a present from Harbolt hisself.” 

"Buck,” someone muttered impatiently, 
"tell this here fightin’ editor of ours how 
we feel about him.”

"Neal,” Buck Madsen said soberly. "The 
boys want you to know they’re pullin’ for 
you from now on. You got to live, partner. 
Apache County needs a gent like you to 
keep its wings clipped and its war-teeth 
pulled.”

Sudden hope burned in Sheridan’s eyes. 
He couldn’t die. He must go on and finish 
his job. The Harbolt gang was laid low. 
These men—his friends were ready to back 
him. Swallowing the blood that rose to his 
lips, he smiled faintly, and Mary Sheridan, 
looking into his eyes, stopped crying.



GUN-BROTHER 
OF THE WILD BUNCH

by G. W. BARRINGTON
Out of the rustler-ruled rangeland, into the maw of Mesa Town's gun-greed and trig
ger-treachery came Blondy Summers . . . with the sign of the killer in his walk, and 

the magic of sudden death riding in the holster on his hip!

Preston dropped like a stricken beef when 
the puncher’s six-gun bellowed angrily.

ONION JONES, bald, rubicund, per
petually perspiring proprietor of 
the Oasis, was versatile, ambidex

trous and facile-minded.
Attesting which, witness that, late one 

afternoon, Onion was polishing a glass on 
his apron, whistling La Paloma tunefully, 
reading the big Denver Weekly spread on 
the bar before him, and keeping a mental 
score of the four-handed pool game in 
progress on the combination table at the 
far end of the long, low ceiled garish room. 

Having disciplined his eyes, ears, hands

and whistling apparatus to work independ
ently, Onion was hitting efficiently on all 
cylinders with no lost motion anywhere, but 
had to give it up and concentrate when the 
creaking shutter door swung open, and 
Sheriff Harry Martindale shoved his saddle- 
stained person inside.

Stopping La Paloma right in the midst 
of an ascending trill that was his pride, 
brushing the paper aside, adding the glass 
to a glittering pyramid on the back bar, and 
letting the score of the pool game take 
care of itself for the time being, Onion pol-
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ished his way to the rear end of the bar, 
then stood, rag in hand, one attentive ear 
cocked to catch the sheriff’s order. As he 
did so, the shutter creaked again, and three 
of Martindale’s deputies filed back to set 
jingling heels on the polished brass rail and 
nod their heads in silent endorsement when 
their chief spun a dollar on the bar and or
dered straight rye.

Setting out the red-amber bar bottle, 
Onion slid a glass to the elbow of each of 
his patrons without moving out of his 
tracks, then commenced cracking ice for the 
chasers.

Knowing fagged and thirsty men when 
he saw them, Onion put on full steam, deft
ly spinning a glass of ice-water to the elbow 
of each, as the bottle was passed along the 
line.

Slapping ashy-looking dust off his cordu
royed arms with his wide-cuffed buck gaunt
lets, the big, sandy-headed, open-faced 
sheriff noted the bustling proprietor’s effi
ciency with open admiration.

"Some worker yourself, Onion,” he ap
plauded, then added, with a twinkle of 
amusement in his mild gray eyes, "Don't 
know but I’ll have to fire this bunch, an’ 
take you on.”

Two of the sheriff’s helpers, the Preston 
twins, were lank, freckled and fiery headed 
plains punchers serving only during the 
emergency which confronted the peace of
ficer. These grinned sheepishly at his sly 
dig, and let it go at that.

The third, a regular deputy, was dark, 
middle aged, sober faced, heavy of body 
and slow of thought and motion. Failing 
to respond to his chief’s badinage, the dep
uty eyed his drink glumly.

"Needn’t kid us,” he growled. “Can’t see 
that you’ve rounded up any great big herd 
o’ holdup artists yourself, in these last few 
weeks.”

Martindale threw his big head back and 
his even teeth flashed white as he laughed 
uproariously.

"Stung!" he admitted. "Stung, an’ fair 
enough, at that. Needn’t look so ringy 
about it though, Hollis. I know you boys is 
all right. Just hurrahin’ you a mite. C’mon, 
le’s study our astronomy—looking at the 
sky through a glass. Here’s hopin’ we ketch 
that ranny!”

"Which we will,” Hollis contributed, 
with stolid purposefulness, gripping his 
glass with thumb and all four fingers.

As the four crooked their elbows in uni

son, Onion scratched his shining dome 
thoughtfully, and ventured a direct ques
tion.

"Rustlers workin’?”
"Worse’n that,” Martindale answered 

gloomily. "Denver stage outa Hillview was 
held up in Grizzly Gulch on the down trip 
this mornin’. One lone waddy done it. Got 
a big haul at that—an even ten thousand all 
in big bills.”

”Le’s see,” Onion considered. "OF Dick 
Wade is drivin’ on that line, ain’t he?”

"Was drivin’,” Martindale corrected him 
suggestively. "Dick got foolish and went 
fur the sawed-off shot gun he had cached 
back of the cushion,”

Onion pursed his thin lips and whistled 
in astonishment.

"Now look at that!” he grunted disgust
edly. "Dick got gray as a rat drivin’ that 
line, then had t’ go an’ make a bum play 
like that.

"Them fellers back there is all right,” 
he added, dropping his voice as the sheriff 
turned his back to the bar, hooked a heel 
over the footrail and gave the four at the 
pool table a deliberate once over.

"That’s the big trouble aroun’ this coun
try,” Hollis cut in, setting down his glass 
and wiping the back of his hand across his 
mouth. "Ev’rybody ’roun’ here’s awright, 
still rustlin’ an’ stage holdups goes right 
on. Some o’ these awright fellers is aw- 
wrong, if we only kin Agger out which one 
it is.”

"Well, it ain’t none of them boys back 
there,” Onion insisted. "Anyway, if that 
holdup was way over in the gulch, how 
come you fellers is prowlin’ ’roun’ in Mesa ? 
What makes you think that ranny’s at this 
crossroads ?”

"Well, he ain’t nowheres else,” Martin
dale answered, grinning whimsically,

"Fact is, Onion,” he continued, "this 
bein’ the seventh straight holdup an’ clean 
getaway in this county in six weeks, each 
a one man fiesta, I was pretty close behin’ 
that ranny this time. Got the Denver line 
covered both ways, foothill trails, too. Only 
way fur him t’ git out is through Mesa an’ 
east over the prairie—an’ m en die boys is 
here, ready, t’ pick up ary strange maverick 
that strays—”

"As I was sayin’,” Onion cut in, giving 
his shining dome an almost perceptible jerk 
toward the front and winking warningly, 
"as I was sayin’, you kin have your suppers
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sent in from the Dutchmans next door if 
you like. They’s a table back there you kin 
use."

ONION turned to the cash register to 
ring up the sheriff’s coin. As he wad

dled back with the change, he appeared to 
note for the first time that he had a new 
patron at the upper end of the bar.

Just inside the shutter, and with his back 
against it, a lean, withy looking young fel
low stood, deliberately appraising the room 
and its occupants.

Open blue eyes, serious enough at the 
moment, but somehow conveying an impres
sion of humor ready to rise, collaborated 
with the sunburst of curly amber hair to 
suggest the effeminate, an implication which 
the firm chin and resolute mouth valiantly 
denied.

In apparel the stranger presented an
other paradox.

The black silk shirt with flaring scarlet 
neckcloth caught with a silver loop, the 
picturated elkhide vest and heavily-studded 
hatband, holsters and leather cuffs, bespoke 
the prairie dandy. Disputing them flatly, the 
corduroy trousers, high-heeled boots and 
plain, wooden-butted sixes looked capable 
enough.

Lolling with his back against the bar and 
elbows resting on it, one heel hooked over 
the rail, thumbs tucked beneath his belt, the 
sheriff eyed the newcomer aslant in a si
lence that grew oppressive.

Onion pottered about the back bar. The 
twins politely curbed their surging curiosity 
and made pretense of cigarette making. 
Hollis fixed his somber, muddy eyes on the 
stranger and scowled thoughtfully.

One of the four at the pool table cuffed 
the balls about absently, the other three 
staring steadily toward the front.

Every cubic inch of air in the stale, dingy 
place was charged with dynamics, a situ
ation to which the man at the shutter was 
not oblivious. Commencing with the sheriff, 
he made a quick inventory of every occu
pant of the room.

A little smile crinkled the corners of his 
mouth as he shot a keen appraising glance 
at Martindale. The twins were swept from 
head to foot with a look that was a mere 
flash, but appeared to fix their status defi
nitely. Dour-browed Hollis came in for 
more attention, and Onion was similarly 
flattered.

The four at the pool table earned 
but one collective inspection, which, short 
as it was, gave the hovering bartender time 
to lean across the bar and whisper his ver
dict into the sheriff’s ear.

"B-a-double-d, ba-a-ad,’’ Onion assayed 
him.

By "bad’’ Onion didn't mean that the 
stranger was wicked or depraved, but only 
that he was a fighter from crown to sole.

Martindale nodded his big head in short 
affirmative, then shifted his position and 
gave his right holster a cuff to the front.

Slight as the motion was, it caught the 
newcomer’s eye, as did the supporting move 
of Hollis, who eased away from the bar and 
tramped heavily to the wall opposite, a sa
gacious flank movement strictly in keeping 
with the subtle deputy’s character.

The newcomer’s reaction was as unique 
as it was instantaneous.

Smiling whimsically, he deserted the 
shutter, and with the typical cowboy roll 
in his gait walked straight down the bar, 
then around the end, and back along it to 
where Onion was standing. Turning his 
back to the astounded proprietor, the new
comer raised his gauntleted hands high and 
grinned over his shoulder as he drawled, 
"Well, peel me, Mister.”

"Peel you?” Onion sputtered. "Why 
what the-— Say, I ain’t no valley! If 
you wanta shed ’em, just shuck 'em off, 
yourself!”

“ ’Fraid to,” the newcomer admitted, his 
grin broadening as he jerked his blond 
head toward those in front of the bar. 
"Them gazabos out there is so plumb 
nervous lookin’ that I dassent poke a hand 
towards my belt fur fear they'll fall over 
in a fit an’ mess this place all up. What’s 
the matter ’ith me, anyway?” he inquired, 
dropping his head to look his trim figure 
over solicitously. "Pants tored, or some
thin’ ?”

"Look like you're assembled plumb prop- ■ 
er,” Onion remarked, judgmatically, then 
added with proper asperity at thought that 
the sacred precincts of the back bar were 
being flagrantly invaded. "You may stay 
assembled, too—if you quit this monkey- 
foolin’ and g’t t ’ hell outa here! Other
wise, I ain’t guaranteein’ nothin’."

The blond young puncher shook his head 
in seeming uneasiness and looked at Mar
tindale, who had revolved slowly to keep 
his eye on the newcomer as the latter left 
the door for the back bar.



56 COWBOY SHORT STORIES

"You big feller, with the tinware on your 
suspenders,’’ the stranger drawled. "Reck
on you could stand the tremendous strain 
if I dropped my hands t’ unhook this 
belt?”

Martindale flushed hotly, then his easy 
good nature asserted itself. "Come ’roun' 
in front, Mister,” he invited. "We was 
about t’ take our first dose o’ medicine. 
Git your belly t’ the mahogany an’ tell the 
man what.”

Watching slant-eyed, Onion saw the 
puncher make quick inventory of the four 
recently drained glasses, and smiled com- 
prehendingly as he lowered his long arms 
and unhooked his belt.

"Safety first,” he explained, as he start
ed around the bar, handing the belt and 
guns to Onion as he passed. "You fellers 
may be amicable-minded, but you don’t 
laoks it. If you plug me you will do it 
knowin’ that I’m plumb afoot.”

"K-double-e-n ke-e-en,” Onion muttered 
to himself as he hustled glasses for the 
five. "He saw even how much ice was 
melted in them chaser glasses, an’ knowed 
Martindale lied when he said they hadn’t 
drunk none fur a long spell. K-double-e-n, 
keen, an’ plumb bad! Next thing is—what 
fur?”

The newcomer lifted his glass last, 
drained it slowly after the others had set 
down their empties.

Then he leaned a withy shoulder on 
the bar and started a sinewy hand toward 
his hip pocket moving it in a wide, slow 
circle as he drawled, "Don’t nobody git 
nervous when I make this gesture. Just 
goin’ fur the makin’s.”

Martindale and the twins grinned sheep
ishly, but, sulking at the stranger’s other 
elbow, gloomy browed Hollis growled, "No
body’s a cussed bit afraid of you, Mister, 
an—”

"So-o-o?” the puncher cut in, raising 
his brows in guileless surprise. "Waal, in 
that case, what fur did you shuffle over 
there t’ the wall an’ squeeze the rivets outa 
them smokesticks a bit ago? Do that ev’ry 
time a gent drops in here fur a little life- 
saver, eh?”

THE flush on the deputy’s dark heavy 
face deepened, but open-dealing Mar

tindale took the conversation away from 
him.

"We was stallin’ you all right,” he ad
mitted frankly, "Fact is, they was a hold
up over in the hills this mornin', an’ some*

wheres twixt there an’ here is the gent that 
done it. It’s got t’ come out this way. No 
chance a-tall t’ git a hawse out anywheres 
else. Got the hill trails all plugged. By the 
way, Mister, which way you ridin’?”

The puncher continued blowing a recalci
trant oblong of rice paper loose from his 
packet, then commenced sifting granulated 
tobacco into it, as he answered, "East.” 

A heavy silence greeted the admission. 
The twins shuffled their feet in embar

rassment. Onion coughed high in his throat 
as a nervous man does when the tension 
tightens. Hollis scowled blacker than ever, 
and even Martindale looked grave as he 
shot a more direct question.

"An’ whereabouts from ?”
"Cheyenne, by way of Denver,” the stran

ger answered, then stuck the finished cig
arette on his lip and hoisted a muscular 
leg to scratch a match.

There was another heavy silence while 
the young puncher cupped both hands over 
the blazing bit of wood, the habit of one 
accustomed to the open, squinting one eye 
to fend off the heat as he turned the other 
on Hollis.

"Well, somebody say it,” he drawled, 
finally straightening and flipping the match 
over his shoulder with a snap of his thumb.

"Awright,” Martindale said, motioning 
Hollis to be quiet. "I’ll ask right in 
meetin’. Just where’d you bunk last night?” 

"Empty cabin on Topknot Hill,” the 
puncher answered readily. "Furthermore 
I'm headed fur North Platte, where I ride 
fur the Cody outfit—when I ain’t some
where else. Name’s Billy Summers, com
monly knowed as Blondy. My ma’s a Meth
odist, an' dad votes the Republican ticket, 
most usual, an’ I snore some when I'm 
tried. Further information on demand."

"She’s demanded,” Martindale announced 
promptly. "What I wanta know is, who’d 
you see goin' t' Topknot or cornin’ away 
from there? In other words, lay in’ my 
cards right down, I’m doubtin' that you 
rid all the way from there t ’day ’thout us 
ketchin’ sight of you some—bein’ as we 
put in the day twixt there an’ here.” 

Blondy considered the question for some 
time, then went to the rear of the room and 
sat down with his back in a corner. Tilt
ing his spurred heels to the table-top, he 
hailed those up front.

"Come an’ ride herd on me,” he invited 
them. "I ain’t gonna answer no ' lore ques
tions, none whatever.”

"Ride herd is right,” Martindale growled
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peevishly. "Go watch ’im, Hollis. Don’t 
take no chances. If he makes a crooked 
play, shoot ’im in two. Now keep your 
eye peeled an—”

"But wouldn’t it be better t ’ find out 
whether he told the truth or not, ’fore you 
close-pen ’im that-a-way?” asked a mild 
voice from the upper end of the room.

Unnoticed the shutter had swung again, 
and just inside stood a little iron-gray man 
with long, drooping mustaches and bushy 
black brows, frosted at the tips.

A vest and trousers of butternut jeans, 
with battered felt hat that matched - their 
color, flaming new sleeve-garters and hob
nailed boots bespoke the miner or pros
pector.

THE plain wooden butts of a pair of old 
style sixes protruded from the worn 

holsters which swung on a broad heavy 
belt, carrying a double row of cartridges.

Over one arm was thrown a long-skirted 
frock coat which matched the pants and 
vest.

The rock-hard face matched with the 
rest of him—rugged, furrowed, leathery, 
with a slightly beaked nose and sharply pro
truding chin. The eyes were shoe-black, 
piercing, never at rest.

"As I was sayin’,” the latest comer re
marked, as he strode up to the bar with 
the firm, brisk step that one would expect 
of him, "if that puncher says he bunked 
over on Topknot, an’ you say he didn’t 
bunk over on Topknot, why don’t you just 
up an’ find out who’s right? They’s a tele
phone up at the Silverton mine, on the hill 
next t ’ Topknot. Why don’t you just call 
’em up an’ git the straight of it?”

"Aw, let ’em dream, stranger,” Blondy’s 
drawl floated from the rear of the room. 
"Never mind me. Better look out fur your
self. Them man-ropers ’ll be havin’ you 
hawgtied in a minute or so.”

"Like hell they will,” the little iron-gray 
man announced indifferently. "Well, what 
you gonna say?” he inquired, turning to 
Martindale.

"Reckon you're right,” the fair-minded 
sheriff admitted. "Course I can't see how he 
g o t down here 'thout runnin’ over us, if he 
did come from Topknot way, Howsomever, 
we kin phone an’ see if anyone built a fire 
out there last night. If they did, it musta 
been him. Central's over at the stage office. 
I'll just lope over there an’ call ’em up." 

"Drinkin’ first?” the newcomer inquired,

shifting his coat to the other arm and ap
propriating the bar bottle, then looking ex
pectantly at Onion, who trotted to bring 
glasses.

Having imbibed a lonesome draft, the 
others not being a-thirst, the stranger jerked 
the end off a cheroot with his even front 
teeth, lighted a match on the end of his 
notched thumbnail, and puffed furiously as 
he leaned his straight back against the wall 
and watched the revival of the pool game.

Fifteen minutes brought Martindale, 
mystified, but apologetic.

While the twins looked their disappoint
ment and Hollis growled protests beneath 
his breath, the sheriff admitted that he had 
been hasty and apologized fulsomely.

Yes, he’d got Ed Holcomb, the mine 
manager on the wire, and it was a lucky 
thing at that. Ed had seen a fire on Top- 
knot on the previous evening. It was an 
unusual place to camp, so Ed had looked 
over there again in the morning, and saw 
the geezer’s breakfast fire, just before sun
up.

"That settles it, pardner,” the sheriff 
wound up his tale. "No chanct fur a feller 
t ’ git a hawse down from there in time t’ 
shag over inta the gulch an’ hold ol’ Dick 
up. You're plumb loose on this range, so 
git your belt an’ buckle 'er on. Further
more, everybody step up an’ have one ’ith 
me, an’ no hard feelin’s."

"Shake,” invited the iron-gray man, shift
ing the coat again to extend a lean hand 
and pump the sheriff’s arm energetically. 
"Name’s Benson—John Benson. Live down 
Fort Sidney way. Maybe you’ve heard of 
me?”

Martindale shook his head dubiously.
"Maybe have. I’m a poor hand at remem

berin’ names. Well, le’s liquor up. We got 
t’ be ridin’. Cornin’ almost sundown, an’ 
somewheres twixt here an’ them hills is a 
waddy that’s grabbed off ten thousand, and 
nicked ol’ Dick Wade.

"He’s just nachully bound t’ be in there, 
’cause he ain’t passed here. If he won't 
come out, we got t’ shag in there an’ roust 
’im. Beats hell, though, that— Gor aw- 
mighty, what’s cornin’ next?”

The shutter again.
Not inside this time, but just without, 

and holding the door open with one hand, 
stood a slender, dark-haired girl in a blue- 
flannel shirt, chic corduroy skirt, flat- 
brimmed gray hat and trim riding boots,
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■who beckoned with her free hand and 
called, "Oh, Daddy!’’

A S BENSON’S erect figure left the bar 
to stride briskly across the sawdust- 

littered floor to the front in answer to her 
summons, Hollis eased to the sheriff’s elbow 
and whispered, "How ’bout him? Where 
you reckon he dropped from?”

Martindale started at the abrupt question, 
then eyed Benson's trim back aslant as the 
latter stood in the doorway, engaged in low
voiced conversation with his daughter.

Beyond them a saddled pinto and a fat, 
black packhorse laden with camp dunnage, 
stood at the edge of the walk. Both were 
droopy-eared and dust-caked from hard 
travel.

"Hu-u-m!” Martindale grunted, scratch
ing his big head dubiously at sight of the 
tired horses. "Maybe you’re right, Hollis, 
but— ”

'Awright, hon. Be with you in a min
ute,” Benson said in a louder tone as he 
swung the shutter to and turned back to the 
bar. Outside they heard the jingle of the 
girl’s spurs and the light tap of her heels 
across the walk as she stepped to the edge 
of the wide wooden awning where the 
horses stood.

"Got t’ ride,” Benson announced laconi
cally, then jerked the cheroot from his 
mouth with one hand and raised his neg
lected drink with the other.

As he set down the glass and brushed the 
drooping mustaches two ways to make room 
for the cheroot, Hollis nudged Martindale, 
and the big sheriff asked, a little diffidently, 
"Ridin' which way, Mister?”

Again that heavy silence, a silence that 
seemed to shriek aloud. In the act of re
lighting the expired cheroot, Benson 
snapped his head slightly toward his ques
tioner and bored him with his restless sloe 
eyes as he continued to puff at the obstinate 
weed.

Having regained his belt, Blondy strolled 
to the rear of the men knotted at the bar.

After starting the cheroot to glowing, 
Benson shifted his eyes from the sheriff to 
Hollis, then snarled unexpectedly, "None of 
your damn’ business!”

With the words the Oasis snapped from 
tense expectancy to roiled activity.

Onion dropped his rag with ludicrous 
suddenness, slapped both hands palms down 
on the bar, and stood like a mute motion
less emblem of neutrality, only his worried 
eyes moving in futile attempt to keep up

with the kaleidoscopic shifting of positions 
by every man in the room.

Back by the poo! table, four cues struck 
the floor almost in unison as the players 
dropped them to claw at their hips, only to 
pause in the act and face about obediently 
as, behind them, Blondy’s voice sounded 
cold and hard and crackling like ice break
ing in a swollen river.

"Hands off them guns! Steady, now! 
Face around t’ the wall, an' pet it some with 
your fingers!”

Simultaneously, Martindale and the Pres
ton twins swung around in time to see Hol
lis lumbering to his former position at the 
wall, revolving slowly there, just in time to 
feel his ribs prodded by a gun in the gnarled 
hand of Benson, who had taken three cat
like backward steps.

Jerking the deputy around on his heel, 
the iron-gray man grew a second gun mirac
ulously in his free hand and poked its 
frowning black muzzle over Hollis’ shoulder 
straight at the sheriff’s broad chest.

"Easy as is!” Benson snapped, his sloe 
eyes appearing to cover every part of the 
room. "Don’t nobody git the arm-wiggles 
till I say when!”

M e a n w h i l e , the shutter had 
slammed open so hard that it banged 

against the battered cigar case, and the girl 
appeared on the threshold again, this time 
holding at a business-like level a sawed-off 
shotgun, strategically located to rake the bar 
from end to end.

Every inch a finer model of her rugged 
sire, the girl squinted a calculating brown 
eye along the dull, blue-steel barrel, fairly 
radiating firm determination and alert readi
ness.

"Now then, you sheriff feller!”
Benson's fuming cheroot gyrated rapidly 

in a corner of his mouth as he spoke.
Bewildered Martindale, slow-thoughted 

and slow-moving under any circumstances, 
jerked out of a daze and ran his tongue 
along the edge of a dry lip, then gulped, 
"W ell?”

"Turn aroun’ an’ lay your hands on the 
bar! You other jaspers, too! That’s right 
an’ plumb sensible. Steady, now! Hey, 
Barkeep!”

"Who, me?” Onion sputtered. "Say, 
pardner, I’m declarin' absolute neutrality, 
now an’ hereafter. I ain’t lost no stage- 
robbers nor no cattle rustlers nor no sheriffs. 
All I want is—”
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"Uh-huh, I understand,” Benson cut in, 
spitting out the frazzled stogie without mov
ing his head. "‘However, circumstances 
sometimes rises in which a feller hasta do 
as he’s cold, whether he likes it or not. This 
is one of them times. Now you ramble out 
here in front an’ peel the belts off them 
jaspers."

In the doorway the girl shifted the shot
gun to keep pace with the sweating bar
tender’s fumbling movements, always hav
ing it frowning at the man whose belt he 
was unbuckling as he disarmed the three 
at the bar.

As Onion removed the belt from the 
second Preston twin and tossed it behind 
the bar, Hollis suddenly heaved back with 
all the strength of his sturdy legs, jamming 
Benson tightly against the wall behind 
them. With a motion he dragged out a 
gun and started to jam it underneath his 
own shoulder.

As the gun flashed around in a short 
arc, destined for the straining body of Ben
son, a shot crashed out from the rear of the 
room, followed by a curse from Hollis and 
the chug of his gun on the floor, then by 
Blondy’s even drawl, "Don’t nobody go an’ 
get excited none. One gazabo went an’ 
played outa his turn, an* I had t’ amputate 
his gun Next jasper makes a bobble may 
not be so lucky. Hey, Boss! Ramble on 
back here an’ shuck these waddies, so they 
won't feel plumb neglected!”

Pe r s p ir in g  copiously and stepping
gingerly. Onion disarmed the pool 

players, then cuffed sweat off his dripping 
forehead and planted himself by the refrig
erator, where he stood shuffling uneasily 
while Blondy and Benson ranged the room’s 
occupants against the back wall.

"’Program?” Blondy inquired of Benson, 
smiling as he looked past that fiery-eyed old 
warrior to where the girl still stood keeping 
the unwavering shotgun at a level.

"Get away!” Benson barked back lacon
ically.

“Awright, you an’ her start ridin’. I’ll 
foller when you got a good lead. She better 
leave me that shotgun, though. Looks kinda 
miscellaneous actin', if you git what I 
mean.’’

‘ Goin’,’’ Benson acquiesced, starting out 
promptly.

At the door he turned to bore the sheriff 
through with the sfoe eyes, then shifted 
them to where Hollis stood glowering and 
gripping his numbed wrist.

"Good evenin', gentlemen,” Benson ad
dressed them suavely, then clumped over 
the walk and across the dun, hoof-cupped 
street to untie his roachmaned roan gelding 
from the hitchrack on the opposite side of 
the street.

Swinging into saddle, he loped back to 
look inquiringly at his daughter, who still 
stood dominating the situation with the 
sawed-off gun,

“Ready!” Benson announced crisply, 
after giving the pack-horses’ tie-rope a half 
hitch around his saddle horn.

"Just a minute!” Blondy called from in
side, then tramped back to lock the rear 
door and throw the key into the street 
ahead of him as he reappeared in the door
way, then crossed to get his rangy silver- 
trimmed dun gelding from the rack.

"Preparedness,” he remarked, as he 
dropped the rein at the edge of the walk, 
then reached for the shotgun.

"'Ready!” Benson announced again, as his 
daughter released her hold on the piece.

"Ride!” she answered laconically, then 
seated herself on the edge of the walk, 
crossed a booted calf over her knee and 
gazed abstractedly to where a dying sun 
was tinting the western hills with orange 
and purple and lavender,

"C m on!” Benson ordered authoritative
ly, thrusting out his firm chin.

"N o,” she answered, tilting up a finer 
replica of that chin rebel liously.

"You’ll need a start. My bronc is fresher 
than yours, and old Nig will break no speed 
records carrying that pack. Ride!”

"Le’s go,” Blondy called, a little uneas
ily, without looking around. "I can close- 
herd this bunch from now till fall round-up 
time, but they’s no tellin’ when some other 
geezer'll come ramblin’ in an’ maybe act 
discommodin’.”

"Co’mon, Bess,” Benson pleaded, chang
ing tactics in the face of mutiny.

"Ride, Daddy," the girl replied with 
finality.

Benson looked her over dubiously, 
shook his shaggy head, then flecked 
the packhorse lightly with his quirt and 
jogged off up Main Street to northward, 
without looking back.

After her father had gone a hundred 
yards, the girl rose and walked to where 
Blondy stood watching over the shutter.

"Your horse fast?” she inquired.
"Plenty.”
"Good! We’ll give Daddy ten or fifteen 

minutes, then I’ll cut all their broncs loose
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and go. Ali we want is to get into the hard 
land over north-east by nightfall. They’ll 
never catch up with us.”

"Uh-huh,” Blondy acquiesced. "Well, 
Miss, just shuffle along when you’re ready 
an’ never mind me. That hawse o' mine kin 
—hey, you geezer in the red shirt, keep 
huggin’ that wall—kin make ’em hustle t’ 
see my dust ’fore it gits settled,”

The ticking of the grimy faced wall clock 
above the long, specked mirror back of the 
bar dominated the sordid room as the min
utes passed.

Now and then a bootheel scraped and a 
spur jingled as someone inside shifted posi
tion gingerly.

GOING northward at a brisk jog, Ben
son and the packhorse rolled up a 

cloud of dun dust which changed to a mur
ky gray as the dusk came on fast and dis
tance shaded them.

Back in the town, down Main Street to 
southward and across it, Old Martin, keep
er of the stage barn, came to the edge of 
the walk in front of his place, and looked 
curiously at the girl before the saloon.

After observing her for a time, Blondy 
being hidden from view in the doorway, he 
started toward the Oasis, but stopped when 
two punchers turned the corner or the barn 
and bailed him.

As the three came together and looked 
and pointed in her direction, the girl leaned 
carelessly against an awning post and made 
Blondy aware of the situation.

"How’s your father makin’ it?” he in
quired.

"Fine! He’s just turning east at the fork 
of the trail—a mile to the good, or more.” 

"Awright! Climb that pinto an’ we’ll 
make a run for it! Too bad they didn’t give 
us more time------”

"They're going inside!” she called guard
edly.

"Bully!” he applauded. "Soon’s they git 
outa sight, cut all them broncs loose from 
the rack, an’ we’ll leave.”

Watching alertly over the shutter, Blondy 
heard the girl leave the walk after a little 
time. Seconds later, a bronc trotted off 
down the street, then another and another. 

Then someone hailed them by the barn, 
and the girl spoke from the edge of the 
walk.

"Ali ready! Hurry! They’re coming!” 
Backing quickly to the street, still keep

ing the gun bearing over the shutter, Blon
dy caught the rein she handed him and 
swung easily up.

"Now shake that bronc some, Miss,” he 
ordered.

As the pinto’s gouging hoofs spooned up 
brown sand from the rutted street, Blondy 
whirled the dun around with his knees and 
brought the shotgun to bear on the three 
racing toward him from the barn, smiling 
as he noted that they had not waited to get 
out their mounts.

Immediately all three ducked into the 
nearest sheltering doorway, and from it a 
six-gun barked spitefully, and a bullet 
hummed past the peaked crown of Blondy’s 
wide-brimmed white hat.

Bellowing a prompt answer, the shotgun 
raked the front of their shelter, the heavy 
charge of buckshot riving out the wood 
splinters and sending fragments of broken 
glass tinkling to the floor inside. A moment 
later the dun was racing in the wake of the 
galloping pinto, while the sagged walk in 
front of the Oasis swayed beneath the 
pounding feet of the released prisoners.

For a time indignant Mesa boiled turbu- 
lently, milled purposelessly, then spewed 
out hot pursuit.

Having rushed to the open unarmed, 
those at the saloon chugged back inside to 
retrieve their guns from back of the bar, 
ramming against each other in their haste, 
volleying a medley of wild threats and wild
er suggestions.

Slow of thought and motion, Martindale 
got the wrong belt and had to exchange 
with a lank puncher. Straightened out at 
last, he led his gang outside, where he 
found one of the three newcomers emerging 
from the barn with a string of mounts, 
while the other two were catching loose 
horses in the street.

Hat off, sandy hair abristle with excite
ment, his heavy face ablaze with hot anger, 
Martindale mounted, leaned over the pom
mel and spurred desperately in the direction 
of two scurrying dust clouds just changing 
their course from north to east in the hazy 
distance.

"Ride, buckaroos!” he bellowed as all 
about him men leaped into saddle. "A hun
dred out of my pocket for any one of them 
three, dead or alive!”

"Mine’ll be delivered dead!” bawled 
Hollis as he spurred up alongside, then 
passed his chief and went raging on.
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THAT tradition of the sailors, “a stern 
chase is a long chase,” holds as true on 

land as on water.
Moving six feet to the racing pinto's five, 

Blondy’s rangy dun inched his bobbing 
muzzle to the girl’s stirrup after she had 
covered a mile; they had reached the fork 
of the trail.

Pounding eastword for another mile, they 
overhauled Benson, who had slackened the

Eackhorse’s tie-rope and was hazing the 
urdened animal along ahead of him.

Like Blondy and the girl, the sheriff’s 
party had closed up on the leader to some 
extent.

Another mile ahead over the sandy plain 
broken buttes loomed like brown monu
ments in the gathering dusk—the hard-rock 
country which joined hills to plain and 
which offered hundreds of crisscrossed trails 
the labyrinths of which spelled safety.

Leaning his weight on one stirrup to snap 
a menacing quirt over the tired packhorse’s 
sweat-streaked rump, Benson greeted them 
as they drew alongside on the hoof-packed 
trail.

’Put it over, eh? Hurt any of 'em?” 
"Nothin’ but their tender feeiin’s,” 

Blondy drawled, grinning widely. "That 
sheriff feller's so hoppin’ mad he’s bitin’ 
his own neck. An’ Hollis—well, if we live 
till mornin’, he'll die in despair. That 
black hawse’s kinda wored out, ain’t he?” 

"Plenty much. Doubt if he kin make it 
t’ them buttes in time fur us t’ pick us a 
canyon ’fore they see us go into it.”

"Oh, maybe he will," Blondy answered, 
optimistically, then reined the dun to allow 
the girl to take her place beside her father. 
As she drew past, he handed her the shot
gun, then drew a scarred-butted rifle from 
its scabbard at his saddleskirts.

Alert, Benson sensed the movement and 
twisted about in saddle to nod grim ap
proval.

"Hold ’em one minute at the edge of 
them buttes, an’ we’ll make it. Wust come 
t’ wust, we kin turn that packer loose, 
an'—”

"Wust ain’t come yit,” Blondy cut in, 
raising his voice as he dropped slowly back 
toward the yammering pack behind. "You 
might just keep punchin’ that black web- 
foot some industrious an' pay no mind if 
you hear a ruckus!”

"Much obliged, stranger, if I never see 
you again,” Benson called, then spurred to 
the black’s straining flanks and hazed him 
off the trail and into the narrow, dark open

ing between two friendly boulders just as 
the rattle of pistol fire sounded in the ruck 
behind.

W HIRLING the dun crosswise of the 
trail, Blondy raised the scarred- 

butted rifle and fired into the brown of 
them.

First huddling as all undisciplined men 
do instinctively when attacked, then fanning 
out as reason asserted itself, the sheriff’s 
force formed into a wavering semi-circle, 
and advanced toward the buttes, keeping up 
a rolling pistol fire which sent a hail of 
hissing pellets singing into the little canyon, 
ricocheting off rocks, chugging into the 
sandy floor, doing everything except what 
the marksmen intended, the reason being 
that sagacious Blondy, afoot now, and with 
the darkness of the canyon in his favor, kept 
shifting his position, astutely and unex
pectedly.

Breaking out of the pack, one horseman 
bore recklessly down the white trail, stand
ing up in stirrups to fire steadily as he 
charged.

"That’ll be Hollis,” Blondy decided, then 
raised the rifle and squinted calculatingly.

With the bellow of the piece, the horse 
reared high, came down with all four feet 
nested, then toppled over on his side, 
threshed his legs spasmodically, and lay 
still.

Working his feet free, the rider took 
refuge behind the fallen animal and re
newed his fire,

"Don’t suit me,” Blondy grunted, noting 
scurrying men afoot about to outflank him 
on either side. "Reckon them folks has had 
that precious minute an’ a little more, so 
maybe I’d best go somewheres.”

"I think you’re right,” came a quiet voice 
from behind him, and the young puncher 
whirled in surprise to see the girl leading 
the little pinto from behind a neighboring 
boulder.

"Thought—thought you’d gone!” he 
sputtered as she eased into her saddle.

"Not gone, but going,” she answered 
evenly. "They’ll never catch Daddy now, so 
we’d best travel while we can.”

"Reckon you said something that time, 
Miss," Blondy answered, highheeling it 
through the sand toward the eager dun. "I 
like company, but them sociable-minded jas
pers suits me too well. If you know where 
we’re goin’, shake that bronc an’ le's fan it 
outa here!”

Winding her way surely through veined
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passageways which offered their pursuers a 
hundred guesses as to which course they 
had taken, the girl gave the little pinto his 
head, while Blondy held the dun at her 
saddleskirts, grinning in the darkness as he 
heard futile yelling and shooting growing 
dimmer and dimmer as their mounts raced 
steadily through the sand.

After fifteen minutes the pinto’s hoofs, 
then the dun’s, rang on rock. Then they 
breasted a sharp ridge and the girl turned 
to the left along it, at the same time check
ing her jaded mount to a walk.

"Ain’t turned around, are you?” Blondy 
inquired casually.

"No. We’re doubling back on them. 
Daddy must be only a little way on ahead 
now. Hard trails lead every way from this 
hogback. That’s the beauty of it. I know 
which way he’ll go, but those fellows back 
there never will guess.”

After another quarter of a mile covered at 
a walk, she reined in where the ridge sloped 
down to another section of nested boulders 
traversed by rock-floored passages which for
bade trailing.

"Thanks, stranger,” she said, leaning over 
to extend a gauntleted hand. "You can go 
any which way from here without leaving 
sign.”

Inching the dun to sociable proximity to 
the pinto, Blondy hooked a leg over the 
horn and swung his foot idly, ignoring her 
proffered hand.

"Nice evenin’, ain’t it?” he remarked 
casually.

“It is,” she answered, with a little ripple 
of laughter; then a moment later, "Well, 
if you won’t shake hands, good-by and good 
luck. I’m waiting for you to start.”

"Ladies first,” Blondy answered, sweep
ing off his hat to bow low over the saddle- 
horn. "After you’ve choosed your path, I’ll 
choose mine. Fair enough, eh?”

"It certainly is,” she admitted.
"Awright, she’s a bargain, an’ no backin’ 

out. Shake hearty!”
The girl extended her hand again and 

after a time worked it free from his clasp,
"We may see you again, some time,” she 

said as she turned her mount sharply down 
a little declivity at the foot of which a 
tumbling brook from the foothills to west
ward brawled toward the plain.

"Reckon so,” he answered from the crest 
of the ridge.

Conning her pony into the rushing 
stream, then along its pebbly floor for a

quarter of a mile, the girl left it for the 
rocky bed of a dry wash, and started to 
breast the steep side of another and higher 
ridge to westward.

The moment her mount’s scrambling 
hoofs left the gravel for the harder surface 
of the wash, the girl checked him abruptly 
and turned in surprise.

Back of the pinto the dun and his rider 
showed a darker splotch on the murky trail.

"This is not fair,” she rebuked him as he 
drew alongside, again. "I was to select my 
way, you yours.”

"Correct, Sis. Go t’ the head of the 
class,” he answered, impudently. ”1 waited 
for you to choose your trail so’s I could 
choose the same one. Not wishin’ t’ keep 
anything back from you, I’m remarkin’ now 
that I’m gonna do that fur the rest of my 
life. Fine evenin’, ain’t it?”

There was a short silence, then the pert 
little pinto fished for the bit and plodded 
ahead unchecked.

Reaching the crest of the ridge, the girl 
reined in again and pointed to a narrow 
defile that separated it from another of its 
kind, still to westward.

"The trail up that valley leads straight to 
trouble,” she said slowly and impressively, 
"trouble with which you have no concern 
and in which you ought not to allow your
self to become involved.”

"Fine evenin’, ain’t it?” he remarked 
again, crowding the dun past her and taking 
the lead.

Throwing up her hand in a little gesture 
of helplessness, the girl followed without a 
word.

Fifteen minutes later, Benson hailed on 
ahead, and in another hour the three of 
them unsaddled in the heart of a cluster of 
huge rocks, where they made camp in com
plete safety, and with an abundance of wood 
and water at hand.

Much to Blondy’s surprise, Benson made 
no comment on his presence, probably be
cause he shrewdly suspected from the outset 
that Blondy would be hard to shake off.

NDER an overhanging rock a fire was 
built. By the time the menfolk had 

tethered the tired horses, erected a pup tent 
for the girl and spread down their tarps 
and blankets, she had fried bacon, made 
coffee, warmed canned vegetables, which, 
with crackers in lieu of bread, provided a  
meal which the three devoured wkL proper 
gusto and no uneasiness, they being con
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fident that the sheriff's gang would be un
able to unravel the trail they had laid.

Having supped, Benson bullied his daugh
ter off to bed, he and Blondy washing the 
dishes and tidying up the camp for the 
night.

That done, Benson produced a cheroot, 
Blondy started his pipe into a comfortable 
glow, and for the first time reference was 
made to Blondy's unceremonious attachment 
to the Benson outfit.

Seated crosslegged by the fire, Benson 
lighted the cheroot with a twig which car
ried a ruddy coal at one end, squinting past 
it at the puncher as he remarked, "You’re 
plumb welcome here t’night, Mister—er— 
Summers, I believe I heard you call it.”

"Yes, Billy Summers—make it Blondy 
fur short.”

"All right, Blondy. I wasn’t what you 
might call plumb overcome with surprise 
when you stuck on with us tonight. Reckon 
you didn’t know where else t' go, fur the 
time bein’, maybe not knowin' yur way 
through them buttes in the dark. Come 
daylight, I ’ll steer you outa here an’ send 
you on your way.”

Lying on his back with his hands crossed 
behind his head and pipe glowing com
fortably, Blondy saw the tent daps part 
ever so slightly and a pert nose show in 
the flickering fireglow as he drawled, 
"Bound t’ git rid of me, eh?”

"Yes, if you wanta put it that way. I 
don’t want t’ git you tangled with the 
law.”

"Well, it’ll be plumb easy fur you t’ git 
shut of me. All you'll hafta do is t’ shoot 
me.”

Blondy grinned again as he saw the nose 
disappear behind the dosing walls, while 
across the fire Benson bored him with the 
restless slot, yes, started to make hot re
tort, then smiled in surrender as he re
marked, "Well, anyway, you’re here to
night, just ’cause you’re here, so we’ll 
pass that fur right now.”

After Benson had consumed his second 
cheroot by burning it at one end and chew
ing it to a frazzle at the other, he rose, 
yawned and stretched sleepily, then went 
to his tarp.

"'Gittin late fur a old buck t’ be up. 
Reckon we’d as well turn in,” he suggest
ed, then peeled coat and vest and sat down 
to remove his boots.

"Didn't sleep well last night,” he added, 
wrestling with his second boot. 'T oo

durned dusty an' windy where we camped 
up there on Topknot.”

THE little campfire un&er the over
hanging ledge in the close-walled val

ley still held ruddy coals beneath their 
gray-ash covering when Benson raked it 
open hours before sunrise next morning.

Fifteen minutes later, • roused by move
ments about camp, Blondy crawled from 
beneath his blankets to find the girl brew
ing coffee in the chill morning air, while 
Benson already had struck her tent and was 
busy rolling it into a pack.

Thirty minutes later a hasty breakfast 
had been disposed of, patient Old Nig had 
assumed his burden, and the saddle-horses 
had been watered and geared.

Swinging up on the pinto, the girl gave 
Nig’s leadrope a halfhitch around her sad- 
dlehorn and swung off into the gloom, 
still following the little valley.

Standing within the little circle of fire
light, Benson slapped his boot-top with a 
rein and looked inquiringly at the puncher, 
who had already mounted.

"Looks like it’s gonna be a nice mornin’ 
fur a ride,” Blondy remarked, after the 
two had observed each other in a strained 
silence.

"Uh-huh,” Benson grunted. "By the 
way, which way you ridin’?”

"Don’t ask me; show me,” Blondy an
swered equably, sagging his weight on one 
stirrup to loot the picturated vest for the 
makings.

Benson scowled thoughtfully into the dy
ing fire for a time, then appeared to ar
rive at a decision.

"Awright, son, if you’re bound to have 
it your way, you’re plumb welcome t’ stick 
with us. I want to tell you, though, that 
we’re what you might call outlaws, right 
now, and—”

"Maybe we better shuffle along,” Blondy 
suggested, striking a match on the horn 
and turning his head sidewise while he 
lighted up.

"But you’ll git into trouble, shore,” Ben
son warned him. "You know what that 
means, in this man’s country.”

"Yes, an’ you seen me horn Hollis some- 
inconsiderate, so we’re all even on that 
What you know ’bout things on this range 
you know, an’ what I know, I know. One 
thing we both know is that they’s things 
goin’ on aroun’ here that a jughead like 
Martindale can’t handle—even if he’s 
tryin',”
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"Martindale’s tryin’ awright,” Benson an
swered hastily, "but some o’ them other 
jaspers is—"

Benson paused abruptly, stroked the 
drooping mustaches thoughtfully, then 
bored the unperturbed puncher with the 
darting sloe eyes as he added slowly, "Reck
on m en you understands each other pretty 
well an’ Martindale ain’t no big puzzle t’ 
either of us.”

Benson swung up and put the roach
maned roan into the white winding trail, 
followed closely by the silver dun. In the 
bloom ahead, hoofs scraped and leather 
creaked as the waiting girl started the pinto 
and packhorse.

A mile of gentle incline, with the walls 
of the little valley steadily closing and 
swerving to westward, then the pinto’s 
feet splashed across the stream, and the 
girl led them up a steep zigzagged path 
and turned straight south.

Blondy had been plains raised, so was 
no mountaineer. Yet he had an instinctive 
sense of direction. The flare of the match 
which lighted his second cigarette lighted 
also a serious young face that wore a puz
zled frown. He was vaguely suspicious that 
since leaving Mesa the Bensons had led 
him in a circle that lacked little of being 
complete.

By the time that cigarette had been con
sumed and another had been lighted from 
its stub, the first exploring rays of a rising 
sun had commenced fingering tentatively 
about the tips of a cluster of lofty pinna
cles to southward and a little west of them.

"Topknot, or I'm a Mex sheepherder!” 
Blondy confided to the dun’s pointed ears.

Only minutes later the arrows of orange 
light on the highrocks had broadened to 
glaring inverted funnels as the brass sun 
swung above the misty plain east and south 
of them.

Stirring their willing mounts to a rapid 
jog, the little party climbed to the crest 
of a dome-like hill, directly west of which 
rugged Topknot loomed, now' revealed in 
detail.

Winding through the serried pines of 
the hilltop, the girl jogged steadily down 
the southern slope, finally turning pack- 
horse and pinto into a little depression on 
the hillside where alders and mountain ash, 
with here and there a scrub cedar, screened 
a little glade where mountain grass stood 
lush and a rocky basin caught the dribble 
of a small spring.

Dismounting there, the girl evidenced the 
characteristics of her sex the world over 
by letting down her mass of ebon hair and 
retiring to the shade of a spreading juniper 
to comb and brush it.

There was little conversation between 
the menfolk as they ungeared and picketed 
the horses.

B ENSON’S movements were hurried, 
his seamed face serious as he helped 

Blondy stack their traps on a rocky shelf 
by the spring, then rummaged among the 
dunnage for a pair of moccasins.

"Better fur rock-scramblin’,” he ex
plained, noting a little curiosity in the 
puncher's eyes. "Ain’t got a pair with 
you, have you?”

"Nope,” Blondy answered. "Pretty nim
ble in my sockfeet, at a pinch, though.” 

"Well, it may be a pinch, an’ a tight 
one, at that,” Benson prophesied. "Say! 
Maybe I’d better tell you that— ”

“Tell me nothin’,” Blondy cut in. "I 
notice you’re sorta in a rush, so shuffle 
ahead. I’m stickin’.”

"C’mon, then,” Benson grunted, rising 
and heaving the discarded boots on top of 
the pile of traps.

"You stick here, Bess,” he ordered stern
ly, as he passed her tree.

As the,, girl only smiled in answer, he 
stopped to frown at her forbiddingly for a 
moment. Then the hundreds of tiny smile 
wrinkles that crisscrossed about the cor
ners of his firm mouth creased as he said 
whimsically, "Well, do as you durn please 
then. You will anyway. Be careful though, 
not t ’ shoot outa your turn an’ mess some
thin’.”

"Spoilt kid,” he informed Blondy as the 
two breasted the south wall of the little 
pocket. "She’s got no business here, but she 
just would come, whether or no. What ’ud 
you do if you had a gal like that on your 
hands?”

"Any time you decide that you can’t put 
up with ’er no longer le’ me know,” Blondy 
answered, rearing back on his heels as they 
left the pocket and took to the brush-clad 
slope.

Fifty feet down the decline the brush 
ended on the rim of a low, rocky wall at 
the foot of which a network of shallow 
ravines, sand-floored, led to southward and 
eastward.

As Blondy had suspected, rugged Top- 
knot loomed sunbathed on their right, while
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the clustered shanties of Mesa stood out 
on the baked plain some two miles distant 
on their left.

The puncher’s pipe assisted Benson’s 
cheroot to hare the atmosphere beneath the 
juniper they had selected for a canopy as 
they discussed inconsequentials, while the 
brassy sun climbed higher.

Sprawled under a friendly juniper, Ben
son rolled to a hip and elbow, tilting the 
flopped brim of his brown felt hat down to 
fend oft the glare as he gazed intently oft 
to where four dots showed on the trail from 
Mesa.

"That’s the big jugheaded sheriff an’ 
his bunch,” Blondy volunteered.

"Kinda expectin’ ’im, wasn’t you, OF 
Timer?” he added, grinning broadly.

''Well, I ain’t what you might call plumb 
et up with surprise," Benson admitted, re
flecting the puncher’s smile. "Say! Ain’t 
you never gonna ask me what the hell 
we’re up to?” he inquired.

"Don’t know, and don’t care. Further
more, I ain’t been no spoutin’ geyser of in
formation myself, so we’re all even up to 
now.”

Benson frowned thoughtfully for a mo
ment, then heaved to a sitting posture and 
pointed a forefinger at the puncher.

"Now look here, Mister!” he snapped. 
"I may squat here all day, or 1 may slide 
down there an' mix it with somebody—an’ 
mix it good and hard. As I told you once 
before, if things comes to a place where 
you don’t feel like—”

"They’re farmin' out to give this broken 
ground a workin’ over,” Blondy cut in. 
"See, that’s Martindale on the gray—the 
one that’s turnin' inta the gully next t’ the 
bluff.”

"Some eyes you got, son,” Benson said, 
then added, with a note of excitement in 
his voice, "See Hollis anywheres?”

"Uh-huh. He’s—”
"Secont gully?”
" N o-o-q, Not yet, anyway. He’s motion

in’ them spindle-shanked twins t’ go over 
south somewheres, so I s’pose he’s intend
in' f — Uh-huh. Secont gully, shore 'null. 
He ain’t gone in yet, but— ”

“I got him spotted now. Say, Blondy! 
You any good with a rope?”

"Plenty much. W hy?”
"Why is that Martindale’s cornin’ at a 

lope, an— Hey, Bess! Bring two ropes 
over here, pronto, if not prontoer!”

CATCHING the idea at once, Blondy 
had his boots off by the time the 

nimble-footed girl had burst out of the 
brush to throw them their ropes.

In another moment he had started to fol
low Benson down a precarious path that 
led down the low cliff wall. As he left the 
rim, Blondy noted that Hollis had disap
peared, presumably into the other gully.

Racing over the hot sand to where the 
first gully joined the wall, Benson stationed 
himself on one side, motioning Blondy to 
the other.

"Hawse’s youm; the man’s mine. Throw 
when you’re ready.”

"Ss-sh! He’s cornin’!”
W ith his hat pulled low over his eyes 

and his dusty black neckcloth covering his 
lower face, the big sheriff rode slouched 
over the horn.

When a hissing rawhide loop snaked out 
to settle snugly behind the loping gray’s 
jowl, the rope-wise horse braked to a slid
ing stop, throwing the surprised sheriff 
against the horn.

Instinctively following the rope with his 
eye, Martindale saw it end at the sinewy 
hands of a lank puncher who held it at 
his hip and braced with his socked feet to 
keep it taut. Thinking quickly for once, 
Martindale set spurs to the unwilling horse 
and rammed right at the puncher, at the 
same time clawing at his holster.

The next moment he gave a startled 
grunt as a whirling coil settled over him, 
pinioning his massive arms and jerking 
him out of saddle.

Piling atop the fallen man, Blondy rolled 
him over on his face and held him tightly 
while Benson deftly fettered his wrists and 
elbows.

"Tie that hawse t’ a bush, then take this 
here law-emblem up the bluff an’ close-herd 
'im!”

"You fellers’ll shore pay fur this,” Mar- 
tindaie grated, glaring hotly at his cap- 
tors and heaving at his bonds with his 
mighty muscles. "When I git loose I’ll—” 

"Walk,” Blondy directed, crisply, as Ben
son turned to scramble out of the gully 
on the far side.

Hazing the big man up the bluff, Blondy 
found the girl waiting at the top with Ben
son’s rifle in her hand and her chin set 
determinedly.

Glancing back toward the flat as he led 
Martindale into the brush, he saw Benson 
running swiftly toward the second gully, 
the one Hollis had entered at the far end.
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"Just a second, Miss,” he drawled as 
the girl started to pass.

Tapping one foot impatiently and watch
ing her father closely, she waited uneasily 
while he bound the sheriff to a tree back 
of the fringe of brush, then gagged him 
securely.

"Lend me that rifle, please," Blondy re
quested.

"Sorry, but I have use for it,” she an
swered rebelliously, then turned to go down.

IN  TWO swift strides the puncher 
reached her side. Grasping her by the 

shoulder he swung her around and shook 
her as one would a naughty child, then 
wrenched the rifle out of her grasp and 
shoved her back into the brush.

”Tell you what, Miss Benson,” he 
drawled, evenly and impersonally, "your 
dad says you’re a spoilt kid, dead set on 
havin’ your own way. I’m just that way 
myself, so one of us is gonna hafta give 
in. It ain’t gonna be me. You foller me 
down that bluff, an’ I’m gonna just nachul- 
ly take you an’ spank you.”

"But you wouldn’t dare— ”
"Try me,” he invited, then released his 

grip and turned his back to catch the rifle 
by its barrel and slide down the wall with
out looking back.

Finally she sat down, red-faced and 
stormy-browed, and sullenly watched Blondy 
cross the first gully and race across the 
burning sands toward where Benson was 
nearing the second.

Blondy slo-wed his headlong rush and pro
ceeded more cautiously when he saw Benson 
drop to his hands and knees, lifting his 
shaggy head occasionally to peer into the 
wash beyond as he crept slowly toward it.

Then Blondy’s attention was drawn by 
the white peak of a high-crowned hat which 
bobbed in sight a little way down the wash, 
proceeded steadily to a spot nearly oppo
site where Benson was crawling along on all 
fours, then disappeared as its owner stopped 
and dismounted.

Rising in the center of the shallow wash 
at that spot, was a domelike dune at the 
top of which a clump of sumac plumed 
out like a fowl’s topknot.

Seeing Benson halt and drop behind a 
low bush, Blondy, still a hundred yards 
behind, followed his example just as the 
squat deputy’s head and shoulders appeared 
as he climbed the dune afoot.

As his eyes reached the level of the plain 
Hollis stopped to scan it carefully in all

directions, giving particular attention to the 
guily which Martindale had entered.

Apparently satisfied that no one svas in 
sight, the deputy dropped to his knees and 
commenced clawing into the hot sand with 
his hands, right at the roots of the sumac.

Rising and trotting forward, Benson 
was at the edge of the gully when Hollis 
rose with a fiat, oblong packet in his hand. 
Slapping sand off it on his trousers’ leg, 
he had opened his shirt to tuck it inside 
when Benson called, "Easy as you are, Hol
lis! Stick ’em up, quick!” he added, crisply, 
as the deputy whirled about in surprise.

First paling through his tan, then flam
ing hot with fighting spirit, Hollis withdrew 
his hand from his shirt front with a snap, 
at the same time throwing himself down 
and rolling behind the crest of the knoll.

As the deputy dropped, Benson took a 
quick snapshot at him, then swayed back 
and toppled over with a bullet through his 
shoulder as Hollis’ six spat a spiteful an
swer.

Changing his gun to his left hand, Ben
son raked the sumac closely as he reeled 
weakly to the edge of the gully and dropped 
down inside, evidently bent upon coming to 
grips.

Separating and spurring their straining 
mounts madly, each of the twins circled 
toward the puncher’s flank as he stalked 
steadily forward, holding his fire, but keep
ing the rifle trained on the sumac topping 
the knoll.

Benson started crawling up the near side 
of the little knoll making slow progress, 
with one arm dangling. He stopped at 
Blondy’s call.

"Circle on ’im, OF Timer, an’ watch 
out fur yourself! I’ll tend t’ them other 
geezers!”

Getting within range one of the Pres
tons wrenched his mount to a sliding stop, 
dropped off on the far side and crouched 
to fire under his bronc’s neck, only to drop 
on his face like a stricken beef when the 
puncher’s rifle bellowed angrily.

Maddened at the sight, the other twin 
ceased working toward Blondy’s flank and 
bore straight at him with the reins on the 
horn and both guns smoking.

With only the gully between them now, 
Blondy fired his second shot, coolly and 
calculatingly, then threw down the rifle 
and leaped into the swale as his target 
slumped over his mount’s neck, clutched 
at the horn with weak, groping fingers,
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then lost seat and rolled to the sand where 
he lay without a tremor.

As the puncher caught his balance after 
his leap, Hollis rose from his sumac, his 
dark face distorted with rage, his even 
white teeth flashing between thick lips as 
he swung a gun above the brush and 
snarled, "Take that, damn you!”

In that split second the deputy’s gun 
flared straight up as an arrow' of fire lanced 
out from the puncher’s hip.

Swaying far back, then fighting his way 
grimly to an upright position, Hollis set 
his square jaw and tried to raise his waver
ing gun for another shot, then folded 
slowly, joint by joint, and collapsed in an 
inert heap beside the sumac as the punch
er’s second bullet crashed into his temple.

"How you tidin’, Benson?” Blondy 
called, holstering his smoking gun,

"Fair t’ middlin’,” Benson answered, 
squirming to a sitting posture and grinning 
wanly. "Don't go near that geezer Hol
lis! I want Martindale t’ see ’im just as 
he is."

"Oh, Daddy! You hurt bad?” the girl’s 
shrill voice rang down anxiously from the 
bluff.

"Na-a-w!” Benson bawled back, winc
ing with the effort. "Got a slug in my 
shoulder muscles, tha’s all! Turn Mar
tindale loose, an’ haze ’im down here!”

"Ain’t that some risky t’ let a gal tackle 
a job like that?”

"Uh-huh, it’s risky,” Benson answered, 
feeling his wound gingerly. "Risky fur 
Martindale!”

A minute brought the sheriff, black- 
browed and stern-jawed, tramping ahead of 
the girl and fairly ablaze with righteous 
anger.

"Well,” he grated gamely, "suppose you 
damn’ blackhearted murderers wanta kill 
me next, an’ make a clean job of it. Go 
ahead an’ crack down. You won’t hear me 
squeal.”

"Guess again,” Benson came back evenly. 
" I’m just astin’ a little favor, that’s all. 
Climb up there and see what Hollis has 
got inside ’is shirt!”

THE sheriff’s heavy jaw sagged as he 
gazed into the sloe eyes of the little 

iron-gray man. Finally he mopped his 
sweat-beaded forehead and mumbled daz
edly, "You don’t mean— ”

"Shore do,” Benson cut in. "Hollis just 
dug up the ten thousand he got off O l’ Dick

Wade in that stage holdup. I watched him 
cache the stuff here, yesterday mornin’, but 
I had t’ ketch ’im with th’ goods on ’im. 
Go git it. Then you’ll know what’s what!”

Still, as one in a daze, the bewildered 
sheriff tramped heavily to the crest of the 
knoll and bent over his fallen deputy.

Soon he straightened, in his hand the 
sheaf of bills he had removed from their 
smudged envelope.

Jerking his star off his suspender, Mar
tindale threw it high and far, then watched 
it fall, mustering a sheepish grin as he 
tramped back down the knoll.

"Done sheriflin’,” he announced tersely.
"How come?” Blondy inquired, smiling 

slowly. "Ain’t you just ketched a stage 
robber an’ recovered the swag, at that?”

"No, I ain’t,” Martindale answered 
glumly. "The way folks’ll tell it is that 
my pet deputy went and got ketched by 
a—er—by—”

"By Lone Wolf Benson, head detective 
fur the express company in charge of this 
here division,” Benson supplied helpfully.

"One bad thing though, Blondy," Benson 
added, scowling a little uneasily. “ ’Course 
I’m a officer, but you— Wall, it’s too
damn’ bad you went and plugged them two 
youngsters plumb dead. Both of ’em was 
officers, so—”

"Onct more we’re all even,” Blondy came 
back, unperturbed, slanting a shrewd eye 
at the girl’s worried face. "I’m special 
investigator fur the Cattleraisers’ Associa
tion, an’ them two red-headed, toad-specked 
sons-of-guns was rustlers, along with Hol
lis. I trailed ’em down here after the last 
raid over north, an’ was waitin’ fur a chanct 
t’ abduct ’em, knowin’ that Martindale 
wouldn’t give ’em up.

“You go git that star, Martindale,” he 
said, "an’ keep right on sheriflin', All the 
dear public needs t’ know is that Hollis 
packed your posse with crooks headed by 
hisself, an’ you got onto ’im an’ got us t’ 
help you smear ’em!”

SADDLED and mounted, the three on 
the hill watched a rolling brown dust 

cloud creep lazily into the Mesa trail—a 
dust cloud raised by the sheriff followed by 
three horses, each carrying a body.

With no tie-rope on him this time, fat, 
contented Nig nipped playfully at the 
pinto’s flank. A little way ahead Benson 
twisted around in saddle to rest a hand 
on the roan’s sleek flank and look past the
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girl to where the puncher sat, rolling his 
inevitable cigarette.

"Us fur home— an’ fur good, at that,” 
Benson announced soberly, then explained 
in answer to the puncher’s look of inquiry, 
"I promised Bess that this 'ud be my last 
trip out after ’em.

“Maybe just as well, at that,” he added, 
a little sorrowfully. "Reckon I'm gittin’ 
too old t’ handle myself just right. Cornin' 
plumb dean, I’m spoutin’ it that Hollis ’ud 
a got me shore, if it hadn't been fur you. 
Furdermore, if he didn’t, them damn’ twins 
would. Ho-hum! Well, as I was sayin’, 
we’re ramblin’ fur our ranch over in the 
short grass southeast o f Pueblo. Couldn’t 
be that you could shack along over there 
with us an’ rest up fur a spell— if you kin 
spare the time?”

With his hands cupped about a flaming 
match, Blondy allowed it to blaze unnoticed 
as he looked past it, straight into the eyes 
of the girl.

"Ride, folks,” he drawled, gathering up 
his rein, then adding impudently as the

smiling girl blushed rosy under his steady 
scrutiny, "Seems like we orter git better 
acquainted, so I reckon I kin spare you a 
little time. Say a billion years, or some
thin’ like that.”

Accustomed to following the pinto, Nig 
pinned his ears back petulantly and took 
two protesting steps at a jog, when the 
puncher leaned over and flecked him lightly 
on the rump with his fringed quirt.

Seconds later, when the girl's spurs raked 
his flank as a sly hint, the old pack-horse 
spurted ahead resignedly to fall in behind 
Benson, his place beside the girl being taken 
at once by the silver dun.

Peering slantwise from beneath the 
flopped brim o f his battered hat while 
rounding the next turn of the path, the 
iron-gray man in the lead caught the mean
ing of the new arrangement and smiled 
shrewdly as he broke into song:

When a gal an’ a buckaroo 
Aims fur t’ make it do,
No trail needs widenin’
Fur them two t’ go ridin’ in.
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THE DEAD 
PAY THEIR 

DEBTS
by GEORGE E CLARK

Those lawmen had ridden far to kill 
Red Jackson— yet fate flung them into 
a tight, where their guns must buy ven
geance for the dead owlhooter they 

hated!

THE tired roan mare, no longer guided 
by the half-conscious man in the 
saddle, came to a halt at the bank of 

the dried-up creek. Rusty Bascom roused 
himself ana painfully pushed his fever- 
seared body erect.

He swayed dizzily. His eyes, blood-shot 
and aching, stared through the tangle of 
his reddish hair, made out the hot, glisten
ing gravel of the creek bed.

Despair crawled into his sluggish mind, 
holding him rigid. He had been certain of 
finding water in these hills, had gloated over 
the ease with which he had shaken off his 
pursuers, who were bent on lynching him 
for a brutal barroom killing,

"Damn yore ornery hide!” he snarled 
suddenly; and blind rage gave him the 
strength to rake a cruelly sharp rowel across 
the mare’s raw side.

The horse plunged gamely down the de
clivity, caught her balance and swerved up 
the creek bed, her unsteady hoofs scattering 
gravel. A moan broke from Rusty’s swollen 
lips; for any sudden movement caused the 
wound in his left thigh to send agonizing 
pains shooting through his whole body.

Unable to turn the mare’s head, he could 
only stick to the saddle and hope she 
wouldn’t go down. If she stumbled and 
fell, he was done for. . . .

It was the end of the trail for man and 
beast, and Rusty knew it. Every time the 
laboring mare stumbled, he held his breath, 
expecting the inevitable.

TWO days ago, in Dos Piedras, he had 
put a slug through the heart of a 

drunken waddy, who had been sober 
enough, however, to catch the red-headed 
drifter cheating him at poker. As it turned 
out, the jasper was unarmed, and popular 
to boot; so Rusty, the hard-faced, quick
shooting stranger, was branded a murderer.

But Rusty Bascom had killed suddenly 
and ruthlessly before, and he wasn’t caught 
napping this time. The posse was hastily 
organized, poorly directed;; the slim, long
bodied roan outran the whole vengeance- 
mad pack.

True, a single bullet had found him, but 
Rusty scorned the leg wound. He still 
packed in various parts of his tough body 
three slugs from past gun battles, and he 
hadn’t expected this clean carbine wound to 
prove dangerous.

But his luck had played out suddenly, 
after he left the valley. Cutting back at 
nightfall, he had crossed the badlands that 
bordered the Mai Suerte foothills, outwit
ting his straggling pursuers. Now he knew 
the joke had been on himself.

In this dryest of years, when the whole 
range below was suffering from the drought, 
he should have known that every spring 
and stream on this side ot the mountains 
had disappeared. Not only was there no 
water; where there should have been grass 
there were now only brown, sun-scorched 
wisps of powder that even the gaunt, suf
fering mare could not eat. , . .
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As the roan struggled on up the rocky 
course, Rusty fell into a lethargy, so that 
the end came with shattering abruptness. 
The saddle lurched, and he found himself 
sprawling on the gravel. Stunned, he felt 
no great pain. He lay there and watched 
the desperate mare strive vainly to rise.

She gave it up finally, turned and looked 
at Rusty in mute appeal. He cursed, rolled 
over and drew his right-hand cutter.

"Orter let you die the hard way,” he 
growled thickly. "Trusted yore critter’s savvy 
to take me to water, damn you!”

But he found a certain satisfaction in 
killing the horse. He had to use both hands 
to steady the heavy .44, finally pulled the 
trigger. As the gun roared, the mare’s head 
dropped and she fell over, quivering.

"You’re plumb lucky,” Rusty rasped, and 
looked down at the gun in his hand. He 
shuddered, knowing that he lacked the guts 
to do for himself what he had done for 
his horse.

He would live for hours—long, agoniz
ing hours of freezing night and burning 
day. Death would come slowly, while fever 
burned like the fires of hell in his pain- 
wracked body.

Wild with desperation, he struggled erect, 
fighting the torture of his left leg. He stood 
tottering a moment, his head reeling. He 
knew he couldn't crawl far, much less walk, 
but he was mad with fear.

With the first step he fell headlong, and 
knives of pain ripped through him. Then 
a wave of nausea, and blackness flooded 
over him, blotting out all sensation.

THE sound of running water was in his 
ears when Rusty awoke. Afraid to 

trust to his senses, he opened his eyes, 
blinked them several times. He stared in 
amazement at the small stream, not eight 
feet away. He rolled over and saw the rude 
log cabin on the other side of him, and 
understanding dawned in his bewildered 
mind.

Some jasper had brought him here, had 
laid him beside this stream, in the shade 
of a small jack pine. Rusty wondered how 
it had happened, and who the gent was.

"Some old prospector, most likely,” he 
decided, from the look of his layout. The 
rest of his questions could be answered in 
good time, but right now he was burning 
with thirst, and hungry too.

He threw off the dirty blanket covering 
him and crawled down to the stream. Lying 
on his belly, he sucked up water until his

lungs threatened to burst, caught his breath 
and drank again.

He felt better almost immediately. He 
was weak and unsteady on his legs, but he 
was surprised to find that he could walk 
without great pain. The wound was healing 
in fine shape, and the fever was gone from 
his body.

"Funny,” he mused. "I was expectin’ to 
cash in my chips, an’ here I am alive an’ 
kickin’. Reckon I must’ve been here mebbe 
two-three days.”

Now that he thought of it, he seemed to 
remember talking to someone— a gruff
voiced hombre who had cursed him good- 
naturedly while forcing a trickle of warm 
water down his throat.

But he scowled suddenly, noticing that his 
guns and cartridge belt had been taken from 
him. Only natural, considering he’d been 
sick and out of his head; but Rusty trusted 
no man, and he intended to get his hoglegs 
back pronto.

He hobbled slowly to the cabin, pushed 
open the door and entered. It wasn't much 
of a cabin. A single room, hardly large 
enough for one man. The walls had been 
hastily or carelessly built of unpeeled logs, 
the cracks plastered with red clay.

Rusty was just beginning the search for 
his guns when a voice startled him.

"Howdy, stranger. Lookin’ for some
thing ?”

Rusty swung around and stared at the 
gaunt, bearded man in the doorway—as 
salty-looking a customer as Rusty had ever 
faced. His pale blue eyes were cold and 
unwavering as they bored into Rusty’s; yet 
they were not unfriendly, merely cool and 
impersonal.

"Lookin’ for something?” he repeated.
Rusty’s thin lips tightened. "My snootin' 

irons,” he rasped. ”1 want ’em. Right now.” 
o:i ;J gn ’em back—when you need 

’em,” the bearded man retorted gruffly. 
"That may be soon, or it may not.”

As if the matter were settled, he strode 
across the dirt floor and got a battered, 
smoke-blackened lard pail and a handful 
of potatoes. Rusty watched him begin the 
preparations for supper. The cabin boasted 
no stove, and Rusty followed his silent host 
outside to a rude fireplace of stones.

H E HAD a chance to look the jasper 
over, and Rusty's sharp eyes missed 

nothing. He decided his first hunch had 
been right, that the man was a prospector. 
The splotches of red and yellow mud on
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his boots and faded denims proclaimed his 
occupation.

Two details of the miner’s appearance 
held Rusty's narrow-eyed attention. One 
was the color of his hair, which was nearly 
as red as Rusty’s own; and it made Rusty 
wonder what the jasper’s face looked like 
without that bushy, dull red beard. The 
other detail was the heavy revolver on the 
miner’s right thigh—a beautifully ornate 
weapon with a filigree of inlaid silver stud
ding the carved ivory handle.

"Right now he may be prospectin' for 
gold, but that ain’t no desert rat’s hogleg 
he’s packin’.”

The thought made Rusty size him up 
more suspiciously than ever; he had a feel
ing the red-bearded jasper could handle his 
fancy iron. Suddenly he demanded:

"How’d you happen to find me?’’
"Heard yore shot, when you killed yore 

hoss,’ die prospector explained briefly, with
out turning. He squatted before the fire
place and carefully fanned some chips into 
crackling flame.

"Didn’t think there was water anywhere 
in these hills,” Rusty observed, after a 
moment.

"You was almost right. Everything’s 
dried up except this crick. Lucky for me I 
got my diggin’s on this stream, or I ’d have 
to quit.”

Rusty hesitated. Holding his voice steady, 
he asked casually, "Pannin’ out much 
color?”

"Enough,” said the miner. He turned and 
looked at Rusty over his shoulder, looked 
him carefully up and down. "Enough,” he 
finally added, "to keep two men busy for 
the next few months."

Rusty got his meaning, and caught his 
breath. The jasper had struck it rich! He 
needed a partner, and he was offering Rusty 
the chance to throw in with him.

The thought of a bonanza, of sudden 
wealth, made Rusty’s mind race. He won
dered how much gold the miner had already 

anned. Rusty had no taste for hard, badc- 
reaking toil, but if he could get his hands 

on this jasper’s hoard of yellow dust. . . ,
"Some gents from down yonder might 

mosey up here with their eyes peeled for 
me,” Rusty ventured. "Otherwise I’d—”

"Not a chance, Red,” the miner cut in. 
"You'll be plumb safe here. Not many’ve 
seen my shack, an’ I’m alone in these hills. 
Been watchin’, an’ I reckon you throwed ’em 
clean off’n yore trail.”

Rusty’s eyes widened. "Call me Rusty,”

he said, and held out his hand. The red- 
bearded prospector stood up, and the grip 
of his horny palm was like the jaws of a 
steel bear trap.

"I’m Murdock,” he said.
”1 figured you was hidin’ out,” Rusty said.
"If you mean the law,” Murdock re

torted, "you was wrong. I had trouble with 
my wife, an’—” He broke off, then added 
harshly, "But never mind that. You aimin’ 
to stick here with me?”

Rusty appeared to consider the proposi
tion, finally nodded. "I ain’t afraid of work, 
when it pays in the yellow stuff,” he as
serted, with unnecessary vigor.

Murdock nodded. "It’s payin’,” he said, 
and let the matter drop.

Rusty waited until they had wolfed the 
meal of boiled potatoes mixed with chunks 
of venison. Then, rolling a quirly from 
Murdock’s makings, he asked casually, 
"Been here long?”

"Four months. Built this shack an’ pros
pected along the south fork, where I found 
you. No luck till last month, but she’s 
runnin’ high where I’m workin’ now.”

Rusty's heart fell. There wasn’t much 
chance that Murdock had stored up much 
gold in only a month. His first plan was 
no good; but even as he discarded it, Rusty’s 
scheming mind hit on another.

All he had to do was get his guns back, 
pretend to throw in with Murdock till he 
found how much gold the prospector had 
cached. Working together, they could pan 
enough dust to make one man a rich stake 
in a short time, if Murdock’s story was 
true. . . .

But Murdock did not offer to return his 
hoglegs, and Rusty doubted it was through 
oversight. Plainly, the red-bearded jasper 
didn’t trust him!

W OF.RIED, Rusty tried to puzzle it 
out. Why had Murdock offered to 

make him his partner if he didn’t trust him 
enough to return his guns? Why—unless 
he had Rusty’s own crooked plan in mind, 
to let Rusty do half of the work, thus dou
bling the amount of gold panned; and then, 
when he had his stake, to settle the question 
of ownership w'ith a bullet from that low- 
holstered, fancy cutter of his!

"The double-crossing skunk!” Rusty 
thought, and began grimly to debate his 
next move.

Murdock, hunkered down before the 
lowing embers of the fire, talked ram- 
lingly of gold towns he had visited, of his
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journey across the mountains through a 
hidden pass he had discovered. Rusty gath
ered that he had never visited Dos Piedras 
or any of the country below the Mai Suerte 
foothills; and in spite of the jasper’s denial, 
the suspicion returned to Rusty’s mind that 
Murdock was hiding out from the law. . . .

“Reckon I’ll hunt up Jenny an’ Pete,” 
the miner announced abruptly, as the shad
ows of nightfall began to creep down the 
canyon. "I let ’em hunt grass in the day 
but hobble ’em come night.”

"Burros?” Rusty asked.
Murdock shook his head. "Jenny’s a pack 

mule an’ Pete’s the best hoss that ever felt 
saddle leather. I travel fast when I feel like 
a change of scenery.”

"Go ahead, my leg ain't in shape for 
walkin’ much,” Rusty said carelessly. He 
was convinced, now, that Murdock was a 
fugitive, ready to hit leather at the first sign 
of danger.

At the same time, he was elated to learn 
that the strange prospector had a fast horse. 
Let him only get back his guns, and Rusty 
knew exactly what his next play would be.

He could hardly restrain his excitement, 
but he waited until Murdock had been 
gone several minutes before be returned to 
the search for his guns. To his surprise, he 
found them almost immediately. Murdock 
had merely shoved them under his bunk, 
where he kept his saddle and other objects, 
which otherwise would have crowded the 
small room.

Buckling on his cartridge belt, Rusty 
gloated at his luck. He must have had this 
Murdock all wrong; the jasper wasn’t crafty 
at all, just dumb. In his excitement, Rusty 
had been unduly suspicious, attributing to 
this straight-talking, honest-intentioned 
miner all his own crooked motives.

“Jest a plain damn fool,” Rusty decided 
contemptuously. "Now to find where his 
dust is hid out. . . .”

But he had no time to look for the gold, 
Murdock returned almost immediately, whis
tling a tune. So he trusted Rusty, after all. 
He must have intended to give Rusty his 
guns, must have meant his proposition as a 
square deal. Even that talk about trouble 
with his wife had been the truth, then, and 
Murdock wasn’t hiding from the law.

R USTY’S lip curled, for he had only 
contempt for a man who would let a 

woman drive him off into the hills to live 
like a half-starved cur. Gold or no gold, 
these prospectors were all loco!

Murdock came to the door and peered in. 
"There’s a candle on the table,” he said. 
"Why didn’t you light up?”

Rusty mumbled a reply, stepped back and 
let Murdock find the candle and light it. 
Taking no chances, he drew his guns while 
Murdock’s back was turned.

"Reach for the ceiling, Murdock!” he 
snarled. "I’m takin’ yore iron!”

The miner stiffened, slowly turned, his 
hands rising. "Reckon you’re makin’ a mis
take,” he said harshly, and his right hand 
suddenly flashed downward. Even with all 
the odds against him, he nearly cleared 
leather before Rusty could fire.

Rusty’s slug ripped into Murdock’s right 
shoulder spinning him around. Under the 
shocking force of that heavy .44 bullet, the 
miner staggered and almost fell.

Furious, trembling with the realization 
that Murdock would have shot him dead in 
a fair show-down, Rusty rasped, "Keep 
yore hands up, or I’ll drill you!”

Quickly he holstered his left-hand cutter, 
stepped forward and disarmed the slowly 
recovering Murdock.

"Nowr—where you got yore gold hid?” 
Rusty snarled. “I want it—all of it!”

Murdock raised his left hand, pointed. 
"It’s in plain sight, almost,” he said dully. 
"Over there, in that saddle bag."

"Get it out!”
Murdock obeyed. Rusty took the small 

buckskin pouch from him, hefted it calcu- 
latingly. "Ain't more’n nine or ten ounces 
here, at the outside!” he scowled. "Where’s 
the rest?”

"That's all I got,” Murdock snapped. His 
hard blue eyes were beginning to blaze. 
“What you aimin’ to do, you gun-crazy 
polecat! I saved yore life for you—offered 
you a chance to make a clean start. Figured 
you got into some trouble that taught you a 
lesson—that a little honest work would 
change yore slant on things, like it has 
mine . . . .”

"Never mind the preachin’ !” Rusty 
sneered. "I want the rest of that dust. 
Where is it?”

"You got all there is!” Murdock retort
ed fiercely. "W hat you aimin’ to do, you 
stinkin’ varmint!”

Pale with rage, Rusty eagerly fingered 
his six-gun. “I’m gonna kill you, Mur
dock!” he taunted. "I was gonna let you 
live to pan gold for me, but I hate preach
ers, an’ I ain’t takin’ chances with no gun- 
slick hombre like you. So you an’ me is
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tradin’ places before it’s too late to change!” 
Murdock stared at him, reading death in 

Rusty’s slitted eyes and cruel, tight-lipped 
mouth.

"So it's murder!” he snarled hoarsely. 
"You—the jasper I nursed back to life, 
askin’ no questions—you’re gonna kill me! 
I should've knowed. When a man saves a 
sidewinder from death—”

He broke off, laughed recklessly. "Well, 
I ain’t afraid to die, savvy? I knowed it 
was in the cards for me to pay off some 
day, only I didn't figure it would come this 
way. But if you think that by murderin' 
me you can escape—”

He never finished his warning. Rusty’s 
gun roared once, bucking savagely in his 
hand; and Murdock crumpled, a round, 
dark hole over his left eyebrow.

Rusty slowly holstered the six-gun. "Look 
more like suicide if the slug was in his tem
ple,” he reflected. "But it’s close enough.” 
And he added venomously, "The damn 
preacher!”

Staring down at the bearded face, he ran 
his fingers over the stubble on his own chin. 
A thoughtful gleam was in his narrowed 
gray eyes. Abruptly he nodded, picked up 
the candle and began to look for a razor, 
or anything sharp enough to cut off that 
bushy, dull red beard . . .

T IRED and sweaty, Rusty slowly plod
ded back toward the cabin, glad to 

leave the diggings for another day. He had 
lost count of time, but he reckoned nearly 
two months had passed since the night he 
had blasted Murdock into eternity.

He was discouraged and almost ready to 
quit; the work was too hard for his liking. 
He estimated that he now had four thous
and dollars and more of precious metal, but 
that seemed small pay for so much toil.

Yet every day he returned to the job, 
unwilling to give up the gold that was 
here for the taking. He was about ready 
to saddle Murdock’s fine gelding, though, 
and hit the trail for other parts. With not 
less than four thousand dollars in his poke, 
Rusty could have a roaring time in the sa
loons, dance halls and gambling places of a 
dozen boom towns he wanted to visit . . .

A huge turkey buzzard, soaring over
head, cast a shadow that made Rusty look 
up. He grinned. There wasn't much left 
of his roan mare now, or of Murdock 
either.

The realization that his plan had worked

to perfection cheered him somewhat, so 
that by the time he was back at the cabin 
and getting supper ready, he was humming 
an almost forgotten tune.

Nobody had come up here to bother him, 
but Rusty knew his plan had been a good 
one, all the same. He had cut off Mur
dock’s beard and changed clothes with the 
corpse, which he had hauled on the mule to 
the dry creek and left beside the sun-bloat
ed body of his mare. He had even ex
changed his twin six-guns for Murdock’s 
fancy, beautifully made .45 Colt.

Lately he had had a feeling that he was 
being watched, and this had bred a constant 
uneasiness that made him anxious to pull 
his stakes and clear out of her. But he 
never saw anyone, so it must be the un
broken loneliness that was making him 
jumpy. Like Murdock, he would almost 
have welcomed the sight of another hu
man being, good or bad, friend or foe.

Anyway, he was ready in case anyone 
ever happened along. His thick, rust-col
ored beard and Murdock’s mud-spattered 
clothes, plus the slain miner’s ornamented 
gun, would enable Rusty to pass for his 
victim, even with the few who had met 
Murdock.

He ate a scanty meal of soggy flapjacks. 
Murdock’s supplies were running low now; 
Rusty had wasted two days hunting vainly 
for something he could kill that would pro
vide fresh meat. He was still hungry, and 
longing for a smoke, when he went to the 
hiding place where his gold was hoarded, 
to add the dust and nuggets he had ac
quired today.

At the base of a spruce near the cabin, 
he lifted a large stone; from the hole be
neath he drew a heavy leather sack. He 
carefully poured in the new gold, replaced 
the stone. As he straightened, he heard 
the sound of footsteps. He tensed, hand 
going to his cutter.

"Hold it, Jackson!” a sharp voice 
warned.

Rusty whirled uncertainly. A man had 
stepped from behind the cabin, a small, 
wiry-Iooking gent wearing a flat-crowned 
black hat. He hadn’t drawn his gun, but 
Rusty didn't know whether to feel relieved 
or alarmed. He had never killed a man in a 
fair show-down; and the sight of an armed 
adversary, ready to draw, chilled him.

"W e been trailin’ you a long time, Red 
Jackson!” the man jeered. "Finally caught 
up with you, though!”
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"Hell, we cut sign on you a dozen 
times,” another voice sneered, "but you al
ways got away.”

R USTY turned his head. A second 
man younger than the first, had 

stepped into the clearing. And while Rusty 
tried to figure what it meant, a third, freck
led-faced jasper, came out of the thicket 
on his right.

"Listen, you fellers is smeilin’ around the 
wrong hole!” Rusty blurted. "My name 
ain’t Jackson!”

"The hell it ain't!” retorted the small 
man, his black eyes smoking with wrath 
"W hat is yore name, then?”

"Murdock," Rusty said quickly. 
"Murdock!” snorted the freckled youth, 

and laughed. "We knowed that would be 
yore handle when we caught up with you— 
we been hearin’ you called that in every 
town you passed through. Red Murdock— 
Red Jackson. Same dirty, woman-killin’, 
child-abandonin’ skunk!”

They were closing in on him, slowly, cau
tiously, like wolves encircling their prey.

Cold sweat stood out on Rusty’s fore
head. He licked his dry lips, gasped out: 
"W ait—wait! No gun play till I know 
what it’s all about! Did—did Murdock kill 
his wife? Is that what he meant by—by 
havin’ trouble with her?”

The small man glared at him. "Talk 
sense, Jackson! This is a show-down, an’ 
yuh might as well face it. We're three agin 
one, but that jest about makes us even, you 
bein’ the gun wizard you are. Awright— 
make yore play!”

They waited, the three of them, half- 
crouched, ready for his slightest move. 
Rusty stood motionless, his thoughts con
fused and desperate.

"I ain't Murdock!’’ he pleaded wildly. "I 
ain’t him, or Jackson either. " I’m Rusty 
Bascom, see? I—’’

One of the men laughed; the oldest man 
cursed.

"So you’re yeller too, besides bein’ a mur
derer!” the small man rasped. "Well, if 
yore red hair wasn’t plenty for us to know 
you by, that six-gun on yore leg is all the 
proof we need! I got the mate to it, Jack- 
son—the gun you lost, the night you killed 
my daughter an’ shot yore way through the 
posse that had come to take you!”

He patted the silver-studded gun butt at 
his hip, nodded significantly at the wea
pon Rusty was wearing.

"I reckon yuh figured Molly laid that 
trap for yuh, Jackson,” he went on bitter
ly. "But she didn’t, even if you was an out
law with a price on yore head. She lived 
long enough to send word to me an’ her 
brothers, an’ the sheriff turned over yore 
lost hogleg to us. We been trailin’ you ever 
since—across two states. You’re a gun-slick, 
Jackson, but you won't kill all of us. One 
or two of us, anyhow, will go back to raise 
up the baby daughter you left to die!”

"Make yore play, J a c k s o n th e  freckled 
youth jeered. "W e’re giviri you a chance 
you don’t deserve—what're you waitin' 
for?”

"Aw let’s kill the coyote!” his brother 
rasped. "If he won’t make a move, I 
w ill!’’

Rusty, with a protest forming on his lips, 
saw the beginning of the youngster’s draw, 
knew it was now or never.

His hand streaked to his gun butt, came 
up spitting fire before the impulsive youth 
could clear leather. But Rusty’s bullet never 
reached its mark; for tire roar of another 
gun merged with his own, and a split sec
ond after his shot plowed a furrow at his 
opponent’s feet, Rusty pitched forward on 
his face.

THE small, black-hatted man stepped 
forward, the gun in his hand trailing 

a thin stream of black-powder smoke.
"H e’ll never know it was his own iron 

that killed him,” he said. And reaching 
down, he took the engraved, silver-studded 
gun from his victim’s limp fingers.

"Look here, boys!” he said. "Both irons 
is the same! I can’t figure a proud, nervy 
gent like Red Jackson turnin’ plumb yeller. 
Why, he might’ve knowed this gun he still 
had would be a dead giveaway!”

"Aw, these killers is all yeller, Paw,” the 
freckled one said contemptuously. "W ith 
the odds even—”

“Hey, look!” his brother yelled, as he 
tore aside the heavy stone he had seen Rusty 
replacing. "This here’s his cache, sure 
enough!” He drew out the heavy sack, 
raised it excitedly. "Must be five thousand 
or so in dust, Paw!”

The young ranny’s father stood looking 
down at the unexpected treasure, a wistful 
look in his dark eyes.

"Son, I reckon the man that murdered 
yore sister did one good deed in his life,” 
he said softly. "He worked here an’ dug all 
that gold—his first honest dollar, I reckon.
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An’ every ounce of that stuff is gonna bene
fit the child he deserted. I’ll invest it for 
little Nan myself, an’ see she gets the good 
of it when she’s growed up.”

His sons nodded. "It’s Nan’s by rights,” 
they agreed.

"But,” the younger son puzzled, "I still 
can’t figure how you beat Red Jackson to 
the draw, Paw. I know you’re pretty fast, 
but you ain’t no wizard like he was s’posed 
to be. Do— do you reckon maybe that body 
we found down yonder, in the crick bed—’’

"Aw, that’s the killer they was huntin’ 
down in Dos Piedras!” snorted his brother. 
"Same roan hoss, same clothes, guns—ev
erything. His hair was a mite red-like, but 
don’t  mean nothin’. He didn’t have no

whiskers, like we knowed Jackson was 
growin’, an’—”

"Sure, sure, that’s right,” the other 
agreed hastily. "I gotta hand it to you, Paw 
—you faded Red Jackson hisself!”

The small man nodded musingly.
"Reckon I did,” he said slowly. "W ith 

his own gun. That’s kinda funny, too, 
’cause Jackson was plumb superstitious 
about them fancy six-guns of his’n. Claimed 
all his luck was in them.”

"But he lost one of them twin cutters, 
Paw.”

"That’s jest it,” the father said. "I reck
on the gun I shot him with was jest a mite 
luckier than the one he had. Luckier for us 
—not for him!”

B a s e b a l l..... THE NOTHING PITCHER ...........Curtis Bishop
H ow  could G eorge D aw son  ju s ti fy  th e  q u a r te r  of a  m illion  d o lla rs  th a t  h ad  been spen t 
to  b rin g  him  to  th e  P a n th e rs  . . . w hen  th e  arm  th a t  h ad  won 27 gam es th e  y e a r  be
fo re  w as  dead , and  now cap ab le  only of re lie f  w ork  .  , . i f  a t  a ll?

F i g h t ......... RINGSIDE J U R Y .......................... T. W. Ford
T hese  rin g s id e rs  w ere  here  fo r  m ore th a n  ju s t  to  w a tc h  F lin g e r  C affey  fight . „ . th ey  
w ere  here  to  try  him  fo r  m u rd e r!

B a seb a ll ..... THERE’S ALWAYS NEXT YEAR...Giles A. Lutz
H e w as  a  good enough p lay er f o r  an y  te a m  in th e  m a jo rs  , . . except th e  outfit w ho 
ow ned h is  c o n tra c t!

W re s tlin g  ....TACKLING DUMMY ....... Robert Leslie Bellam
T he punk d id n 't  know  w ho he w a s , o r  w h ere  he cam e from  . . . b u t he knew  enough 

to  pin the  shou lders o f  the  w orld ’s h eavyw eigh t cham p ion !

H orsera c in g  ..MUDDER M cC R EE .......... ....Nelson S. Bond
If  M ad d er M eCree hooted hom e a  w in n er in th e  K en tucky  D erby , th e  w re a th  w ould 
be a w a itin g  h im  . . * an d  a  b u lle t!

B a seb a ll ..... ROWDY ................................. Zene Tuttler
H e m ig h t a s  w ell be w h a t h e  w as  ca lled  . . .  so  H a n k  R ollins se t out to  p rove h im 
se lf  th e  b iggest tro u b le -m a k e r  in th e  M a jo rs !

T ra ck  ........ FERDINAND THE BULL-THROWER. .Eric Rober
F erd y  could ta lk  a  g re a t r a c e  . , , h u t conld h e  ru n  i t?

L acro sse  ..... BITTER V IC T O R Y ......................Jock Carroll
B eing th e  g re a te s t  a th le te  In H a rv a rd  h a d  tu rn e d  B ruce  E n g lan d  in to  th e  g re a te s t  
heel In C an a d a  !

B a se ’ a ll, e t c .. SPORT S L A N T S ...................... Wiicey Earle
In- *>e from  th e  D iam ond , th e  r in g  and  th e  w h irl of sp o rts !

Fig,. ........THE FIVE-GRAND PALOOKA . .Joseph Bruce Fox
H e w a, >tent;ia)ly le a th e r-p u sh in g  d y n am ite , b u t un til an  old tim e r  show ed  h im  bow  to  
ig n ite  t t .  s p a rk , h is  rum b le  s e a t w a s  firs t cousin  to  th e  ca n v a s!



GUNS AGAINST THE LAW
by JOSEPH L. CHADWICK

D AVE RANSOM, deputy sheriff, 
belted on his six-gun and stepped 
to the door of the office. A crowd 

in the boom town of Sorry Comers usually 
meant trouble, and the crowd of twenty or 
so men coming along the dusty street was 
a grim-faced lot.

Lean and hard of body, Ransom stood in 
the doorway and watched the oncoming 
group with narrowed eyes. He knew' all of 
the men. About half of them were leading 
citizens of the town, respectable residents 
and businessmen. The others were newcom
ers, tough hombres connected with the gold 
camps. They converged on the sheriff’s of
fice, crowding up to the door.

”Goin’ somewheres, gents?” the lanky 
deputy drawled.

No one answered at once. Then Bart 
Mingaloe, manager of the Lonesome Lou 
mine, shouldered his way to the fore. Min- 
galoe’s ruddy face had steel-blue eyes and 
a traplike mouth. He dressed like a dude, 
in a black store suit, low-heeled Eastern 
boots, and pearl gray Stetson.

"Right here,” he announced.
"Yeah?” Ransom said. "What fer?”
"W e don’t hanker tuh palaver long, Ran

som,” Mingaloe said. "W e’re hyar tuh tell 
yuh that yuh’re through as deputy. The 
citizens ot Sorry Corners decided at a meet- 
in' tuh take law' enforcement into their own 
hands.”

"So?” the lawman drawled, angry lights 
flickering in his eyes. Then: "Sheriff Hodge 
swore me in, an’ I reckon he’ll have tuh 
take away my star.”

Mingaloe smiled mockingly. He pulled

a long black cheroot from his pocket and 
rolled it between his fingers. "Yuh reckon 
wrong,” he said. "The sheriff is laid up 
with a bullet hole in his back. That’s one 
reason why we citizens figger on talcin’ 
over.”

"Yuli got over reasons?”
"Plenty!” the mine manager growled. 

And the crowd, muttering angrily, backed 
him up. “The sheriff was drygulched. To 
date yuh ain’t caught his ambusher. It 
plumb looks as if yuh the law is on siesta 
hereabouts—”

"Yeah! An’ not only that!” It was little 
Midge Evers, the storekeeper, pushing up, 
shaking his fist at the lawman. "It's plumb 
disgraceful! Thievin’ goin’ on right under 
yore nose, Deppity! Yesterday that camp 
robber, Quirt Bayman, stole a sack o’ flour 
outa my store—”

Banker Eli Jergins, a pompous, pink-face 
man, took up the discussion.

"Ransom,” he said, "it’s not that you 
didn't do your duty. It’s just that Sorry 
Corners has grown too big for two-man law 
enforcement. We know you’ve been kept 
busy, handling the toughs that keep coming 
into town. But with the gunfights in town 
and in the camps, it’s not safe anymore for 
law-abiding citizens—”

"That’s it,” Bart Mingaloe broke in. He 
had lit up his cheroot and talked with it 
dangling from his lips. He eyed Dave Ran
som mockingly. No love had ever been lost 
between the two. He said, "Accordin’ 
we’ve decided tuh form a Vigilante commit
tee—an’ bring law an’ order tuh this town.”

Those Vigilantes of Sorry Corners had been formed to combat the lawless . . , yet 
the first man their guns singled out was Deputy Sheriff Dave Ransom!

76
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DEPUTY RANSOM eyed the group 
coldly. "All yuli gents agreed, eh?” 

A chorus of voices assented. Ransom 
glared at them. This was Bart Mingaloe's 
work, he knew. They listened to him be
cause his company's mine was the richest 
in the section.

" ’Pears yore minds are made up,” the 
lawman said. Then his voice was like a 
bullwhip. "But 1 ain’t turnin' in my star! 
Leastwise not until the sheriff asks fer it!” 

Mingaloe’s face went granity. "Yuh're 
makin’ a mistake. Ransom!” he growled. 
"W e're prepared tuh take it!” He jerked 
his head. ''AH right, Scannel!”

Buck Scannel stepped forward. An ex
ranger, Scannel was a giant of a man, 
heavy-faced with his jaws shadowed with a 
blue-black beard. A scar on his left cheek 
gave him a sinister look. He had a barrel
like body, long arms, huge hands never far 
from his twin guns.

"Ransom,” Scannel said gratingly, " I’m 
headin’ the Vigilantes. I’m callin’ yuh to 
turn in yore star!”

Ransom straightened, his leathery face 
turned to stone. His eyes were ice, and a 
pulse beat discernibly in his temples.

"Scannel,” he said, low-voiced, "I’m 
warnin' yuh— I’m still th’ law—”

He got no farther. A commotion sounded 
far down the dusty street. A four-horse 
team, racing madly, tore along the street. 
The stage careening wildly was half-hidden 
in yellow dust clouding up from the horses' 
hoofs. The crowd about the sheriff’s office 
turned and surged forward, men shouting 
excitedly.

Dave Ransom followed, grim-faced. The 
stage had left Sorry Corners at seven o’clock 
that morning. At that hour in the after
noon it should have reached Payo Alto 
Junction on the Tucson railroad line. Some
thing was wrong.

Ransom stepped into the street. He saw 
only one man was on the driver's seat. Two 
men had been on the perch when the stage 
departed. Old Jud Harris, the driver, and 
Lefty Grady, the guard.

The stage came to a violent halt. Men 
thronged around it. Ransom, slowly cross
ing to the big coach, saw that it was driven 
not by Harris or Grady but by Quirt Bay- 
man, whom the storekeeper had called a 
camp robber.

Bayman climbed down. He was panting 
as hard as the team he had driven. A shab
bily-dressed, bewhiskered, ratty little hom- 
bre, Quirt Bayman. He had never been

known to do a day’s work in his life. His 
pale, watery eyes were furtive under the 
floppy brim of his shapeless hat.

"Hi, gents,” he said loudly. “The stage 
was drygulched! Look inside!”

Buck Scannel elbowed through the crowd 
and jerked open one of the coach doors. 
Something bulky rolled out, and Scannel 
jumped back. The crowd got noisy, curs
ing. Dave Ransom pushed up and looked 
at the lifeless lump at Scannel’s feet. It 
was Old Jud Harris, the stage driver, with 
a bullet-hole through his chest. His shirt 
front was patched with a big dried pool of 
blood.

Ransom looked into the coach with sav
age eyes. He reached in and tugged at 
something, pulled out the body of Lefty 
Grady, the guard. Grady had a bullet hole 
through his forehead. The deputy' lay the 
second body on the ground.

The crowd was swelling and muttering 
angrily. Buck Scannel grabbed Ransom’s 
arm and swung him about.

"The Vigilantes are takin’ over.” he 
rapped. "This is proof enough that thar’s 
bin no law enforcement in this county. I’m 
warnin’ yuh, hombre, tuh keep out o' this!”

Ransom threw off the Vigilante captain's 
grip. "Yuh want tuh have this out now, 
Scannel?” he rasped.

But Bart Mingaloe 
"No gunplay, gents, 
body’s gonna stop the Vigilantes,” He 
jerked a glance at Scannel, and said, "Yuh 
round up the hombres that did this. The 
Lonesome Lou shipped twenty-five thousand 
dollars in dust on the stage this mornin'. I 
reckon it's gone.”

"Shore it’s gone!” It was Quirt Bay- 
man’s high-pitched voice. The ratty little 
man was puffed up with importance. He 
had never before been the center of so many 
eyes.

Dave Ransom swung on Bayman. 
"Where’d yuh find th’ stage?”

Bayman’s colorless eyes were crafty. 
"Over in Spearhead Gulch— ’bout a mile 
from my cabin. It’d bin drove in a ravine— 
an’ it was jest like I brought it in. Th’ two 
bodies piled inside on th’ floor.”

"Spearhead Gulch?” the lawman said. 
"That’s two miles off th’ trail.”

"Yep,” Bayman said, grinning toothless
ly. "Th’ hold-up hombres musta drove it 
thar so it wouldn’t be found fer a spell. But 
I found it!”

Buck Scannel rapped out orders. "Git 
shootin’ irons, gents, an’ saddle up! W e’ll

pushed between them, 
he ordered. "No-
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ride tuh the Gulch an’ have a look-see, Meb- 
be we kin pick up th’ trail o’ them gun- 
slicks !’*

A dozen men left the crowd with Scan- 
nel. Dave Ransom ignored them. He saw 
Doc McReady, a white-haired little man 
who was both physician and undertaker, 
and motioned for him. Doc and he carried 
Old Jud Harris’s body to the undertaking 
establishment. Two other men brought 
Grady’s corpse.

THE lawman built a smoke, "Git tuh 
work, Doc,” he ordered, "an’ tell me 

about them bullet-holes.”
It was twenty minutes before Doc Mc- 

Ready offered an opinion. "Both men killed 
by a .45,” he said. "The slugs ranged up
wards—at a pretty sharp angle. I’d opine 
that the gunman stood beside the stage and 
shot square up into their faces.”

The young lawman’s eyes flickered with 
interest. "Thanks, Doc,” he said. He turned 
and strode from the undertaking room.

He stepped out into the glaring sunlight. 
Groups of men stood at a number of places 
on the street, talking excitedly. Ransom saw 
grim, bitter glances cast his way. He started 
a slow walk down the street. Everytime he 
passed a group, the members of it grew si
lent. He knew what they were thinking and 
saying That he had let lawlessness get un- 
controlable.

Ransom shouldered open the batwing 
doors of the Longhorn Saloon, stepped 
through, let the doors swing closed. He 
stood and looked about the big room. Quirt 
Bayman was at the bar, a crowd about him. 
Somebody had bought the ratty camp robber 
a drink. Buck Mingaloe was talking in a 
loud voice.

"Twenty-five thousand dollars in gold 
dust!” he growled. "Nice haul fer those 
hombres. I suspected somethin’ like that 
was gonna happen. Too bad we didn’t form 
a Vigilante committee sooner. Sheriff Hodge 
is too old fer a lawman, that’s why he’s 
laid up now w'ith lead in his back. An’ that 
Ransom hombre hasn’t the guts fer a law 
officer.”

Dave Ransom stepped into the center of 
the room. Someone saw him, nudged Min
galoe. The mine manager turned. Fear 
danced brightly in his eyes for an instant 
then vanished. He looked narrowly at the 
deputy’s stony face.

"Jest relatin’ what th’ whole town’s 
thinkin’,” he said mockingly.

"How many people knew about yore gold 
shipment?” Ransom demanded.

Mingaloe waved his hand in the air. 
"Everybody knows th’ Lonesome Lou makes 
a shipment every week,” he said. "Every
body but the deputy sheriff o’ this county!” 
He laughed loudly at his own bit of humor. 
The men at the bar guffawed with him— 
Quirt Bayman loudest of all.

Ransom glared at the grubby camp rob
ber. "Yuh, Bayman! Step along with me!”

Bayman’s laughter froze. His pale eyes 
bulged. "Me? What fer?”

"I hanker tuh talk with yuh,” the deputy 
said. "About that sack o’ flour yuh stole 
from Midge Evers’ store. Come along peace
able!”

"Yuh can't arrest me!” Bayman squealed. 
"Yuh’re no deppity no more!”

"Yuh cornin’ ?” Ransom’s voice thun
dered.

Bayman’s shifty eyes darted glances about 
for an avenue of escape. When he saw none 
he sidled over. "All right-—hombre!” he 
muttered.

Bart Mingaloe stepped forward. "Let him 
go, Ransom,” he growled. "I’ll pay fer th’ 
flour an’ see that Midge don't prefer 
charges.”

"I’m holdin’ him until Midge withdraws 
his complaint,” Ransom said.

Mingaloe’s ruddy face hardened. "W e’ll 
have tuh take care o’ yuh, Ransom—when 
Scannel an’ the Vigilantes come back!”

"I'll be waitin’,” Dave Ransom drawled.
He escorted the ratty little flour-thief to 

the sheriff’s office and locked him in one of 
the cells at the rear of the building. Then 
he left the office, strode to the livery sta
ble, and threw leather on his big gray geld
ing. He rode west along the stage trail.

The trail at first was blurred by many 
hoofs, but when it branched off onto the 
Payo Alto stage road it was clear and read
able for trailwise eyes such as those of Dave 
Ransom. He saw where Jud Harris and 
Grady had taken the stage out, and where 
Quirt Bayman had brought it in with its 
grisly burden. Beside the wheeimarks were 
the hoof marks of a dozen horses. Buck 
Scannel and his Vigilantes following the 
trail.

Ransom goaded the gelding with dull 
spurs. He galloped for a mile, then reined 
in. He saw where Quirt Bayman had cut 
the stage back onto the trail after bringing 
it away from distant Spearhead Gulch. 
Scannel and his mob had followed Bay*
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man’s trail. Ransom took the other—the one 
the stage had made going out.

He loped along beside the wheel marks 
for five miles then reined in again. He was 
in rough, rocky country, and he saw now 
where the stage had back-tracked. It cut 
off at this spot and headed toward the 
Gulch where Bayman had found it. Ransom 
leaned from the saddle and peered at the 
ground with keen, eager eyes.

Satisfaction lighted his eyes as he saw 
five sets of hoof marks. A rider had accom
panied the stage on its journey to the 
Gulch. The rider had ridden close to the left 
of the four-horse team, evidently leading it.

Kneeing the gelding, Ransom followed 
the double-tracks of the stage. Half a mile 
brought him to the scene of the hold-up 
killing. Traclcwise as an Indian, Dave Ran
som read the story.

A lone rider had stopped the stage. The 
stop had been short. Then the stage had 
been turned about—for its journey to Spear
head Gulch. Driver Harris and Guard Gra
dy had been dead by then, killed on this 
spot by a lone horseman.

Ransom looked about for the rider’s 
tracks. He found them, followed them for 
a mile. They led through treacherous rock- 
land, along a shortcut to the mining camps. 
They reached a creek, led into the water, 
and were iost. Ransom could not find them 
on the opposite bank.

Drumming hoofs sounded in the dis
tance. The big lawman rode back and met 
Scannel and his Vigilantes. The riders drew 
up and faced Ransom.

Scannel’s face with its scarred left cheek 
and blue-black jowls was ugly and scowl
ing. "I thought I told yuh tuh keep out o' 
this, hombre!” he said savagely.

Ransom sat rigid in the saddle, his gun- 
hand itching. He knew it was in the cards 
for Scannel and himself to have a gunplay 
showdown sooner or later.

"Anytime, Scannel,” he said flatly. "Any
time yuh’re ready!”

For a brief instant it looked as if the 
Vigilante captain would accept the chal
lenge. His thick body tensed, his eyes glit
tered dangerously, his right hand started 
for his gun then halted.

"Later,” he grated out. "Later, hombre!”
Ransom eased in the saddle, kneed the 

gelding, and headed for the stage trail. 
Reaching the trail he started for town, 
then changed his mind and headed for 
Quirt Bayman’s shack in the hills beyond 
Spearhead Gulch.

IT WAS a tumbled-down- log cabin, the 
west wall braced with poles cut from 

cottonwood saplings. There was a hole in 
the roof, and some of the upper chimney 
stones had fallen away. It was characteristic 
of its owner.

Ransom dismounted and entered. He was 
surprised. The interior of the cabin was 
clean and in order. The floor was swept 
clean. The bunk blankets were smooth, and 
the dishes on the table were clean. In a 
small cupboard near the fireplace was Bay- 
man’s small stock of food, including an un
opened twenty -five-pound sack of flour. The 
lawman took out the flour, carried it with 
him when he left the cabin. He stuffed the 
sack into a saddle bag.

Citizens of Sorry Comers were still on 
the street, talking about the stage robbery 
and the double murder. Cowhands and 
mine-camp men were drifting in. Riding 
along the street, Dave Ransom caught no 
friendly glance. He reflected bitterly that 
Bart Mingaloe and Buck Scannel had done 
a thorough job in tearing his reputation to 
shreds.

He dismounted before Midge Evers’ gen
eral store, took the sack of flour from the 
saddle bag, and entered the business place. 
His eyes iced a little when he saw Bart 
Mingaloe with the storekeeper.

Ransom said, "Midge, can yuh identify 
this sack of flour?”

The storekeeper scratched his bald head. 
"Looks like the one Quirt Bayman walked 
out with yesterday. I recollect that spot o’ 
molasses on th’ side. Yep, I identify it.” 
Then he glanced at Mingaloe. And said, 
"But Mr. Mingaloe hyar was sayin’ he’d 
pay fer the flour if I’d drop th’ charge 
against Bayman.”

"Suit yoreself,” the lawman said. 
Mingaloe took a silver dollar from his 

pocket and tossed it onto the counter. 
"Thar’s yore money, Midge. I’ll take the 
flour along an’ give it tuh Bayman—when 
th’ deputy releases him. Yuh ready, Ran
som?”

Ransom nodded.
Quirt Bayman’s ratty face wore a crafty 

grin when Ransom unlocked the cell door. 
He slipped out of the big lawman’s reach, 
then gave a cackle of a laugh.

"Told yuh,” he said, "yuh couldn't ar
rest me. Didn’t I, Mister Mingaloe?” 

"That’s right, Bayman,” the mine man
ager said. There was a lot of contrast be
tween Mingaloe and the grubby little thief- 
Mingaloe was big and dressed like a dude
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in his black suit, his gray Stetson, and his 
shiny, low-heeled, Eastern boots. It struck 
Dave Ransom as odd that the big man con
cerned himself so much with the shabbily- 
dressed Bayman.

"How about us amblin' over tuh th’ 
Longhorn, Mister Mingaloe,” Bayman said, 
"an’ havin’ a drink?’’

"Shore,” Mingaloe replied. "An’ I’ll 
stake yuh tuh a bottle of whiskey tuh take 
home with yuh—along with yore sack o’ 
flour.”

They walked out of the sheriff’s office to
gether. The puzzled deputy went to the 
door and watched them with narrowed, sus
picious eyes. He built a smoke, and be
fore he was done puffing at it he saw Quirt 
Bayman come out of the Longhorn Sa
loon, his sack of flour under one arm and 
a bottle of whiskey under the other. The 
shabby little thief hobbled on his crooked 
heeled boots. to the livery stable, entered, 
and rode out five minutes later on a hired 
horse. Ransom’s eyes widened in surprise.

Bayman hit the west trail which would 
take him home to his shack.

His dust hadn’t settled on the street when 
Bart Mingaloe pushed through the saloon's 
batwings. He too went to the livery, and 
came out riding his dust-colored gelding. 
He rode west also, evidently for the Lone
some Lou mine.

Ransom dropped his smoke, ground it in 
the dust with his heel, and strode to the 
livery. Old Sam Pettie gave him a hostile 
look.

"W al?” he demanded.
The lawman winced. The whole town 

seemed turned against him. He said, "Yuh 
let Quirt Bayman have a boss. Did he pay 
yuh, or yuh goin’ in fer charity?”

"Yuh got no authority tuh ask questions, 
Ransom,” Old Sam snapped. "But I’ll tell 
yuh. Bayman paid me spot cash fer hire of 
th’ cayuse.”

"Interestin’,” Ransom said. "Never knew 
Bayman tuh have money before."

"Wal, he handed me three silver dol
lars—an’ his money is as good as any
body’s." The liveryman spat copiously of 
tobacco juice and turned away.

Ransom stepped out of the livery in time 
to see Buck Scannel and his Vigilantes ride 
in through the gathering dusk on lathered, 
dusty mounts. The band dismounted before 
the saloon and began to file in. Men came 
running, shouting questions about the stage 
ambushers. Dave Ransom knew the answers

without hearing them. The Vigilantes hadn’t 
been able to find the hold-up men’s trail.

Scannel came from the saloon with three 
men in ten minutes. They walked their 
horses to tire livery, exchanged them for 
fresh animals. The ever-watching deputy 
saw them ride out the west trail. When 
they had disappeared, Ransom stepped into 
the saddle of the gray gelding and headed 
in the same direction. His eyes were keen, 
his face granity, his lips smiling dangerously.

Darkness settled. Ransom headed the 
gelding off the trail, loping toward Spear
head Gulch and Quirt Bayman's cabin be
yond. As he rode he eased his six-gun out 
of leather, spun the cylinder, tried the trig
ger action, and smiled grimly as he dropped 
the long-barreled .45 back into leather. The 
horse carried him through Spearhead Gulch 
and into the low hills beyond in an easy 
lope. When he sighted the square patch of 
yellow light that shone through the cabin 
window, he slowed to a walk.

The gelding’s hoofs striking stones among 
the mesquite threw sharp sounds into the 
still night. Bayman must have heard the 
sounds, for his light went out. The deputy 
frowned at that. And then—

"Wha-ow! A bullet winged sharply past 
his head. With it had come the roar and 
the orange flash of the gun from the cabin 
door. Ransom hit the ground running, six- 
gun in his hand. He dived behind a clump 
of mesquite as a second and a third slug 
spurted up dust ahead of him. His horse 
shied in sudden fright and loped a hundred 
feet along the back trail.

THE lanky lawman flattened to the 
ground as a fourth shot tore through 

the mesquite above him. He licked suddenly 
dry lips, then cautiously raised the long 
barrel of his Colt and squeezed out two 
quick shots. The black vertical oblong of the 
doorway flamed with gunfire from twin 
guns. Lethal lead ripped through the brush. 
Ransom flung himself over and over in a 
life-saving roll, ended belly-down ten feet 
away behind a tree stump. He snapshot 
once at the spot from where those guns 
had blazed. Echoing his shot, he heard a 
crash as a heavy object fell, then nothing.

He waited for the space of thirty seconds, 
then raised himself from behind the stump, 
waited again, breathless, with gun ready. 
No further shots crashed out at him. The 
shack was as black and still as a tomb. 
Excitement shot quivers through his muscles.
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He moved toward the doorway, his stomach 
pulled taut by feat of a surprise shot from 
within as he exposed himself.

No shot came. He reached the door, 
halted, listened, heard nothing. He stepped 
into the blackness. He let his breath out in 
a sharp gasp of relief, then felt in his 
pocket for matches. He reached out to 
strike one on the wall, but halted to listen 
again. The drumming of hoofs sounded 
sharply—for a brief interval— then died 
away in the distance. Ransom muttered an 
oath. His dry-gulcher had escaped through 
a back window to a horse hidden somewhere 
beyond the rear of the shack. He struck the 
match, and his face hardened at what he 
saw in its flickering glow. Ignoring the 
picture for a moment, he stooped and picked 
the oil lamp from the floor. The wick took 
the flame from his match.

He held the lamp high and looked about. 
Quirt Bayman, the grubby little thief, lay 
on his back and his ratty face sticky with 
blood from a bullet hole in his forehead.

"Do no more thievin’,” Ransom muttered.
He looked further about the room. He 

saw the open window through which the 
killer had escaped. And in the center of the 
room was the results of the crash he had 
heard after the exchange of shots. The 
killer, fleeing in the dark, had overturned 
the table. Bayman’s supper preparations 
were strewn over the floor.

Strips of bacon had spilled from an iron 
skillet, and beans from a pot. And—the 
lawman’s eyes widened. A wad of dough, 
the size of a man's two fists, was tramped 
flat on the floor by a heavy footstep. The 
footprint remained etched in the dough. 
Nearby was a spilled sack of flour, the same 
sack that Bayman had stolen from Midge 
Evers’ general store.

Ransom stooped and prodded the dough 
with a finger. "Tough as saddle leather,” 
he muttered. "Some biscuits Bayman was 
makin’!”

He placed the lamp on the floor. Across 
the cabin he saw a small flat wooden box 
with a lid. He got the box and transferred 
the dough into it. He fitted the lid, put the 
box under his left arm, bent to blow out 
the lamp flame. A voice snarled:

"What’s this, hombre?”
Ransom whirled, his right hand streaking 

toward his gun-butt then halting an inch 
from it as he saw the newcomer had him 
covered.

Buck Scannel’s thick body filled the door

way. The .45 in his hand bored at the 
lawman’s stomach.

"W al—talk!” he ordered.
Ransom’s spread-fingered hand was still 

an inch from his gun. His face was granity. 
He realized that the showdown he had 
known was in the cards was near at hand. 
And Scannel had the drop on him.

He said, "Scannel, I’m still the law in 
this county!”

The Vigilante captain cursed. "Not no 
more, hombre. Not no more!”

"Holster yore gun, Scannel,” the deputy 
snapped, his voice deadly. " I’m tellin’ yuh 
I’m th’ law, an’ right now I’m goin’ after 
th’ murderer o’ th’ stage driver and guard— 
an th’ killer o’ Quirt Bayman. I got th’ 
evidence tuh prove his guilt hyar in this 
box!”

Scannel's gun did not falter. "If yuh got 
evidence,” he said, "yuh’re gonna turn it 
over tuh th’ Vigilantes—which means me!” 

"I reckon yuh’re wrong, Scannel.”
"I reckon not,” the Vigilante said, his 

glittering eyes never leaving Ransom’s face. 
"An’ I reckon I’m right about a lot o’ other 
things—such as Quirt Bayman lyin’ thar 
murdered, and yuh sneakin’ from his shack 
with a box under yore arm. It shore looks 
plumb suspicious tuh me!”

"Yuh suggestin’ that I gunned Bayman?” 
Ransom snapped.

"Yep! An’ I’m arrestin’ yuh fer it!” 
Scannel said. His eyes became mere slits, 
his grin was wolfish. "Mebbe yuh’re re
sistin’ arrest,” he went on. "In that case, I 
reckon I can beat yuh tuh th’ draw—in th’ 
performance o’ my duty!”

He laughed raspingly. Ransom knew 
Scannel planned to kill him, and his mouth 
felt suddenly dry, as if full of alkali dust. 
He had a split second more to live, and he 
meant to make that split second count as a 
desperate bid for escape. He was a sudden 
whirlwind of action. His right leg shot out, 
the toe of his boot striking the oil lamp and 
throwing it across the cabin. The flame went 
instantly out, and thick blackness closed in. 

Simultaneously, Ransom’s gun leaped out 
and its roar blended with Scannel's shot. 
But the lawman was whirling, leaping side
ways so that he was an elusive target, and 
the movement ruined his own aim as well 
as Scannel’s. His triggered .45 roared in 
vicious encore to the Vigilante’s crashing 
gun. Gun flame stabbed the darkness, and 
the smell of gun smoke stung Ransom’s 
nostrils. Scannel had shifted position, too,
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backing from the doorway so that he was 
artially protected by the cabin wall. He 
ept firing, and one of his slugs burned the 

lawman’s left side like a branding iron.
Ransom felt a sudden fountain of blood 

spring warm and moist below his ribs. He 
gritted his teeth against the slug’s shock, 
then lunged for the door. He stumbled over 
the door sill, dropping the box he had clung 
to from the start of the battle. His lunge 
carried him against Scannel’s bulky figure. 
The hot breath of an exploding gun fanned 
his neck. Blindly, he lashed out with his 
gun at the man’s face. He felt and heard it 
crash against solid flesh,

THEY went down together, Scannel fall
ing backwards and the deputy on top 

of him. Ransom flailed with his gun as the 
Vigilante's arms grabbed him in a powerful 
grip. The long barrel of the Colt struck 
Scannel squarely across the right temple, 
making an ugly, blood-oozing cut. The 
breath came out of the man in a gasp. His 
body went limp under Dave Ransom.

Swaying groggily when he got to his feet, 
Ransom felt on the ground for the wooden 
box. He found it, then turned to look for 
his horse. The gelding was now calmly graz
ing a short distance from the shack. Scan- 
nel’s roan was a little farther away. Ransom 
rounded them both up.

Buck Scannel was groaning and strug
gling to his feet when Ransom returned with 
the horses. He stared savagely at the gun 
the lawman leveled at him,

"Yuh dirty dry-gulcher!” Scannel raged. 
"Shut up, Scannel!” Ransom snapped. 

"An’ git on yore hoss!”
Scannel climbed sullenly into the saddle. 

He cast a glance at his gun on the ground.
"Git goin’!” Ransom ordered. "An’ if 

yuh make a break I’ll kill yuh!”
They rode through the darkness toward 

the distant town. Ransom kept the nose of 
the gray gelding close to the roan’s rump. 
They rode out of the hills, then through a 
boulder-strewn, brush-tangled canyon. At 
the bottle-neck end of the canyon, Ransom 
called a halt.

He caught the sounds of riders. He was 
about to warn Scannel to make no sound, 
when the vigilante plunged roweled spurs 
into his mount’s flanks. The roan bounded 
forward. Cursing at the sudden move, Ran
som spurred his gelding to overtake the 
roan. He came alongside quickly and at
tempted to slug Scannel with his gun, but 
the fleeing man threw up his arm and kept

the blow from reaching his head. Jerking 
his roan to the left, Scannel made a des
perate play to escape.

His voice rang out in a wolfish yell: 
“Git him, hombres! Gun him down!”

Ransom gave his attention now to the 
oncoming riders. There were three, and he 
recognized them as the trio who had accom
panied Scannel from town at dusk. They 
were on him instantly, with blazing guns. 
He spurred the gelding again and headed 
at them, his own gun spurting flame.

One rider catapulted from the saddle, 
and by then the other two were past him. 
He reined in, whirled his mount about so 
that the two could not take him from be
hind. He saw that Scannel was streaking 
for Sorry Corners.

The two riders were wary. They had 
reined in and now sat on their horses a 
hundred feet away, guns ready. Ransom 
muttered a curse in his throat. Buck Scan
nel was getting away, and he couldn’t fol
low with two gunslick toughs at his back,

"Listen, yuh hombres!” he shouted sav
agely. " I’m still sheriff’s deputy in this 
hyar county. I’m on my way tuh arrest the 
murderer o’ three men, th’ hombre that 
stole th’ gold shipment. I'm warnin’ yuh, 
don’t interfere while I'm doin’ my duty!”

The two riders made no answer. They 
were shadowy shapes in the night. Ransom 
kneed the gelding, swung about, and loped 
away. He darted a glance over his shoulder. 
The two riders were following, but not too 
close. He pushed the gelding and stretched 
his lead into a safer distance. Far faster 
than Scannel’s roan, it would have ran down 
the other horse in another mile.

As it was, Ransom rode into Sorry Cor
ners thirty seconds after the Vigilante cap
tain. He saw Scannel’s blowing, lathered 
roan in front of the Longhorn Saloon. He 
jerked his horse to a halt, reached into the 
saddle bag for the wooden box which con
tained the damning evidence that would 
hang a man, then swung to the ground. 
He strode into the saloon.

Scannel was at the bar, excitedly whisper
ing to Bart Mingaloe. The two men faced 
about at the lawman’s entry. Scannel was 
unarmed. Mingaloe’s twin guns were be
neath his coat.

"Mingaloe!” Ransom’s voice lashed out.
The crowd in the saloon turned as a 

man. Bart Mingaloe’s ruddy face was swept 
briefly by fear, then went bland. He took 
a step forward. He still wore the black suit, 
gray Stetson, and low-heeled boots.
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"What do yuh want, Ransom?" he 
snapped.

"Yuh, Mingaloe! Fer three murders. Fer 
stealin’ th' shipment of gold off’n th’ stage 
this mornin'!” the lawman said.

Fear came again to the mine manager’s 
face. "Yuh’re loco! I wouldn’t be fool 
enough tuh steal my employer's gold!”

"Yuh are jest that sort o’ fool,” Ransom 
said. "I got th’ evidence hyar in this box.” 

Buck Scannel stepped forward. "Ransom, 
if yuh got evidence like that, yuh’ll turn 
it over tuh the Vigilantes," he said.

"The Vigilantes are through, I reckon,” 
Ransom said. "I'm all th' law as is needed 
hyar-abouts, It was a good idea—if it had 
worked. Mingaloe robbed the stage—and 
planned tuh rob it again often, I figger—an' 
yuh with yore Vigilantes were gonna make 
a big show o' huntin’ but not findin’ ’em.”

ELI JERGINS, the pink-faced banker, 
stepped forward from the crowd. 

"Ransom,” he said, "you’re accusing one 
of our leading citizens. If you don’t have 
sufficient evidence, it’ll be too bad for you.” 

Ransom didn't take his eyes from Bart 
Mingaloe. He said grimly, ”1 suspected 
Mingaloe from the start. Investigatin’ the 
stage robbery, I saw that th’ gunslick had 
stopped the stage. Old Jud Harris, th’ 
driver, never stopped fer nobody when he 
carried gold—unless mebbe the man who’d 
shipped the gold. Which in this case means 
Mingaloe.”

"Next, I learned from Doc McReady that 
both Harris and Guard Grady had been 
shot from below,” Ransom went on. "The 
killer was standing beside the stage, talkin’ 
with ’em. Mebbe that wasn’t good evi
dence. But I found more. Quirt Bayman 
knew somethin’. Any hombre with horse 
sense could see that. An’ Mingaloe played 
up to him. Bought him a sack o’ flour, a 
bottle of whiskey, gave him money tuh hire 
a cayuse. Why? I rode out tuh Bayman’s 
shade, found him murdered—”

"Mebbe yuh know somethin’ about that,” 
Mingaloe snapped. "Mebbe, gents, this 
hombre’s tryin’ tuh frame me tuh shield 
himself.”

"Let me do th’ talkin’," Dave Ransom 
ordered. "The killer of Quirt Bayman left 
his footprint in a wad o' dough which 
happened tuh fall tuh the floor.” He handed 
the box he carried to Eli Jergins. "Take a 
look-see, Banker, an’ tell everybody whose 
track that is.”

He said, "Only man I know who wears

them low-heeled boots is Bart Mingaloe.”
Mingaloe rasped out a curse. "Yuh’re all 

loco!” he raged.
Ransom said, "Yuh shouldn’t have been 

so generous, Mingaloe, an’ give Bayman that 
sack o’ flour. He mixed that dough with 
th’ flour yuh paid fer. But 1 hgger yuh had 
tuh treat Bayman handsome. He saw yuh 
rob th’ stage and was blackmailin’ yuh—”

He got no further. Mingaloe went for 
his guns. They came out of leather blazing. 
Ransom’s draw matched the killer’s to a 
split second. He felt a slug crash into his 
left shoulder, felt himself half spun around 
by the impact. But the shot was a lucky 
break. He saw Mingaloe fold up with a 
bullet through his chest. And in being 
whirled about, he saw two men pushing 
through the swinging doors with guns ready.

They were the two riders who had trailed 
him in. Scannel’s toughs. They opened 
fire, but Ransom leaped to the side. His 
gun roared three times like triple streaks of 
lightning. The one rider collapsed with a 
slug through his leg. The other threw up 
his hands.

Ransom whirled. Mingaloe was on the 
floor, sprawled on his face. Buck Scannel 
was picking up one of the fallen man’s 
guns. He straightened, triggering the gun. 
The bullet struck Ransom's leg and upset 
him. He fired as he went down and saw 
Scannel’s body give a shudder as the slug 
drove into his chest. The wounded lawman 
was swallowed by blackness.

D OG McREADY was working on him 
when he came to. "Don’t move, 

Dave,” the doctor said. "Got tuh patch yuh 
up— so yuh can do some more law enforcin’. 
Citizens o’ Sorry Corners have sorta changed 
their minds about th’ Vigilantes. Hyar! 
Keep still. . . . Got tuh cut th’ lead outa 
yore shoulder!”

"Mingaloe cash in his chips?” Ransom 
asked later.

"Yep,” said Doc McReady. "An’ con
fessed considerable before doing so. Yuh 
were right on all scores, except about why 
he killed Bayman. Th’ old thief saw the 
hold-up. He watched whar Mingaloe hid 
the gold. Then later he went an’ stole it 
an’ cached it under the floor o’ his shack—” 

Footsteps sounded, then a rap on the 
door. Doc McReady said, "Hyar comes a 
delegation o’ citizens tuh ask yuh to run 
fer sheriff, come election.”

Dave Ransom grinned. "Let ’em in. Saw
bones,” he said. "Let ’em in.”



HEEL OF A KILLER
by H. R. M ARSHALL

A t noon they'd meet . . . One was a killer whose guns had blasted many a gunsllek 
down that last dim trail of no return, and th e other was a cowpoke, with sight so bad he 

couldn't hit a target ten feet in front of him . . . and at noon they'd meet!

^ " ■ ’"^R E E D  STEVE was a killer by de- 
sire, instinct and training. He 

J M - W  was one of those who tingle 
when they kill, swell with tremendous sat
isfaction, feel elated beyond sanity in the 
mere killing.

'Breed proved that during his first half- 
hour in Gray Rock Center, proved it by 
calling out Marshal Pete Rice from The 
Mint bar and shooting him down.

It was a fair challenge and a fair fight, 
but those long brown hands of 'Breed 
Steve were a split-second too fast in reach
ing the double holsters and up again, too 
fast triggering his six-shooters at the mar
shal, who was no amateur himself .

Eight of the twelve shots drilled Marshal 
Rice in the middle before his own guns had 
cleared leather. The marshal had no time 
and really no cause to be ashamed of his 
fatal failure. Better men than he had wilted 
in front of 'Breed Steve’s hands, those Hash
ing hands faster than a magician’s; better 
men than he had folded up while the black 
button eyes of the killer went shiny wet 
with sadistic pleasure.

Funny draw, had ’Breed Steve. The men 
of Gray Rock Center noted it. He carried 
his two guns centered on his belly, and 
he crossed his hands and wrists before he 
drew them. Cross-handed draw—who ever

heard of that? Of course that way one 
wrist steadied the other, both hands ab
sorbed the recoil of each—but a cross
handed draw, even if the guns spit be
fore they seemed free? Only if one were 
a 'Breed Steve with hands which licked 
out like the fangs of a snake would one 
try a draw like—

"Now I’ll run this tin-can patch called 
a town for a while,” announced 'Breed 
Steve, reloading his hot guns. He stood 
there, short, squat and swarthy, his feet 
planted apart as if he owned the very earth 
he stood on, his black eyes flashing con
tempt and challenge. "Never did like Rice 
anyway, not since he pistol-whipped a friend 
of mine out of town last spring. Any ob
jections?”

OBJECTIONS were offered. Word 
1 ^ 1  of 'Breed Steve had preceded him. 
Warning had come down from Mono 
county, up from San Bernardino, in from 
Mojave, together with a list of the 'Breed’s 
victims, a list which grew in each re-telling. 
Generally, of course, he was called Half- 
Breed Steve—but not in his earshot.

"So there’s no objections to my takin’ 
over,” said 'Breed Steve. "I wisht there 
was some objections. Just for fun. . . . 
Now as to orders. Ten percent cut from

84
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The Mint. Okay? All the marshal's fees, 
and if there ain’t enough we’U find more. 
Free drinks, anywhere. . . . For sleepin’ 
and reg’lar eatin’ I'll take the Terrapin 
Rancho. Passed it on my way in, and the 
chuck house sure looked good, and the 
bunkhouse under that lone cottonwood . . . 
okay? Boys, who's settin’ up the drinks 
for the new marshal? Hell, you ain’t 
mournin’ Rice, are you? He had it cornin’ 
for a year. That’s the way he got his 
job, and that’s the way he lost it. A man 
who can’t pour bullets any faster’n he 
could—hell!”

The men of Gray Rock Center bought 
the drinks, but they didn’t look into the 
eyes of the killer or into the eyes of 
each other. As a matter of fact, most of 
them went to bed in the dark that night. 
Each was afraid he might look into a mir
ror and see the eyes of a coward staring 
back at him. But 'Breed Steve, after all— 
who would dare challenge a killer like 
that? Suicide, that's all.

LONG MAC MAC IVER tossed in his 
narrow bunk against the wall of the 

Terrapin Rancho bunkhouse, tossed and 
fretted and worried sleeplessly. The cause 
or his worry was less than three feet away, 
within arm’s reach, sleeping peacefully in 
the next bunk—'Breed Steve.

Long Mac propped his graying head on 
his hand and stared across at the 'Breed. 
He could barely make out the fellow’s fea
tures in the dim light from the shaded ker
osene lamp; but there seemed a smirk of 
utter satisfaction on the killer’s face and 
he slept the placid sleep of one who knows 
he has done a good day's work. Yes, 
the killer was sleeping more peacefully 
than any other man in the Terrapin bunk
house. Perhaps the consciences of the oth
ers troubled them, the realization that they 
were all afraid of one man, and a half- 
breed at that.

It would be easy, thought Long Mac 
Maclver, for him to pounce on that squat 
little form in the next bed, close his long 
fingers on that swarthy neck and choke the 
fellow to death. For that matter, it would 
be easy for any man in Gray Rock 
Center to waylay the 'Breed, to dry-gulch 
him. But that was not according to the 
code, that would be murder and a man 
would have to pay the penalty for it. No, 
to get rid of 'Breed Steve some man must 
stand up before him and shoot it out, draw 
for draw, shot for shot. No man in the

entire settlement would dare to do that, 
least of all Long Mac Maclver.

The old cowboy dropped his head on 
his arm and lay there tensely, his eyes 
watching the flickering shadows on the 
rafters of the ceiling. Yes, Long Mac 
Maclver would be the last man in the 
world to stand up before the flashing 
hands and spitting guns of 'Breed Steve. 
The mere idea would make the towns
people laugh. They laughed at Long Mac 
Maclver anyway, laughed because he was 
so tall and thin, with a body that seemed 
split up past the middle and arms which 
dangled to his knees, laughed most of all 
because he was always so awkward, tum
bling over his own feet, sliding off the 
back of his own mount, bumping into 
cholla cactus or doors or whatever was 
in his way.

Long Mac Maclver had always accepted 
the jibes goodnaturedly. After all, these 
men, even his fellow cowboys, didn't know 
that his faded blue eyes were so short
sighted that an object thirty yards away 
was only a dim blotch, so short-sighted 
that opened doors seemed to leap at him 
and chairs to spring up in front of his 
stumbling feet. Of course the major domo 
knew it; that was the reason Long Mac was 
never given a bad bronch’ to bust or a 
dogie to pull from the quicksand or any 
other real cowboy’s jobs; all Long Mac 
could do was to ride fences and with his 
pliers repair the gaps he found. . .

"Yep,” mused Long Mac, lying in his 
bunk, "it’s plumb ridiculous to think of 
anyone fightin’ it out with this 'Breed, most 
of all me. It almost makes me laugh. 
Almost. But someone's got to get him. 
Right now the whole town’s bullied, scared, 
and there ain’t a man who will stand up 
before 'Breed. And someone’s got to do 
it or there ain't no self-respect left. . . . 
The fellow must have a weakness. Sure, 
that’s it. He must have a weakness. May
be if I watch and watch I can find—“

Eventually Long Mac went to sleep, but 
he was the Erst one awake in the morning. 
As he pulled on his flannel shirt and 
chamois vest he watched 'Breed Steve 
awaken, yawn and stretch himself.

"How’s chuck?” yelled ’Breed Steve. 
"Flop my eggs and cook the toast hard 
and crunchy. That’s the way I like it and 
I gener’ly get what I like.”

Long Mac walked step for step with 
'Breed Steve to the plank table, watched 
him as he ate, watched each motion, peering
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with those near-sighted blue eyes. After 
breakfast he volunteered to take the ’Breed 
on a tour of the ranch.

"Sure,” said ’Breed Steve, "I got to know 
the lay of the land. And the cayuses. The 
fast ones. Sometimes I need a fast horse 
and a game one for a getaway. Come on, 
Long Mac. Show me the lowdown.”

Beyond the smaller corral something hap
pened. Long Mac and ’Breed Steve were 
walking side by side and Long Mac was 
making himself as agreeable as he could. 
The two were discussing the respective mer
its of mustangs and the heavier horses 
with a touch of Percheron in them. Sud
denly 'Breed Steve leaped in the air, turn
ing and twisting in his leap. Those marve
lous hands of his flashed to his holster and 
out again. Twelve shots sounded like the 
taps of a riveter, twelve shots poured into 
the ground.

LONG MAC peered closely. A rattle
snake was squirming and writhing, 

despite the fact that it had been shot 
through in three or four places.

"Pshaw,” said Long Mac, "it’s only a rat
tler. Only a young rattier. Three years old 
by its buttons.” He looked up at ’Breed 
Steve and he recoiled.

The face of the ’Breed was no longer 
brown; it was green. His black eyes were 
bulging with horror and fear and his hands 
remained crossed on his belly, pressing it 
hard. He moved to the nearest creosote 
bush and bent over it. Then he was sick, 
actively, nauseatingly sick.

Long Mac watched it all and into his 
faded blue eyes came a glint of interest and 
speculation.

"Damn it!” cursed ’Breed Steve, coming 
back from the bush. "Those rattlers! I 
can’t stand ’em. They make me sick. They’re 
awful. God, how I hate ’em!”

Long Mac nodded. He seemed to be 
smiling a kind of internal smile, a wise 
smile. So the ’Breed was vulnerable after 
all; he had a hole in his armor. It wasn’t 
that the killer thought snakes were horri
ble; it was more than that—he was dis
tinctly, sickeningly afraid of them. Yes, a 
hole in his armor. Wasn’t there an old 
geezer named Achilles who was safe to ail 
mortal attack except for one heel? Some
thing about his mother holding him by one 
heel when she dropped him in magic water. 
And wasn't the old geezer, Achilles, finally 
downed because some wise mortal shot him

in that vulnerable heel with a poisoned ar
row or something?

Well, ’Breed Steve seemed to have an 
Achilles heel—and the name of it was—
rattlesnakes.

That afternoon Long Mac didn’t ride 
fences. He sat on the edge of his bunk, his 
long legs sprawled loosely, his arms dan
gling; but his little blue eyes were intense 
and his face twisted as he forced his think
ing apparatus to its limit. At last he got up 
and walked to the chuck house.

He gazed first at Ramon Chico, the 
plump little Mexican cook, then up at the 
alarm dock on the shelf above the range.

"Clock keep good time, Ramon?” he 
asked.

The little Mexican grinned. "Sure, he 
keep good time. You set alarm at five and 
burr-rr the alarm go off at five. Every morn
ing he get me up on the second.”

"Good,” said Long Mac. "I was only 
wondering what time it was.”

He ambled back to the bunkhouse, but 
that afternoon while Ramon Chico was tak
ing his siesta the alarm dock disappeared 
from the shelf over the range.

#W BREED  STEVE was lording it over the 
■ J P  men in The Mint. He was not the 

quiet type of killer, cold and silent, but the 
noisy man who liked to talk of his own 
prowess, of his own black deeds as if each 
re-telling of them were a renewed pleasure.

. . . and so this Monte Jack comes 
around the corner of the Golden Nugget 
with his hand on his gun butts but I was 
too quick for him and—”

"That so, half-breed?” interrupted a 
voice, a mild, speculative voice. "Plenty 
brave, ain’t you, half-breed?”

For a moment the men at the bar were 
frozen with utter surprise, surprise in which 
horror was heavy. Slowly they turned to face 
the speaker. Long Mac stood there, his 
hands fiat on the bar, his face turned to
ward ’Breed Steve, his little eyes peering 
near-sightedly.

The hands of ’Breed Steve had flashed 
to his holsters. But he couldn’t pull his 
guns, not on a man whose hands were flat 
on the bar. His swarthy face had turned a 
shade lighter. "W hat’d you call me?” He 
forced each word out slowly.

"Half-breed,” said Long Mac. He hoped 
no one noticed that his voice trembled just 
a little. "Half-breed, I called you. You
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are, ain’t you? Half coyote and half rat
tlesnake. That’s what I think."

Again there was that long moment of 
frozen silence.

"W ell?” said Long Mac.
'Breed Steve turned and spat on the floor. 

"When will it be?” he asked. "Right now? 
Outside?"

"Naw,” said Long Mac Maclver. "My 
eyes ain’t as good as they used to be. To
morrow noon would be a good time. When 
there ain’t any shadows."

The men of Gray Rock Center stared at 
this long gangling elderly cowboy, the awk
ward likeable old fellow who could hardly 
fork a horse and who bumped into open 
doors. Had he suddenly gone crazy? Was 
he committing suicide on purpose? The 
gazes were speculative but they were also 
sad. Yes, they realized now, they had all 
always liked the long-legged old geezer and 
now, well, it was just too bad.

’’Just to make it fair," said Long Mac, 
"I think Buck Harris might go out and 
draw two lines in the alkali dust out front. 
Say about twenty yards apart. Then tomor
row, just at noon, the half-breed will come 
down the street from the east and I’ll come 
up from the west. He can come out of the 
blacksmith’s shop and I’ll come out of the 
door of the house where my niece, Jennie, 
lives. Then we walk up the street toward 
each other and either of us can start for the 
holsters at any time. That’s all accordin’ to 
rales, ain’t it?" The voice of Long Mac was 
anxious.

Again 'Breed Steve spat on the floor. 
"Sure,” he said, "anything’s okay with me. 
Only you come out of the house with your 
hands at your side and I come out of the 
blacksmith’s shop the same way and we 
walk toward each other, ’til one of us 
makes a move.”

"That’s right,” agreed Long Mac. "Buck, 
why don’t you go out and draw them lines 
in the dust, eh?’’

THE grapevine telegraph of the desert 
spread the news with that strange, 

lightning-like rapidity with which it al
ways works. Gray Rock Center became the 
focal point of desert dwellers, cowboys, 
prospectors. Long before mid-morning, jig
gling ponies and creaking buckboards 
brought in the desert dwellers. All morning 
the inrush continued. Excitement!

The great ’Breed Steve had been chal
lenged by Long Mac, challenged to an old-

fashioned Western shooting duel, a duel in 
which the man fastest on the draw', the tru
est in his aim, would win. Of course old 
Maclver wouldn’t have a chance in hell but 
—more excitement, more buzzing of lips 
and tongues, more men lining the two sides 
of the short main street in Gray Rock Cen
ter.

At five minutes before twelve silence set
tled over that little desert community. From 
the blacksmith’s shop to the third house up 
the street the paths—which were called side
walks—were lined with men. Of course the 
greatest number were at The Mint bar.

". . . . 'Breed Steve’s already in the black
smith’s shop. I seen him loosenin’ his guns 
in his holsters and—. . . .”

"Long Mac’s havin' a cup of coffee in 
his niece’s kitchen. Reckon he’ll need that 
coffee and reckon he better say goodbye 
to---

Three minutes to twelve. ’Breed Steve 
appeared first, walking out from the black
smith’s shop to the center of the road, the 
calcium-white road upon which the sun 
glared with a beating intensity that made 
eyes ache, and raised layer after layer of 
heat waves, shimmering and distorting all 
things.

"There’s Long Mac!”
The whisper ran up and down the street, 

crossed over and buzzed most loudly of all 
in front of The Mint bar. That, after all, 
was the grandstand. Right in front the two 
lines were drawn only twenty yards apart 
deeply in the dust. Of course the men stand
ing there ran a slight chance of being hit 
by a stray bullet, but who would reckon 
such a danger when they could be in the 
front row of a thing like this? Here was 
something that they could talk about for 
days, weeks, months, something they could 
tell their nephews and grandsons about.

Yes, Long Mac Maclver had appeared, 
moving slowly away from the house of his 
niece, blinking in the glare of the sun, 
squinting his little blue eyes. The two men, 
the killer and the cowboy, were approaching 
each other slowly, down that glaring white 
road. Both had their hands at their sides, 
each watched the figure of the other ap
proaching.

Suddenly ’Breed Steve stood stock still in 
the middle of the road. He threw back his 
head and laughed aloud. He turned to the 
men on the sidewalk.

"Look at the old buzzard!” he shouted. 
“So scared he can hardly stand up.” He 
raised his hands to his lips and shouted
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down the street, “Hey, you old turkey buz
zard, pull your guns and take a shot at me. 
Look, I’ll turn my back so you won’t be 
scared.”

True to his word, 'Breed Steve turned his 
back on the gangling figure which was ap- 

roaching, stood there, a fair target while 
e laughed and joked with the spectators.

Then Long Mac raised his voice. “I don’t 
shoot a man in the back,” he yelled. “Come 
on like a man and don’t go skulkin’ back 
there like the stinkin’ coyote you are!”

Once more Long Mac Maclver hoped 
with all the power of his being that the 
men of Gray Rock Center didn’t catch that 
faint tremor in his voice. He hoped, too, 
they wouldn’t notice how weak nis knees 
were and how his hands were shaking. For 
’Breed Steve was coming on now, plodding 
down the road, planting each foot firmly, 
solidly, and his swarthy, hard face seemed 
to project far in front of him and his black 
killer’s eyes were unblinking, watching for 
the faintest suggestion of a move by his 
opponent’s hands to the holster.

The men were less than a hundred yards 
apart now, less than ninety, down to seventy.

“Make your move!” shouted 'Breed Steve. 
"Make your move, you buzzard, and I’ll 
show you what lightnin’ is.”

Long Mac made no move with his hands 
and his feet had almost ceased their forward 
progress. Those on the sidewalk next to him 
saw the beads of perspiration on his long 
thin face, saw that his graying hair was 
shiny with perspiration; they saw, too, that 
his eyes were blinking and thgy noted par
ticularly that he carried his head to one 
side as if he were listening, listening intently 
to some sound they couldn’t hear.

“Oh, God,” Long Mac was breathing to 
himself. “Let it go off now. Let it go oS 
now! I can’t move another step. I can’t! 
I can’t. Oh, God, I don’t want to be killed! 
I’m just tryin’ to rid this town of a killer, 
I’m just tryin’ to give this town back its 
self-respect and it ain’t right that I should 
be killed for it. Oh, God, let it go off—”

T HE men were barely fifty yards apart 
when it happened. The hands of 'Breed 

Steve flashed to his holster faster than they 
had ever done in his fast-drawing life. Up 
came the guns and out of the leather, in that 
strange cross-handed draw. This was the 
moment.'This was the moment of death. 
Death for old Long Mac.

But the ’Breed’s six-shooters were not 
pointed at Long Mac. They were pointed at

the ground ten feet to 'Breed Steve’s right, 
pointed at a little mound of alkali dust. 
Into that mound the guns emptied them
selves, into it and a little coil of rope which 
was resting on it. The face of ’Breed Steve 
had turned yellow and now it was green. 
Both hands of ’Breed Steve folded on his 
stomach and he was ready to retch.

Long Mac Maclver fired then. But he 
didn’t shoot at 'Breed Steve. Probably it 
would have done no good if he had aimed, 
for the killer was only a blur in front of 
him. So he emptied his revolvers in the air 
over the killer’s head. And then sudden 
rage seized Long Mac, rage at that retching 
green-faced man who had come into town, 
bullied the town, made the men of the town 
lose their self-respect.

Long Mac charged. There was one other 
way to fight, a way just as American as the 
gun duel. The bare fist was a great weapon, 
properly wielded.

Long Mac wielded it expertly. His first 
blow started from the ground and started 
upward. As it hit on the point of 'Breed 
Steve’s jaw it twisted a little. 'Breed Steve's 
feet seemed to leave the ground as he fell 
backwards.

All the time Long Mac was muttering 
strange things to himself. He stooped down 
and took ’Breed Steve by the ankles; he 
dragged him down the dusty road and the 
killer's head made a deep track in the alkali 
dust and sometimes it bumped on rocks and 
once it got tangled in a branch of mesquite 
and had to be jerked through it. Still Long 
Mac strode ahead, pulling that little bump
ing figure behind him like a bronch’ pulling 
a dogie from the quicksand.

At the end of town Long Mac stopped. 
He summoned his remaining strength and 
began to swing the limp figure of ’Breed 
Steve, the killer, in an arc, revolving it 
around him like a hammer-thrower revolves 
a hammer. It was hard work and he stag
gered as that chunky body made a complete 
circle around his own. When he had it 
whirling fast enough he let go, and ’Breed 
Steve, the killer, catapulted through the air 
and down the bed of a dry wash.

Long Mac Maclver brushed his hands to
gether as if he were wiping off dirt.

“He’ll never dare show his face in this 
town again,” muttered Long Mac to no one 
in particular. "He'll never dare to come 
within a hundred miles of here again. 
They'd laugh him to death.”

He was trudging back up the center of 
the road again, struggling through men who
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had rushed out to greet him, to pat him on 
the back, to grab his hand, some just to 
touch this marvelous fellow. Long Mac 
ignored them all and plodded ahead, still 
muttering. He reached the first line drawn 
in front of The Mint bar. He turned and 
looked at the little pile of dust beside the 
mark, stared at the little hump and a coil of 
rawhide lariat which had been arranged on 
it in queer concentric circles. The rope had 
a metal clasp on it, too, and there in the 
dust the whole thing looked at first glance 
remarkably like a snake. Long Mac stared 
at it and grinned weakly.

He was awfully tired. The strain had al
most been too much for his old heart. So 
he sat down suddenly in the dust.

His long brown hands began to paw at 
that mound of dust. Like a dog uncovering 
a bone he uncovered a small cardboard box, 
pulled it to him. He took off the cover.

"Here,” he said, holding up a glistening 
object, "this is Ramon’s alarm clock. Take 
it back to him. Tell him the bell is in my

bunk and he can take off this paper so 
that—”

just then the alarm clock, shaken by Long 
Mac, began to vibrate. The little hammer, 
which generally beat on the bell, was beat
ing on a piece of yellow wrapping paper, 
and the sound which came out was so star
tling that the desert men all jumped. That, 
they knew, was the exact sound of a rattle
snake.

"A rattler, eh?” crowed Long Mac, sway
ing back and forth on his hips. "Nice rat
tler, brave rattler, wonderful rattler. And 
what it did to ’Breed Steve! Probably you 
guys never heard of an old geezer named 
Achilles who had a heel— ”

BUT the men of Gray Rock Center 
decided the strain had been too much 

for Long Mac and he was becoming maud
lin, so they picked him up and carried him 
on their shoulders. They planted him on the 
bar of The Mint and ordered the first round 
of drinks in his honor.
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LIKE a tornado, the Clergs and their 
troop of hard-bitten lead-slingers 
came roaring out of Paintrock Can

yon, and into Coyote Pass, just before sun
down. At the head of the thundering caval
cade rode the four Clerg brothers: Black 
Gran, Beanpole, Flint, and Dogie.

In a whirl of dust and flying gravel, the 
rough, hard-riding outfit reached the west 
end of Main Street. There sounded wild 
yells from twelve throats, and then pistol 
shots. Window panes and lamp globes 
smashed; fell in showers of tinkling glass. 
Bullets ripped into planking and whistled 
along the winding street.

People ran for shelter like rabbits scur
rying to burrows. Inside the stores and the 
dives of the town, chairs and tables banged; 
boots scruffed and pounded.

Some of the inmates of the places were 
springing to windows to see what was hap
pening on the street. Others were ducking 
behind various articles of furniture.

All up and down the town could be 
heard frantic shouts to the effect that it 
was time to scoot; that the Clergs and their 
tough Rafter Arrow C outfit were riding 
wild into Coyote Pass.

For a full minute there was pandemo-

SADDLEMATES 
NEEDED FOR 
BRIMSTONE 

RANGE
by JAM ES ROURKE

Those hard-fighting, lead-siinging Clergs 
had damned the sheriff of Coyote Pass 
as a fancy-pants pretty-boy dude . . » 
until he proved to them that the man be
hind the guns, and not the clothes, make 

the lawman!

nium as the cyclonic cavalcade rode up 
and down the town; pounding, plunging, 
shooting, yelling like savages on a wild 
rampage. And then Black Gran, eldest of 
the Clerg quartet, assembled his riders into 
a compact group and swung them toward a 
place of business named the Longhorn.

Inside the Longhorn the only person who 
had not ducked to some place of more or 
less safety, was a young fellow who stood 
at the bar, sipping a glass of beer.

He was dressed in a rather new, rather 
gaudy range outfit. A pair of ivory-butted 
six-guns on ornately studded belts hung at 
his thighs. Beneath his well-formed nose 
was a small, blonde mustache, the points of 
which were waxed into spikes. This young 
stranger looked very much the dude cow
boy.

"W hat’s wrong?” he casually asked the 
barkeep, as that anxious individual rose 
from beneath the bar and peered through 
a fly-specked window at the twelve men, 
who were quitting leather at the hitch-rail 
in front of the Longhorn.

"It's the Clerg outfit, toughest band of 
gun-rollers this side of Rio.”

"Outlaws?”
The barkeep sent a furtive glance about
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the room, at the men who now were emerg
ing from various places of concealment. 
Evidently he was unwilling to say anything 
further to the discredit of the hard-bitten 
outfit.

"The four Clerg brothers own the Rafter 
Arrow C spread,” he finally said.

"Why all the ridin’ wild?”
"Tomorrow is Election Day. People are 

coming in tonight so’s to witness all the 
show. Reckon die Qergs are just serving 
public notice they aim to rule the poll. 
They swore they would.”

The dudish-looking cowboy did not know 
that the Clerg gang was coming into the 
Longhorn, and so now he swung toward the 
door, curious to have a look at the outfit 
which had shot up the town.

As he flipped open the batwings, one of 
varnished panels slapped a big, dark, rock- 
visaged man in the face.

The heavy-set fellow cursed savagely. He 
jerked to a stop. His packed group of fol
lowers halted with him.

"Gosh! Excuse me!” apologized the 
fancily-dressed cowboy. "I—’

"You cussed young fool!” shouted Blade 
Gran Clerg. "Whyn’t you watch what you’re 
doin’?” He seized die cowboy’s yellow 
neckscarf and shirt collar in a hairy hand, 
shoved him backward into the Longhorn, 
and whirled him against the front wail.

Black’s three brothers and the eight gun- 
slinging punchers of the Rafter Arrow C 
crowded in after him, eager to see a fight.

Holding his victim pinned against the 
wall, Black Gran drew back a knotty club 
of a fist.

"Feller, I’ve a danged good notion to 
knock yore head right through the ’dobe!” 
he roared.

"I told you I’m sorry. Besides, it was as 
much your fault as mine. I didn’t know any
body was coming in, and—”

"Shut up, or I’ll— ” The big fist went 
back a little farther.

"Shucks, Gran, don’t let k  go!” Bean
pole Clerg, second of the four brothers 
drawled disgustedly. "Cain’t you see he’s 
only a dude cowboy?”

Curiosity replaced the rage that had mot
tled Black Gran’s heavy countenance. He 
released his hold and stepped back; stud
ied the young fellow from head to foot and 
then up again. Suddenly he burst into a 
guffaw. "W ho the Sam Hill air you, Sporty’, 
an’ where you from?”

Tiie other straightened the gaudy neck-

scarf, and the expensive gray Stetson with 
impatient little jerks and strokes. In a 
voice that was unexcited, but just a little 
hard he said: "My name’s Dave Kridel- 
baugh, and I’m from—what difference does 
it make where I’m from?”

Flint Clerg, a chunky man with a raw- 
red face and pinkish eyes, sneered through 
broken teeth: "So o ome cowboy! Fer what 
drugstore did you last ride, buckaroo?” 
Again there was raucous laughter. This time 
the whole Rafter Arrow C outfit joined in 
the insulting mirth.

DESPITE his dudish get-up, Dave Kri- 
delbaugh’s face was lean and tanned, 

and the blue eyes in it were hard. He mut
tered something under his breath. No one 
seemed to hear just what it was. Then he 
started to move away.

Dogie Clerg, a sneering youth with a 
drooping mouth that seeped tobacco juice 
at the corners, shoved him back and said: 
"Wait a minute, sissie. Give us another 
look at them fancy duds uh yore’n. Gosh, 
I never seen so many conchas, an' bright 
studs, an’ doodads on any one outfit in all 
my life.”

"Don’t make me mad,” sighed Dave. 
But again no one seemed to hear.

"An’ notice the two party six-guns,’’ ob
served the horse-faced, sorrel-haired Bean
pole Clerg. "1 reckon he had to git new 
weepuns because his old uns was so notched 
his hands was becomin’ warty from handlin’ 
’em.”

Dave took a deep breath. Smooth ridges 
of muscle flowed beneath his fancy, form
fitting shirt. Hard little cords worked on 
his lean jaws. "Don’t make me mad!” he 
spat out.

For just a moment there was surprised 
stillness, while everyone looked at the flashy 
cowboy, wondering if his character had 
been misread. And then Dogie Clerk broke 
the silence with a frog-like chuckle.

"Heck, no, Gran; fer heben’s sake don’t 
make the hellyun mad! He might jerk 
off yore left hind laig an' whup you with 
the bloody end of it!”

"Yeah,” put in Flint, "he might even 
slap you on the wrist. You cain't never 
tell about sech hombres.”

"Er hit you in the nose with his pow
der puff,” warned Beanpole,

" I’m trying to hold my temper,” Dave 
said huskily.

"I been wonderin’ what become of my
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toothbresh," chortled Black Gran; “but 
now I know. Here she is, right here.” 
He reached out, caught hold of Dave's 
waxed mustache, and jerked it brutally.

The young fellow’s teeth snapped. His 
eyes flashed blue fire. He lashed out with 
a brown fist. Black Gran jerked back his 
head just in time. The blow missed his 
square chin by a thin fraction of an inch.

As the swing ended, Dave went into a 
crouch, sinewy hands spread and tensed 
above the ivory butts of his two obviously 
new six-guns. "You big 
ground out. "Dig for yore

He relaxed; licked his lips.
Black Gran, too, had dropped into a gun 

crouch.
“Do what?” Black asked flatly.
"I ain’t lookin' for no trouble,” mum

bled Dave. Turning, he began shoulder
ing his way through the crowd. They 
jostled him and jeered as he made his way 
along.

Just as he was pushing through the 
batwing doors, droopy-mouthed Dogie Clerg 
swung a boot toe at his seat, but missed. 
As the young cowboy stumbled out onto 
the board sidewalk he wailed:

"Ple-e-ease, don’t make me mad!”
”Oh, fer the luw a gawd, no!” mocked 

Black Gran Clerg. "Don’t git the fire- 
eatin’ hellion riled!”

Roaring and rocking with laughter, he 
led his crowd to the bar. Drinks were 
ordered, and soon all thoughts of the 
"dude” cowboy were displaced by what 
were considered to be more important ones.

Thirty minutes later Dave was playing 
a casual game of poker in the ’Dobe Dol
lar, when the four Clergs fanned in. They 
paused, spread-legged, near the double 
doors, and searched the room with their 
close-set eyes. Instantly there was a si
lence, for everyone sensed that trouble was 
imminent.

ED by Black Gran Clerg, the four 
brothers strode down the room. Their 

gazes were fixed now upon a lanky, droopy- 
mustached, grizzled man who sat at a card 
table in the back part of the room. His 
thin old face went hard as he saw them 
coming.

Black Gran stopped beside the table and 
looked down. There was a sneering smile 
on his dark, rugged face. "I hear you’re 
runnin' for sheriff, Nate!” he drawled, as 
softly as his naturally harsh voice would 
allow.

svalloper! he 
gun."

The old man sent a jet of amber de
terminedly at a spittoon; then said: "You 
dad gummed right!”

Black Gran’s hard smile vanished. His 
mouth twisted in an expression that was 
ugly to see. His brows were knitted over 
his rattlesnake eyes. Bending suddenly, 
he seized a handful of the old man’s loose 
shirt front and yanked him upright. “Lis
ten, Nate Larriby! You’re gittin’ out of 
Coyote Pass pronto—right now. Savvy ? If 
you don’t—’ He shoved the muzzle of a 
forty-five against the grizzled man’s thin 
nose. In fact, the end of the nose was 
lost in the gun’s orifice.

Dave Kridelbaugh, watching, spoke soft
ly: "Why, the doggoned bulldozer! He
ought to have his head blowed off!”

"Sh-h-h, fool!” whispered the stud deal
er. "Do you know who you’re talking 
against? Them’s the four Clerg brothers!”

For a moment old Nate Larriby glared 
back at Black Gran Clerg, and then all 
the fire and defiance died from the brown 
eyes. The tall form sagged. The bony 
chin dropped. "All right, Gran,” he mum
bled, ’T il git.” His runover boots went 
clumping down the room and carried him 
out through the butterfly doors.

"Pore old fella!” thought Dave.
Again the riffle of cards, the dry rattling 

of a roulette wheel, the clacking of chips, 
a scruffmg of feet, and voices.

They were strangely subdued now, those 
voice. No one spoke a word to the Clergs. 
Black Gran, Beanpole, and Flint went to 
the bar. The youngest Clerg—Dogie— 
came to the stud table where Dave was 
playing.

"Well, well! If it ain't Mr. Fancy 
Doodad!” he sneered as he recognized the 
flashily dressed stranger.

Dave paid studied attention to his cards.
Dogie sat down. He lost steadily. As 

his money dwindled he became mean. Sud
denly he turned to Dave and snarled 
through squirrel teeth. "You had no right 
to draw to them fives, seein’ Jacks in sight.”

“I had a king and an ace up, and I was 
hoping to match one of ’em for another 
pair, which I did.”

"Git outa this game! You’re a jinx to 
me!”

"But, gosh, I got a right to play. I—”
"I said git out.”
Dogie’s brow, with strands of stringy 

hair upon it, was low. His eyes were pale 
streaks. The corners of his tobacco-stained 
mouth were drooped.
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Dave did not make any sort of a move. 
With a lurid oath, Dogie lurched to his 

feet. He kicked a side of Dave’s chair 
and the fancily dad puncher went sprawl
ing upon the floor.

He was up in an instant.
"You young sidewinder! I’ve stood 

enough! Make a play for your hardware! 
I ’m giving you the start, then I’m going 
to— ” His speech broke off. His tension 
relaxed. The ice in his eyes melted.

"You’ll do what?” sneered Dogie Clerg, 
mimicking the words which his elder 
brother had spoken in the Longhorn.

Reluctantly Dave opened his lips to 
speak, but at that instant Black Gran came 
striding heavily onto the scene. "Hold it! 
Dogie, you young ijit! Do you want to 
git yoreself shot to doll-rags! Know who 
you’re stackin' yoreself up agin?”

Dogie blinked stupidly at his brother, 
at Dave, then back at Black Gran. The 
elder Clerg winked ever so slightly. "Why, 
doggonit, Dogie, this here is that noted gun- 
flash from Arizony, the Gila K id! He could 
make a pepper-shake outa you before you 
could even clear leather!”

To hide a grin, Dogie rolled a quid of 
tobacco and took a pot-shot at the nearest 
garboon. Seizing the cue handed him by 
Black Gran—a new joke, he thought—he 
said with apparent abjectness: "I’m sorry
I got hos-tile, Gila Kid, an’ I’m apologizin’. 
Reckon you'll forgive me, huh?”

"Why, I— I—”
"Aw, that’s all right, Gila!” Black Gran 

siapped Dave on the back. "We know 
you’re modest-like. Jest go ahead with yore 
poker game. I’ll take keer uh Dogie. 
Thanks fer not killin’ him.”

B AVE righted his chair and sat down, 
but he was ill at ease. An excited 

murmuring was running about the room. 
Respectful, half-awed glances were coming 
in his direction. He didn’t like it. He 
cashed in his chips and slipped out.

Meanwhile, Black Gran Clerg and his 
three brothers had assembled in a some
what isolated booth. "W hat’s the joke 
this time?” queried Dogie. "I thought I 
understood it at first, but you let ’im go 
without a guying.”

"Yeah,” put in the pink-haired, pink-

3ed, lobster-faced Flint, "how come, 
ran?”
"W ait a minute,” the horse-featured

Beanpole objected, raising a long, bony 
hand. "Bud’s got an idee.”

"An idee!” exulted Black Gran, his oil- 
spot eyes gleaming. "I’ll say I have! Lis
ten! How about makin’ the dude cow
boy sheriff?”

"Wha-a-at!” from three astonished listen
ers. '

"Shore! Why not? He’s a weak sister. 
That’s what we want, ain’t it? We had 
another weak one which we was hazin’ 
towards the office, but last night a vigilance 
committee persuaded ’im to leave town.

"Well, we’ll now put up this dude feller 
and we’ll guard him so close that said 
vigilance committee won’t have a chance to 
throw a scare into him.

"With the dude in office we could go 
ahead with our rustle— Well, we could do 
jest about as we pleased, without fear of 
interference from the law. Git it?”

The other three Clergs low-voiced their 
enthusiasm. Black Gran directed: "Then 
leave it to me! I’ll go out an’ find that 
dude. Wait here!”

He found Dave, back in the Longhorn. 
The sporty cowboy tried to evade him, but 
Black Gran caught him slipping out through 
a side doorway and called him back, The 
elder Clerg requested the use of the pro
prietor's private office, and got it.

"Now look here, Dave,” he began, "le’s 
you an’ me be friends. My bunch was 
sorter likkered up when we busted into 
town. You know, you could tell by the 
way we was ridin’ wild. I’m mighty sorry 
for the way we treated you, an’ I’m apolo
gizin’." He shrugged heavy shoulders. 
"What more can a feller do?”

"You told in the 'Dobe Dollar that I’m 
the Gila Kid,” Dave reminded steadily.

Black Gran shrugged again, spread big 
hands, smiled. "Jest to save yore race, after 
all we'd done to you. That’s provin’ we're 
sorry, ain’t it? Say, Dave, you got a job?” 

He leaned over the table, black eyes 
squinted. Dave fingered a spiked mustache 
and shook his head. "Nope.”

"Then how’d you like to be out new 
sheriff?”

"W hat?"
"Yeah, I mean it! This county needs a 

patient feller like you. Besides, I want to 
prove how sorry the Clergs are for the way 
we treated you.”

Dave was cold, both toward Black Gran 
and his proposition, but the elder Clerg had 
a lot of oil which he could empty upon
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angry waters when it was to his advantage 
to do so.

"Ail right,” Dave finally consented. ”1 
need a job, and I’ll take this one if I can 
get it, but remember, if I’m made sheriff 
I’ll handle this town, and how!”

"Shore,” said Black Gran, patting him 
indulgently upon the back. And forthwith 
he hurried to the ’Dobe Dollar to break the 
news to his three brothers.

THE next morning Coyote Pass was 
humming with the news that the Gila 

Kid was in town. That magnanimously he 
had kept a grip on his temper and passed 
off insults on the part of the Clergs, when 
he might well have killed the four of them 
in a gun fight. That the Clergs, having 
learned his true identity, were so apprecia
tive of his sportsmanship that they were 
backing him for sheriff.

Since there were no requirements for 
prior residence in that semi-lawless region, 
the office was open to anyone who had the 
courage to run for it.

When Dave stepped out into the current 
of news and excitement the next morning, 
he was surprised. Forthwith he sought out 
the Clergs and requested an explanation of 
the stories they had circulated concerning 
him.

"Listen, young feller,” advised Black 
Gran, "this here is polytics. In polytics a 
candydate needs a slogun, er a big idee, er 
sump’n’.

"Now we’re runnin’ you fer office as the 
Gila Kid, a lightnin’-fast gunner, but a man 
who holds his temper an' his gunfire until 
a fight is forced onto him. That’s the kinda 
man this here county wants fer sheriff. Git 
the idee?”

"Yes, but— ”
"I know what you aim to say, but you 

don’t need to worry none about the real 
Gila Kid. If he ever shows up in these 
here parts, I’ll git him to keep quiet. It’s 
safe enough, at least until you git into 
office, an’ then what could people do any
way?

“If it’s ever found out you ain't really 
the kid, us Clergs will simply say we played 
one of our little jokes on the town, an’— 
well, folks hereabouts has a sense of 
hoomer.”

"Listen, Black Gran Clerg.” Dave’s blue 
eyes were determined as they looked steadily 
down the finger he pointed at the ranch
man’s broad, swarthy face. "Maybe you got 
me wrong.

"I don’t know how come you Clergs want 
me fer sheriff, but I need a job mighty bad, 
and I’ll take this one if I can get it. In 
fairness, though, I’m warning you again, 
that if I’m put into office you’re going to 
see sherifhng such as this tough county 
maybe never had before. No favoritism to 
anybody, savvy?”

For a moment Black Gran’s opaque eyes 
were a little dubious, a little worried as 
they looked into the hard, blue ones of the 
dude cowboy. But as Black Gran Clerg once 
more noted the spiked blonde mustache, the 
gaudy get-up, he said as if humoring a 
child:

"Shore, Dave, shore! Of course you’re 
gonna be the big It, with a capital I. You'll 
sheriff this here county, an’ how!”

Dave went to Chee Foo’s shanty restau
rant and had breakfast. Just as he left the 
place and started down the street he heard 
someone call cautiously. Glancing into an 
alley he saw a tall, lanky old man in shab
by attire. It was Nate Larriby.

Dave went into the alley. "What you 
doin’ still in town? Thought the Clergs 
scared you out last night.”

’T couldn’t git away so quick. I had 
things to pack; a little property to dispose 
of. I'm keepin’ out of their sight, and 
leavin’ town tonight. I ain't a coward,” he 
added glumly. "I was a hard-shootin’ rang
er once, but now-—well, I’m jest too old to 
buck them Clergs. Besides, I got a wife to 
live for.

"The late sheriff was a hard-shootin’ 
hombre, too, but three days ago he was 
found dry-gulched. The Clergs done it, to 
keep him from bein’ re-elected—but try to 
prove it!

”1 ain’t fooled none by the stories goin’ 
the rounds concernin' yore gunnin’ ability. 
I ain’t never seen the Gila Kid, but I know 
he ain’t no dude. Fu’thermore, although few 
people knowed I was there, happens I was 
present in the Longhorn when the Clergs 
made a monkey outa you. Who are you, 
really, young fella?”

Dave grinned. "Name’s Dave Kridel- 
baugh. I’ve been working in the movies un
til lately. Got laid off.”

"A Hollywood cowboy! Never rode 
range in yore life! Thought you’d come out 
an’ see what real cowboys looked like, huh? 
Now I know what them Clergs are up to. 
They want a weak man in office so they can 
carry on with their cussedness without in
terference from the law. They’re rustlers,
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robbers, killers; though nobody has been 
able to prove anything agin ’em.

"My pullin’ out leaves you the only can
didate for sheriff. Why don't you step aside 
git out of the country with me? The vigi
lance committee would then take holt an' 
sorter run things until a really capable offi
cer could be put in charge. Right now the 
committee men are satisfied to have you, 
’cause they think you’re the Gila Kid."

"I need a job,” Dave said a bit absent
ly. "I hit this town practically broke. Be
sides, I—”

“Hey, Gila! Gila Kid! Where are you?” 
sounded the heavy voice of Black Gran 
Clerg. There was a tramping of feet on 
boardwalk near the mouth of the alley.

Old Nate Larriby muttered something 
and hurriedly disappeared behind a vacant 
building. Dave wheeled toward the plank 
sidewalk and came abruptly face to face 
with the four Clerg brothers.

"Where you been?” queried Black Gran, 
and then without waiting for an answer; 
"Come on, the poll will be openin’ soon. 
Le’s git to sowin' our propygander. Heard 
you’d come up this way, so—

"Yeah, let’s get busy,” Dave cut in.
The poll opened at nine and closed at 

four. There really wasn’t any use of count
ing votes for the office of sheriff, since 
there had been but one candidate.

The Rafter Arrow C outfit started whoop
ing it up about dusk. Dave went to Black 
Gran Clerg and said with a sternness that 
surprised that outlaw ranchman: "Listen, 
hombre; remember, I told you that if I was 
elected I was going to be a real sheriff? 
No hog-wild stuff; savvy?”

For a moment Black Gran glowered in 
surprise, and then he laughed and wagged 
his big head in a knowing way. "All right, 
Gila Kid; whatever you say.”

He jerked off Dave’s thirty-dollar, feath
er-edge Stetson, ruffed the dudish cowboy's 
hair, clapped the hat back onto its owner’s 
head, and strode laughing away.

I T WAS about eight o’clock when the 
first shooting broke out. Dave bolted to 

the Longhorn and found a lanky form 
slumped over a table in a half-darkened 
booth. It was poor old Nate Larriby!

His forehead rested upon folded arms as 
if he had dropped into a drunken sleep, but 
a slowly growing pool of crimson was 
creeping from beneath his checkered right 
sleeve. Near the booth stood Dogie Clerg, 
a drawn six-gun in his right hand.

Dave strode to the humped form, seized 
the frayed collar, and jerked old Nate’s 
head up. The eyes rolled open. “I—I 
slipped back for a last drink. He happened 
to fand me.” The chin fell. Dave released 
his hold. The body slumped upon the ta
ble again. Nate Larriby was dead.

Dave turned. His eyes were as hard as 
chips of blue glass.

Dogie Clerg grinned in a sickly way, 
shoved his gun into its holster, and rolled 
his quid of tobacco. "Self-defense,” he 
claimed with a leer. "I guess he musta been 
drinkin’, I was walkin’ towards the booth 
when he pulled on me. I had to shoot—er’ 
—be shot.”

"Liar!” shouted a leathery-faced old 
ranchman who stood at the bar. "I seen the 
whole thing! Dogie Clerg murdered pore 
ol’ Nate in cold blood! Said nary a word, 
and didn’t give him a chance to draw; jest 
shot him plumb heartless!”

Dogie wheeled, a snarl on his tobacco- 
stained lips. But a chilling voice froze him.

"Dogie Clerg, I’m arresting you for the 
murder of Nate Larriby!”

Dogie turned slowly. For a moment he 
stood gazing, apparently unable to believe 
eyes and ears; then his mouth puckered 
about his squirrel teeth.

"W'y, you stinkin’ dude! I’ll— ” 
“Unbuckle your gunbelt and let it drop!” 

Dave's voice popped like a stockwhip. He 
was standing wide-legged, arms folded, but 
there was something deadly in his blue eyes.

Apparently Dogie failed to notice it. 
"Yellow bellied double-crosser!”

He drove for his gun—then hell tore 
loose.

D AVE’S draw was absolutely invisible 
to the several pairs of wide eyes that 

were watching, there in the Longhorn. Two 
shots crashed out.

A tuft of splinters sprouted up around 
a hole six feet in front of Dogie’s boot 
toes. A crimson, blue-rimmed dot magically 
appeared between two strands of straight 
black hair on his narrow forehead. He 
dropped his Colt. His legs buckled and he 
went down as gently as if he had been sud
denly overcome by sleeping sickness.

Excitement broke out. Dave paid no no
ticeable attention to it. He blew smoke 
from one of his ivory-handled guns; then 
ejected a shell and inserted a fresh cart
ridge. There was something awful in the 
calm way he did it.

He bolstered the weapon and walked to
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the bar. "Whisky, and make it a tali one."
He took his good time about disposing of 

the drink. Just as he drained the glass and 
turned, a wide-eyed cowboy burst into the 
Longhorn. "You better scoot, Sherifi, The 
other three Clergs are cornin' with blood in 
their eyes!"

Dave did not scoot. His mouth twisted 
in a hard smile.

"It’s their funeral.” He spoke softly.
Turning, he walked to the lower end of 

the bar and sat down on a beer keg.
"Don’t anybody get between me and the 

door,” he murmured.
He was steadily forming a cigarette when 

the batwings flapped open.
The three remaining Clergs lurched into 

the room and stopped, spread-legged, hands 
on six-guns. For a moment their eyes were 
glued upon the grotesquely sprawled form 
of their youngest brother. And then Black 
Gran said in a voice that rasped like a saw 
dragged across a bar of rusty steel:

"Whaire is he?”
Dave stood up from his half-hidden posi

tion behind the lower end of the bar.
"Meaning me?” he questioned calmly; 

as he popped a match and lighted his cig
arette. And then he went on in a voice that 
droned monotonously:

"Dogie murdered old Nate Larriby in 
cold blood. When I told him he was un
der arrest, he made the mistake of pulling 
on me. It was me or him; so— ” He ges
tured slightly, but eloquently.

For a moment there was deathly stillness 
there in the Longhorn; while the close-set 
eyes of the three remaining Clergs stared 
at the calm young man in the dude range 
attire. Then Black Gran Clerg said jerkily:

"I see we’ve made a mistake, feller. You 
must be plenty good to outdraw Dogie—but 
now we’re goin' to kill you!”

The next instant guns were bucking, 
roaring, hurling missiles of death.

Disdaining the shelter of the lower end 
of the bar, Dave sprang toward the center 
of the room. His movements were like 
those of a leaping catamount. His two 
ivory-handled guns were out and singing 
a duet of death.

Black Gran spun half around, a surprised 
look on his heavy, swarthy face; his gun 
gripped in his right hand. His bullet had 
smashed a hole through a rear wall.

Beanpole uttered an awful half-sobbing, 
half-laughing sound and screwed down to 
the door on his long legs. Crimson was 
dripping from his right eyebrow. His face

bumped sickeningly against the floor.
Flint Clerg cursed like a madman and 

fanned the hammer of his Colt.
No one was ever able to describe ac

curately the battle that took place there 
in the Longhorn. It all happened too 
quickly for human eyes to follow. When 
it was over, Flint Clerg lay on his back, 
coughing pink froth. Beanpole’s long form 
was twisted in a grotesque heap. Black 
Gran finally had flopped, legs and arms 
flung wide; five bullet holes in his big body.

Dazedly, the flashily dressed cowboy re
loaded his two fancy six-guns; then thrust 
them into their ornately studded holsters. 
He stumbled to the bar. "Whisky straight, 
and make her tall.”

As he stood there, one elbow resting on 
the counter, he twisted a spike of his blond 
mustache. Red polkadots had appeared on 
the front of his gray shirt.

"Who are you, young feller?” queried 
the leathery-faced old ranchman.

The dull blue eyes turned upon him. 
The flashy cowboy grinned twistedly while 
pulling at a cigarette. "Real name’s Dave 
Kridelbaugh; known as the Gila Kid.” 

"But the sporty git-up?”
"Don't judge a critter by its spots. I’m—■ 

well, what Hollywood calls 'made up,’ jest 
now. A year ago I went there and got a 
job, playing villain parts in Westerns. Now 
Westerns are on the slump; so I was laid off, 

"Happens just as I got out of a job I 
received a letter from Black Gran Clerg, 
which same had been forwarded from all 
over hell’s half acres. He’d heard of me 
and wanted me to come here and work 
for him. I didn’t know nothing about the 
Clergs, but the minute I set eyes on ’em I 
knew I didn’t want to work for them.” 

He ieaned more heavily against the bar. 
The red polkadots on his shirt front were 
blurring into splotches. His chin drooped 
to his breast. His cigarette hung limply.

”1 told ’em—not to—get me riled,” he 
sighed. "When I get sore—I go plumb 
gun-mad! I—I’m sorry, but that’s just
the way I am!”

TWENTY minutes later a rotund little 
doctor said: "Tough as rawhide. He'll 

pull out. You can’t kill men like him.” 
Dave's eyelids opened and he grinned 

at the little doctor. "Of course I’ll live, 
and what I mean, this here county is going 
to see some sheriffmg such as it has never 
seen before. And you can tell that to 
the rest of the toughs.”



Flailing fists were met with good guarding, but slammed home nevertheless.

by BRIAN LOOMIS
When Ben Caswell, the kid foreman of the Bar G  Circle, rode out to face that cattle
killing owlhooter Su s  Srell, the hands of that spread knew the kid would need more 

than six-gun counsel for a chance to survive that hot-lead showdown!

TROUBLE, brewing on the Bar G 
Circle since the moment Joe Graham 
departed to visit a friend who was 

desperately ill in Chicago, broke out with 
suddenness and decision on the fourth 
morning of Ben Caswell's rule,

Joe was his own foreman, superintendent, 
and all the officers of his cattle company 
owning the spread, but it had been ru
mored about the bunkhouse for some time 
that he meant to appoint a range foreman 
to shoulder some of the growing responsi
bility.

Most of the cow-waddies figured Gus 
Grell for the job inasmuch as Grell had 
been longest in the Bar G Circle employ 
and knew stock as he knew the back of his

hand. Only quick-moving, slow-talking Ike 
Preston, veteran of thirty years’ range work 
from Calgary to Mexico, calculated that 
Grell wouldn't be chosen—and Ike was 
right.

When the boss announced his departure 
for Chicago he added simply that young 
Ben Caswell would be acting foreman, and 
so "yuh boys just hark to Ben for a spell 
till I get back.”

It was a bitter draught for Gus Grell, 
for one of his first authoritative acts would 
have been to fire Ben. "Pickin’ out a guy 
that’s under suspicion for the Littleton Bank 
job!” he growled sourly.

"He ain’t under suspicion, Gus,” remind
ed Tec Fernvale, desirous of being fair.

97
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"Sheriff Mann didn't have nothin’ on Ben 
except that he was seen near the bank right 
after the job. Didn’t find any loot, and 
couldn’t make him come out with a con
fession. Besides, Joe Graham convinced the 
sheriff Caswell wasn’t that kind.”

The other grunted, kicked at a tuft of 
bunchgrass, and strode away. Caswell and 
Grell didn’t get along, had never hit it off 
since the twenty-two-year-old puncher 
joined the Bar G Circle a year ago, Ben 
was kiddish looking, with freckles spraying 
a good-natured face that never became very 
dark even under the prairie sun. He had a 
turned-up nose, a wide grin, and he was 
invariably cheerful.

Gus Grell was moody, of medium height, 
possessing a pair of shoulders that could 
push over a Brahma. He was irritable and 
jealous—the bully type exactly. As soon as 
Joe Graham was gone, Gus began to make 
trouble. His sullenness doubled; he became 
mean and covertly rebellious. His eyes mir
rored the man’s hate so that Ben scarcely 
needed Ike Preston’s warning. "Look out 
for that hombre, youngster. He’s shore riled 
’cause yuh got the job. Reckon he’ll try to 
ruin yuh with the old man.”

Caswell shrugged his shoulders. Narrow
ly, but with casual air, he did look out for 
Grell, and for cowardly Snipe Daly, who 
fawned on his master like a yellow cur.

ON  THE fourth morning of his new 
authority the young acting foreman 

returned to the ranch buildings from an 
early errand to a nearby spread. Sighting 
the cloud of acrid dust that billowed and 
eddied from the cattle pens, he knew the 
boys were branding again. Ben slowed his 
horse, swung to earth, and tied reins 
around the juniper bars. He climbed to the 
topmost rail and sat a moment watching.

The Bar G Circle had calves enough this 
year, what with Joe Graham’s purchase of 
Chain T stock, to keep the comparatively 
small force of waddies busy two long days. 
Below him, emerging like wraiths from the 
stinging dust, two ropers worked busily. 
Half a dozen irons lay in the fire. Four 
were in use as Ben watched.

Suddenly his lips pursed—which was a 
bad sign with Ben. He scrambled inside the 
stock pen and went directly to the spot 
where Gus Grell stood. Caswell said noth
ing as he knelt beside a motionless Here
ford calf and briefly examined it. But when 
he rose to full height again his blue eyes 
snapped with anger.

"Grell, I warned yuh not to get too 
strong with these calves! Killed one yester
day by throwin’ its backbone out, an’ yuh’ve 
done the same thing again. Shucks,” he ex
claimed ruefully, staring at the lifeless ani
mal at his feet. "Joe ain’t goin’ to like 
havin' his beef killed before it’s growed.” 

The bully of the Bar G Circle cast a 
malevolent glance at his young boss. He 
too straightened, hands on his beefy hips, 
"Accident, that’s all," he grunted shortly. 
"Bound to happen sometimes.”

They exchanged looks. "It’s no accident 
when yuh grab his neck with one hand, get 
yore other arm around his middle, an' bend 
a calf into a V. Nobody else here kills 
stock durin’ brandin', Grell.”

Gus stiffened and his hard eyes nar
rowed. "Yuh mean I did it a-purpose?” he 
challenged.

Ben held the man’s gaze, then motioned 
to Ike Preston. "Take this to Sing Lah, will 
yuh, Ike? Reckon Sing can make use o’ the
carcass.”

"I asked if yuh mean I killed that critter 
a-purpose?”

Ben kept his stance as the older man’s 
bulk came closer in threatening accusation. 
Cool and determined, he spat out the last 
of his plug, fumbled in a rear pocket of 
his overall pants, and produced fresh to
bacco. When part of this was in motion in 
one cheek he nodded slowly. "Reckon yuh 
savvy about right, Grell.”

The four or five men nearby sus
pended work. Obviously it was to be a 
showdown—and a risky one for the acting 
foreman. Gus Grell was thirty pounds heav
ier; he was surprisingly fast on his feet and 
clever with his blows. An unprincipled 
fighter, he would seize any opening and 
make the most of it. Nobody had seen Ben 
Caswell in a scrap, but the chances were 
against his being the bully’s equal.

A low rumble emanating from Greff's 
deep chest burst from his puffy lips like 
the roar of an angry bull. "Ain’t no 
crooked bank buster gonna caff me 
names an’ get away with ’em! Time some
body took yuh down a peg, anyhow,” he 
snorted with mounting wrath, "an’ I got a 
good mind to do it!”

Blood surged faster through Ben’s veins 
at the unfounded epithet, and he felt sud
den longing to smash the fellow's brutal, 
ape-like face. For an instant he considered 
firing Greff on the spot; but he discarded 
that notion, for while Gus and Snipe Daly 
were leading trouble makers, there were
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others to be shown who was boss. And, 
short-handed already, the Bar G Circle could 
ill afford to lose a single waddy,

"I suggest,” Ben stated in an icy tone, 
''that yuh get back to work. An’ don’t 
handle them calves so rough after this, 
savvy?”

He turned on his heel. "Look out!” 
yelled Ike Preston.

Ben whipped around. A crashing maul
like fist threatened to rip an ear from his 
head. Slightly dazed, the youth crouched 
and sidestepped. A thick form hurtled past, 
and Caswell's out flung boot took Gus Grell 
in the shin. He plunged face first into 
the dust of the cattle pen, and only stopped 
sliding six inches from the fire.

But instead of settling the matter, this 
made things worse. Gus scrambled to his 
feet spitting dust and curses. He made 
one dive for his holstered .45, but paused.

"Hands off that shooter!”

GROWLING awful threats, the man 
tensed as young Caswell approached, 

his own six-gun covering his rival, eyes 
watching with hawk-like exactitude. He 
gripped Greff's weapon by the butt, lifted 
and tossed it to Ike Preston. "Take mine, 
too. Reckon we can settle this some other 
way.”

The bully caught Snipe Daly’s look and 
felt that when gunplay was needed, Snipe 
would supply it. Gus gloated inwardly 
as his cruel gaze traveled over Ben’s hun- 
dred-and-seventy-pound frame, lithe and 
powerful, but not powerful enough. Then, 
hoping to catch this squirt of a foreman 
napping, Grell charged.

The struggle was swift and brief. Fists 
smacked on flesh; two bodies surged back 
and forth; grunts, ejaculations, and quick- 
sucked gasps reached the tense watchers 
on the pen bars. When the dust cleared 
somewhat young Ben Caswell lay prone, 
staring skyward. Greff, with contemptuous 
imprecations, awaited his rise.

Ike Preston’s worried survey found 
his companions divided as to sympathy. 
Fernvale had always been friendly to Ben; 
there was no jealousy in his nature. But 
Snipe Daly was Greff’s shadow, had Greff’s 
jealousy of Ben’s new power. Husing and 
Jones were doubtful— leaned toward who
ever should win this fight.

As Preston was about to spring down 
from his perch to aid Ben, the youth crawled 
painfully to his feet. The lower half of

his face was bloody from his spurting nose. 
He had a dark bruise under one eye and 
all told, looked much the worse for wear. 
But the kid was game; he sprang suddenly 
erect and sent a well-aimed blow at Greff’s 
jaw. Crack! Gus’ head tilted sharply as 
knuckles sounded on bone. The powerful 
ranny tottered on his heels and staggered 
backward.

But Caswell hadn’t the force to put Gus 
out. With a ferocity that was astounding, 
with his beet-red countenance contorted in 
jealousy and hate, Gus charged.

Flailing fists were met with good guard
ing, but slammed home nevertheless. Fi
nally, with a left-hand feint and a short, 
bone-crushing right uppercut, Greff tri
umphed. Ben Caswell’s knees gave way. 
His usually cheerful face went pale and 
absolutely blank. Air burst from his lungs 
and he sprawled like an upset turtle, 
threshed feebly—then lay stiff.

"Stop, or I’ll drill yuh!”
Ike Preston had seen a good many men 

like Gus Grell, and he knew that once 
fully aroused their small minds worked to 
murder pitch at sight of a man down. His 
knife-like challenge made Grell pause. One 
spurred boot was lifted to crush in the 
face of the prostrate man. Animal fe
rocity flamed in that brute countenance— 
lust, in which reason was drowned like a 
kitten in a watering trough.

Snipe Daly found himself between Ike 
and Grell; he had no chance to draw even 
had he possessed the courage to face a hip- 
shooter like Preston. Gus Greff hesitated, 
then snarling curses at empty air, slowly re
placed his foot on the ground. "Git back!” 
was the veteran puncher’s next command.

By now the other men had re
covered their wits. Swarming down 
from the fence, they surrounded Gus while 
Ike went to Ben Caswell, holstered his gun, 
and wrapped long, muscular arms around 
the kid. He had lifted Ben from the 
ground when the acting foreman came to.

”1—I’m all—right,” he muttered thickly. 
Ike put him down, mopped blood from his 
mouth and chin with a fresh bandana, and 
worked the youth’s arms and legs to freshen 
circulation. In another minute Ben stag
gered to his feet, groggy but in command 
of his faculties. He had taken a terrific 
beating, but the bitterness of his thoughts 
was double the pain of his body.

A glance around the staring circle of 
faces told Caswell that defeat had been
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costly. Among these men who could whip 
all comers he was the man in command. 
It was the law of the wolf pack transferred 
to the range, and lacking the physique to 
maul Gus Grell, the youth’s troubles were 
going to be vastly increased from this in
stant.

It was on the tip of his tongue to lodge 
protest, but fortunately he checked himself. 
W hining would not aid him ; what these 
rannihans wanted was a boss in blows as 
well as in name. They watched now as 
if half expecting Ben to yield the acting 
foremanship to his conqueror— a thing he 
could not, would not do, if he were flayed 
alive!

T HE youth’s jaw set and his single good 
eye took on unmistakable determina

tion. In the taut silence he recognized his 
need for masterful handling, but seemed 
able to think of no way to control the situ
ation. Again he considered firing Grell— 
which meant Snipe Daly, too— but again 
discarded the notion. It wouldn’t raise his 
status with Fernvale, Husing, or Jones. But 
if Ben Caswell wanted to continue as act
ing foreman he needed to exert authority 
right now in decisive terms.

Ben brushed himself off, rescued his som
brero, and jammed it on his sandy head. 
"All right, boys— back to work. Grell, yuh 
better ride out to North Valley an’ tell 
Hank Green I want him. Stay with the 
herd in Hank’s piace."

The men exchanged looks of amazement. 
The bully’s jaw dropped; a sneer flashed 
over his beefy countenance and he parted 
swollen lips to speak. But something stayed 
Grell, some inner voice. He merely issued 
a contemptuous grunt, spun on his heel, 
and headed for the juniper bars. A mo
ment later his calico pony scudded away, 
the men returned to branding calves, while 
Caswell went to the bunkhouse to wash and 
attend his hurts.

After a few minutes’ work in total si
lence, gossip arose as to whether young Ben 
was fit to hold the responsibility Joe G ra
ham had conferred on him.

"Shucks!” exclaimed Snipe Daly as he 
poked an iron into the fire. "A guy that 
can’t hold his job with his fists ain’t  got 
no business orderin’ me around!”

Runt Jones shot tobacco juice into the 
embers and glanced at Daly. "For once 
yo’re almost headed for bein' correct.” 

"Yeah,” chimed in Fernvale, a man of100
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twenty-eight, "the kid’s all right in his 
way. But he’s shore gonna get rode hard 
from now on. Gus is gonna make plenty 
trouble—more’n he ever has— or I’m a shoe
string’s grampa.”

W hen he had bathed and closed his cuts 
with adhesive tape, Caswell went to the 
cook shanty to give Sing Lah orders re
garding the second dead calf within two 
days. About to turn away, he felt the 
yellow man’s hand on his arm.

"M e catchem fight—plenty bad!” Sing 
Lah informed him earnestly, and not at all 
in derision. He stared at Ben’s black
ened eye, frowned, and shook his head. 
"Him Grell one tough son-of-a-biscuit, you 
bet! Plenty bad fighter, no? Kickem, 
punchem belly, no?”

Ben summoned a rueful grin and nodded. 
"Between you and me, Sing, he shore 
don’t follow the Marquis of Whosis rules. 
Reckon he’d just as soon knife a guy that 
was down.

"But I’m stickin’ to my job,” he vowed, 
and smashed one fist into his other palm 
for emphasis. "Joe Graham helped me 
out’ve the bank hold-up mess because there 
wasn’t any proof, and he believed in me. 
I’m goin’ to run this spread accordin’ to 
Joe’s orders an’ prove myself to him. N o 
Gus Grell’s rulin’ this roost, Sing— and 
don’t you forget that, either!”

The Chinaman grinned toothlessly. "You 
fightem Grell like he fightem you. Catchem 
plenty hurt you listen Chink way!”

The upshot was that Caswell listened 
and felt his interest mounting as Sing Lah 
explained. The next half hour passed 
quickly, so that by the time Ben rode to 
North Valley Gus Grell had told his story 
with suitable variation and managed to stir 
up dissension among the riders there.

"H ell!” snapped Bart McDow. "H e’s 
only a kid, and if he can’t enforce orders 
he ain’t the guy to give 'em. Notice how 
Joe Graham runs this here cow farm? W ith 
his two big fists an’ a damned quick six- 
gun!”

"Joe oughtn’t to’ve made Ben actin’ fore
man,” was Hank Green’s view. "I ain’t 
sayin’ whether I think Caswell was guilty 
or not about them Littleton Bank bonds. 
But a guy under suspicion, ’specially when 
he ain't able to boss like he should, ain’t 
got no right bein’ foreman, just like Gus 
says.”

One casual survey showed Ben Caswell 
how the men felt. He had lost invaluable
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prestige when he had lost that fight. The 
law of might counted, and Grell’s job of 
punishing was thorough and definite as the 
youth's dosed eye, battered noset and face 
attested. Ben was faced with smoldering 
rebellion. An order they didn’t like and 
led by the two-hundred-pound bully, the 
nine Bar G Circle riders might actually 
strike— or all save Ike Preston.

SITTIN G  at the head of the board table 
during supper that night Ben felt dis

tinctly ill at ease. He could not keep the 
talk in ordinary, careless channels. Every 
so often quiet reigned, during which came 
covert, skeptical stares, and from Grell and 
Snipe Daly outright contemptuous glances.

A foreman who could not enforce his 
authority didn’t deserve to have it— that 
was the meaning of every look, the gist 
of every conversation during the next two 
days. But Caswell went about his busi
ness, tactful and diplomatic with the bully, 
yet budging not one inch when it came to 
assigning Grell to work Joe Graham would 
have assigned him.

So discouraging did the situation become 
that only two things kept Ben from wiring 
his resignation to Graham and leaving for 
new fields. One was that he never acknowl
edged defeat without a long, hard fight. The 
other was allied with gratitude.

Ben’s presence near the Littleton Bank 
the night Ase Monroe had been slugged 
while working over monthly statements, was 
due to pure chance. A pair of rascals 
the old man could not describe got away 
with three hundred dollars cash and seven 
thousand in bonds. Three citizens, includ
ing Sheriff Munn, had seen Caswell emerge 
from the shadow near the bank about the 
time the job was done, and he constituted 
the only suspect.

Investigation proved nothing, but some 
persons still looked askance at Ben. He 
owed a great deal to Joe Graham for de
fending him. "Say, that boy’s straight as 
a ruler!” the cattleman vowed. Now, to 
prove his faith, he trusted Ben with the 
ranch.

Thinking of this, and of his natural 
ambition to make good as a range boss, 
the youth determined to stay. But things 
were growing worse, and it took but half 
an eye to see that Gus Grell was winning 
every hand to dissatisfaction and contempt. 
W ork was done in a haphazard, slovenly 
manner. Once Caswell, riding to the North 
Valley herd, found in amazement that not
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a single Bar G Circle man was there!
H e demanded of Sam Husing why he 

had not been on the job. The fellow 
lifted eyebrows in surprise. "Gus said on 
account o’ them steep rock sides the cows 
couldn’t get far anyhow, and didn’t need 
watchin’. So I thought— ”

''Grell told yuh?” snapped Caswell an
grily. "W hat’s that got to do with it? 
Look here, Husing: I’ll stand no nonsense 
from the likes of you! Get on yore boss 
an’ get out there— and stay. Gus Grell’s 
got nothing to say; I'm boss here as yuh 
know very well!”

The puncher climbed astride his mus
tang. "The hell I know it!” he muttered 
under his breath— and made off.

Ben stared at the waddy’s departing back. 
The supreme daring of Grell, the man’s 
confident influence among the hands, was 
amazing. Anger gripped Ben and he felt 
an impulse to seek out Gus and call him 
to account. But realization followed that 
it would lead to a fight. And the cold 
hard fact was that another defeat would 
ruin him entirely, take away any possible 
chance to keep on as Joe Graham’s repre
sentative.

Nor could he fire Grell any more than 
before. Every man save possibly Preston 
would quit with Gus— and during the last 
two days Ben thought he had detected slight 
disappointment in the eyes of his only sup
porter, as if even Ike were losing faith.

W O E GRAHAM had been gone a week 
£ 0  when one evening shortly after eight 
o’clock Grell stomped into the ranch house 
office where Ben was working over the six 
hundred dollars cash he had drawn from 
the bank for the payroll. "Say,” the thick
set bully opened in a truculent tone, "that 
silver-mounted quirt I won at the Cheyenne 
rodeo’s been stolen.’’

His words seemed to carry accusation 
and Ben looked up. He said nothing for 
an instant but his brain whirled with 
thoughts. "Sorry it’s gone,” he stated curt
ly. "But yuh’ll have to look for it yore- 
self. I’ve got no time to go hunting quirts*, 
as yuh know very well.”

Grell assumed a leer. "W e found it.” 
"Yuh found it?” Ben’s face mirrored 

surprise and irritation as he got out of his 
chair. "Then why come botherin’ me about 
it bein’ stole?”

" ’Cause,” snapped the bully, and planted 
his feet wide apart while he eyed his man, 
"we found an empty envelope with the 
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quirt, marked 'Littleton State Bank,’ and 
the whole business was in yore bunk!” 
Fernvale, Green, Jones, and Husing.

Ben Caswell began to frown puzzledly, 
then stiffened as if struck. He took a 
step toward his accuser. "Yuh lie, yuh 
good for nothin’ trouble-maker! I had 
nothin’ to do with yore quirt. And as to 
the bank bonds, I— " He stopped. Sud
denly both men went for their guns. 

"Draw an’ yo’re a dead man!”
Greffs weapon flashed into his hand 

while Ben’s was still in its holster. W ith 
teeth clenched in rage, Caswell loosed his 
.45. He was about to speak when Grell 
called over his shoulder. 'Come in, boys.” 
And to the prisoner’s utter astonishment, 
through the open door trooped Snipe Daly, 
Fernvale, Green, Jones, and Husing, all 
svith faces grim and determined.

"Say!” breathed Ben. "W hat’s the 
meaning o’ this? Yuh get back to work, 
the lot of yuh, or I’ll— ”

"Yuh’li do nothin’, Caswell,” Runt Jones 
cut in sharply. "W e've had enough o’ yore 
managin' the spread and we’re agreed that 
Joe Graham’s going to find things in tiptop 
shape when he gets back. Which means, 
he ain’t goin’ to find yuh here at all!” 

Ben’s jawr sagged at this boldness— en
gineered, as was plainly evident, by Grell. 
Before he could speak Sam Husing turned 
to the ringleader. "Gus, somebody oughta 
ride for the sheriff. It’s our duty to hand 
this guy over so’s Munn can clear up the 
bank job. Besides, we don’t want him 
around here any more.”

Again the prisoner’s countenance showed 
astonishment, quickly changing to greater 
wrath. "Get out of here, the lot of yuh!” 
he snapped. "G o o n —vamoose!”

Their reply came in growls of derision. 
"W e’ll get out, all right,” promised Snipe 
Daly, making sure that he was not in the 
line of fire between his chief and Cas
well. "But first off we’re gettin’ rid of 
yuh, yuh lousy foreman! W e oughta hand 
’im over to Sheriff Munn.”

"Shore thing,” agreed Fernvale. "Jim 
can clear up the bank job in short order 
when he puts the screws on Caswell.”

The prisoner’s eyes narrowed. W hen he 
spoke it was in a placating tone that de
ceived his captors. "Boys, yuh know I 
wouldn’t tackle any bank, that I’m not 
the robbin’ kind. As fat as the Bar G  
Circle goes, ail I want is to see things 
run right. So what do yuh say—”
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He interrupted himself to spring at Grell. 
One well-aimed blow sent the bully's six-gun 
hurtling against the wall. In a flash Ben’s 
weapon came into his fist, its muzzle sway
ing around the circle of startled faces.

"Up with yore hands, everybody! Fern- 
vale, drop yore gun on the floor. Get Hu- 
sing's, and toss it here in front o’ me. Now 
get Jones’ an’ Snipe’s. Careful, or yuh’ll 
never see breakfast!”

Imprecations and oaths snarled at him 
did not so much as move a muscle in the 
youth’s set face. "Get back along the 
wall, all of yuh!” he ordered next, and 
made his way toward the desk and safe that 
stood in one corner. "Hands high, now, 
and don’t so much as blink!”

Thoroughly convinced of his grim des
peration, not a man offered resistance be
yond threats of vengeance. Ben Caswell 
paid no heed; he scooped the six hundred 
dollars in cash from Joe Graham's desk. 
And while his gun continued slowly to 
wave in a commanding semi-circle, he 
stuffed the money into the square black 
safe without looking at it. "Careful!” he 
kept warning them. "Yuh know how tough 
bank robbers are!”

So intent was the acting foreman upon 
keeping mastery that he forgot Graham's 
instructions about locking the safe. An old- 
fashioned iron affair, its lock and hinges 
would offer little difficulty to an experienced 
cracksman. Above the dial a hand lever 
was fixed, making it possible to latch the 
door before spinning the dial for locking.

Ben, who had never examined a safe 
until Graham showed him this one, forgot 
one requisite. He shoved the door to with 
a heave of his foot. Then he stooped and 
grasped the lever. He heard a click as the 
latch snapped, and straightening, backed to 
the doorway of the ranch office.

"Yo’re gettin’ in a lot o’ trouble, forcin’ 
me off this spread with a cheap excuse like 
findin’ that envelope and quirt,” he warned 
the men held at bay by his vigilant .45. 
"Better think twice, Husing—you, too, 
Jones and Green and Fernvale. When 
Joe— ”

"W e’ve thought o’ that already,” snapped 
big Sam Husing. "Joe Graham will be 
better off without a guy that can't run the 
spread!”

"Yeah, and yuh might get away now, 
Caswell, but Sheriff Munn will shore catch 
up with yuh!” Gus Grell’s lowered brows 
showed that the man was watching cat
like for the slightest opening. But none 
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appeared; the youth kept his gun alert as 
he backed through the doorway with the 
bitter knowledge that he was beaten, that 
now it was a question of personal safety.

He had kicked their little heap of weap
ons outside. Suddenly Ben whirled, slammed 
the door, and snatched up a two-by-four 
lying handy. Before they could rush for
ward he had the board well propped. At 
once he took to his heels in the direction 
of the corral.

A saddled horse appeared before him, 
evidently belonging to someone just come 
in from the range. Ben Caswell snatched 
the reins, leaped astride, and was oS.

H ALF an hour later he paused in the 
deep gloom of cottonwoods beside 

Baines' Creek. No sound of pursuit reached 
him, and the youth dismounted to rest his 
horse. Lips pursed and face wearing a look 
of sober reflection, he reviewed the final 
events of his downfall as acting foreman.

He had failed so utterly and completely 
that the best thing now was to leave Little
ton County and start anew somewhere else. 
His reputation was gone and he had lost 
all authority over Joe's men. Probably would 
lose the respect of Graham himself on his 
return from Chicago. And all this trouble 
because he hadn’t whipped Gus Grell! He 
ground his teeth in self-accusation.

O f course the quirt and envelope affair 
had been a trick— a pretty bald one— on 
Greff's part. The man had swelled with self- 
confidence until his jealousy demanded com
plete removal of his rival. Anyone could 
procure a Littleton Bank envelope, Ben 
supposed. And as to the quirt—well, it 
was a simple matter for Grell to tuck that 
into his bedroll and then find it.

Caswell stiffened as a thought struck him. 
Scene by scene, he repictured the brief, 
pungent drama in the ranch-house office 
Then uttering an exclamation, he drove one 
fist into his other palm.

"Gosh!” he breathed. ”1— I didn’t turn 
the dial. The safe ain’t really locked!”

For some time he stood sucking a ciga
rette in the blackness of the cottonwood 
patch. At last he shook his head, heaved 
a brief sigh, and turned toward his horse. 
"Reckon I lost out completely so far as 
holdin’ the job goes,” he muttered, insert
ing a booted toe into a stirrup. "But I got 
to go back an’ lock that safe, 'cause Gus 
Grell 'ud shore have me in a bad light if 
somebody stole that six hundred bucks of 
payroll!”
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Slowly and with eyes roving the darkness 
ahead, he started for the Bar G Circle. All 
he need do was to spin the safe's dial, then 
light out again. It was risky, but well worth 
the trip, to keep faith with the cattleman 
by protecting his money.

Proceeding with caution, Ben neared the 
ranch buildings sometime after ten o’clock. 
The bunkhouse was a blot of darkness in 
the moonlight that seeped through ominous 
clouds. Caswell paused in speculation; then 
he swung from his mount. Slowly, warily, 
he strode forward, halting beside the corral 
to look and listen.

The Bar G Circle lay wholly quiet.
Walking softly, he headed for the ranch 

office which he knew would not be locked 
since he had the key in his overalls pants. 
About to grasp the door-knob, Ben stiffened 
with quick-sucked breath. A match had 
been struck within!

His fingers on the Colt tightened and his 
pulse began to race. Ever so softly he 
grasped the door-knob and opened. Then, 
with suddenness which stabbed even his 
alert brain, a coarse voice boomed out:

"Up with yore hands, Caswell— an’ 
quick!”

For answer Ben clenched his trigger. In 
the resultant stab of orange flame he 
glimpsed two men, one bending to the open 
safe, the other at a crouch with two .45’s 
leveled his way. Both guns exploded, but 
the slugs whizzed close over Ben's shoulder.

The man at the safe was Gus Grell, That 
briefly snatched glimpse seemed to do some
thing to Ben. The desire sprang into his 
breast to maul the bully, to crash both fists 
into that jowled, jealous countenance—to 
smash the man!

A second shot from his own gun brought 
a scream of pain and fear from Snipe Daly. 
W ithout further ado the sneak whirled and 
made one dive for the window. Glass spat
tered, a body slammed to earth, and another 
scream of pain showed that Snipe was in
jured, that he would not rise at once.

A T  THE first shot Gus Grell had leaped 
erect. Now his great shoulders 

loomed before Caswell and one ham-like 
fist snapped the youth's jaw upward. A 
gun gleamed as it raised to fire; but with 
a swift wave of his own weapon Ben 
knocked it skidding across the floor.

Shouts floated from the bunkhouse and 
men came tumbling out. Fernvale raced 
around the office corner in time to receive 
a hurtling body full in the stomach. A head 
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slammed into Runt Jones chest. W ith 
gasped-out cries they staggered back, lost 
their guns, and went down.

Gus Grell was first on his feet. He looked 
once at the waddies with whom he had 
collided, then sighted his quarry. W ith a 
bull-like roar he charged full at Ben Caswell 
who stood clearly outlined in a pool of 
moonlight, gun tossed aside, a sardonic 
grimness on his face, waiting.

" I’ll butcher yuh this time, yuh dirty 
puppy!” roared Grell. He sparred, shot a 
left at Ben’s chin, and was astonished to 
have his wrist caught in a grip of iron. 
Instantly Caswell whirled to present his 
back, and hauled the bully close.

Came a bellow of pain and rage, and to 
the astonishment of everyone, Gus G reks 
thick form described an arc over Caswell’s 
shoulder and struck with a resounding thud.

Somebody leveled a .45, but Preston’s 
own gun took command. "Let ’em fight!” 
he snapped. "Anybody that interferes gets 
a slug in his craw!”

Grell had leaped up to spar again. But 
he slowly closed in, hurling swift lefts and 
rights which Caswell avoided as best he 
could.

"Come on!” panted the youth in molten 
anger. " I’m goin' to beat the devil out’ve 
yuh this time, yuh skunk! I’ll knock— ”

"Go on, Gus! Kill the little squirt! Tear 
'im apart!” cried out Snipe Daly.

Grell looked around. He seemed to find 
general persuasion in the faces of the on
lookers, and gathered himself to charge 
again. He was more the tactician now, danc
ing this way and that, landing another 
tooth-rocking slam to Ben’s out-thrust chin.

"Hang on, kid!” howled Ike Preston.
Encouraged by his success, Grell tried to 

follow it up. Again Ben retreated little by 
little, and as before, Gus could not land a 
knockout blow. He lost patience and bored 
in, flailing wildly with both box-like fists.

Too quick to let the other clinch, Ben 
Caswell dove in as Grell flashed past. Now 
he had his rival secure with both arms 
around the neck. Instantly he turned his 
back again, bent forward, and yanked. It 
was a duplicate of the former trick, and 
when the man’s two hundred pounds had 
landed with force that made the earth 
tremble, the fight was over.

Grell lay motionless, breathing hard. 
For an instant there was taut silence as 
the punchers stared wide-eyed at the young 
acting foreman. "S-say!” chattered Snipe 
Daly. 'Y u h —yuh killed him !”
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Ben straightened. He had not escaped 
unharmed, but the damage done him was 
much less than in the cattle pen fight. He 
shook his head. "H e'll come around.

"Boys,” he gasped, and flung his hands 
apart in a gesture of utter honesty, "1 
came— back to lock the safe— on account of 
I’d forgot it when I had yuh— lined up in 
the office. Nabbed Daly an’ Grell taking 
the payroll: that’s what started this ruckus.
Look!” he exclaimed as Snipe Daly darted 
quick glances for an avenue of escape 
"That buzzard’s still got some o’ th’ dough!” 

Preston seized Daly. "H e’s plumb right, 
you hombres. I was ridin’ in from the 
herd. Saw a light inside the office an’ saw 
Caswell nab these two gents. Come on, 
be fair!” he urged Jones, Husing, Green, 
and Fernvale. "Yuh went with Grell be
cause he beat up the kid. Wal, Ben shore 
won this match. How about fair play?” 

Caswell stooped to pick up his gun and 
holstered it. He took two steps away, then 
paused. "Boys, I’ll get off the Bar G if 
yuh want it that way. If yuh'll stand by 
Joe Graham’s interests under Grell, I ’ll drop 
everything and mosey. But— ”

"Hey, for gosh sakes!” Runt Jones 
stooped, snatched up a packet that lay al
most at his feet, and straightened excitedly. 
“Gimme a match, quick! Wal, I’ll be— ” 

"Littleton Bank!” broke in Ike Preston. 
He sent a boring look at Ben Caswell, who 
stepped closer to see. "Bonds, by the great 
soupspoon o’ Cleopatra!”

"Ike, yuh keep yore gun on Snipe an’ 
Grell. ’Cause shore as there’s a steer in 
Wyoming, Gus dropped these here bonds 
the fust time Ben throwed him !”

G/C WAND WHOf
/  *  fo r H O U S E  C U R R E N T  f

W E L M X G ! T \ r ; i l T % ^ '
Magic Wand Welder weighs about one 
pound, fits pocket, easy to handle! No gen
erators, no transformers, no batteries, no 
Bpecial wiring I Plug into ANY LIGHT 
SOCKET! Handle remains cool! With this 
rugged, heavy-duty tool anyone can weld 
Iron, steel, bronze, brass, lead, aluminum, 
or ANY metal, under the terrific electric 
flame. Use this marvel WELDER three dif
ferent ways! F irs t and foremost, i t  welds all 
metals! TWO extra uses—as a brilliant 
photographic floodlight—and to give a "sun 
tan” for the skin!
¥ ? ¥ $ ¥ ? ¥ ?  f  With every Super Magic F  Wand WeideP you get felt
of welding supplies. Bronze, steel and alum
inum welding rodB; welding flux, pair of 
genuine ”ProtectosIte”  glare-proof goggles, 
instruction papers, and money-making Ideas!

' " r m

AI30  complete
- ... _ ____  AH for $2.98.

Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded Immediately. We 
ship by RETURN MAIL. Bush your orders today!
□ Send C.O.D. plus postage. □ I enclose $2.98 Ship Postpaid 

PATENT S PE CIA LTIE S  COMP ANY,
Dept. D l ( Teanetk, New Jersey

Quit Using Tobacco!
Write for Free Booklet and Learn How, 
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded.

NEWELL PH ARM ACA L COMPANY 
70 Clayton Station, St. Louis. Mo.

100,060
Satisfied
Users

SONG POEM S WANTED
TO BE SET TO MUSIC

F r e e  E x a m in a t io n .  S e n d  Y o u r  P o e m s  T o

J .  C H A S .  M e N E I L
B A C H E L O R  O P  M U S IC  

4 1 5 3 -D A  S o u th  V a n  N e s s  L o s  A n g e le s , C a l if .

m atched p an ts. 1C
Every pair hand taiioreo so your measure.
O ar match sen t FREE fo r your O K befor* 
pants a re  made. F it guaranteed. Send pi to e  
o f d o th  o r  v es t today .

SUPERIOR MATCH PANTS COMPANY 
300 S . S ta t e  S t .  D e p t 877 C h ic ag o

T HERE followed a taut silence. Men 
stared at each other and frowned. As 

if by common consent, everyone nodded. 
"W al,” Fernvale said at last, and came for
ward with his hand outthrust to Ben Cas
well, "I reckon yuh win, at that. W e better 
hand this pair over to the law, as it might 
mean clearin’ up the bank job.

"Me, I’m satisfied who’s boss here,” he 
concluded with a wry grin. "But say: 
whatever brand o’ fightin’ was that, Ben?” 

Young Caswell grinned and shrugged his 
shoulders. "Sing Lah calls it ju jitsu. Wal, 
boys, I’m tuckered; I'm gonna hit the hay. 
Ike, yuh better hole up this pair in one o’ 
the out-sheds. G'night, boys.”

And to hide the exultation that flamed in 
his bruised face, the acting foreman 
of the Bar G  Circle strode away, satisfied.

CAN W RITE A SON<3 OR SONG POEM ?
YOU N o  C h a r g e  f o r

K atU o  P r e s e n ta t i o n  o r  P u b l ic a t i o n !
Send Large Stamped Self-Addressed Envelope or 4c In Stamp* 

for full particulars.
NORMAN SPENCER &. SON. Music Publisher*

Studio DA .9 (45 West 45th St.. N. Y.  City
Do Not Send Songs—Write F irs t Plainly

Big rash pronts for you. full or spare 
. time. Over 250 household necessities— 
things people must buy. Proven fast sell

ers ; steady repeaters, earnings very first day.
Ford Tudor Sedan Given You as Bonus. I l l  
show you how to start a t once; send you 
everything—Big Display Outfit and Quick 
cash plana. Details Free—no obligation. Just 
send name on postcard.

E. J. MILLS, 9580 Monmouth Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio
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A T  L A S T  the real story, MY C O U S I N  W I L L  ROGERS
B v  S l ‘l 11. I l i l  \  l

Sally Cowboy Humor! 
Will’s cousin, Spi Trent, 
tells the only authentic 
life story ever written of 
the cow boy hum orist  
and p h ilo sop h er , to  
whom the Courts of the 
W orld gave honor, 
whose co lo r fu l career  
started on an Indian  
pony and ended in an 
airship. Spi and Will 
lived together on a ranch 
from childhood, shared 
the same joys and sor* 
rows, the same pony and 
bed!

D O N ’ T 
M I S S  
T H I S  
S T O R Y  

•
A Modern 

American
Classic

•
I l l u s t r a t e d  b y  

N O R M A N  
P R I C E

CO U PO N

Blue Ribbon Magazines, Inc.,
60 Hudson Street, New York, N. Y.

Send m e ................... copies of “My Cousin, Will Rogers,” (illustrated)
by Spi M. Trent at $2.50 each, postpaid.
Name ..................................................... .................................................................. ....
Street ...................................... ....................................................................................
C ity ..........................................................................  S t a t e ......................................
[ ]  Remittance enclosed. [ ]  Send C. O. D. (I will pay postage.)
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KEEP HAIR NEAT
this new way., and
S A V E  M O N E Y !
With this new Comb-A-Trim you can re
move excess hair on neck and temples quick
ly and easily . . . and save on barber bills I 
Just run Comb-A-Trlm through your hair 
like ordinary comb. Cuts smoothly! No Ex- 

Comb* A-Trim perience Needed! Can be used by man or
woman, boy or girl! We do not say you can 

give yourself & complete Haircut with the Comb* A-Trim. We 
do say you can trim  neatly and cut down your visits to the 

_^rrber. In one month. Comb-A-Trim will save you i t ’s low 
cost. After that Comb-A-Trim will serve you long and 
economically! Try It at Our Expense! If not delighted, return 
i t  in 10 days and your money will be refunded immediately! 
Send 35c with your order Today! We ship your COMB-A- 
TRIM by return mail with instructions.

R E L IA B L E  S A L E S  C O ., D e p t. D R ,
1133 B ro a d w a y , N ew  Y ork  C ity

Announcing a
$400.00 PRIZE PICTURE

AND

STORY CONTEST!
Here is a chance for you to get that 

fishing equipment you’ve wanted so long— and 
get it free! Haven't you a fish picture that is 
unusual, or can't you tell us about that last 
fishing trip you took? And don't try and make 
us believe you can't tell a "ta ll" fish story.

There are three divisions in this contest. 
You may submit straight fact fishing articles 
with photos, fishing fiction stories or "tall" 
tales, and fishing pictures. Literary skill and 
photographic technique do not count. The 
story's the thing. A  good, clear photo that 
tells a story, or is in some manner unusual, 
has just as much chance of winning as submis
sions from those who are skilled in the craft.

$400.00 in sporting goods will be given 
to lucky winners. Prizes consist of Horroeks- 
Ibbotson fishing tackle, Coleman lanterns end 
outdoor cooking stoves, and Penn fishing reels. 
It's a fisherman's dream of tackle— 102 prizes 
in all! Drop a card for particulars today to

THE SOUTHERN SPORTSMAN
P . O. B ox  16 —  D ep t. DA,

A u stin , T exas

j n r t  fit-rite
V • PLATES

Set w ith life-like, 
pearly-white por
celain teeth. Carved and styled for Good 
Looks, yoor Comfort 
and Life-Ions wear. T housands of en
thusiastic and sat
isfied customersall over the coon try now 
wear teeth we made 
for them—BY MAIL, 
a t sensible prices.

FIT-RITE TEETH
• • • A y  M A I L ! ____________
We make to measure, to  fit you in d iv id u a l ly , 
by m oil, the World’s N o.l F IT -R IT E  Dental P lates 
for men, women from  an impression of your month.
ON OUR 6 0  DAYS' TRIAL
Make us prove yon can’t  beat oar fit, work o r  price. 
Save half or more. A D entist supervises construc- 
tionof each plate. W earour dentures 60days w itha
1 0 0 %  M O N E Y -B A C K  G U A R A N TEE
. you're not delighted with your improved
looks, if  you're not 1 0 0 %  sat
isfied we guarantee to  refund 
your every cent. W e  take your 
w ord. We repair and reproduce 
OLD PLATES. 48-hour Bervice.
■ M onthly  p ay m e n ts  possible. .
'u n it e d  s t a t e s  d e n t a l  c o m p a n y
W o r ld  a L a r g e s t  L a b o ra to ry  M a k in g  D e n ta l M a te s  o n ly .
1 55 5  M ilwaukee A v e ., D e p t,C -A 40,Chicago

FREE
IMPRESSION
M A T E R I A L
easy directions 

c a ta lo g .

L earn  th is 
P rofita b le  
P rofession

in 90 Days at Home
Hundreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10.00 to 
$20.00 in a single day giving scientific Swedish Massage and 
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There is a big demand from 
Hospitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients as 
well as opportunities for establishing your own office.
Learn this interesting money-making profession in your own 
home by mail, through our home study course. Same in
structors as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. 
A diploma Is awarded upon completion of the course. Course 

can be completed in 3 to 4 months. High 
School training Is not necessary. Many earn big 
money while learning.
Anatomy Charts A  Booklet FREE

Enroll now and wo will include uniform coat, 
medical dietionary, patented reducing roller and 
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra cost. The 
reducing course alone may bo worth many times 
the modest tuition fee.
8end coupon now for Anatomy Charts and book
let containing photographs and letters from suc
cessful graduates. These will all be sent post-

— ____ ____  paid—FREE.
THE College of Swedish Massage (Successor to National College 
of Massage) Dept. 603, 30 E. Adams St., Chicago.
You may send me FREE and postpaid. Anatomy Charts, booklet 
containing photographs and letters from graduates, and complete 
details of your offer.
Name ..... .
Address .... 
City ...........

DEVELOP YOUR OWN SNAPSHOTS
Developing and Printing Outfit for Only $1*75

C o m p le te  W ith  E a s y  to  F o llo w  In s tru c t io n s
This  Outfi t  Contains:

K ilby B u lb  . 3 E n a m e l T ra y s  . 4 T u b e s  U n iv e rs a l D ev e lo p e r . lb . A c id  F iv e r  . 20 
S h e e ts  2 ‘/ ,v lV i 1’r tn t in j;  P a p e r  . G la s s  S t i r r i n e  I to d  , 1-oz. G ra d u a te  T h e rm o m e to r  . 

4Vt P r in t in g  F r a m e  . 1 6 -P ag e  In s tru c t io n  B ook .
O T H E R  O U T F IT S  A T  $ 2  9 5  A N D  $ 4  9 5

Send Your Order Today—Start Printing Your Own Pictures Right Away
E n E E I  S.end  fo r  T o u r  F r e e  C opy o f  F o to s h o p  N ew s. C o n ta in s  C a m e ra  H in ts ,  Goa* 

s ip  an (i H u n d re d s  o f  W o r th -W h ile  B a rg a in s  in  C a m e ra s ,  P ro je c to r s  a n d  
A c c e sso rie s .

FOTOSHOP. INC. D E P T .
1 2 18 EAST 42nd ST. N^ , ? ? RK
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NEW, LARGER EDITIONI OUR BO O K  OF THE YEAR1
Nothing el*e qu ite  like It, Article* m ore interesting than  a  world's fa ir  I Over 
600  pages packed full of pic tures and descriptions of odd item s from  all 
part* of th e  world— am using, en terta in ing  and useful articles some of 
which you never knew existed— hundreds of item s not sold in  stores—  
dozens of th ings you've always wanted b u t never knew where t<K~flnd. 
T hey 're all in  th is  am azing N EW  catalog. L atest radio and hobby KTf3r"''\___„ ______________ _______  ____  catalog. _______________________  ___ ,
newest styles of candid  type cam eras, fo rtu n e  tellers, guns and rifles, sporting 
goods, books, seeds, etc., etc ,, in  fac t thousands of all th e  la test novelties, 
m any unobtainable elsewhere.

Put Real "L ife " Into Your Next Party
; a  halfGo th ru  your catalog when i t  arrives. P ick  o u t

A I R  P IS T O L S  
C H A M E L E O N S  
B A R O M E T E R S  
P R E S S  C A R D S  
N O V E L  R IN G *  
C O IN  C H E O K 6  
M IC R O S C O P E S  
E L E C T R IC  E V E  
M A O  1C T R IC K S  
L I V E  A N IM A L S

f R C H E R Y  S E T S  
R A N S M IT T E R S  
F I E L D  C L A S S E S  

C U R IO U S  S E E D S  
S K E L E T O N  K E Y S  
M A K E  U P  O O O O l  
3 » e  T Y P E W R IT E R  
B A N K S  &  V A U L T S  
S P O R T !N Q  P O O P S

N O V E L T Y  C L O C K S  
M U N T IN O  K N IV E S  
S Y M B O L  J E W E L R Y  
E L E C T R IC  T R A IN S  
C IG A R E T T E  C A S E S  
E L E C T R O -P L A T E R S  
G A M E S  O F  C H A N C E  
F O R T U N E  T E L L E R S  
O V E R  3 0 0  Sc B O O K S  
B O O K S  F O R  L O V E R S  
F IS H IN G  S U P P L IE S  
L I V E  A N T  V IL L A G E S  
R A D IO S  A  S U P P L IE S  
P R O J E C T O R S  A  F IL M  
V E N D IN G  M A C H IN E S  
M U S IC A L  N O V E L T IE S  
R E L IG IO U S  A R T IC L E S  
O F F IC E  T I M E  S A V E R S  
1 5 c T E L E G R A P H  S E T S

3  ofthe A MAZ/A/CA/£W MOVELT/IS

30
B-B Pistol

a c tio n . P il l  i t u p a n i  
fire  th e  s h o ts  — d p ,  

f *.*P,zip,one r i g h t a f te r t h e  
o th e r . L oads a n d  sh o o ta  
s ta n d a rd  BB’a , S w ell fo r 
t a rg e t  sh o o tin g , in  c o u n 
t r y ,  e tc . S tu rd y  c o n s tru c 
t io n , a u to m a tic  r e p e a t in g  
a c tio n . L oads 3 0  ab o t. 
B lu e -s te e l f in ish . 2 $ C

£ » fcRa“ er Cushion
A r e a l  fu n  m ak 

e r , a  la u e h  p ro 
d u c e r , B low  up 
t h i s  M usical 
R axxer C ush ion  

V an d  s e t  i t  on a 
u c h a ir .  W h e n  
'  r x n e o n e  s i ts  on 

i t ,  th e  RAZZFTK. 
In  th e  ta l l ,  
m ak e s  a loud  
ro a r  t h a t  is  e m 
b a r ra s s in g  to  th e

_____________ „  ___ Hi M ade o f  ru b b e r .
Y orks o n  sa m e  p r in c ip le  a s  th e  fa m o u s 
W hoopee C ush io n  w h ich  h a s  c re a te d  In 
n u m e ra b le  la u g h s . A lw ays re a d y  fo r  u se . 
T ak e i t  a n y w h e re  and  p la c e  i t  on  a 
c h a ir , b u s  s e a t, t ro l le y  se a t, e tc , ,  and  
see  I f  I t  d o e sn ’t  ca u se  g a le a  of « A ( i  
la u g h te r .  PR IC E  P O ST PA IO ........... * V ®

perso i
Work*

s ittin g

*0** Hotcha Chorus Girls
Intimate Secrets of Chorus Girls

R ev ea ls  th e  In ti  m at* 
se c re t*  an d  fa sc in a tin g
fraa tim ea In th o  liv e s  of 
a m o u s B ro ad w ay  h o tch a  

g ir ls ,  1 1  th r i l l in g  c h a p 
te r s .  F a c ts  fra n k ly  to ld . 

P o r  th e  f i r s t  t im e  a fa m o u s 
a u th o r  ta k e s  y ou  b e h in d  th e  
sc e n e s  and  g iv e s  y ou  in t i 
m a te  g lim p s e s  in to  th e i r  
s e c re ts .  R ead  a n d  p ro fit. 
K now  w h a t la « * .

. P R I C E . . . 1 ® ®
N E W  B O O K S  

u o n i e i i i a n i  o f  «  T a x i  
D ancer. P rice  O n l y , . . * ® ®  
C o n fessio n s of A 
M in is te r’s D a u g h te r , . * ® ®  
All 3  book* in 1 * g 0
b ig  v o lu m e. P r ic e .  . . w

Fill o u t th a  coupon and  rush It to  u*. Article* are gathered from  ALL 
OVER T H E  W O R LD . Ohlna. th e  O rient, from  A frica, the  Holy Land, 
France, England, Italy , F ar East, F in land, Sweden, etc ., eto. 8 pages of 
unusual bicycle and au to  accessories, over 40 pages of radios and elec
trical novelties, over 30  pages of the  la tes t cam eras and optical goods, 
nearly 50 pages of Symbol jewelry and  watches, 16 pages of smokers 
supplies ana unusual pipes, 26  pages of m usical instrum ents including 
an autom atic  m outh  organ which plays rolls, 22 pages of guns and rifles, 
nearly 1 0 0  pages of joke articles and  puzzles w ith w hich to  fool your 
friends, 32 pages of magic tricks, nearly  100  pages of weird books on 
alm ost every unusual subject you can th in k  of (including fortune telling, 
occult phenom ena, etc ., e tc .) ,  30  pages of novelties and  hobby kits for 
building airplanes, etc ., sporting goods, etc ., etc.

LOOK AT THIS AMAWt- 
CATALOG OF PNOCS}" 
RADIOS, ELECTRICAL 
NO VELTIES, R IF LE S  
ANL> JE W E L R Y  U

Bend Just 3c (o r 25c for De Luxe cloth bound edition) and o u r new catalog will be sen t 
to  you im mediately. Solely to  elim inate th e  curious we are  compelled to  make tills small 
charge— actually  only 1 -1 0 th  of our cost! A great big m am m oth catalog of 6 0 4  pages—  
rotogravure section— 6 color cover— 7 0 0 0  am azing novelties— over 4 0 0 0  Illustrations! Send 
3c In any convenient form — unused U.S. postage stam ps accepted— and we will do the  restl 
Use coupon below so you be cure to get the  new, 1 9 4 0  edition! Ready now— w ithout waiting!

DE LUXE ED ITIO N  25o
M any w a n t o u r  c a ta lo g  in  a  p e rm a 

n e n t  b in d in g  fo r  th e i r  lib ra ry  
sh e lv e* . F o r th e m  w e h av e  p re -
e are d  th e  De L uxe E d it io n  w ith  a  

e a u tlfu l  h a rd  c lo th  b in d in g  w h ich  j l H ^ ^ a l l s ^ m ^ o r M e t n U .

Send
Coin

Stamp

Reserve a Copt/ o f Your 194-0 CATALOG forme-Heres m y 3  <
Johnson Smith & Co., Department 938,
□ H m ’i  3c. Rush your N E W  Foil and  W in te r CATALOG. Be •  

(De Luxe eleth bound library wMBw, *§«,)
Name______________________Address_______

Detroit, Michigan
i I  e*t one of tho Drat eo*le,t

\

dozen fun
[ m akers and  p u t them  to  work a t  your party . “ BINGO'* shooter* placed 

under telephones, p lates, e tc ,, explode -violently b u t harmleasly. Auto 
Bombs, “ E lectric"  Hand Shaker and  T ickler, Trick Cards, e tc ., eto.
This Give* You Some Idea What The Book Contain*

M U S C L E  D E V E L O P E R S  
S E C R E T  M O N E Y  B E L T S  
B O O K S  O N  H Y P N O T IS M  
L A T E S T  S T Y L E  R A D IO S  
N E W  A U T O  N O V E L T IE S  
F IR E A R M S  A N D  R IF L E S  
N E W  C A N D ID  C A M E R A S  
R E A D  T H E  B A C K  C A R D S  
M A R R IA G E  L IC E N S E  lO e  
M O N E Y  M A K IN G  O U T F I T S  
P O R T A B L E  R A D IO S , S t  UP  
E L E C T R IC  B A S E B A L L  G A M E  
L A T E S T  M O D E L  A IR P L A N E S  
B O O K S  O N  V E N T R IL O Q U IS M  
W E IR D  & M Y S T IC  A R T IC L E S  
P R IN T IN G  P R E S S  F O R  S 2 .S 8  
6 P I R IT U A L I S T I C  N O V E L T IE S  
N O V E L  B IC Y C L E  O R N A M E N T S  
U S E F U L  S M O K E R S ’ N O V E L T IE S

R m a U  t h e  C j u t f w s t  A fM m — Q j e t  f y j u i S i  Q x U a l o ^ ,  J j m m s J m L e i f .

P x u f. O sd if . i- iO t U  Jbfj M te, A jd u e d  Q x u t  —  fyJjz Pxu f>  'T lte. R e d t



WANT TO EARN MORE MONEY?
Have you ever dreamed of holding down 
a  steady, good pay job? Have you 
ever dreamed of doing the work you 
really like in a job that holds promise 
Of a real fu ture in the years ahead?

Well, we all know that you can’t  get 
the good things in life by just dream
ing about them. Hundreds of fellows 
ere today  holding dow n m igh ty  fine jobs w ith  
prospects of a b righ t fu tu re . T hey  are  filling 
these  jobs because th e y  h ad  th e  foresight to  
equip them selves w ith  th e  r i g h t  k in d  of 
t r a in in g .  M o st of these  m en w ere only  aver
age fellows a  sh o rt tim e ago, b u t th e  p roper 
tra in ing  helped to  lif t  them  o u t o f th e  low pay  
rank3 of unskilled workers. T h e  sam e oppor
tu n ity  is now offered to  y o u .

The g reat fascinating field of E L E C T R IC IT Y  
offers a  real fu tu re  to  m any  m en and  young 
m en who a re  willing to  p repare  fo r a place In 
th is  g ian t industry .

Here a t my school in Chicago, the 
world’s Electrical Center, you can 
get 12 weeks’ Shop T ra in ing  in 
ELECTRICITY, that can help give 
you your start towards a better job.

You will be trained on actual equip
ment and machinery and because of 
our method of training, you don’t  
n e e d  p re v io u s  e x p e r ie n ce  o r  a  l o t  o f  e d u c a 
t io n .  M any o f m y  successful graduates never 
even com pleted G ram m ar School.

H ere In m y  school you w ork o n  generators, 
m otors, dynam os, you do  house w iring, w ind 
arm atures an d  do  actual w ork in  m any o ther 
branches of e lectricity  an d  righ t now I ’m in
cluding valuable instruction  in  D iese l, E le c tr ic  
R e f r ig e ra tio n  an d  A ir C o n d itio n in g  a t  n o  
ex tra  cost. O ur practical shop m ethods m ake i t  
e a s ie r  t o  l e a r n — F ir s t  th e  instructors t e l l  you 
h o w  a  th ing  should be done— t h e n  they  sh o w  
you how i t  should be done —  t h e n  you do 
t h e  a c tu a l  w o rk  y o u rse lf .

I ’LL F I N A N C E  YOUR T R A I N I N G
Y ou can get th is  tra in ing  f ir s t—then  p a y  fo r  I t  
l a t e r  in e a s y  m o n th ly  p a y m e n ts ,  s tarting  60 
d a y s  a fter your 12 weeks tra in ing  period is over 
— th e n  y o u  h a v e  12 m o n th s  to  complete your 
paym ents. f

If  you need p a r t  t im e  w o rk  to  help ou t w ith  
expenses while train ing  in m y shops, m y employ- 
tnent departm ent will help you get it. T hen a fte r 
graduation th is  departm ent will give you valu- 

V  able  l i f e t im e  e m p lo y m e n t  serv ice .
S e n d  t h e  c o u p o n  to d a y  fo r  a l l  d e ta ils .

- W hen X get i t  I ’ll send you m y big free book con- 
f  tam ing dozens of pictures of students a t  work in

H. C. LEW IS, President
f t f t V M E T  e l e c t r ic a lI f U  I  S l L  SCHOOL 
500 S. Paulina St, Dept C9-25C Chicago

m y shops. I ’ll also tell y o u ab o u tm y “ P a y  A fte r  
G r a d u a t io n ”  p la n ,  how m any e a r n  w h ile  
le a r n in g  a n d  how  we help o u r studen ts 

a f te r  g ra d u a t io n .  F illin , 
c lip  coupon, m a il  to d a y  
fo r  y o u r  s t a r t  to w a rd  
a b r ig h t e r  f u t u r e .

_  r H . C . L E W IS , P re s id e n t,  
r C O Y N E EL EC TR IC A L SCH O O L,

500 S . P a u l in a  S tr e e t ,  D ep t.69 -25 t\ C h icag o , 111.
D ear Sir: Please send me free your big catalog and  full particulars of your 
present offer, also your ‘‘Pay-T uition-A fter-G raduation’’ Plan.
N A M E .
A D D R E SS.

s C IT Y ......................................................................................S T A T E ........................ •S » a a a a a a a a a » i » « « a a a a a « » a » « , « a « a a « « a . , « a a a « « , * «  J
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Popular Copyrights Are A Smash H it!
2 0  BOOKS f«r » 1

Millions of Books 
Can Now Be Had at
14 What Every G irl Should 

Know
19 Nietzsche's Philosophy, D u

rant
25 Rhyming Dictionary 
42 Origin of Human Race 
63 Insects and Men. Instinct 

vs. R e a s o n .  Clarence 
Darrow

50 Dictionary of U. S. Slang 
68 Tales from Decameron, 

Boccaccio
72 Color of Life and Love 
?4 Physiology of Sex Life 
52 Common Faults in English 
83 Evolution of Marriage 
87 Nature of Love 
91 Manhood: Facts of Life 
i; 8 How to Love

109 Facts About Classics
110 History of World War
125 Woodrow Wilson's War

Speeches
126 History of Rome. Wood 
133 Principles of Electricity 
150 Lost Civilizations
159 Story of Plato's Philosophy 
172 Evolution of Sex
175 A Hindu Book of Love
176 Four Essays on Sex 
192 Book of Synonyms 
217 Puzzle of Personality 
228 Plain Talks With Hus

bands and Wives. Ellis
286 Prostitution in the Ancient 

World
S26 How to Write Short Stories 
347 A Book of Itiddle Rimes 
364 How to Argue Logically 
367 Improve Your Conversation 
874 Psychology of Suicide 
375 Love Story of an Old Maid 
377 Psychology of Joy and 

Sorrow
383 Prostitution in the U. S.
439 My 12 Years In a Monas

tery __
440 Baseball. How to Play
446 Psychology of Religion
447 Auto-Suggestion: How I t

Works _
449 Auto-Suggestion and Health 
452 Dictionary of Scientific 

Terms
467 Evolution Made Plain 
473 Lives of Chorus Girls 
475 Develop SenBe of Humor 
479 How N. Y. G irls Live 
188 D on't Be a Wall Flower 
491 Psychology for Beginners 
493 Novel Discoveries in 

Science
624 Death and Its Problems
529 Woman the Criminal
530 What Women Beyond 40

Should Know 
550 Hints on Etiquette 
603 The Electron Theory 
606 How to Play Chess 
629 Handbook of Legal Forms 
637 German-English Dictionary 
689 4,000 Essential English 

Words
044 Women Who Lived for Love
045 Confidential Chats with

Wives
648 Sexual Rejuvenation 
053 W hat Boys Should Know 
654 What Young Men Should 

Know
855 What Young Women Should

Know
850 W hat M arried Men Should 

Know
657 What M arried Women 

Should Know
058 Toasts for All Occasions 
061 Neurotic America and Sex 
679 Chemistry for Beginners
681 Spelling Self Taught
682 Grammar Self Taught
683 Punctuation Self Taught 
687 U. 8. Constitution
689 Woman’s Sexual Life
690 Man's Sexual Life
691 Child’s Sexual Life
697 4000 Words Often Mis

pronounced
703 Physiology Self Taught
704 Facts About Palmistry

TAKE your pick of the Little Bine Books \*‘s,
listed on this page at the rate of 20 books 1379 Pr««ident H»r<ainn'< n 

for $1, plus lc  per book for carriage. Choose , 382 Is *Our^ Civilization Over* 
yours now! Order today!
715 Auction Bridge for Be

ginners
717 Modern Sexual Morality
726 Facts About Venereal

Diseases
727 Psychology of Affections
730 Mistresses of Today
731 Mental Differences of Men

and 'Women
734 Book of Useful Phrases 
759 How to Conquer Stupidity 
767 Facts About Astrology 
775 F irs t Aid for Investor* 
777 Riddle of Human Be

havior
781 Catholicism and Sex
782 Psycho-Analysis, Mind

and Body
789 Digest of U. 8. M ar

riage and Divorce Laws 
800 Sex In Psycho-Analyst* 
601 A Rapid Calculator 
804 Freud on Sleep and Sex

ual Dreams
810 Scandals of Paris Life 
815 Fam iliar Quotations 
817 Her Burning Secret 
813 Book of Strange Murder*
820 Jokes About M arried Life
821 Improve Your Vocabulary 
823 English Composition Self

Taught
835 Handbook of Useful Tables
846 Womanhood: Facts of Life
847 How to Play Card Games 
851 Bible Myths and

Legends
856 Arithmetic Self Taught, 1
857 Arithmetic Self Taught, 2
858 Psychology of Leadership 
862 German Self Taught
804 Chats With Husbands 
872 Manual Parliamentary 

Law
876 Curiosities of Mathe

matics
882 Psychology of Character 

Building
889 Jokes About Kissing 
893 50‘J Riddles 
896 Wages of Sin 
901 Woman: Eternal Primitive
903 All About Syphilia
904 Sex Symbolism. Fielding 
964 How to Be Happy Though

M arried
968 Rational Sex Ethic*
972 Book of Popular Joke* 
975 Cleopatra and Her Loves 
986 How to Talk and Debate 
995 How to Play the Piano 
999 Latin Self Taught 

1093 How to Think Logically
1004 How to Save Money 
1007 Revolt Against Religion
1009 Typewriting Self Taught
1010 Amateur Magic Trick*
1011 French-English Dictionary
1012 Best Negro Joke*
1013 Best Irish Joke*
1014 Best American Joke*
1015 Comic Dialect Poem*
1018 Humorous Limerick*
1021 Italian Self Taught 
1023 Popular Recitations
1080 World’s Great Religion* 
1053 Guide to N. Y. Strange

Sections
1081 Human Origin of Morel* 
1062 Humoresque, Fannie Hurst
1005 Lives of U. S. President* 
1089 Conquest of Fear
1074 Commercial Law
1078 Morals in Greece and

Rome
1079 Phallic Element* in

Religion
1082 Best Jewish Jokes
1088 Truth About Mussolini
1089 Common Sense of Bex 
1093 Amusing Puns

1097 Memory: How to Use It 
1103 Puzzle* and Brain T e ll

ers
1105 Spanish-EngliBh Diction

ary
1111 Prostitution in  Medieval 

World
3133 Love from Many Angle*
1122 Degradation of Woman
1123 Facta About Puritan

Morals
1135 Prostitution in  Modern 

World
1139 Photography Self Taught 
1148 Sexual Crime* in U. S. 

Law
1164 Unlovely Sin. Ben Hecht 
1167 Sinister Sex, etc. Hecht 
1174 How to  W rite Business 

Letter*
1176 A Mad Lova. Frank 

Harris
1206 How to Swim
1207 French Self Taught 
1210 Mathematical Oddities 
1216 Italian-Englieh Dictionary 
1225 How to  Avoid Marital

Discord
1228 Jokes About Drunks
1238 Beginning M arried Life

Bight
1239 Party Game* for Grown

ups
1247 Psychology <jf Love and 

Hate
1250 Companionate M arriage 
2278 Ventriloquism Self Taught 
1279 Side Show Trick*
1285 Gamblers' Crooked Trick* 
1311 Real Alma of Catholicism 
1316 Revolt of Modern Youth 
1318 Case for and Against 

Sexual Sterilization 
1320 How to Get a Husband 
1322 Confession of a Modern 

Woman
1333 Common Sense of Health 
1337 Breakdown of Marriage
1339 Crooked Financial Scheme*
1340 How to Get a Job 
1342 Typical Love Problem* 
1347 Trial Marriage
1349 Life of Lindbergh 
1351 How to Get Ahead
1350 How to Make Will*
1357 What You Should Know

About Law
1359 I* B irth  Control a Bin? 
1302 Law for Women

S eied?
1392 Confessions of a Gold 

Digger
1412 Stories of Tramp Life
1413 My Prison Day*
1420 Why Wive* Leave Home
1421 How to Get a Divorce 
1428 Unusual Love Affairs 
1430 Shorthand Self Taught 
1436 Strange M arriage Custom* 
1439 Intelligence, How. to

Test It
1442 Fact* About Graphology 
1445 Wild Women of Broadway 
1459 Psychology of Criminal 
1477 How Glands Affect P er

sonality
1484 Why Preacher* Go Wrong
1491 Power of Women
1493 Wine, Women and Bong
1496 Sexual Factor in Divorce
1497 Companionate Divorce
1498 M. IT- Bex Questionnaire 
1509 Why I  Am an Agnostic 
1501 Mussolini and the Pop*
1503 Effective English In

floeeeh
1504 Overcome Self-Conscious

ness
1516 Facts About Gonorrhea 
1523 How to Avoid Catching 

Venereal Dieea&es 
1535 Hovr to Throw a Party 
1538 Rational Sex Code 
1555 Rules for Success in  Busi

ness
1565 Catholicism and the Pub

lic School*
1566 How to Conduct Love

Affair
1568 Full Text Edison** Sctal- 

arshin Questionnaire 
1589 Boccaccio—-Lover of Love

How to Order
Just list titles desired by num
ber. Order at least 20 hooka 
and eticlos* money order, check 
or currency at rate of 20 books 
for $1—minimum order $1. Add 
lc  per book to cover carriage, 
and books will be shipped pre
paid. (Add 10c to personal 
check. It is best to remit by 
cash, postal money order or 
unused U. S. stamp*.) No. C. 
O. D. Canadian and foreign 
price, 7c per book, delivered. 
Canada or foreign must remit 
by international postal money 
order.

(Each order for |1  or more entitles you to a tria l subscription 
to The American Freeman, at no extra cost, if you ask for i t  
This is tii* growing questions *nd answer* magazine).

i Us© This Simple Order Form 
for Popular Copyrights

H A L D E M A N -J U L IU S  P U B L IC A T IO N S  
’ Dept. A-261, Girard, Kansas.
i Enclosed please find .... ..................... which is payment at

the rate of 20 books for $1 for the following popular copy* 
rights which 1 have listed by number on the lines below.

■ (Add lc  per book for carriage,)

Ha idem an-Julius Publications, Dept. A261, Girard, I Nota: If there fi not enough room on this blank to list All the 
numbers you want, please write them oa another sheet of paper.
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HE Moiled This Coupon

J. G. O ’B R IE N
A tla s  C h a m p io n  

C u p  W in n e r
This is an ordinary snap
shot of one of Charles 
Atlas' Californian pupils.

•••and Here's the Handsome 
Prise-Winninq Body 
I Cave Him /

Ootooefttd photo «f Ch«rl„ Alla*. (wit,
• "Wow. Mm, 5R£fectly Civ., ,p .a

I  G . O ’B R I E N  s a w  m y  c o u p o n .  H e  C lip p ed  a n d  m a i le d  i t .  H e  g o t  m y ^  
**" f r e e  b o o k  a n d  f o l lo w e d  m y  i n s t r u c t i o n s ,  l i e  b e c a m e  a  N e w  
M a n — a n d  a l s o  w o n  o n e  o f  m y  A t l a s - C b a m p io n ,  S t e r l i n g  S i l v e r  t 
C u p s  f o r  h is  p h y s ic a l  im p r o v e m e n t .  N O W  r e a d  w h a t  h e  s a y s : /  
‘‘L o o k  a t  m e  N O W ! D y n a m ic  T e n s io n s  W O R K S ! I ’m  
p r o u d  o f  t h e  n a t u r a l ,  e a s y  w a y  y o u  h a v e  m a d e  m e  a n  
‘A t l a s  C h a m p io n ’ !” — J. G. O ’B R I E N

Let Me Prove I Can Make 
You A New M an!

W o u ld  Y O U  l ik e  t o  h a v e  i n to  “T h e  W o r ld ’s  M o s t  
P e r f e c t ly  D e v e lo p e d  M a n ,” 
t h e  t i t l e  I  w o n  T W I C E  
a n d  h a v e  h e ld  E V E R  
S I N C E , a g a i n s t  a l l  c o m 
p e t i to r s .  M y  s e c r e t  i s  D Y 
N A M IC  T E N S I O N . l t  i s  a  N A T - 
U R A L  m e th o d .  I t s  p u r p o s e  is  
n o t  o n ly  to  g iv e  y o u  t h e  p o w e rfu l ,  
r i p p l in g  m u s c l e s  y o u ’d  l ik e  to  s e e  in  
y o u r  o w n  m i r r o r ,  b u t  a ls o — f o r  th o s e  
w h o s e  s y s t e m s  a r e  s lu g g is h  f r o m  
l a c k  o f  p r o p e r  e x e r c i s e  —• t o  h e lp  
t h e m  to n e  u p  t h e i r  e n t i r e  b o d y , i n 
s id e  a n d  o u t .

a  h a n d s o m e  bu ild -— g r e a t e r  
p h y s ic a l  d e v e lo p m e n t  -— a  
s t r o n g ,  m u s c u l a r  b o d y ?  
T h e n  l i s t e n  to  t h i s :

I ,  m y s e l f ,  w a s  o n c e  a  
s k i n n y  w e a k l i n g  o f  97 lb s . 
I  d id n ’t  k n o w  w h a t  r e a l  
h e a l t h  o r  s t r e n g t h  w e re .  I  
w a s  a f r a i d  to  f ig h t ,  
a s h a m e d  to  b e  s e e n  in  a  
s w i m m in g  s u i t .

T h e n  I  d is c o v e re d  th e  
s e c r e t  t h a t  c h a n g e d  m e

Accept My 7-Day Trial Offer
D o Y O U  w a n t  a  b e t t e r  b u i ld ?  A re  Y O U  d is s a t i s f i e d  w i th  y o u r p r e s e n t  

p h y s ic a l  d e v e lo p m e n t?  A ll I  a s k  is  a  7-D A Y  T R IA L . J u s t  o n e  w e e k !  I n  
e v e n  t h a t  s h o r t  t im e  y o u  w ill n o t ic e  y o u r  c h e s t  h a r d e n in g  a n d  f i l l in g  o u t 
w i th  s o lid  m u s c le — o r  th e  7 -D a y  T r i a l  w ill c o s t y o u  n o th in g .  S u re ly  th i s  is  
p ro o f  e n o u g h  t h a t  b y  c o n t in u in g  w i th  m y  “ D y n a m ic -T e n s io n ” m e th o d  I 
w ill  m a k e  y o u  a  N E W  M A N — g iv e  y o u  b o d ily  p o w e r  a n d  d r iv e ,  a n d  p u t  
y o u  in  m a g n if ic e n t  p h y s ic a l  c o n d i t io n  w h ic h  w in s  y o u  th e  e n v y  a n d  r e 
s p e c t  o f  e v e ry o n e .

FREE BOOK on DYNAMIC TENSION
L e t  m e  s h o w  y o u  th e  r e s u l t s  p ro d u c e d  f o r  o th e r  

m e n . I ’ll s e n d  y o u  F R E E  m y  f a m o u s  b o o k  “ E V E R L A S T 
IN G  H E A L T H  A N D  S T R E N G T H .” I t  sh o w s  a c tu a l  
p h o to s . W r i te  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s  c a r e f u l ly  on  
co u p o n . M a il to  m e  p e r s o n a l ly  T O D A Y . I ’ll r u s h  y o u r  
f r e e  c o p y  to  y o u  A T  O N C E ! C h a r le s  A tla s ,  D e p t. 4 J ,
115 E . 2 3 rd  S t.,  N e w  Y o rk , N . Y.

SILV ER  CUP BEING 
GIVEN AWAY

I Thle cup, 14” high on 
a mahogany baae, will 

J be awarded to pupil 
I w h o  make# greateit 
| phyalcal Improvement la 

it 3  month#.

j  CHARLES ATLAS
■; Dept. 4J, 115 East 23rd Street,
|  New York, N. Y.
I  I want the proof that your system of Dynamic 
I  Tension will help make me a New Man—give 
I  me a healthy, husky body and big muscle devel- 
f  opment. Send me your FREE book. “Everlast- 
|  ing H ealth and Strength” and full details about 
|  your 7-DAY Trial Offer.
I
| NAME  ......................................................................
13 (Please print or write plainly)
I
I  Address ....................................................................

i  City ..........................................  State ....................



Stop your

and look

Rupture 
Younger!

w o r n e s

A—Pad which comes
in contact with 
the body.

B—Light weight disc 
which holds pad. 

C—Shows the shape 
of soft rubber pad 
before it is pressed 
against body.

D—Dotted line shows 
how the pad flat
tens o u t u n d e r  
pressure, expelling 
air.

E — Orifice th ro u g h  
which the pad fig
uratively breathes 
as it adjusts to 
conform to differ
ent body pressures, 

Rupture Cushions arc made 
75 Shapes and Siics.

Wouldn’t it be a grand and glorious feeling to forget rupture 
worry completely and let peace of mind and new zest for 
living make you look younger? But you can’t if a gouging, 
uncom fortable tru ss  nags you ‘constantly , if you never know  a mo- 
m en t’s security , if you feel your rup tu re is grow ing w orse all the 
time, w ith  no t even hope of the opening closing up. W orry , w orry, 
w orry, day  after day, for all your life . . . w hy, i t ’s bound to  make 
any m an o r w om an look old, haggard, and w orn  ou t beyond the ir years.
D on’t, don’t, don’t subm it to this terrible, needless tragedy  of dragging, 
ageing  w orry . A t th is  very m om ent, as you read these words you can

decide to  en ter upon a 
glorious new  life. N ot 
b y  s o m e  c l a p - t r a p ,  
senseless “m agic” ; bu t 
by the thoroughly  effec
tive aid of the world- 
fam ous B R O O K S  P a t
en ted  A IR -C U S H IO N  
Rupture^ S up p o rt— tha t
ho lds w ith a  velvet touch ; yet so securely th a t you practically  fo r
g e t rup tu re , banish w orry, become norm ally active and again know  
th e  zest and  joy  of life tha t cannot help but make you look younger. 
S cores of thousands know  this is true. L et the  B rooks help you.

A BROOKS APPLIANCE WILL BE SENT ON TR IAL  
TO PROVE ITSELF ON YOUR OWN BODY

B R O O K S  asks no m an o r w om an to  buy a B rooks A ppliance o u t
righ t, on  faith alone. Instead  it w ill be sent you on  a thorough trial. 
W ear it. P u t it to  every te st for heavenly com fort and security . If 
you o r your doctor are no t satisfied, re tu rn  the B R O O K S  and  the 
tria l w ill cost you nothing. So if you have reducible ru p tu re  send for 
a  B R O O K S  A ir-C ushion truss and let it  prove itself on your own body. 
H ow  doctors regard  the B R O O K S  is show n by 
the  fact th a t m ore than  9,000 have ordered, 
e ith e r fo r them selves or the ir patients.

LOW COST. . .  AND THE AIR-CUSHION  
Support Gives Nature a Chance to 

Close the OPENING
Rich o r poor—A N Y O N E  can afford to  buy a 
B R O O K S . But, look ou t for im itations and 
counterfeits. T he G enuine B R O O K S  is never 
sold in stores or-by  agents. I t  is made up, after 
your o rder is received, to  fit your particu lar case.
T h e  P aten ted  A ir-Cushion Support does aw ay 
com pletely w ith  hard, gouging, painful pads.
T h e re  are no stiff, punishing springs. Instead, 
the  yielding, clinging, secure A IR -C U S H IO N  
and  velvet so ft body band. Sanitary, light
w eight, inconspicuous. N o m etal girdle to  rust 
or corrode. A nd the P aten ted  A utom atic A IR - 
C U S H IO N  continually  w orks to  give N ature 
opening. W h a t a con trast to  ordinary hard-pad uncom fortable trusses!

Learn How To Look Y O U N G ER -Send  for 
F R E E  Rupture Book and T R I A L  O F F E R

N o . . . don’t  o rder a B R O O K S  now  . . . F IR S T  g e t the 
com plete, revealing explanation. H ow  th e  B R O O K S  securely 
holds reducible ru p tu re  is m ade as clear to  you as ABC, W hy 
ru p tu re  w orry  ends is u tterly  plain. H ow  the  P aten ted  A IR - 
C U S H IO N  Support gives perfect security  w ith heavenly comfort 
is shown a t a glance. L earn  how you can be fitted individually 
fo r any  kind of reducible rupture. T H E N  you’ll never rest 
until you w ear a B R O O K S , prove its  advantages on your own 
body. And rem em ber, if no t satisfied, the T R IA L  is a t  O U R  
risk, N O T  yours. D on’t pass up an opportunity  like this.

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO. »
421-B STATE STREET MARSHALL, M ICH.

■Where Is Your Rupture? 

a chance to  close the

MAIL NOW !
Brooks Appliance Co.
421-B  S ta te  S t., M arshall, M ich.
In P L A IN  E N V E L O P E , please send your 
F R E E  B O O K  on R upture , P R O O F  of Re
sults, and  T R IA L  O F F E R . N o one is to  call 
o n  m e personally  abou t m y rupture.

N a m e__ _______________________________ '

S tree t_________________________________________

City________________ -S ta te -
State whether for Man □  Woman □  or Child □


